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Story Two

DARED TO ROLLER-SKATE

IN THE NUDE

by

Vicki Vex


Part One

Have you ever had the urge to be fully naked in public? It is one of the most freeing and liberating feelings you can experience. Being naked in public has been a hobby of mine since I was in college. Now at the age of 35, I still relish the thrill I get from removing my clothing and showing off my body in places where it's not allowed.

I'm not one of those nudie, filthy, tree-hugging, hippie girls who grow their armpits and bush down to their knees and never bathe. I love nature, too, but not shaving or using soap is such a turn-off. Fortunately, I've kept my looks, and my body is still in great shape, according to those who have seen it. I also shower twice a day. My bush? I tend to switch up the look. I go from taco chip to landing strip, to completely bald, and a hundred other styles in between. I tend to become bored quite easily.

When I first began getting naked in public, it was a never-ending experiment. I'd wear a see-through shirt around campus and accidentally forget my bra. I loved watching the reaction from others when my nipples would poke out of my shirt. It was always a huge turn-on for me. Other times, I would wear a skirt, lie on a blanket on campus, and open my legs just enough so everyone could get a good look. I'd pretend to read a book so it actually looked as if my pussy was on full display by accident. If someone pointed it out (which happened frequently,) I would feign embarrassment, change my position, and thank them for letting me know. People who were angry at first that some horny slut was spreading her legs for the enjoyment of the other students and faculty, were quite forgiving when they realized you had no idea what you were doing. Most times, they would end up apologizing to me for my behavior.

I wasn't showing off my body for negative attention. It was nice when someone realized what I was up to and would simply smile. I considered smiles and both sexes blowing kisses, or winking, as rewards for doing what I loved. And why did I do it?

The sexual thrill when I show off my body to perfect strangers is intense. I love it. Turning other people on is a turn-on in itself. I've never been analyzed by a shrink or psychologist, but I do have the internet. Some say it's a simple sexual compulsion, while others swear it's a sign of deviant sexual behavior, but if you research flashing or exposure online, you'll find what I enjoy doing compared to being a dirty old man, wearing a raincoat in a public park exposing his little dick to the masses, is a completely different thing. It’s a shame public masturbation was illegal. If it wasn’t, I’d be doing it everywhere.

When I discovered my first dare website, I knew it was going to be my thing. Imagine being paid real money for performing some frighteningly easy naked dare challenges. Here's how it works:

When someone accepts a dare, the challenger (or the person proposing the dare) deposits money into an account on the website where it is held in escrow until the dare is complete. Once the dare (usually a video) has been uploaded and approved, the money is released to your account. If you don't complete the dare, you don't see a dime.

So far, I've completed three dares. They have all been extremely satisfying.

The first was to show my tits to an unsuspecting shopper at the supermarket. It paid $75. I went to the market with my girlfriend, Olivia, found an empty aisle, except for one guy trying to decide between Fruity and Cocoa Pebbles, and raised my shirt for 45 seconds while Olivia videoed it on her phone. That dare completely changed my life. The shopper was shocked, to say the least, but he was also smiling. I was so turned on, when I got home, I immediately went to my bedroom and gave my vibrator a workout.

The second was a bit more daring. I had to go topless through a donut shop drive-through at 7 AM, which I discovered later was their busiest time. Again, Olivia was in charge of recording it. That dare would pay out $150. I was stoked. I was so horny that day, I called my ex-boyfriend who was nice enough to come over afterwards, and fuck me on my kitchen table.

My third dare was to pump gas in the nude. I pulled my car to the pump, got out, and stood there in my birthday suit. I filled my tank with $20 worth of gas. I was a little concerned. They had surveillance cameras, and everyone driving by on the main road honked their horns, or showed their disgust by calling me names and giving me the finger. I simply smiled and waved. The police never showed up, and I collected $300. That dare placed me into the Top Ten Dare Girls on the website. At the ripe old age of 36, I was also the oldest. The other nine were twenty somethings who would take almost any dare as an excuse to show off their tits and ass for money.

I logged into the site this morning to see a new dare posted by a regular challenger. His name is John M. What John M. wanted was for a sexy woman to rollerskate in the breakdown lane of a busy highway for one mile. It could be any highway in the country, as long as it was a busy one, and it had to take place during the morning or afternoon rush hours.

I noticed one of the Top 10 Dare Girls had already accepted the dare. She was 19 years old. She had been on the site for the last year, and had completed 7 dares so far, totalling $1975. The completion date for the skating dare was the day after tomorrow by 6 PM. I could do this easily. Dangerous? Sure, if you weren't careful, you could be hit by a car. You could also be arrested. Florida doesn't fuck around when it comes to public nudity. You can be yanked right off the beach if they consider your bikini to be too small. In the Sunshine State, indecent exposure is a first-degree misdemeanor, punishable by up to one year in jail and/or a $1,000 fine. It would truly suck spending a year in jail to win $700, but that was the agreement. The money wasn't that great, but the thrill of skating down a highway in the nude during rush hour was worth the risk to me.

I signed up immediately.

If you’re wondering what happens when someone completes the dare and gets it uploaded before you do? The challenger determines who gets the money. It sucks and it's unfair, but when you're in the dare game, you've got to play by the rules. I had to beat these other bitches and do so immediately.

I called Olivia and asked her to help me. She didn't want me to do it. She was positive I'd be arrested and end up in jail. I offered her $100 to video it for me, and suddenly any concern she had for my well-being disappeared. Olivia was onboard. She would follow me in her car behind me.

I decided to wear my leopard bikini, my knee-high white socks with pink bands at the top, and of course my white skates with the pink wheels. I planned to start off in my bikini, and as I skated, I would shed my top and bottom. Olivia would pick them up. She would alert me when I had skated a mile, and I would put my bikini back on and get back into her car and disappear as quickly as possible. I'd keep my sneakers in Olivia's car and change into them. If the police showed up, I told Olivia to get as much video of it as possible, and I would attempt to outrun them. I knew the odds of escape were not in my favor, but for the $700 and the adrenaline rush I would receive, it was more than worth it.

