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I’d met Sam and Marie recently and it’d been a lot of fun. They were social girls and I liked going out with them. We were just friends, but there was always flirtatious energy going on. We were all single, so it was kind of inevitable. Nothing had really happened, though, it was just a feeling.
This weekend, the girls had invited me out to go hiking and swimming. It was a bit of a drive, so we carpooled together. I’d offered to drive but the girls insisted on taking me. I sat in the back while the two chatted up front. They mostly included me, but sometimes they’d say stuff that I couldn’t quite hear, though I could tell they were giggling. They were close, so I’m sure it was some inside joke with them.
Finally, we arrived at the trailhead. We grabbed our stuff and headed out. The trail was narrow, so we had to walk in a line. I took the rear, watching the girls from behind. We trotted though the trees that surrounded us on all sides, not much of a view so far.
We kept going for a while until we saw an opening up ahead. The light at the end of the tunnel. I made it through and looked around: it was a beautiful nature scene. Running, clear river, blue skies, flowers blooming. I looked in the water to see small fish swimming along. It was perfect.
“Hey, where are you guys going?” I asked. Sam and Marie kept walking.
“There’s a spot just up here,” Sam said. “Less crowded.”
There were only a couple of people there, so I wasn’t sure what she was talking about. I was ready to get in the water now. But I let them lead the way.
We walked for a bit, then pulled off to the side. There was a natural pool that formed. The water still looked clear and I could see it moving a bit, so we weren’t just swimming in still water. The rocks formed natural cover from the rest of the path, so we’d be more secluded.
“Now is this the spot?” I asked.
“Yep!” Marie chimed in. “Our little spot.”
I pulled off my shirt. “You take any guys here before?” I joked.
“Maybe,” Sam said. She pulled off her shirt too, revealing her bikini top. The bright top stood out against her pale skin.
I looked away as the girls got ready. I knew I was about to see them like that anyway, but it felt wrong just staring.
I thought they were done, but I looked back right as Marie pulled down her shorts and revealed her bottoms, lighter fabric against her darker skin. I almost went to cover my eyes but I stopped myself, trying not to bring any attention to what I just saw.
“You ready to get in?” Marie asked. I think she saw me looking.
“Yeah, just waiting for you,” I said.
“Oh, a gentleman,” she said.
I smiled. I stepped into the water, watching my step. It was rocky, uneven, and slippery. I kept my balance steady as I lowered myself in. It was cold, but felt great after our hike.
I found steady ground and turned around to watch the girls get in. I saw Marie starting to struggle, so I offered her my hand. She took it and I held her hand as she got in.
Next was Sam. Before she even stepped in, she held out her hand for me to grab. Without a word, I grabbed it and helped steady her too. She shrieked as she got into the cold water.
“You just gotta acclimate. Go in deeper and it’ll be better,” I said.
“No! It’s cold!” Sam said. She still held her arms up, not letting them get wet.
“C’mon,” I said, splashing her the smallest amount.
“Ahh! Jack!” She slapped my arm repeatedly as I ran away. She chased me into deeper water and accidentally got more wet.
“Hey, I think I won that one,” I said.
“Ugh,” Sam said.
“We should play truth or dare,” Marie said.
I stopped. That was abrupt. “Getting right to the point?” I asked.
“What, it’ll be fun,” Marie said.
“This feels premeditated,” I said.
“Nothing crazy, I promise,” she said. “Come on, it’s us.”
“Fine,” I said. “Who’s starting?”
“I can ask first,” Marie said. “Jack, truth or dare?”
“Truth.”
“Which one of us is more attractive?”
“Not answering that,” I laughed. “Skip.”
“Okay, okay, that was a joke I promise,” Marie said. “Have you ever masterbated to someone you know?”
“Geez, that’s your real question?” I asked. “I mean, my ex, that’s gotta count, right?”
“Hmph. That’s not very exciting,” Marie said, disappointed.
“It was kind of a crazy question to answer,” I said.
“It wasn’t that crazy,” Sam said.
“Fine. Sam, truth or dare?”
“Truth.”
“Have you ever masterbated to someone you know?”
“Yes.”
“That was fast,” I said.
“I kind of guessed that’s what you would ask.”
“Yeah, but no hesitation.”
“It’s not a big deal,” she said.
“Wow, okay,” I said.
“Jack, truth or dare?” Sam asked. It felt like they were cornering me in the water. I was glad my sunglasses hid my eyes so I could check them out a bit, but I had to stay focused. They both had tasteful amounts of cleavage.
“Take out your dick,” she said, matter-of-factly.
“Sam!” Marie said.
“Wow, is this a planned attack or not?”
“It’s not, I swear!” Marie promised.
“Just take it out underwater. We won’t be able to see it anyways,” Sam said.
“Then why do you want me to do it?” I asked.
“Adds to the fun. Makes things a little more exciting,” Sam said. “You can put it away when the game is over.”
“How long until then?”
“Not long. The game won’t last forever.”
“Okay, fine.” I sighed. I undid my drawstrings and pulled my dick out. I was about shoulder-deep in the water, and the water was only clear at the top. “Happy?”
Sam and Marie immediately looked down. “I can’t tell, but I’ll take your word for it. You promise?” Sam asked.
“I promise,” I said.
The girls were trying to suppress their grins.
“Marie, truth or dare?”
“Dare.”
“Take your top off.”
“Wow!” Marie said.
“Are you trying to objectify women?” Sam asked.
“How is this different? You guys just made me take my dick out!”
“Yeah, and now a pervert with his dick out is trying to see my friend’s tits!” Sam exclaimed. “Her girls are up here,” she said as she pointed with her hands, briefly touching Marie’s boobs in the process. “Not under water. Totally different.”
“Okay, then, um… pull your vagina out,” I said.
The two girls broke down laughing. I was starting to turn red with embarrassment.
“How would I do that?” Marie asked. “Let me just pull my vag out of my body real quick.”
“Just like- push the middle to the side so that it’s out,” I said.
“Lips out?” Marie asked, still laughing.
“Yeah, that’s basically what you made me do.”
“Okay, okay,” she said. She reached down and shifted her bottoms a bit. “There.”
“Wow,” I said. “Things are really getting crazy.”
“I know,” Marie replied sarcastically. “Jack, truth or dare?”
“Hey, you can’t keep doing me every time! Ask Sam.”
“Fine. Sam, truth or dare?”
“Dare.”
“Lips out. For Jack.”
“Of course,” she said. She shifted her bottoms around too. “Now it’s a party.”
I rolled my eyes.
“Jack, truth or dare?” Sam asked.
“Dare,” I said.
“Give me your shorts.”
“Like take them off?”
“How else are you gonna give them to me?” she asked, not breaking eye contact.
“And I get them back before we leave the water?”
“Of course.”
“Alright,” I said. I pulled down my shorts, untangling them from my ankles before pulling them up. They floated at the top of the water. I grabbed them and handed the shorts to Sam.
“Thank you,” she beamed. She twirled the shorts around her finger, absentmindedly playing with them. I kept my eyes on the shorts, making sure she wouldn’t do anything to them.
“Marie, truth or dare?” I asked.
“Truth.”
“Have you guys ever- you know…”
“What?” Marie asked.
“You’re really close, have you thought about… being together?”
“Only once,” Sam butted in.
“Hey, I asked her.”
“Yeah, only once,” she confirmed.
Welp, okay.
“Jack, truth or dare?” Marie asked.
“Again?”
“That was a big one,” Sam defended.
“Fine. Truth.”
“Have you ever thought of us?” Marie asked.
“Which one?” I asked.
“Either,” Marie responded.
“Or both,” Sam added.
Wow. My dick started to rise a little bit. The water was cold, but I was starting to feel blood flow there again. I couldn’t believe I was naked in front of my two friends. My two very hot female friends. But it was almost like I wasn’t naked since I was all the way in the water. It was easy to forget, except when I watched my shorts in Sam’s hand.
“Yes,” I said.
“Yes and?” Marie asked.
“Yes or no question. That’s all I’m gonna say.”
