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Ursula was a skilled snooker player. When one of the rooms in your house had a full size table in it, the temptation to play was far too strong. Her only problem was her height. At a little over five feet tall, she had trouble reaching all the way across the table for some shots. She wielded a long rest with a flourish, though.

She had reached the level where she could regularly beat her husband. But today, Arthur was only one of the people she was playing against, and the stakes were very interesting.

Arthur had four team mates for this match, and they were taking turns on the baize against her. They were playing strip snooker. For every ten points the 'boys' scored, Ursula would remove an item of clothing. For every ten she got, the other team would all have to take something off.

Ursula had taken the break, then Arthur had potted a red and the blue. Luckily, He had missed the next red, leaving a series of easy shots open to her. She had taken a red, the black, and another red. Now, she was lined up on the green. Twelve points would mean the first clothes would come off. The boys all wore shirts over their T-shirts, apart from Arthur, who had jokingly chosen a waistcoat and shirt, trying to look like a professional player. Ursula gazed along the cue, adjusting until she was sure she had the shot lined up. Then she raised her eyes.

All five of her competitors were within her vision. She smiled at them, and took the shot without looking back down. The clack of the cue ball against the green was followed by a soft thunk. The appreciative, and surprised, grins, followed by light applause, confirmed that the ball had gone into the pocket.

Ursula stepped back. She rested the butt of the cue between her bare feet, and the tip came up to her chin. With a nod toward the scoreboard as Arthur updated it, she said, "First blood to me. Shirts off."

The boys didn't hesitate to shrug out of their garments. They laid them over the back of the large leather couch at the other end of the library. Arthur took longer getting out of his waistcoat, fiddling with the small buttons. When he had discarded it, Ursula wandered around the table, looking for her next shot.

Ursula wore a long sleeved fitted top that emphasised her small, perky breasts and tight cut off shorts that hugged the curve of her butt cheeks. She had no bra on, and only the skimpiest of thongs under her shorts. The boys all had more layers on than her, so she would have to use all her skills to get them naked before her. Skills, and assets. She wasn't above distracting them to get an advantage. "Who's shooting next for you?" she asked.

After much glancing back and forth, the youngest of the boys put his hand up and volunteered. "Me, I guess." His name was David. He was twenty two, blonde, and cute. Arthur also reported that he had an adorable pair of girlfriends, both of whom had attended an event organised by The Gang in this very house. Ursula was sorry she had missed it, and fully intended to make up for it today.

With two girlfriends, and experience of the sort of gang bangs and orgies that The Gang organised, David might be hard to distract with a flash of shapely leg, but Ursula was going to try anyway. Luckily, he was standing right behind the best shot she could get. She leant over the table, studying the balls, letting the shorts pull tight around her buttocks. David got a good impression of what lay beneath the clothes.

Spreading her shapely, golden brown legs as she drew her cue back, Ursula gave him a little wiggle, then let out a sound that started as a sigh and ended as a grunt as she took the shot. A red went into the opposite middle pocket, but the cue ball ended up behind a cluster of reds, blocking any easy follow on. Trying to distract another player, Ursula hadn't thought her play all the way through. That was an embarrassing backfire.

Ursula managed to clip the pink with her next shot, not fouling, but not scoring, either. She stepped back from the table, and gestured for David to take his shot. He studied her form for a while longer before taking a cue and stepping up to the table. There were a cluster of reds at the bottom of the table. He easily picked off one of them. His expression suggested that the cue ball rolling back up the table to line up perfectly on the blue and the middle pocket wasn't planned.

David potted the blue easily. The cue ball bounced off the cushion and trickled into fairly neutral space that didn't offer many more opportunities. He was about to start lining up the next shot when he realised he had taken the boys over ten points, and stood to look at Ursula, grinning.

"How about you help me out here. You scored, you can help me take the clothes off." Ursula suggested.

Pausing only long enough to hand his cue to someone else, David came around the table. Ursula turned around as he approached, and held aside jet black hair to reveal the short zip on the back of her top. David pulled the zip down, then started tugging the top out from where it was tucked into her shorts. She lifted her arms, and he pulled the top up and over her head.

There was an appreciative hum from the boys as they discovered that Ursula wasn't wearing a bra. She turned to David, who had draped her top over a forearm and was obviously keen to touch what he had just revealed. She felt a tingle across her chest, almost like a blush, at the thought of it, and clasped her hands behind her, arching her back so her breasts pushed forward.

They were small and firm, almost cone shaped in their perkiness. Her nipples were fat and puffy, tightening up as David reached out to caress and squeeze. He flicked his thumbs across them, and she made a happy sound.

However, there was a snooker game to consider. "It's your shot." Ursula said, though she would have been happy to let him carry on.

"I guess it is." David handed Ursula's top back, letting her find somewhere to hang it whilst he retrieved his cue. After considering his options, which were limited, he played a safe shot, leaving a couple of balls open for her.

Ursula stood up straight at the opposite end of the table to the boys. She held her cue out to the side as she studied the positions of all the balls. In truth, she had already decided what she was going to play. She wanted to enjoy the gazes of her competition. There was a warmth between her legs as she watched their eyes taking in her semi nude body. Her nipples tightened some more, and she felt a shiver of pleasure up her spine.

When she felt she had teased them enough, she walked around the table to take her next shot. There were a spread of reds near the middle pockets, all easy to pot. She just had to decide which one would leave her in a good position on one of the colours.

The only problem was that the white was a fair distance up the table from the corner she would have to lean over. Ursula stood on tip toe and leant as far forward as she could. Her nipples grazed the smooth, felt-like material of the table. Things only got worse as she found she needed to hook her left leg up to get the last stretch needed.

The soft leather that wrapped around the corner pocket took the edge off the cool of the brass ring as it pressed against the crotch of Ursula's shorts. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip as she ground against it. Drawing her attention back to the shot, she managed to pot the red and line up the cue ball on the blue.

This time, the cue ball was close to the cushion, so Ursula didn't have to lean all the way across the table. She potted the blue, but left herself in a position with no easy potting shots.

Still, she was on nineteen points, if she could get a red, the boys would lose another item of clothing. She thought she had the shot lined up, but the red rattled around the pocket.

"Oh well. Who's next?"

"Andrew, I think." Arthur said.

Andrew took the cue from David. He walked around the table, studying angles, but not looking confident about what he had to do. He dipped down and quickly took a shot. The red he had aimed for rattled around a middle pocket, then rolled slowly back to the middle of the table. Meanwhile, however, the white had shot off straight into a corner pocket.

The boys all groaned. Andrew straightened and turned to them to shrug apologies. Putting his cue aside, he pulled his T-shirt off and tossed it away. The rest of the boys followed suit.

Now, everyone was topless. Ursula wanted to have a good break and, hopefully, get the boys all naked. She rolled the cue ball along the cushion, then picked a place for it in the D. Pausing to study all the wonderful male flesh on display, she blew the boys a kiss, before easily potting a red.

The yellow went down next, a simple shot, then another red. That shot left the brown hovering close to a middle pocket. It was easy to pot it and bring the cue ball back to a good position on a couple of reds.

Ursula looked at the boys. They didn't seem to know what she was waiting for, until she said, "That puts me on thirty one, I reckon." Now they nodded understanding, and started unbuttoning trousers and jeans.

Ursula studied her prize. Arthur wore boxer shorts, and three of the boys were in tight briefs, their excitement and endowments outlined against the material. One of them, however, had been going commando. His shaft was growing as she stared at it, bobbing up until it pointed
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