It was 5 PM when I got out of Olivia's car. She had pulled into the breakdown lane of a busy section of Route 95 North in West Palm Beach. Was I nervous? Definitely. Would I chicken out? There was no possible way. My personal and online reputations were at stake.

Traffic was heavy, almost at a standstill.

I had to open the door to put on my skates. As soon as I did, I could feel the thick, heavy Florida humidity hit me in the face, as if I’d been punched. Olivia handed me a bottle of water from the cooler in her back seat. "Good luck," she said. "You got this."

I hugged her and hung onto the door until I got on my feet. I skated everywhere when I was younger. Granted, I haven't done it in a little over 10 years, but I was still confident. I waited for Olivia to get her phone ready. She gave me the thumbs up and I took off, surprisingly not falling on my ass and breaking anything.

I skated as fast and as safely as I could, turning to look behind me every 30 seconds or so, to make sure Olivia was there, and to wave and smile at the camera. I had to be careful. The pavement wasn't all that smooth, and there were obstacles like tiny rocks, leaves, cigarette butts, and small piles of dirt that could prove hazardous.

Horns began honking immediately, and I hadn't even started to strip yet. Car windows were opening, and both men and women were yelling comments that I couldn't hear. I would simply smile and wave at them.

I reached around to my back and undid my bikini top, which immediately fell to the ground. There was no turning back now. My titties were exposed for all the world to see. I knew that Olivia wasn't the only one filming me, either. I saw several commuters with their phones outside of their passenger windows, trying to video the crazy topless blonde skating in the breakdown lane of the busiest highway on the East Coast. I was scared, silly; however, I was also becoming horny as hell.


Part Two

I realized it would be impossible for me to take off my bikini bottom holding onto this bottle of water, so I chugged the remainder and tossed the bottle behind me. I had little choice but to add littering to my possible indecent exposure charges.

As it turns out, I had to stop to take off my bikini bottom. I thought about attempting it while still skating, but the last thing I needed was to risk a serious injury. This was the truly scary part. Some hottie wearing a bikini, roller skating down the highway could be considered crazy, but fun. A nude girl skating down the highway? Just plain nuts. With the slightest bit of trouble, I kicked off my bottoms from my skate and continued, trying to increase my speed. I don't know how long I had been skating at this point, but it already felt like 20 miles. Traffic was now at a complete standstill. Several people parked right in heavy traffic. and sat on top of their cars to get a better view. They weren't going to be able to drive anywhere for a while anyway, so they may as well enjoy the show.. This was good for me. Heavy traffic would make it almost impossible for the police to get through.

And that's when I heard it. The crash of thunder above me. If you've ever visited Florida, I don't have to tell you how the weather can change in an instant. It was now very dark with huge storm clouds above me. I knew what was coming next, and when the downpour started, I couldn't see two feet in front of me. I was completely soaked. The only benefit the rain had was cooling my overheated body.

Suddenly, Olivia's horn blasted once. That was a signal to know I had reached the halfway mark.

"You're doing it! Keep going!" Olivia yelled through her open window.

"I'm loving this!" I screamed. I couldn't tell you if anyone else could hear me over the noise of the car horns, rain, and thunder. All the drivers witnessed was some crazy, naked lady, waving her arms and screaming something they couldn't hear.

What started as a relief, the rain was now chilling me to the bone, and appeared to be coming down even harder. I had to keep pulling my hair out of my face, so I could see in this torrential downpour. The rain had impeded my speed; however, the wind was behind me, and I imagined it propelling me forward to victory.

Just a few seconds later, I heard 3 sharp blasts from Olivia's horn. I had completed the dare. I was so happy, I started to cry.

And just as quickly as it started, the rain stopped, as if someone turned off a faucet. The humidity returned with a vengeance. It was twice as sticky as it had been just minutes earlier, but I didn't care. I had completed my challenge, and as soon as I got back into Olivia's car, I would upload it on my phone and wait for my $700.

I stopped, turned around, and was skating my way back to Olivia's car to reclaim my bikini and cool off. I heard the police sirens in the background, but that could have been from a fire truck or a rescue. I made it inside Olivia's car, where the phone was aimed right at me. She told me I smelled like the line at the DMV. As tired as I was, and as anxious as we both were to leave, I couldn't help but laugh. I looked straight into the camera and said, "I MADE IT, BITCHES! DARE COMPLETE!"

I put on my bikini and my sneakers and sat there, happy to be safe and sound.

The sirens sounded like they were getting closer, and we were stuck in the breakdown lane, having to depend on the kindness of a stranger to let us out in front of them. It took a good five minutes, which is an eternity when you're trying to evade the police, but soon an elderly man waved us out into the lane. Traffic was still tied up and hardly moving. As the sirens got closer, we could see the lights in the rearview mirror. Two motorcycle cops were in the breakdown lane looking for me.

Guess who drove right on by without even looking our way?

The Florida State Highway Patrol. That's who. I was right next to them in Olivia’s car and they didn’t see me.

As we sat in traffic, I uploaded the video to the dare website. I never revealed my location. All visitors knew was that I lived in Florida.

When Olivia dropped me off an hour later, I told her that I was going to give her half of the money. She took almost as big a risk as I did. I was exhausted. I walked into the house, took a shower, and ate a pint of ice cream while watching TV. I had almost fallen asleep when I saw a report on the evening news of an insane naked woman skating down the highway. They had video. Fortunately for me, they had blurred out my face along with my tits, pussy and ass. The news crew had interviewed several of the motorists, who were mostly good-natured about the whole thing. "She made my day," one driver said. "It's nice that someone was so nice as to brighten our rush hour," another driver mentioned. Of course, there were a few Karen-type people who were calling for my head on a platter. I guess that's to be expected.

I scrolled through the dare website and discovered I had won the challenge. I was thrilled beyond belief.

I did feel bad for DareGirl2006, who also made a valiant attempt to win, but was tackled by several officers from the California Highway Patrol as she skated down I-405 in San Diego. She was in a great deal of trouble. I have to give her credit, however. She had one of the hottest bodies I’d ever seen. I did not doubt that she would soon return and compete with me in another dare, someday soon.