They shared a knowing look.
“Sam, truth or dare?”
“Dare,”
“Take your bottoms off.” I said.
“And give them to you?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, you didn’t say that part. I’ll take them off, but I’m holding onto them.”
Dammit. I watched Sam bend down and come back up with her bottoms. Now she held her bottoms in one hand and my shorts in the other. I looked down, trying to make something out in the water, but all I got was blurry flesh color.
“Jack.”
“Dare.” I locked eyes with her. I think this is what I had been waiting for. The weeks of jokes and touches, all building to this.
“Why don’t you live up to your name, and jack off for us?” Sam asked.
“To completion?” I asked.
“Why don’t we see where it goes,” she said, arms crossed. Waiting.
I reached my right hand down. I gave my dick a tug. It was still on its way up from the mounting tension. I didn’t want to get out of the water, but it really wasn’t helping. It felt terrible to jack off underwater, with friction working against me. But my dick was hard and I got to stare at Sam and Marie right in front of me.
“Are you doing it?” Sam asked.
“Yeah, obviously.”
“Well, I can’t see anything,” Marie complained.
“Too bad,” I said. “Not part of the dare.”
“You could just be moving your hand around though, I want to make sure,” Sam said.
“Is anyone looking?” I asked.
The girls looked past me for a second, scanning the horizon. They shook their heads.
“Fine,” I conceded. I took a couple of steps to shallower water, letting my dick out in the air. The water was now at my mid-thighs. I kept my hand wrapped around my dick, obscuring it from the focused views of the girls.
“Aw, now your hand is around it,” Sam complained.
“You want me to jack off or not?” I asked.
“That’s enough,” Sam said.
I stopped. I covered up my crotch with both hands.
“No fair!” Marie complained.
“Dare me again,” I teased.
“Okay, truth or dare,” she said.
“Nope, it’s my turn. Marie, truth or dare?”
“Truth,” she said.
“What do you think?” I asked. I uncovered myself, my hard dick bobbing in the air. The girls were laser focused.
“Not bad,” she said, trying to play it off. “I’ve seen better.”
“Me too,” Sam confirmed.
“Hey, didn’t ask,” I told her. I was about average. I never really had any issues with my size, but average means there’s gonna be guys bigger than me. I tried not to think about it.
“Truth or dare,” Marie asked.
“Dare,” I said.
“Close your eyes and don’t move for 60 seconds.”
“What are you gonna do to me?” I asked.
“Something fun,” she said.
My dick shot higher. The girls giggled.
“Now close your eyes,” Marie said.
I did as I was told. I heard them moving in the water, but it sounded like they were moving away from me. Maybe they were getting something from their bags. I needed to be touched. My dick ached as it stood out in the air, my hands by my sides. My heart was racing. I didn’t know where this was going, but I was here for it.
I was so focused on waiting for their touch that I forgot to count. I didn’t hear them anymore. I wasn’t sure how long I had left.
“Hey, is that 60 seconds?” I asked. No response.
I waited a few seconds more. It had to be a minute at this point. I opened my eyes.
They were gone.
And they took all of our stuff! Sam had my fucking swimsuit!
I climbed out of the water, wanting to rush but careful not to slip on the rocks. This was already humiliating.
I looked out from our little hideaway to the main river. There were a few more people than earlier. Still relatively empty, but they were about to watch me run buck naked. I guess I’d go back to the car, that was the only place I knew they had to eventually go.
I took a deep breath. Running would bring more attention, but it would also get it over with quicker. And walking naked would also bring attention to me.
I jumped out from our spot and took off running. Both hands covered my crotch. I heard a few whistles as I dashed around the trail by the river. I found the sign for the trail back and focused on that, trying to forget all of the eyes on me. My bare feet hurt from the rocky trail, but the adrenaline helped me fight through it.
I made it to the trail. The narrow path meant no one was watching from the side, but it also meant I’d have to pass close by anyone walking the other direction. The dirt and roots weren’t much better on my feet than the rocks, but at least they weren’t hot from the sun. I didn’t have to sprint since there was no one on the trail, but I still wanted to get back to the car quickly and fight the girls for my clothes.
I saw the end of the trail, and saw the girls about to leave it! “Hey! Stop!” I yelled after them, which just made them hurry up, giggling once again. They left the trail and disappeared out of sight. I kept running to reach them when a group of young women rounded the corner. They saw me and screamed.
“Oh my God, I’m so sorry, this isn’t my fault!” I kept myself covered and kept running. They just burst out laughing at me. I guess it was better than creeping them out.
I finally saw the girls again. They were approaching the car. I heard it unlock and they opened the door, tossing our stuff inside.
“Hey hey hey! Wait!”
They turned to look at me. They locked the doors.
“Come on, give me my swimsuit back.”
“I don’t know, maybe stop covering yourself up and we’ll see. What are you scared of?” Sam asked.
“Jail?”
They laughed at me again. I moved my hands to my side.
“Good boy,” Sam said.
“Looks like he liked that little adventure,” Marie said, pointing out my boner. As I caught my breath, I realized she was right. It was exhilarating.
“Hey Jack, you never finished jacking off for us,” Sam said, making a pouting face and pleading eyes. “Please?”
This time there was no issue. The parking lot was empty, the girls kept watch, but I wouldn’t have cared either way. I wanted to be seen. To have these two beautiful girls watch me, ask me to jack off for them- was enough to get me off. I panted as I stroked my dick. The girls were mesmerized with each stroke, watching me go back and forth. My dick kept getting harder. I just watched their eyes. Two bikini-clad girls had the hots for me. I felt the cum building up. It was going to happen any second now. I didn’t know where to do it.
“Can I come on you?” I asked.
“Ew no,” Sam said. They both shook their heads.
I was about to burst. I needed to do it somewhere. I tried to think when the first shot came out, launching forward and landing on the ground. That was a good enough spot, so I kept spewing it on the ground. The girls turned to watch me shoot out cum, rope after rope. I was so pent up from our little game. I shot out my last rope, exhausted.
“Can I have my shorts back?”
Sam unlocked the car, then turned to hand me a small towel. “Not yet. Sit on this, I don’t want your naked butt on my seats.”
I got in the backseat and sat on the little towel. I couldn’t have covered myself with it if I tried. I guess modesty was out the window.
The girls didn’t acknowledge my nudity on the drive back. I saw Sam steal some glances with the rear view mirror, but no one said anything about it. It was just a normal trip.
When we got back to my apartment, I asked for my swimsuit again. Sam made me get out first. I stood there naked on the street, hoping my neighbors weren’t home.
Marie rolled down her window. “That was fun,” she said. “Maybe you don’t need it. You should swim without it from now on.”
“Please?” I asked.
Marie smiled. Then she handed me my shorts.
“Goodbye, Jack. See you soon,” Marie said. She and Sam waved as they drove off.
I looked down at my shorts, about to put them on. But it was only a quick walk from here to my unit. It’d be more fun if I stayed naked.
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I couldn’t stop thinking about that hiking trip. Being naked in front of the girls, especially when they were wearing clothes, was just such a turn-on. I loved it so much that I needed to try it again.
I met up with Sam and Marie for lunch a few days after the trip. We didn’t acknowledge what happened last time, just made small talk about work and stuff. I wished I could strip off right then, let everyone in the restaurant see me.
“So Sam’s birthday party is coming up this weekend,” Marie brought up. “It’s gonna be a fun one.”
“Now I know that you guys are serious about your fun,” I said.
They let out a laugh.
“I’ve been planning it for a while. I don’t think you wanna miss it,” Marie said.
“I’ll be there, I’ll be there. Wouldn’t miss it for the world.”
“You don’t have to be that dramatic,” Sam said.
“What, it’s your birthday! Gotta be there for that,” I said.
“Well, there is something special about this party. I’ll have to tell you later. It’s a surprise for Sam,” Marie said.
“Oh!” I looked at Sam. We both raised our eyebrows. “I love surprises.”
“Oh we know. You’ll like this one,” Marie said.
That night, I got a text from Marie.
