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Drunk off my ass, I leaned heavily against my
best friend as she guided me into her house despite my insistence
that she take me home. When the door closed and locked behind us
she kicked her shoes off and then took me to the couch where she
sat me down and removed my heels. Next, her hands snaked their way
up my thighs and my panties were tugged down and off. Under normal
circumstances I would have told her off for what she was doing, but
I was far too drunk to think straight. Closing my eyes I lay back
and drifted off to drunken slumber.

I have no idea how long I was out but when I
woke it was with a horrendous headache and a mouth as dry as the
Sahara. Rolling off the couch I landed on the floor with a thud and
as I crawled across the living room in the direction of the kitchen
to get something to drink I felt the cool breeze of the ceiling fan
blowing against my naked body. Stopping, I looked down and
confirmed that I was indeed butt naked. Panic setting in my eyes
darted left and right. I recognized the art hanging on the walls,
the olive green furniture, dark cherry coffee and end tables and
huge curved TV sitting on a stand to my right but none of it was
mine.

Ass still high, I lowered my forehead to
folded arms and tried to recall the events of the night before
while simultaneously fighting back the sudden urge to vomit. I
remembered going out with friends. Lots of drinking. Men and women
hitting on us. A great deal of teasing. And then rolling onto the
floor moments ago. Legs stretching out behind me, I sighed and
passed out. Coming to again to the sound of talking, I rolled over
and stared across the room at two men I did not recognize looking
back at me. Smiling, they took in every inch of my naked body as
they stripped out of their clothes.

The first one naked – a handsome man in his
mid to late twenties with a pretty boy face and well-toned athletic
build, got down on all fours and crawled between my legs which at
that moment were bent at the knees and spread invitingly. Not that
I intended it, but that’s how things worked out in the moment.
Kissing each of my inner thighs he them stared into my eyes and did
not break contact as his head lowered and he sucked my hooded clit
into his mouth. While I had slept off the worst of my drunken state
my head was still swimming in that delightful realm of being just
buzzed enough to feel really good and sober enough to be aware of
my actions. The man continued sucking and playfully nibbling at my
clit as two fingers slowly pushed into me.

“Ooohhhhhh god!” I moaned, my back arching a
good six inches as a wave of pleasure washed over me. Lost to the
moment I did not see the other man until he was standing over me
with his big black cock and huge balls hanging like forbidden fruit
just begging to be savored. Turning, he squat down and with one
large hand raised my head enough for him to push to the back of my
throat. Head spinning, I asked myself one very important question.
Were these men raping me? Technically, the answer was yes as
I had not given them consent, but then I rationalized that since I
had not said no when the first man crawled between my legs and
started expertly eating my pussy that that was all the consent I
needed to give. Just then he added a third finger as his teeth sank
into my quickly engorging love button and I gushed all over his
face in what was perhaps the quickest orgasm of my life.

Fingers pulled out of me. Tongue stopped
licking and teeth stopped gently biting. A moment later my hips
were raised and the man’s cock pushed into me. It was then the
black man pulled his now hard dick out of my mouth and then moved
off of me. In a flurry of motions I was moved on top of him, his
huge cock filling me completely as the other man pushed into my
ass. “Aaahhhhh fucking hell!” I grunted. “S-Some lube would be
nice.” No sooner were the words out of my mouth then I felt his
spit landing just above my asshole.

“There you are,” a familiar voice rang out
from the other side of the living room. “Whoa! What the fuck do you
think you’re doing? I called you here to play with me not my drunk
friend. What the hell is wrong with you idiots? Can’t you see she’s
not in her right mind?”

“I’m…uhn…uhn…I’m absolutely in my right
mind,” I purred in reply. “D-Don’t stop.”

“Um, Lydia, are you sure you want to be taken
by two men?”

“YES!”

“Very well. Then enjoy and I apologize for
accusing you of taking advantage of my best friend’s drunken
state.”
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