I fell asleep naked on the sofa that night. I was meant to sleep. eat, walk, and conduct my life in the nude. Most people wouldn't understand it, but I'm not most people.

I waited for a week for the police to knock on my door and arrest me, but they never showed up. Shout out to the hot, 36-year-old in a bikini who stopped traffic on Route 95 for an hour.

I can’t wait to do it again.

The End


Story Two

DARED TO DANCE NAKED AT A PARTY

by

Vicki Vex


Part One

Two weeks before my 19th birthday, while I was still living with my family, my parents said it was okay if I threw a birthday party for myself in the basement. I was allowed a maximum of 20 people, so I would have to choose only my closest friends.

Saturday, November 6, 1983, was the big day. Most of my former high school friends would be there, and a few of my newer friends from work. I worked full time at Timmy's Pizza in the shopping center, formerly known as the West Palm Beach Mall (now just an empty shell of a building) 5 days a week. It was a great job. I could see all the action in the mall. If you were a teenager in the 80's this mall was definitely the place to see and be seen. How things change over the years.

My name is Amanda Jacobs. Amanda was a very popular name in the 1980's and I always hated it because I knew half a dozen other girls named Amanda. Thank goodness the name began dying out by the 90's. Still, the damage was done. Most everyone called me Mandy, which wasn't any better, as it was the name of an extremely popular hit song from 1974 that they still played at dances. As you know, the boys would only dance to slow songs, so everyone asked me when it was played.

I did all my party invitations by phone. This was long before cell phones and the internet were a thing. I called my friends from my pink Princess telephone, which I kept on the nightstand by my bed. My guest limit of 20, which quickly turned into 30 when I realized I couldn't leave out certain people. I knew my parents wouldn't be counting heads, either. They wouldn't even be home. I was an adult now and was expected to take care of myself.

Billy Norduff was bringing his cassette tape collection, and he had the best around. If Billy didn’t have it, it wasn’t worth listening to.  I was kind of surprised that Billy accepted my invitation. We dated for a couple of months last year, but I broke up with him after he accused me of cheating with Greg Gavin. It was true, but I never admitted it. I just told him I was going in a different direction, as your boss might say when they fire you. But, I digress. People were bringing junk food, potato chips, Doritos, pretzels, etc. My dad left me money for pizza and soda, and I was positive some of my friends would be bringing along other party supplies, if you know what I mean.

My boss at Timmy's Pizza said I could leave two hours earlier on Saturday, leaving me time to go home, shower, do my hair and makeup and dress in something slutty. I was so excited.

The party was in full swing by 8:30 PM. Everyone had arrived, and I was looking forward to hanging out with my girls and some really cute guys. Everyone looked great. The Aquanet-scented big hair was everywhere, and my friends were dressed in their usual Madonna lace and fingerless gloves, a few in their short, easy-to-care-for Pat Benatar hairstyles, and of course, the New Wavers who all wanted to be Debbie Harry or Billy Idol. My basement was full of happy, dancing people. Whenever someone's favorite song came on, they would scream and hit the floor. This party was the social event of the season.

Around midnight, someone called for a game of Truth or Dare. I wasn't all that interested, as I always thought it was stupid. You could ask someone for the truth, and they could always lie and claim it was the truth; however, some people took the game as seriously as wedding vows and would make it interesting. Since it was my birthday, I had to go first. My friend Ashley Warner asked the question.

"Okay, Mandy. Truth or Dare?"

"Truth," I said, afraid of nothing.

"Have you ever shoplifted?" she asked.

I laughed out loud. "Yes, I said. You know I did. I was with you. It was a pair of earrings from that place in the mall that used to be next to Orange Julius. They never caught me!"

It was now my turn to ask Ashley. "Truth or Dare, Ashley?"

"Truth," she answered.

"Have you ever made out with Adam Langley in the security office of the mall?"

"Bitch,' you know I did," Ashley replied. "We did a lot more than that."

This game was becoming boring already. "Someone else, take a turn. I'm falling asleep," I said, laughing.

And that's when Billy Norduff stood up and said, "I'll play. Okay, Amanda. Truth or Dare? Have you ever fucked around with Greg Gavin?"

I looked over at Greg. He was dating some girl I didn't know when I blew him in his car one night in the mall parking lot. Her name was Gretchen. She was with him tonight.

"Dare," I said. "Give me a fucking dare, Billy."

"Do a strip tease and show your tits. I'll pick the song,"

"What?" I asked. "Are you serious? I can’t do that in front of my friends,”

“I fucking dare you,” he said, while a hushed silence fell over the crowd. “I guess you can’t even do a dare at your own party. What a chickenshit.”

He fumbled through his cassettes. When he found what he was looking for, he put it into the deck. Soft Cell's Tainted Love began playing. He dedicated that song to me on the radio after I broke it off with him. I knew what he was doing. That must have been his official breakup song for me.

"Ok, you little bastard," I said. "Bring it!" And I began my very slow, sensual dance. If you know the song, you'll know how fun it can be to dance to it.

I wasn't wearing many clothes to begin with. I had on my white Duran Duran T-shirt, my gold jacket with the huge shoulder pads and my brand-new $80 Guess jeans. I never wore a bra or underwear unless it was necessary. Keep in mind that this was the 80s. All my friends still wore bras and panties. Shaved bush hadn’t become a thing in my town as of yet, but three years later, everyone would be doing it.

My guests were whooping it up and applauded every move. I opened one side of my jacket, and then the other, as I made my way around the room. I knew no one expected me to show my tits, but I wanted revenge on this little asshole, plus I've never refused a dare.

I moved closer to the stereo system where Billy was standing and turned around. I could feel everyone's eyes on my ass. I have to admit that was a turn-on. I was beginning to like the feeling of getting exposed.