“It’s a birthday suit party at our apartment. As soon as you get there, you have to strip.”
“Just me or everyone?” I asked.
“Everyone. And we’re inviting all our girlfriends.”
Wow. I wondered how many girls there would be. All naked. As much as that sounded awesome, I secretly hoped I could be the only one naked. I just loved the tension of it. The attention. The elephant in the room that no one can mention. Maybe I’d be the first one to strip, or the last one to put my clothes back on.
“Be there exactly at 9,” she sent.
Okay. I’d be ready.
…
Saturday. I showed up with a bottle of wine. I wore reasonably nice clothes, even though I knew I’d be taking them off. I guess I didn’t want to be a slob for the one minute I would be there with clothes on. Make a good first impression on their other friends.
I knocked on the door. I heard some rustling around and whispering. They must know it’s me.
Marie opened the door a crack. “Jack?” she asked. I could only see her face.
“Yep, it’s me.”
She opened the door a little wider, just enough for me to come in. Once I stepped in, I understood why she was acting so weird. She was already naked.
“Wow, Marie, how are you?” I asked. I opened my arms for a hug.
She squeezed me tight, her boobs pressing into my chest. It felt weird with my arms on her bare back. We let go.
I snuck a glance at her. She was better than I had imagined. Tall, curvy, pierced nipples, little “;)” tattoo on the side of her rib cage, probably for lucky guys. And now I was a lucky guy. I got down to her neatly trimmed bush before I realized I should say something and not just stare.
“I guess I didn’t believe this was real,” I said.
“Believe it, buddy. You got a whole room of naked girls waiting in there for you.” She pointed at a beaded curtain that blocked off the entryway from the rest of the apartment. Hmm, that was new. The beads were close enough that I couldn’t see past them.
“Wait, am I the last one here? You told me to come at 9!”
“I know,” she smirked.
“And they’re all okay with a naked guy?”
“You’ll blend right in. It’s just skin. Don’t worry about it.”
I smiled and started to take off my shirt.
“I think it’ll be better than last time,” she said as she disappeared into the beads. So she finally acknowledged it.
I finished stripping and threw my clothes into a bin they had for me. I knew I was saying goodbye to my clothes for the night. I took a deep breath and stepped through the curtain.
I heard a gasp and recognized Sam as she burst out laughing. I looked around: the girls set up their apartment with moody blue and purple lighting, drinks were everywhere, and the girls themselves were… all wearing clothes.
My heart jumped. This was exactly what I wanted, though I couldn’t act like it. I feigned modesty, covering my crotch with my hands.
“Oh, you don’t wanna show the birthday girl your birthday suit?” Sam asked.
“Keep your hands at your side, buddy. Nothing we haven’t seen already,” Marie said, appearing from behind me. She was already dressed again and carrying out my bin of clothes. Yep, I wasn’t getting those back.
I looked around at the rest of the girls. They had five new friends I hadn’t met, though they’d definitely remember me after this. I waved at them.
“Hey guys, this is Jack. He’s kind of Sam’s birthday present for tonight,” Marie introduced.
“I also brought wine,” I said, holding my bottle up.
“Oh honey, we need something stronger than that. Someone call the doctor because you’re behind on your shots,” Marie said as she handed me a glass. She grabbed one for herself too, clinked our glasses together and we both downed the alcohol.
I decided to embrace it. “Woo!!” I yelled. The girls all cheered with me.
I grabbed a drink to casually sip on. We mingled for a bit. I tried talking to the new girls, but every girl I talked to could never look me in the eye. They weren’t always looking at my dick, but I think they were looking at it most of the time. I’m sure this is the longest, most direct view a lot of them have gotten. It was definitely arousing, but I tried to keep my dick down. A boner would feel kind of rude, and draw more attention than I needed right now. Not that I wasn’t already the center of attention, I was just sure that a boner would be punished by Sam and Marie.
I spotted Marie ripping the lid off of a pizza box and flattening it out.
“We should do pizza box!” she yelled, already tipsy.
She explained the rules of the game. Basically, you flip a quarter onto the empty cardboard of a pizza box. You draw an outline around where the quarter landed and write a dare in the middle. If someone lands on it on their flip, they have to either do the dare or take a shot. It starts off easy, but as space fills up in the box, everyone either gets wasted or has to do something crazy.
Sam went first. She flipped easily to the middle of the box. She scribbled something, then retreated while snickering, not saying what it was. We all leaned in to read: “touch Jack’s dick.”
“Whoa!” “What the fuck?” “Really Sam?” the girls reacted. I couldn’t lie, it did turn me on to think about that happening. But if I landed on that space, I guess that dare would be easy.
The girls kept going, filling up the box with dares. By the time I got a turn, there were a lot of obstacles in the way. “Someone draws a mustache on you,” “take off your shirt,” “text your ex,” and other dares were on the board.
I tried to go for the edge of the board, where there was still plenty of empty space. I did my flip and it landed on the edge, but then bounced and rolled off the table.
“Boo! Take a shot!” Sam yelled.
I complied, downing another shot of vodka. I was starting to feel it. Everything felt more relaxed. This could be dangerous for me.
Sam’s turn again. She flipped the quarter up in the air and it rolled perfectly between two occupied spots. She scrubbed her next dare: “body shot off Jack.”
That got some “oohs” and laughs, but the girls were more used to Sam’s drunken antics. The better test would be when people started landing on the spots- who would do the dares?
The next round, the girls did start to land on the spots. Except for the easier dares, everyone took a shot. I was disappointed, but I knew it was making everyone sloppier. The girls were getting more touchy- leaning on each other and giving each other hugs and kisses on the cheek after dares. They were a, um- very friendly group.
It was my turn again. The board was really filling up. I didn’t know what to aim for, so I just went for it. I flipped my coin, then watched it roll around until it settled on “someone draws a mustache on you.” Okay, not terrible.
“Who do you want to do it with?” Sam asked me. She got up right in front of my face and tilted her head.
“I guess the birthday girl can do it,” I replied.
“Yay! Someone get a marker. Marie!” she drunkenly ordered.
Marie handed her a marker. I presented my face to her. She looked around my face and then realized something. Then she looked down and tried to grasp my dick, fumbling with it.
“Hey!” I jumped.
“What? The dare didn’t say anything about where!”
“So where are you gonna draw it?”
“On your dick!”
The girls screamed out. They couldn’t believe it.
Sam grabbed the end and tried to draw on it, but my semi-hard dick didn’t give her the best drawing surface.
“C’mon, get harder? What, you don’t like me?”
“No, no, just give me a second!” I stroked myself a couple of times. I didn’t look, but I could feel the room watching me.
“You got harder last time,” Sam said.
“Last time?” a girl cried out.
Sam just smiled. She finished her very messy mustache and presented my dick to the group. “Ta-da!” she said.
“Ahh!” a girl screamed, still in disbelief. I’d been naked the whole night, but I’d been discreet. Now I was being shown off. My dick may have only been partially hard before, but being on display like this made it worse- I was getting harder by the second.
Sam’s turn again. She flipped her coin and it landed on her earlier spot: “body shot off Jack.”
“Are you really gonna do it?” a girl asked.
“I mean, it’s a shot either way,” Sam shrugged. “C’mere boy, lay down on the table.” She patted the open section of table in front of her.
Marie handed her a bottle of tequila. She poured as much of it as she could into my belly button, with some of the cold alcohol running off down my sides. Then, she took a salt shaker from Marie and shook a bit onto my neck, and stuck a lime wedge in my mouth.
“Shot! Shot! Shot! Shot!” the girls started to chant.
“I’m doing it! I’m doing it!” Sam replied. She leaned down to get closer to my stomach, but stumbled on her way down. She grabbed onto my dick for stability. No one said anything about it, but my dick was just aching to be touched. She moved it from side to side as she steadied herself. Then, she finally planted her mouth on my belly button and sucked up the shot. I watched her shiver as she closed in on my neck to lick the salt off. Her tongue ran up the side of my neck, then she planted her now salty lips on mine as she tried for the lime wedge. She wasn’t very successful in getting it, instead basically making out with me while her right hand switched between circling the base of my dick and playing with my balls.