I was nearing the end of the song, and I turned my back on my guests. They were all quiet, watching me intently. I slipped my jacket off one shoulder and then the other, and let it fall to the floor. Then I slowly lifted my T-shirt from the bottom and pulled it off over my head. I turned around to face everyone, and there were my 34 B's staring everyone in the face. The applause I received just for baring my tits was amazing. Billy simply stood there with his mouth open. He appeared to be in shock.

I took several bows before I picked up my T-shirt from the floor and put it back on. Then I received boos and jeers from the audience who loved me only minutes before. They were chanting for more. I laughed. It was pretty funny. I went over to the couch, where Billy was still in a state of shock, and sat down next to him. I kissed him on the cheek. "That's what you get for being an asshole." Then I laughed and got up, and everyone danced with their clothes on. The Truth or Dare Game was over.

But my fetish was just starting.


Part Two

From that point onward, I was asked to do a little dance each time I was invited to a party, and things got rocking. I would usually oblige my friends, as I'd gained a bit of a reputation (and confidence)  showing off my tits at parties. The first time I danced in the nude was at Henry Taylor's pool party during the summer. I was wearing a bikini, and someone played that What a Feeling song from the Flashdance movie, so I sort of danced around the pool. I wished I had my leg warmers on.

"Take it off!" Danny Betram yelled from across the yard. I don't think that guy had ever seen a pair of tits before, much less touched them.

"What's the magic word?" I yelled out. I laughed when at least half the crowd answered, "PLEASE" in their loudest voices. Who knew people being polite would be so much of a turn-on?

I reached back and pulled the string on my bikini, but kept it against my breasts with my hands. Then I danced over to Joey Thompson, who was the hottest guy there. He reached into his denim cutoffs and pulled out a dollar, and gently placed it inside my bikini bottom, pulling it out from my ass and ensuring he got a good look. And then to cheers and several rounds of applause, I dropped my top. I'm not going to lie. I had never been turned on like that before. I was outside, it was 88 degrees and beautiful, and I was topless. I could feel the sun's warmth on my naked tits. It was nirvana.

I stuck my thumbs in the side of my bikini bottom, and I pulled them down no lower than an inch and a half. I only revealed the very top of my bush and the top of my ass crack. The cheers I received almost drowned out the music. I don't know if it was the song (one of my favorites,) the summer weather or my sexy bikini dance, but I was overwhelmingly horny. I knew I would be excusing myself to go inside Henry's house and use his bathroom in order to get myself a little release.

And that's when my bikini bottom came down, and I kicked it off my foot, aiming it at a bunch of the guys, but missing every single one of them. The group of horny teens went crazy, as I stood there, completely nude, my thick blonde, pubic patch in full view. If someone were lucky enough to inspect me up close, they would, without a doubt, realize how horny I had become..

When the song ended, I did my usual bows and blew kisses to my fans. There were girls there I didn't know who clapped and cheered, even though their boyfriends couldn't take their eyes off of me. I picked up my bikini, quickly put it back on, and walked into Henry's house to use the bathroom to, um, freshen up. And then I saw the line. There was no way I was going to wait for 11 people to pee before I got in there. I didn't have the guts to go into another room to masturbate, so I went back outside and walked into the cabana to see if I could get some privacy. I quickly removed my suit and stroked my hard nipples, and then squeezed my tits together. I was looking through one of the four windows inside so I could see if anyone was approaching. I didn't think anyone could see me inside. It was dark in there with the lights off.

I stroked my fluffy mound. It felt so soft, like a corner of a blanket. As I pulled my lips apart, I moaned softly. That's when I decided to get a little more comfortable by sitting down on the loveseat to my left. I wouldn't be able to see anyone coming in, but I would make sure I rushed through this impromptu masturbation session. The last thing I wanted to do was get caught, but I was getting into it so much, I didn't even realize that the side door opened and I suddenly had company. Joey Thompson and his best friend, Steve Morrison, were standing there. I wouldn't have noticed at all, but Steve sneezed and I jumped a mile, trying to cover myself with my arms.

"You boys scared the fucking shit out of me!" I said. I could hear my heart beating rapidly in my chest. "Fuck! What do you assholes want?"

"We saw you through the window, and we thought since you didn't mind us watching you dance naked, maybe you wouldn't mind letting us watch you play with yourself."

I couldn't help but laugh, especially when I looked at the boys with their erections standing straight out from their swim shorts. I stood up and looked around for my bikini, which I couldn't find at the moment.

"Sorry, guys," I said. "I do the naked dance thing for shits and giggles, but, um, anything I do for myself, I try to keep it from prying eyes. Did you see my bikini?"

Both boys approached me. Joey from the front and Steve from the back. Joey must have realized I had a crush on him, as most girls who ever saw him did, and Steve was very popular, though not as good-looking as Joey.

“What are you guys doing?” I asked, with a nervous laugh?”

“Helping you find your bikini,” Joey replied, placing his arms around my shoulders and kissing me on the lips. Steve was feeling up my ass with his hand and had his other arm around my waist.

I could feel the warmth of Steve's breath on the back of my neck and it gave me goosebumps. There was no doubt what they were trying to do to me. I had never had sex with two boys at the same time before. Debbie Horowitz, one of the girls I knew from the neighborhood, was the only other girl I had known who had done a threesome with two boys. If I was going to stop it, I would have to do it now.

Steve was kissing my neck and my back and Joey was working his way down my front. He stopped at my left breast and sucked my nipple into his mouth and then moved on to the other. The sensation of a hot mouth on my tits was turning me on so much, I didn't want to stop. I know I didn't have to let them do anything to me, but at this point, I sort of wanted them to.

Steve reached behind him and pushed in the bolt lock in the door I had missed the first time, and without missing a beat, continued to kiss my spine down to the crack of my ass.

As Joey and I kissed, he slowly moved his hand down my belly and when he got to my furry pussy, he easily slipped in a finger. He knew I was horny, and the confident look on his face told me he was going to get exactly what he wanted.

Steve, still behind me, was now kissing my ass cheeks. It tickled slightly but felt good at the same time. He spread my cheeks apart and slowly kissed me the entire length of my crack. When he lip kissed my asshole, he did it so soft and sensual, that I moaned. Back then, no one knew what eating ass was, but a pair of lips over my backdoor felt amazing. I reached back and pushed his face into my ass. I knew I was about to have my first threesome. I didn't even know what to do. I decided to let the boys take what they wanted. They could fuck me, eat me out, or stick their cocks in my mouth. I was too horny to care. And I was so ready.

Steve pulled back, but he quickly replaced his mouth with a wet finger and gently prodded my excited asshole. Once I cried out like a total whore, the boys knew they were in charge.

Steve pulled his trunks down and rubbed a quite sizeable erection up and down my slit, while Joey let his jean shorts drop to the floor. He took my right hand and placed it on his thick, long, and super hard cock. I grabbed onto it. I still couldn't believe I was doing this, but to be perfectly honest, nothing felt wrong about it. I stroked Joey's dick, until he asked me to get on my knees.

I had sucked a handful of dicks up to this point, I was no Linda Lovelace, but I wasn't a novice either. I got down onto my knees and took the head of his beautiful cock inside of my mouth. After that, I felt Steve's hand on my ass again. He slipped a finger, and then another into my soaking wet pussy, and I moaned while Joey fed me his cock. I gotta be honest. Whoever said it was wrong to have two boys making you feel completely wonderful didn't know what they were talking about.

Joey moved his cock deeper into my mouth. I didn't gag, but almost. I heard guys like it when a woman gags on their cock, and if he stuck it down any deeper, I would find out if that was true.

When I felt the head of Steve's cock against my wet pussy, I knew I wasn't going to object to anything these boys did to me. They weren't too rough, and surprisingly for their ages, they were extremely skilled. There was little doubt they had worked as a team before.

I enjoyed sucking Joey's cock. I was sure he had a girlfriend, and I hoped she wasn't at the party, either. The last thing I needed to happen was a chick fight.

Steve entered me easily. Once inside, he took a slow and casual approach to fucking me. His dick was bigger than I thought. It didn't hurt. On the contrary, it felt fucking amazing. I was moaning more now, finally comfortable with the boys doing what they were doing. My first orgasm was small but effective. I reluctantly pulled Joey's cock out of my mouth just for a second.

"Feels so good," I moaned softly. "I'm gonna cum." That's the moment I learned just how much guys appreciated it when you told them you were going to cum. Steve fucked me a little more rapidly, and Joey? He continued to get me to take his cock deeper. I know lots of women who don't like this, but it helped when he placed his hand around the back of my head, and pulled me against his dick. I must be super-submissive, or something. I was loving that Joey was semi-forcing his cock into my throat. Every blowjob I gave after that one, I remembered how it felt to feel that sensation, and it always got me off.

"We should all come at the same time," Steve said, as if he had planned on saying it all along. "Maybe it was something he heard in a porn movie," I said to myself, wanting to laugh, but fortunately keeping control.

I had a second orgasm, as Joey's cock entered my throat. I didn't know that women could orgasm from a cock being shoved down their throat, but with the mood just so, and a giant cock in your pussy, it's not only possible but from what I’ve read, happens quite often.

"I'm gonna cum," Steve said from behind. "Your pussy feels so nice and tight around my cock, I don't think I can last."

That was the most honest thing a boy ever said to me. Guys liked to act as if they could hold their hardness forever, but here was Steve, admitting to me that I was too hot for him to handle. I gushed like a fountain. I could have married him right there.

"I'm cumming, Mandy," he said, now banging into me from behind. What a ride. He emptied into my pussy, bathing my walls with his hot cum. I could feel it flowing out of me as he continued to fuck me after he had cum. LOL. I was in love!

I could tell Joey wasn't ready to end his blowjob, yet, but for the sake of me and Steve, he shot the biggest load I'd ever taken into my mouth. Once I tasted his spicy, salty jizz, I was happy. This threesome was a success, and I was happy I had participated. It would soon become my favorite thing to do.

We cleaned up as best as we could, and I asked the boys to leave first, and I would be along in a little while. I also asked them to remain discreet. Joey kissed me deeply, which surprised me as I had just swallowed his orgasm. He thanked me for hanging out with them, and Steve kissed me gently on my sticky lips before they were on their way. I reassembled myself. I put on my bikini, brushed my hair, and put on a little makeup before leaving the cabana as if I were doing the walk of shame. But guess what? No one even knew what had gone on in there. More people had arrived at the party, and apparently, that took everyone's focus from us being missing for the past hour.

That would be the first of many threesomes I had with Joey and Steve. Sometimes Joey was in the back and Steve in the front, and we experimented with a bunch of positions. If the guys came over to my house when no one was home, I'd already be naked and waiting for them. There would be no foreplay. There would be no candy and flowers. We'd simply fuck all night. It was glorious. I don't recall the last time we did it. Steve went off to college, and Joey would bring over his friend, Kevin, to take his place, but it wasn't the same. Soon, it had stopped, and I was okay with that. The boys had moved on to someone new. I wasn’t mad. Maybe I’ll try an all-girl threesome someday. It sounds like it could be fun.

However, nothing stopped me from being dared to get naked.


Part Three

In 1998, I was involved with a group of girls called the Dare Sluts. We started off as three of us, but quickly grew to seven. We began a website named after us, and we had pics posted of our latest adventures getting naked all over Florida. Titty flashing in Tampa, showing ass in Arcadia, and pussy in Palm Springs. The web was still brand new, and not everyone had personal computers in their homes. I was now 31 years old, still looked 20, and had a passion for getting naked. The internet was still the Wild West. Women were posting naked pictures of themselves, even short videos or gifs of sexual acts, but we did naked dares. It was a hugely popular website.

One day, I went online to see that someone had posted a dare for me, specifically. I had to go to a very classy restaurant in Kissimmee, get naked in the car, and walk inside and sit at a table on a Saturday night at 8 PM, which was their busiest time. This guy, Mikey, I knew at the time would volunteer to take pics in exchange for a blowjob. It was a good deal. He had this old school Megapixel 5 camera and took pretty good pics. The quality was nothing like it is today, but we didn't know any better. The pics looked great online and he had a nice big, clean cock. It worked for us.