I was hoping she’d play with me to completion, but Marie called us off the table, saying the dare was done. She was no fun.
But it was Marie’s dare next. She flipped the coin, and it landed on “touch Jack’s dick.” Will all that we’d been through just now, that dare felt kind of tame in comparison. But I’d take all the contact I could get.
Marie walked over to me. She reached out her hand towards my dick and I thrust out my hips to meet her, but at the last second she dodged me. Instead, she walked behind me and gave me a reach-around. I tried to reach behind me but she kept moving from side to side, easily dodging the awkward angle I had to try to get her.
“I thought it was just a touch!” I said.
“Doesn’t say for how long,” Marie said into my ear.
I’d been building up the whole night. I was nearly ready to burst. I didn’t know that I wanted to come in front of all of these new girls, but I don’t think I had much of a choice. I watched all of their eyes on me, following Marie’s strokes as she got me off. Fuck, it felt so good. I wanted to give in. I was dying to come. But where would I come?
I realized Sam had gone missing. Then, she reappeared from the kitchen with her birthday cake. It was a big, circular cake covered in white frosting.
“I have a treat for you guys,” Sam said. “Today, I’m serving a special frosting.”
Oh my God. This must have all been part of their master plan. 
Marie kept stroking as Sam set the cake on the table in front of us. She pointed my dick down, aiming it a the center of the cake. The other girls now had their jaws dropped. Sam and Marie must not be so open about this stuff usually, but I was happy to break the ice. I looked around the room, taking in their stares as I came on the cake.
My cum actually blended in pretty well with the icing, though some splatters covered up part of the “Happy Birthday Sam!” message written across the top.
Marie started clearing off the table for the cake. “Alright Jack, time to get up again,” she said.
“What?” I asked.
“We’ll be eating the cake off of you.”
I wasn’t going to argue with her. I may be flaccid now, but I didn’t want to give up the center of attention. I laid down on top of their table cover, my dick flopping down in the process.
I couldn’t see the girls around me now, but I did see when the lights went out. Marie carried the cake this time as the girls began to sing “Happy Birthday.”
I watched the cake as Marie set it down on my stomach, the lit candles drawing my eye in the darkness. I watched the flames dance, my cum reflecting their light just differently enough from the icing for me to tell what was what.
They finished singing the song and Sam blew out the candles. A little bit of wax blew onto my side. It burned, but in a good way. Marie grabbed a knife and started to cut the cake. I flexed my abs to give her a better surface to cut on and I saw her smile down at me. She rested her left hand on my lower stomach to help stabilize everything as she cut. She held the edge of the cake plate down with her thumb and pointed finger, but she spread her fingers out and her pinkie started to touch the base of my dick. My dick started to come back to life again as she made each cut.
Finally, she started serving the plates. The girls stood over me on the table and I looked up to watch their reactions. At first, no one would eat it. But then Sam announced: “bon appetit,” and dug in.
I watched her face as she chewed.
“Not bad,” she said. “Pretty tasty.”
Marie was just breaking down laughing. Her laughter was infectious and spread through the group. This was ridiculous, but still so hot.
Marie took a bite of hers. “Ugh, it’s weird!” she shrieked. “But kind of good?”
Sam took another bite. “Yeah, we should have this more often!”
“Really?” a girl asked.
“Try it!” Sam said. “It’s my birthday wish.”
“You’re not supposed to tell people your birthday wish,” Marie said.
“Whatever, just try it!” Sam said back.
One by one, the girls took tentative bites. And one by one, they each slowly nodded their heads.
“Wait, why is it actually kind of good?” one girl said.
“I’d never lie to you,” Sam winked.
“Sam, you lied to us so much about tonight.”
“For your benefit! Are you having fun or what?”
The girl just grimaced.
…
They kept talking and drinking, having fun while I laid there on the table. It was kind of nice. Even though the girls stayed around the table, they almost forgot I was there. I was like a piece of furniture. I got to watch them- study their faces (and any slips in their dresses) while they ignored me, the naked guy on the table. Marie didn’t forget about me though, standing close enough to my dick to reach her hand out and play with it. She treated it like a fidget toy, moving it around while she talked to her other friends. Later, they even started playing cards on me. I savored every touch, and I think the girls let their fingers linger whenever they would place down a card. Some even rested their hands or their cards on my body, using it to prop them up. But all that laying there made me sleepy. I decided to rest my eyes. The party kept going on around me while I drifted off to sleep.
…
That night, I had a dream that I was getting a blowjob. It was just a dream, but it felt so real, and the pleasure felt real. I felt like I was going to come, like there was a real mouth around me-
I opened my eyes. I was still on the table. Sun peeked through the blinds in the apartment. I looked down to see Sam sucking my dick. She worked her magic back and forth, sucking and sucking as I came. It was an incredible way to wake up.
“Good morning sleepyhead,” she said.
“Happy birthday,” I said.
“Thanks,” she said. “I figured you deserved a little reward. Since we tricked you.”
“Does it count if I knew it was a trick?”




Halloween Costume Trick





Chapter 1

It’d been a while since Sam’s birthday party. I was craving being naked again, just being objectified and played with by Sam, Marie, and their friends.
Halloween was coming up, and I knew I’d be able to do something for that. People get crazy for Halloween, showing all sorts of skin. I needed to do something. I didn’t have a great idea for a costume, I just knew I wanted to end up naked. I called Sam for guidance.
“What’s up?” she asked.
“What should I be for Halloween?”
“Oh. Hmm… probably Adam.”
“Adam who?”
“Like Adam and Eve.”
I laughed. “Does that mean you’ll be Eve?”
“Maybe.”
I was intrigued, or at least my dick was. But I needed a real costume.
“I can’t just show up naked to a party, I need an actual idea.”
“Come over to our apartment, we can brainstorm.”
I liked that answer. I said goodbye and headed straight over.
…
“Shirt on or off?” Marie asked. She was standing in front of a whiteboard, jotting down ideas. Sam dug through a box they had of old costumes.
“Either way I guess. Let’s keep it legal though.”
“Booo!” Sam jeered.
“You could do lifeguard, gladiator, spartan, werewolf with your shirt shredded…”
“I don’t really wanna buy anything,” I said.
“Do you have any idea how much we spend on Halloween costumes?” Sam asked.
“No, and I’d like to keep it that way.”
Sam rolled her eyes.
“Okay, so limiting it to stuff we own… how about a mummy?” Marie asked.
“What, like wear a bunch of toilet paper? I feel like that wouldn’t be cool,” I said.
“Oh, and you’re so cool normally,” Sam poked.
“No, we can use gauze. I have some plus it’s pretty cheap. And you can be shirtless and we can let some of your muscles show through,” Marie said.
“Ooh, I like that,” Sam said, squeezing my peck.
“That could work,” I said. “And then white pants or something.”
“Or underwear,” Marie said. “You got any tightie-whities?”
“Or nothing,” Sam said. “We can just make sure the gauze covers the important parts. At least until you get to the party.”
“Hmm.” I thought about it. It was kind of perfect. Street legal, then let the gauze unravel throughout the night. If something slipped, it wouldn’t be my fault. “I could be convinced.”
“Does this convince you?” Marie asked, quickly flashing her tits at me.
“Is that what you’re going to wear?” I asked.
“No, I’ll just be Cleopatra or something,” she said.
“Hey, I wanted to be Cleopatra!” Sam protested.
“Fine, fine, I’ll do it,” I said.
“Yay!” Sam cheered as she hugged me. “Oh we’re gonna have some fun.”
…
The day of the party arrived. Sam and Marie had found a friend’s house party. This friend had a reputation for crazy parties- banger music, sexy costumes, and it went all night. She lived more on the outskirts of town, so she had a big backyard that gave us privacy and plenty of space to go wild.
I headed to Sam and Marie’s place to pregame and get dressed. I wore some old clothes that I didn’t mind losing for the night. And I brought a bottle of vodka to get us started.
We started by taking a shot together. Then, the girls stripped down to their underwear to start changing into their costumes.
“Come on Jack, take your clothes off!” Sam insisted, pulling at my sleeve.
“Okay, okay!” I said, pulling off my shirt. Sam grabbed my belt and unbuckled it while my arms were occupied. As I got my shirt off, I saw her giggle and lick her lips. She really wanted to see me naked, and I fucking loved that.
Once she got the belt undone, she unbuttoned my pants and pulled them down. I fell back, laughing a tipsy laugh. Marie joined her on the ground, each girl grabbing a pant leg and pulling my jeans off of me. They crawled towards me, their breasts hanging down in their bras and their asses pointed up, their bodies swaying. They grabbed my feet and peeled each sock off. I was using my elbows to prop myself up, but they crawled forward and pushed me to the ground. I felt the blood flowing to my dick. It was getting warm and hard, growing in my underwear. Together, the girls grabbed the waistband of my boxers and yanked them down, making my dick spring out and into the open air. They both smiled and smacked it from side to side.
“Oh, I bet you wanna fuck us sooo bad,” Sam teased.
“Oh Jack- oh god, Jack!” Marie moaned as she bounced up and down on the ground, pretending to fuck me.
“Ughhh, Ughnhh, kiss me Jack,” Sam said as she ran her hands over her face and through her hair.
My dick was rock hard, standing straight up in the air. I leaned up, reached a hand towards Sam. She smacked it away.
“Unh-unh-unh. We touch you. You don’t touch us,” Sam said.
Oh my god. These girls were gonna give me the worst case of blue balls ever.
“Get up mummy boy, we’re gonna wrap you like a present,” Marie said.
“A present for some lucky girl at the party,” Sam added.
I don’t know what was wrong with these girls, but they would not fuck me. They just loved playing with me too much for that I guess. And I loved being played with enough to let them keep doing it.
I stood up, my dick still sticking straight out, bobbing in the air. The girls started with my face, wrapping the gauze around loosely. They started slow, weaving the gauze across my face in diagonal patterns.
“Hey, don’t cover my eyes!” I protested.
“You only need one eye to see,” Marie said
“One eye looks creepier, more Halloween-y,” Sam added.
“Fine, fine,” I said.
They got down to my neck, then started wrapping one arm. They went down the length of it, not wrapping super densely so that they could wrap more on their way back up my arm. It was starting to look good, though the weird contrast of having my face and one arm covered but otherwise being naked made me feel more exposed than ever.
They finished with the other arm, then started down my torso. Now the girls had to hand the roll of gauze to each other in order to get it around my body. I held my arms up, letting them work around me. They would accidentally bump into my dick with their sides or their thighs as they worked, only teasing me further. And I just had to stay perfectly still, my arms now starting to tire. I used my one eye to look at the girls in their underwear, the two of them giggling with each other and ogling my naked body. They left the torso the barest, making sure my chest, abs, and back were on display.
Next was my crotch. They finished the first roll of gauze and taped the end to the rest of the gauze. The two girls got on their knees, inspecting my crotch and planning how best to cover it up. Marie poked my dick.
“Hey!” I complained.
“I’m about to touch it a lot more than that,” Marie said. I decided not to complain.
She started with the gauze on my hip, then wrapped it around my waist. Once she had a solid foundation, she went down to my crotch.
“Spread your legs,” she ordered. I complied.
She took the gauze behind me and ran it under my butt. Sam grabbed the other end, then pressed my dick and balls against my left thigh. With everything pinned in place, she ran the gauze tight against my thigh and up to my hip, handing the gauze back to Marie.
They repeated the process a few times before repeating it on the right thigh to even things out. Then, they started wrapping each leg the same way they wrapped my arms. With my legs covered, they ended the roll of gauze back at my hips, taping it in place.
“Ta-da!” Marie said, happy with their creation.
“Bring me a mirror, I wanna see,” I said.
“Bring you- dude, you can walk to a mirror,” Sam scoffed.
They led me to a floor-length mirror. The “outfit” was surprisingly mobile, with the stretchy gauze letting me move. My package was still pressed against my thigh, but that wasn’t much worse than the same situation in a tight pair of jeans.
I finally saw myself. It looked pretty impressive. The gauze didn’t look like old mummy wrappings, but that wouldn’t really matter in the dark. My skin was easily visible all over my body, with small sections showing through even in the more tightly-wrapped parts.
I looked at my crotch. With all the layers they did there, it was unclear if I was wearing anything. But it was clear that the sides of my butt were bare, so it definitely hinted at something. It was flashy enough to get me into the party, but not so flashy to keep me out. The question really was how long the costume would last.
Sam and Marie left to put on their costumes, leaving me in the living room alone. They didn’t want me to see them changing, apparently.
I looked at the bottle of vodka I’d brought. It I was going to be naked in front of this many people, I needed to be drunker than this. Bare minimum, I needed to catch up with Sam and Marie, who had lower tolerances and probably had started drinking before me. I poured a new set of shots for the three of us, but with nothing else to do, I took mine shred of time.
More time passed and I decided to do another. And then another. By the time the girls came out in their matching Cleopatra costumes, I was ready to get naked.
We took an Uber to the party together. We squeezed into the backseat, the girls pressed against either side of me. Their outfits were pretty revealing as well- basically spaghetti strap crop tops with short little skirts, all decked out in gold. They both wore wigs too, making for pretty good costumes. But as we sat in the backseat, their bare arms and legs and midriffs rubbed against the bare skin all over my body. The bumps in the road pushed us together and made my dick run against the gauze.
“How’s everything holding up?” Sam whispered into my ear, groping my crotch in the process.
“Working so far,” I whispered back. I had to speak right into her ear to talk over the Uber’s loud music. Whispering like that felt so intimate.
Finally, we arrived at the party. We thanked our driver and headed towards the party house.




Chapter 2

We could hear the music from the front. There was a DJ inside the house and another one performing to a crowd in the back. The door was open and we could see people dancing inside.
When we went in, the music was so loud that we could barely communicate with each other. I think I heard the girls say something about finding their friend/the host, but I wasn’t sure. That left me alone and nearly naked in a room full of strangers.
Lights flashed. The bass pulsed so hard you could feel the air vibrate around you. It felt like everyone had their back turned to me. I found a cooler with drinks and grabbed one before heading outside.
It was nearly as dark outside as it was inside. The wide landscape meant no streetlights, no neighboring houses, no passing cars. There were colorful flashing lights around the DJ, but the further you got, the darker it became.
I stood there in the darkness trying to make a plan. Should I find Sam and Marie again? I checked my phone- no service. And with all the noise and crazy lights, I didn’t have a chance finding them anytime soon.
“Hey, are you lost?” a girl came up and asked me.
“Kind of,” I replied. I turned to look at her. She was tall for a girl (but still shorter than me) and dressed in all blue. She was athletic- maybe a former volleyball player. I couldn’t quite make out her costume… was she from Avatar? One of the blue people? Did that mean she was naked too? She was definitely wearing face paint.
“Come here alone?” she asked.
“No, I just lost my friends,” I yelled back. Even in the quiet part, it was still hard to hear her. I leaned in. “I don’t know how I’m gonna find them.”
“Same.”
“You want some company until your friends get back?” I asked.
“Sure, might as well.” We sat down next to each other.
“What’s your name?” I asked.
“Carrie.”
“Like the movie?”
“And the book,” she shrugged.
“You didn’t want to do that costume?”
“Done it before.”
“Ah.”
“What are you, a hospital patient?”
I rolled my eyes. “I’m a mummy.”
“A mommy?”
“Mummy!”
“Milf? Mom?”
“Dead Egyptian!”
“Oh, mummy!” she laughed. I shook my head.
“And you’re one of the blue people from Avatar?”
“I’m Neytiri, one of the Na’vi.”
I squinted at her. “You’re making that up.”
“No, it’s real!”