As I look back, I regret taking the restaurant dare. It wasn't the kind of dare where you have to walk outside of a house with your ass hanging out of your skirt or flash some guy on the street. This was more serious. This was a risk for me. The official dare was for me to walk into a busy restaurant on a Saturday night, sit down at a table and wait for 30 seconds before leaving. At 31, yes, I should have known better, but becoming a Dare Slut was one of the coolest things I'd ever been a part of.

I got naked in the car right in front of the door to the restaurant, and walked in with my friend, Mikey. Immediately, the place went quiet. That's the intent. If the venue is quiet, you know you're getting attention. I walked by the maitre d and into the dining room. I saw an empty table in the back, and it was perfect because there was a fire exit 10 feet away, and Mikey was taking a ton of pics of both me and the shocked diners. I sat down and glanced quickly at the menu. When my thirty seconds were up, I got up and made a beeline for the exit. What I didn't count on was a bunch of cops celebrating their captain's 50th birthday. They let me run out the back, but I didn't make it 5 feet before they grabbed me. There were eight of them. They surrounded me to cover my nudity from the public, and when a squad car arrived, one of them placed his jacket over me after I was handcuffed. I thought I was going to die right there on the spot.

I spent the entire weekend in jail before I could see a judge on Monday morning. She yelled at me for 10 minutes straight about the commotion and psychological damage I may have caused other diners, and she commended the arresting officers for getting the situation under control so quickly. The judge let me out on $500 cash bail that the rest of the Dare Sluts chipped in for. Mikey had run from the scene. He didn't desert me. That's what the plan was in case one of the DS got popped. Our number one rule was, Save the pics, no matter what.

I would have to go back to get sentenced in 30 days. I spoke with an attorney who pretty much told me this wasn't going to be easy to get out of. They suggested I plead guilty and apologize to the court, the police, and, of course, to the restaurant. It didn't matter that I had no prior criminal record. Being nude in Florida is a big deal. When I returned to court in April, dressed like a nun wearing a plain dress, black stockings, and shoes, with my hair up, I pleaded guilty, apologized to all the parties involved, and threw myself on the mercy of the court. The judge, due to my advanced age and being the owner of what she called an obscene and foul website, sentenced me to 60 days in jail, with one month suspended. I would also have to kick in a $1000 fine and enough money to pay for the ruined meals of the police officers. That came to $600. Then when she thought I smiled sarcastically (I didn’t) she added 100 hours of community service.

If you think that I got out of the dare business for good, after this routine, you'd be wrong. I had to stop doing dares for the site, since there would be photos and videos of me basically giving the court the finger. However, I still did my personal booby flashing, and mooning here and there. I was addicted and I couldn't stop. I still do it today at the age of 62. Sure,I don't look as hot as I did back in the day, but when you're into exposing yourself, you can't help it. It’s an addiction. You're always going to do it. I’m just more discreet than ever.

So, if you ever find yourself in Florida, perhaps in a supermarket, or a shopping center and a hot looking 62 year old flashes her tits, or moons you, just smile and realize you’ve made someone’s day.


Story Three

DARED TO GET NAKED FOR THE PIZZA DELIVERY GUY

by

Vicki Vex


Pizza dares have been one of my favorite kinks to perform. My boyfriend turned me onto it when I was 18. The typical pizza dare is to strip naked and when the pizza delivery guy comes to the door, open it, and invite him in while you get the money out of your bag and pay him. These scenarios usually involve a hidden cameraman in a closet or an adjoining room to catch all the action. My name is Mallory, btw.

I've done this a number of times for boyfriends, and I'll even admit to doing it myself once in a blue moon for my own pleasure. They're fun, and there are a mucho ways to do them.

First, it doesn't have to be pizza delivery. With the influx of delivery services out there today, it can be any type of purchase, from food to a grand piano. Just make it sexy, and you'll make a successful sexy video

If you're considering doing a pizza dare, be sure to follow these steps to make it successful. Sexier, too.

1.) Be either totally naked or wearing some really hot outfit where nothing is left to the imagination. This outfit should be able to disappear in seconds.

2.) Depending on your mood, let the pizza guy grab your ass or suck on your tits.

3.) Have sex with the pizza delivery guy. Oral is very popular and makes a great video for you and your guy/girlfriend to watch later on.

4.) Don't call the same pizza place all the time, because you'll usually get the same drivers. Be sure to spice it up a little and try different restaurants.

5.) Once you get really good at these, expect lots of free food from delivery guys. They can be very generous, if you are.

I was dating a guy named Jack when I was 18. He was a great guy, and we had a fantastic sex life together for the short relationship we shared. About 3 weeks into dating, we were t= horny one night, but we wanted to order food in advance so we could have some after sex. That's when he suggested a pizza dare.

I felt stupid that I didn't know what it was, but he patiently explained it to me, and I was all for giving it a shot. I called Tony's Pizza Palace, my usual go to and asked that they send two large pepperoni pizzas out to my apartment. They would arrive in 35-40 minutes.

I was excited, but nervous. I asked Jack what he thought I should do. He told me to start simple. Answer the door naked, invite the guy inside, and to make sure my pocketbook was on the floor so I would have to bend over to get it. Jack would be behind the sofa with his phone recording the whole thing. I knew I didn't have anything to worry about because Jack was with me, but I was still wicked nervous.

He asked me to take off my clothes, which I did, except for my high white socks. Jack felt me up and fingered me a little to get me in the mood. I gotta be honest. I was more than excited to get this underway.

When the doorbell rang, I took a deep breath and hoped it would stop the butterflies in my belly before I puked.

I opened the door and turned to the side a little in case one of my neighbors was walking by. That would be a little difficult to explain to 80-year-old Mrs. Needamyer, who lived across the street.

The driver (whose name tag said Bruce) took one look and his eyes nearly popped out of his head. My 18 year old tits were standing firm, my pussy was shaved and becoming wet, and my ass looked smoking hot.