“No one knows any of the Avatar names, it’s just like boy Avatar and girl Avatar and military guy.”
“They’ve made a ton of money. You’re telling me you haven’t seen Avatar?”
“I watch the movies and then forget like everyone else.”
“Ugh,” she sighed. “Do you know how much this suit cost?”
“I don’t know, how much does blue paint cost?” I asked.
“This isn’t- did you think I was naked?” she scooted away.
“Well I couldn’t tell, and I wasn’t judging-“
“That’s why you wanted to talk to me? Just wanted to talk to the naked girl?”
“Hey, I could say the same thing about you.”
“Wait, are you-“ she reached out and touched my stomach. She jumped back in shock. “You’re not naked, right?”
“No, I’m wearing a costume.”
“Underneath that. Are you naked?” She looked down, squinting in the dark.
“We’re all naked under our clothes. Are you trying to check out my dick?”
“I’m trying to see how creepy you are.”
“You’re the one perving on me right now. And my dick is covered up, thank you.” I said before moving my hands in front of my crotch.
“Covered with pants?”
I shrugged.
“Do you want a drink?” I offered, lifting up my can.
“No thanks, I have my own,” she said, showing me a shooter of vodka she kept in a costume-appropriate satchel. “Not a fan of sharing drinks with naked men.”
“Hey, not naked. Besides, I’m out anyways.”
“You want some?” she asked, offering her shooter.
“I don’t know if I share drinks with naked women.”
“Okay, I’m not-“
“Aren’t all of the Avatars naked?”
“Na’vi. And yeah, pretty much.”
“But you’re not.”
“I’m a human, so I wear clothes.”
“Mmm-hmm,” I replied sarcastically.
After finishing her shooter together, we decided to move closer to the DJ. We weaved through the crowd together and I stuck my head up to try to spot Sam and Marie. I searched through the sea of people until I finally saw them.
“Hey! Those are my friends!” I shouted to Carrie. I grabbed her hand and led her through the crowd to Sam and Marie.
“Oh! Jack’s got a girlfriend!” Sam yelled. I could barely hear her, and I prayed that Carrie couldn’t hear her at all.
“This is Carrie!” I yelled. I mouthed “don’t embarrass me.” They both shook their heads.
Marie came in for a touchy hug. “Costume’s holding up well!” she shouted in my ear. I felt her grind her hips on dick, making me grow again.
The girls talked briefly with Carrie, trying to figure out if they had seen Carrie’s friends, but no luck.
“We’re gonna get some more drinks!” Sam yelled.
“Okay!” I yelled back. I didn’t want to lose them again, but it seemed inevitable. And I was happy to get more alone time with Carrie.
I smiled at her. She smiled back. Together, we danced to the music. We jumped up and down, happy to embrace the high energy beats and let loose.
Well, I let a little too loose, apparently. As I jumped up and down, I felt my costume slipping off. It started slowly from each end, but if I wasn’t careful, I’d lose everything.
I checked the tape that held it in place, but I couldn’t find anything. I checked the ends of both rolls of gauze- nothing. I looked around on the ground and couldn’t spot the tape. It could have fallen off. Or…
I saw Sam and Marie across the crowd. Sam held up the two pieces of tape and stuck her tongue out.
I wasn’t sure if I should be mad or happy that she helped me expose myself, or both. This is exactly what I wanted, but I wasn’t sure if it was too early. I didn’t want to creep Carrie out. When I was deciding what to do about it, the DJ dropped the bass. Slow, rhythmic pulses. The right kind of music for…
Carrie backed up into me, grinding her ass against my dick. I pushed back, feeling the pleasure run through my dick as rubbed against her blue Avatar suit.
My costume unraveled even more. I started sweating. She leaned back into me, pressing her body against mine. I reached down to grab her hips. I placed my hands on her body and she laid her hands on top of mine.
Together, we moved as one. She would push into me, and I would push into her, kind of like waves crashing on a beach over and over. I moved my hands up and down her body, exploring her but staying away from more sensitive areas for now. I just wanted to feel her.
The top half of my costume was a mess, unraveling around my torso and twisting around my arms. I kept catching my arms and getting stuck, then twisting free. Eventually, I had enough and tore up the top half, leaving me partially exposed.
I looked across the crowd for Sam and Marie again. They’d seen everything, and were continuing to watch. I knew they were here for the show, and I was going to give it to them. They danced on each other, imitating me and Carrie. Sam pretended to hump Carrie from behind until she made a fake O face. I just shook my head back at them.
I saw them motion with their hands, making a circle with one hand and then penetrating it with the other. I shook my head harder. There was no way I was fucking her out in the open at this party.
Then, Sam pulled up Marie’s top, groping her tits and shaking them for me to see. Sam kept Marie’s tits out, squeezing them, pulling them together, releasing, and then repeating.
I had to pull Carrie off me or else I would come right then.
“What is it?” she asked, yelling in my ear.
“Are you feeling hot?” I asked.
“Yeah! You lost your shirt!”
“Wasn’t really a shirt!”
She laughed.
“Want to even things out?” I asked.
She nodded and spun around. I saw the zipper on the back of her neck and tugged it down. The zipper glided along the length of her back, revealing the bare skin underneath. She wasn’t wearing a bra with this costume. I wonder if she was wearing panties then…
She shrugged off the sleeves and tied the arms of her bodysuit around her waist. She backed up into me again, grinding her ass against my barely covered dick. I reached up and went for it this time, squeezing her tits in my hand. They felt incredible. I played with them, pulling and pinching her nipples, moving them up and down.
I nearly lost my focus when I spotted Sam and Marie again, this time with their positions switched. Marie still had her top pulled up and her tits out, but she was behind Sam and doing some groping of her own. As I watched the twin Cleopatras rub against each other and play, I was really wondering how they’d never dated before.
But that was a question for another time. As I kept grinding on Carrie, I realized something. It finally happened: I was naked. I nearly grabbed what was left of my costume, but I kept my hands on Carrie’s tits. This is what I was here for. I bumped into the crowd around me. I wondered if they’d realized I was naked yet. I wondered if they’d ever realize. We were just a mass of sweaty bodies bumping into each other.
Carrie turned around. She grabbed my face and kissed me. I wrapped my arms around her back, touching her while she shoved her tongue down my throat. I grabbed her ass, taking handfuls of the wonderful thing that had been against my dick. She ran her hands through my hair, down my back, and grabbed my ass too. When she was done exploring my back, she grabbed my dick with one hand. She moved it in circles. I was completely in her control.
Then, she undid the rest of her costume with her free hand.
“What are you doing?” I asked.
“Joining you,” she said. She wiggled out of her costume, letting it drop to the floor. I couldn’t believe my eyes. I tried to drink her in as the lights flashed, only getting blinks of her whole naked body.
She grabbed my dick again and I bent my knees as she guided me into her. I felt the warm, wet relief as I slid into her pussy. My eyes rolled back with pleasure. She dug her nails into my scalp, massaging my head as my hips gyrated, thrusting my dick into her. The buildup, the pleasure- it was all so much. I wasn’t going to last long. I knew I had to tell her I was going to come, but I didn’t want to stop. She fondled my balls as I fucked her. I was getting closer, closer-
Police sirens sounded. The DJ cut the music and everyone ran. Carrie pulled away but I couldn’t stop myself. As the lights shined from the police cars, I came all over her, pulsing my dick through the air. She jumped away from me, letting the remaining cum fall on the ground. She snatched up her discarded costume, grabbed my hand, and we sprinted away. We ran naked through the dispersing crowd. As we passed by panicked partygoers, I saw people stop for a second to get an eyeful of us.
We kept running, going as far into the woods as we could before getting exhausted. We could see the red and blue squad car lights in the distance and police walking through the expansive backyard with their flashlights. Must have been a noise complaint plus someone was doing something obviously illegal, or something. I lost track of how crazy the party was getting because I was so focused on Carrie. As we hid behind a tree, our naked bodies wrapped around each other, my next thoughts weren’t on how to get home, or where I was going to find clothes, but on how long I could stay here with her.




Love Triangle Trick





Chapter 1

Things were going great with Carrie. So great that we decided to take a beach trip together to a spot that was usually empty.
We chatted it up in the drive over. I’d told her about my fantasies already. I mean, I wasn’t crazy- I normally would wait longer to tell that to a girl, but she’d been part of one of my fantasies already. And she could kind of tell that it was a fantasy, considering what happened.
Today, we were going to live out my fantasy again, but this time it was our fantasy. Carrie loved getting naked in public with me. And even though the beach we were headed to wasn’t an official nude beach, it was isolated enough that it shouldn’t be a problem. No police, no running this time.
I held her hand as we walked out onto the beach. We didn’t bring swimsuits, so there was no going back.
We looked around- no one to be seen. We giggled as we shedded our clothes, throwing them behind us as we ran into the water.
We played in the waves, swimming and splashing and having fun. It was great, but there was something… off. I just wasn’t getting the same thrill that I got from my previous naked adventures.
Once we’d tired out some, we stood there in the waves together, arms wrapped around each other.
“Having fun?” she asked.
I hesitated. “Yeah. This is perfect.”
“Are you sure?” She knew something was wrong.
“It’s just…” I didn’t want to disappoint her. She was doing everything I asked. “Do you think someone will steal our clothes?”
“No, I can see them right there-“
“What if I wanted someone to steal my clothes?”
“That would be- oh.” She stopped.
I caressed her hip. She gave me a peck on the lips.
“I got it,” she said.
I watched her walk out of the water, her perfect ass swaying with her steps. She turned around and grabbed her tits, jiggling them and sticking out her tongue. She bent over to pick up my underwear. She held it up, putting on an overly fake performance of innocence.
“Oh no, someone’s stealing my clothes!” I shouted, playing into the performance.
“That’s what you get for being a naughty boy!” Carrie replied, putting my t-shirt on and then gathering both of our clothes in her arms. The shirt was big on her, but it just barely covered her ass and pussy. As she skipped away, I caught glimpses of her bare bottom half, everything jiggling up and down.
I stepped out of the water, my dick slowly growing. I kept my hands at my sides, letting my erection flop around with every step. I followed the path that Carrie took.
I couldn’t see her, but I heard her footsteps. Or at least I hoped they were her footsteps. I sped up as I rounded a corner, peeking my head around to spot her.
“Stop, thief!” I yelled.
“Never!” She spun around and flashed her pussy at me, her neatly trimmed strip of hair standing out among her exposed skin.
I took off running. She spun back around and booked it. It was now a race towards the car, with her lead slowly but surely disappearing.
We exited the trail and spotted the car. Carrie fumbled with the keys, trying to find the clicker and dropping them in the process. She yanked on the door, hoping it’d somehow be unlocked, but she was trapped outside.
I ran at the car and slammed into her. I spun her around and pinned her to the car. My erection was hungry for the pussy she was hiding under the shirt she stole. I held her wrists above her head and made out with her face while she wrapped her legs around me and I fucked her against the car. I held her wrists in one hand while I gripped her ass with my other hand, squeezing her sweet behind. She moaned into my mouth as I fucked her brains out, finding the perfect angle of attack with my dick. I came into her, creating a mess all over her and the car.
As punishment for stealing my clothes, I didn’t let her get fully dressed for the ride home. I gave her back her spaghetti strap top, but only on the condition that she kept it pulled down with her tits exposed. I kept my hand on her bare thigh on the ride home, sometimes teasing her pussy or nipples as we drove.




Chapter 2

It was movie night at Sam and Marie’s apartment. But before the movie started, the three of us needed to catch up on gossip.
“So how are things going with…what was her name again?” Sam asked.
“Carrie,” I said.
“The girl you fucked at the Halloween party? You’re still seeing her?” Marie asked.
“Come on guys, I’ve told you about this.”
“Oh yeah, something about a beach trip right?” Sam asked. The two of them had me surrounded. I sat in the middle of the couch while they pestered me from either side.
“Yes. It’s going well. We did a whole beach trip, just the two of us.”
“Oooh, get up to anything naughty?” Marie said.
“I don’t know that… I mean-”
“Oh, you gotta tell us,” Sam said.
“Which beach was it?” Marie interjected.
“The… private one, you know-”
“The one where people go to skinny dip!” Sam screeched.
“Come on, it’s Jack. Of course he went there,” Marie said.
“Yeah, yeah, but still. He convinced a girl to go there with him. A girl!” Sam said.
“Guys, I can get girls,” I said.
“Get them to show up maybe, but did you fuck her?”
I hesitated. “I-”
“You did!” Sam screeched again, bouncing on the couch.
“I already fucked her at the party, what do you care?” I asked.
“That was like a heat-of-the-moment, in the dark fuck. A drunk party fuck that you regret while you’re hungover. Or that you don’t remember. But daytime, she fully knew who you were and wanted to fuck you again. Especially after your performance last time,” Sam explained.
“My performance last time!” I defended.
“What, we saw it! There’s some room for improvement,” Marie added.
“There’s no way you guys got a good look,” I said.
“We saw enough,” Sam said.
“Nobody’s perfect,” Marie said.
“How was the sex though?” Sam said, kicking back.
“Sam!” Marie smacked her arm.
“The sex was good, it was just-”
“Oooh, trouble in paradise?” Sam asked.
“Sam, come on.”
“What was it?”
“She stole my clothes-”
Sam burst out laughing.
“That’s not the- well, she stole my clothes, but I had to ask her to do it.”
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry. So she didn’t try to like-” Sam started.
“Yeah and then with the sex, I had to initiate everything,” I finished.
“Oh, you had to be the man for once,” Sam said.
“Sam! Jack is just a sub,” Marie said.
“Whoa whoa whoa, I don’t know about-” I put my hands up.
“Jack, you are,” Sam said, locking eyes with me.
“No, I’m not.”
“Oh yeah? Well, what if I did this?” She straddled my lap and grabbed my wrists, putting them behind my head. “You’re stronger than me. And you’re not fighting back.”
Her face was an inch away from mine. I could feel her breathing on my face. My dick was straining against my jeans as her legs wrapped around my waist and her ass rested on my crotch.
“You could fight back, but then you know this would end,” Sam said, not breaking eye contact.
“Sam, I have a girlfriend,” I said, trying to look away from her.
She grabbed my face and made me look at her. “You also have us.”
I sighed and lifted Sam off of me. “Let’s just watch the movie.”
…
I didn’t dare look over at her, but from the corner of my eye I’m sure Sam was fuming. I’d always been under her control, and I’m sure she wanted that back. As we watched the movie, both girls turned their thighs in to press against mine, slowly cuddling against me under the blanket we all shared on their small couch. Look, I was attracted to them. In a perfect world, I’d have sex with both of them. But they’d been very clear with me: that was never going to happen. They just wanted me to be their little toy. Sam gave me a blowjob that one time, but I think that was the most I was ever going to get. It wasn’t worth it being abstinent just to play their game. I wouldn’t do it.
…
The movie wrapped up. It was getting late and all of us were yawning. We said our goodbyes as I put my shoes on by the door. I leaned in to hug Sam.
“What if we fucked you?” she whispered.
I didn’t answer, instead turning to hug Marie.
“I’m not falling for that. Bye guys.”
I shut the door.




Chapter 3

I didn’t like Sam and Marie trying to interfere with me and Carrie, but I still wanted us to get along. Sam and Marie were my friends, and they did kind of help me get with Carrie in the first place. I don’t know why they were being so weird about it now, but I wanted to figure things out. I thought if they got to know Carrie better, we could all be friends and things would go back to normal.
I tried to figure out something for us all to do together, and Sam came up with the perfect solution: an escape room. Sam worked at an escape room and would be able to get us in there for free. She said the room we would solve is one she isn’t in charge of, so no cheating on her end.
I was still suspicious, but I was just happy to get the group together. I invited Carrie and she was happy to meet my friends, for real this time.