"I'm sorry," I said, as he stood there awkwardly. "I forgot you were coming by and was about to jump in the shower. If you don't mind me being naked for a minute, I'll pay you and you can be on your way."

"That's quite alright," the excited delivery guy, who appeared to be in his mid twenties, and couldn't take his eyes off of me, said. "Shall I wait out here?"

"No, of course, not," I replied with a nervous laugh. "Come in and shut the door. All the air conditioning is getting out."

Bruce came inside and closed the door. I hoped Jack had a good shot with the camera. I couldn't wait to see the footage afterward.

I stood within inches of him and asked him how much it was going to be.

"$20.70," he replied.

"Okay, " I said, bending over and pulling the money out from the floor, instead of picking it up like any normal person. "Let's see what I have here. I have a twenty and seven singles. Is that enough for a tip?"

"Yes, ma'am," Evan replied. "That would be a very generous tip. Thank you."

I slowly stood up with the cash in hand, while he put the pizzas on the coffee table. Bruce was kind of cute. He was the type of guy I might have fucked back in the day. I had a brief fantasy of asking him if he wanted a handjob, instead of a tip, but didn't know what Jack's reaction would be. I didn't want poor Bruce to end up with a broken nose.

"Thank you, Bruce," I said, as I opened the door, trying to cover myself as much as possible. "Have a wonderful day!"

"Yes, ma'am, he replied. "You too."

When I shut the door, I felt as if I had just accomplished something major, like climbing a mountain or sailing solo across the Atlantic. "YES! I yelled out. "I FUCKING DID IT!"

Jack crawled out from behind the sofa and said, "I got it all. Not a bad pizza dare at all."

"I was going to ask if he wanted a handjob instead of a tip, but I thought you might kill him."

"That would have been so hot! You should have done it."

"Now you tell me," I said, laughing.

When I tell you Jack and I fucked that night, I want you to know it was that crazy insane sex that comes along every once in a while. I was completely worn out when we were through.

The next time we tried this several weeks later. I called a different place, Enzo's Pizza on Main Street. It was around 8 PM, and the delivery would take almost an hour.

"You've got an hour. Why don't you wear something slutty?" he suggested.

I went through my closet and grabbed my shorter-than-short, ripped-up denim miniskirt,

"Maybe I'll totally slut it up and wear some heavy makeup, too," I suggested.

"Perfect," agreed.

Then we got into a discussion as to whether or not I was going to let him feel me up, or not. I told Jack I didn't know. It would depend on a lot of things. The guy had to be good-looking before he would do anything. He would also have to have a good attitude, and not be an asshole. And even then, I would have to think about it.

"Give him a handjob," Jack said. "You were going to do that last time."

"Yeah, but I don't know. It depends on the whole mood when he gets here. You just make sure you get some good video."

"I got it covered, baby," he said. "Can't wait to fuck you when he leaves."

It was a little after 9 PM when the bell rang.

"Get behind the sofa and don't fuck this up for me," I said. It was strange but I think I was more into the pizza dare thing than Jack was.

I checked my hair and makeup in the mirror one more time, and opened the door. There I am in my shortest skirt, topless, and I look like a whore. Standing at the door holding my pizzas was a girl about my age whose name tag read Susan. She was cute as hell, but completely ruined my dare.

"Hi," I said. "Sorry I'm dressed like a whore, Waiting for my boyfriend to get here, and trying on some different things. You understand, I'm sure."

"Of course," I do, she giggled. "I love sex nights with my boyfriend. For a moment, I thought you were doing a pizza dare."

I decided to play dumb, rather than become embarrassed.

"What's that?" I asked.

She explained the whole pizza dare scenario to me. I just nodded as if I were hearing it for the first time.

"And if you ever want a dare from Enzo's Pizza. Make sure you ask for Mark. He's super good-looking and he's got a big one," she giggled. "We dated for a few weeks. Women line up for pizza dares with Mark."

"Wow," I said, "So, they're that popular?"

"Oh yeah," she replied. "They're all over the internet. Unfortunately, I've never had one."

"Why not?" I asked, suddenly sympathetic.

"Because most women who want pizza dares want male delivery drivers. Hell, I know a guy who delivers for us part time and he's 70 fucking years old. Even he's had a few. Got a blowjob from someone our age, once or twice, as well.”

"That's awesome, " I giggled. "Why can't I be your pizza dare?"

"Really?" Sue asked, "What do I have to do?"

"I don't know. You'd be my first girl ever. Do you want to feel me up?"

"I'd love that," Sue said, placing the pizzas down and unbuttoning her jacket. When I saw her body in her t-shirt and jeans, I was jealous. I could already tell she had a better body than mine."

I felt like such a novice. I would have rather had some cock to play with, but this could be a fun video."

"So, how should we do this?" I asked.

"I have an idea," she said, leading me over to the recliner in the corner of the room. "Have a seat."

"Um, ok," I giggled. I sat down, and then she knelt on the floor in front of me. I was freaking out. I'd never had lesbian sex before, but Sue obviously had. It appeared she wanted to lick my pussy."

"Spread your legs and place them over my shoulders," Sue said, not waiting for me to do it, but doing it herself."

"Are you going to eat me out?" I asked. I was terrified and thrilled at the same time.

"I thought I would. If you don't want me to, that's okay," she said.

"No, it's not that," I answered, my entire body turning red. "I've just never, you know, with a girl before."

She chuckled. "I'm probably the straightest girl you've ever met. I even have a tattoo of a cock on my left cheeks at the entrance to my ass. However, this was something I learned last summer from another pizza girl. Are you interested?

Fuck, I was horny. I would have felt much better if Jack weren't here right now. If he saw some girl eating my pussy, it would be something he wanted all the time, and I didn't even know if I were going to like it. Oh well. Too late to stop now.

My legs were spread, and she got up and asked me if I minded if she took off her shirt.

"Not at all," I said. When she exposed her tits, I couldn't help but notice they were nearly twice the size of mine and very firm and delicious looking.

Sue got back down on her knees and placed my legs on her shoulders. Then she stuck her head between them and began kissing me very gently up and down my slit. Her warm breath felt wonderful, but I couldn't believe what I was about to let her do.