Carrie and I arrived to the escape room venue dressed in smart casual for our night out. I wore jeans and a short-sleeve button-up while Carrie wore a cute dress and short heels. She was braless, and potentially pantie-less, but she was still dressed tastefully. Her cleavage didn’t stand out, but I still appreciated it.
Then we saw Sam and Marie. They both dressed in a combination of lingerie and cutoff jean shorts. My jaw nearly dropped. It was becoming a more common look for girls on nights out, but Sam and Marie took it to the extreme. Sam’s top had a plunging neckline that went down to her waist, the fabric around her ample breasts swaying as she walked. I blinked and felt like I nearly saw a nip slip. Did it count as a nip slip if her nipples were basically out already?
I wasn’t sure if Marie was better or worse. Her lingerie provided more coverage, but… it was completely sheer. The lacy pattern helped some, but I could clearly see her pierced nipples. The silver piercings stood out against the white fabric and her dark skin.
“Jack!” the girls cheered. The both approached with open arms, the two of them giving me a hug at the same time.
“You must be Carrie,” Sam said. “I’m Sam.” The girls turned and hugged her one at a time.
“Jack’s told me so much about you,” Carrie said.
“Not everything, I hope,” Marie said.
I looked at her.
“How can you get to know us if you already know everything?” Marie finished, laughing.
I eyed her. Something was up.
Sam led the way to the room. We were there after hours since we were getting the room for free and we had the whole place to ourselves. Sam had a key to get us out in an emergency, but it meant no one would be watching to help us if we got stuck. It was just us.
“This is the interrogation room,” Sam said as we stepped inside.
We looked around. We were in a small, dark room. We could see through a big pane of glass on one wall into the actual interrogation room. I assumed the glass was a 1-way mirror and we were in the area where the other detectives usually hung out and watched.
There was a letter on the table in the dark room. It explained our situation. We were looking for clues that would help us unlock the interrogation room.
We split up, searching through the various nooks and cabinets the room had to offer. There were filing cabinets with old cases. The first clue had mentioned a particular victim, so I looked for her.
We found a couple of clues, then came together to sort it out. In the file, I found a key. I tried it on the interrogation room door, but it didn’t work. Carrie had found clues leading to another locked cabinet, which my key opened.
That’s where we got our next clue. It had a key and instructions: This key unlocks the interrogation room, but only one of you may enter.
“Well, you found the locked cabinet, Carrie, I think you should get to do it!” Sam chimed in.
“Thank you! I mean, if you guys don’t mind…” Carrie said.
“No, go ahead,” I said. Marie agreed.
We smiled and waved as Carrie entered the next room. As the door shut, all sound cut off between us and Carrie. I couldn’t hear her footsteps. I watched her try to say something, but no sound came out. And with the 1-way mirror, there was no way to send her a message back.
I bent down, spotting something that looked like a clue. I felt a hand on my butt. I turned to see Marie gripping me from behind.
“Marie, what are you-”
“Shhh,” Sam jumped in, putting a finger to my mouth. “C’mere.”
They pulled me up and wrapped around either side of me. I could still see Carrie in the other room, looking around diligently for clues.
“What’s going on?” I asked.
“We want to fuck you,” Marie said.
“But only if you do it right now,” Sam finished.
They both placed their hands on my crotch, feeling up my dick through my jeans. My dick was growing very quickly. I knew I shouldn’t do it. Carrie was right there. But I wasn’t thinking straight.
“She’ll never know,” Sam said. She turned my head to face her. She’d spread open her top, letting her tits hang completely free. She grabbed my hand and raised it up to fondle her chest.
“This is your only chance. Both of us. Right now,’ Marie whispered into my ear, kissing my face from the side.
I didn’t say anything. I just gave in. I closed my eyes, not willing to watch the oblivious Carrie in the other room.
The two girls controlled me. Marie unbuckled my pants and pulled them down. Sam ran her hand up my shirt, twirling her fingers in my chest hair. Sam kissed my mouth, making out with me and running her tongue down my throat while Marie got down on her knees, pulling my hard dick out of my underwear and taking me in her mouth. I kept one hand on Marie’s head, guiding her as she moved back and forth on my dick, and one hand exploring Sam’s delicious tits.
Sam pushed me back onto the table. She laid down on top of me, pushing her tits into my face. I was smothered in flesh, my mouth open and sucking on her hanging tits. I extended my tongue, slobbering wherever I could, hungry for her. Marie took her mouth off of my dick and pushed me further onto the table.
The girls ditched their clothes, dropping their cutoff jeans and peeling off their lingerie. The two naked women climbed on top of me; Sam straddled my face and Marie straddled my thighs. Then Sam moved her pussy up to my mouth to ride my face and I felt Marie’s hand grab my dick to guide me inside of her.
It was overwhelming but completely intoxicating. I never wanted this feeling to end. I reached my hands up to play with Sam’s tits, but I already felt a set of hands there. I looked up to see Marie’s hands squeezing Sam’s tits and Marie kissing Sam’s face and neck from behind.
It felt too good. I wasn’t going to last much longer. “I’m going to come!” I managed to get out from between Sam’s thighs.
I felt Marie pull my dick out and I came into the air. Some of it landed on my stomach, but some of it must have landed on the girls too. I felt Marie’s tongue around my softening dick as she licked up the mess.
“My turn,” Sam said, trading places with Marie.
“I can’t go again right now,” I warned.
“We’ll just wait until you’re ready,” Marie said.
The two straddled me, this time with Sam on top of my lower stomach and Marie on top of my chest. The girls were turned to face each other so that they could make out and feel each other up while they waited. I now had a closeup view of Marie’s ass near my face and I reached up to squeeze her full cheeks. My dick slowly came back to life as I felt Sam’s ass back into it while she played with Marie.
Once I was ready to go again, Sam guided me into her. Marie got up and Sam pulled me in, taking me all to herself. She made out with me as we fucked upright on the table, her arms wrapped around my back and pulling me close. We gyrated against each other, our hot breaths blending together. Sam pulled her face away, then moved to the side of my head so she could moan directly into my ear. I could feel the pleasure shooting through her body. This is all I ever wanted. I felt her nails scratch through my hair. Then-
BANG BANG BANG. My eyes shot open to see Carrie against the 1-way mirror.
“Jack! What the fuck!” she yelled, her voice muffled through the other room.
She could see me. Holy fuck, she could see me.
“Carrie!” I yelled. I tried to get up, but I couldn’t peel Sam off of me. Her fingernails dug in, her body latching onto mine.
Carrie shook her head as tears welled up in her eyes.
“I can- I can explai-” I tried to say, but Sam kept pounding my dick, and the cum that’d been building up finally spilled out. I came into Sam as I watched Carrie turn and head to the exit, using the final key she’d found to leave me.
I collapsed back against the table, Sam still mounted over me. I couldn’t believe what I’d done.
Sam stretched, then bent down to join me. She used her elbows to pin my arms over my head, which meant her tits hung in my face.
“You planned this,” I said, looking up at her.
“I did,” she confirmed as she loomed over me. “She’s gone. You belong to us now.”              
The door opened.
“How’d it go?” Marie asked, her nude form appearing in the doorway.
“Perfectly,” Sam responded, not breaking eye contact with me.
I didn’t know how to feel. I was furious- with them and myself- but more than that I was devastated. This was the worst post-nut clarity I’d ever had. I’d been lusting after Sam and Marie for so long, and I felt betrayed, but… I wanted this. I always did.
“From now on, you’re going to do everything we say,” Sam ordered.
I nodded.
“Yes ma’am,” Marie corrected.
“Yes ma’am,” I repeated.
“You’re ours. And only ours. You’re going to please us however we want, but we’re standing by our word. Today is the only time we’ll ever fuck you,” Sam explained.
“Yes ma’am.” I gulped.
“Good. Now clean yourself up,” Sam said as she climbed off of me.
I grabbed some wipes and started to clean. I saw Marie picking up our clothes.
“Ma’am? Can I have my clothes?” I asked.
“Oh, you’re not getting these back. Ever.”
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