After gently lip kissing me for 5 minutes or so, I placed my hand on top of her head and stroked her long brown hair, as she straight up licked me up and down. I moaned. She was much better than Jack could ever be at eating pussy.

"MMMMmmmm," she moaned. "You taste so good."

"Um, thanks," I said, not knowing how to reply. I moaned louder than expected, which only served to encourage her. I gotta be honest. At that very second, I could have given up cock forever. I mean, I could have, but couldn't have at the same time, if you know what I mean.

She was gentle when she was supposed to be, and not so gentle when the time came. When she sucked hard on my clit, it didn't take 30 seconds for me to cum. She backed off for a few and with two fingers inside of me, fingered me, like I was a stranger on the bus.

Why had I waited this long to discover lesbian sex? I knew a bunch of girls who had tried it. Some loved it, and others didn't. Put me in the love column, please. I came from her fingers alone. It may have been my first time, but I knew it wouldn't be the last. After I had cum, Sue said she had to get back to work. "If I'm gone longer than a half an hour on a delivery, the boss gets pissy," she said.

We hugged, and I told her she was welcome at my home anytime, whether she had a pizza or not. I was sad about not being able to reciprocate. I did tip her very well, though. We never did see each other again, but I never forgot the special delivery I received that night. Jack went crazy on me after Susan left. We had sex for a whole two hours.

Soon, Jack was up for a pizza dare every time he came over. When I finally admitted to myself that he was there for the dares and not for me, I broke up with him. I didn’t mind doing  dares for him. They were quite fun. But that’s all we did. No dinner dates, clubs, or just talking. I was being used, and I knew it.

Months later, I continued to get naked for pizza drivers, but I do it for myself. Do they feel me up? If they’re cute, I let them. Do I let them finger me? If I’m particularly horny, I will. I haven’t had sex with any of them since my lesbian encounter, but I did let a driver jerk off on my tits one night. (I also got a free pizza.)

Speaking of pizza, I’m going to lay off the takeout food for a few months. I’ve started to put on some weight. Maybe I’ll expose myself to the package delivery guys, or perhaps I’ll tell the maintenance guy I’m having trouble with the shower again, and get his reaction to my standing there in the nude. I fucking love getting myself off after exposing myself to strangers. It's better than any sex I’ve ever had.

If you’re a pizza delivery driver in Southern Florida, who knows? You may get to fool around with me someday. I’ll be waiting.

The End.


Story Four

MY BEST FRIEND AND I NAKED AND EXPOSED FOR THE POLICE

INSIDE MY

CAR

by

Vicki Vex


I’ve always been a bit of a flasher. Exposing myself was (and still is) a huge turn-on. I got into the habit by hanging out with my girlfriend Shelly. Shelly had huge boobs. She used to flash them at strangers when we drove around town on the weekends. Being 18, it was a fun and sexy thing to do. We would pull up on a group of guys on the strip and she would flash those magnificent tits of hers and I (being the shy one,) would usually moon them. I didn’t have nearly the boobage that Shelly did, but I was super proud of my ass.

I’ll never forget that one evening, in 1989, we pulled up to a bus stop where Shelly had sworn she had seen her ex-boyfriend, and before she could tell it wasn’t him, she had flashed two innocent guys who were part of some religious missionary group. They had been collecting money to send to impoverished countries, and did not appreciate Shelly’s big ones hanging out of the passenger window of my car. A few minutes later, the police were pulling us over 3 miles down the road. I turned into the lot of a closed tire shop.

We provided ID to the police officer, and then a second car pulled up in front of us and parked. I assumed that was to prevent us from driving off. I was young, and scared to death. There was no way I was going to drive off and start a high-speed race with the cops. I was sinking low in my seat, embarrassed about what we’d been stopped for.

One of the officers held a flashlight on Shelly from the passenger side while the other one questioned me. The one who was speaking with me couldn’t have been out of his twenties, while the cop at the passenger window looked to be in his 50s.

I told him we were out, driving around, and having some fun, and didn’t mean to hurt anyone. They were about to arrest Shelly for public indecency. This was no joke in Florida. Although she didn’t have a police record, she could have been fined $1000 and served up to a year in jail. I knew the jail part was probably bullshit, but we didn’t want to find out. I nervously asked the officers if they would let us go with a warning.

The two cops walked away from the car for several minutes and discussed something, before they returned.

“Ladies, we’ve decided to give you a break tonight, provided you let us see you both naked,” one of the officers said, a good-looking man of about thirty. “It’s entirely up to you. We’d rather not arrest you and have to go through the booking process and stand in front of a judge, but if we settle it our way, you can be on your way in just a few minutes.

I’ve got to be honest. It made my skin crawl. Sure, flashing my ass here and there for shits and giggles was fun, but being asked to do it by police officers was not only humiliating, but creepy, too.

“Really?” I asked, looking up at the police officer who wore a more than horny grin. “I didn’t flash those guys.” I then looked over at Shelly, who was nodding her head up and down rapidly. ”Let’s just do it and get it over with,” she said. If we get arrested, our parents will throw us out, and everyone will know about it in the morning. She started with her tight shorts, first lifting her big ass in the air and pulling them down to her knees, before down to her sneakers.

“Please take your shorts off,” the second officer said. I was about to ask why when Shelly nudged me with her elbow. “Let’s just do what they tell us to do,” she said, pulling her shorts off her feet and tossing them aside on the floor. Shelly wasn’t wearing panties. Neither of us was

“Okay, now your turn, Dawn Vickers,” the younger cop said to me, reading my name from my license. “Show us what you’ve got.”

The last thing I wanted to do was to show my naked body off to a cop. It was not my idea of fun. But, to help Shelly, I’d do almost anything..

I was wearing a short skirt, a t-shirt and heels. I liked to dress sexy when we were out and about town. This was before the internet, video games and streaming TV services. There wasn’t much to do except flash your body around town for shits and giggles, and look for boys.

I quickly removed my t-shirt, and my lack of a bra brought a smile to the cop on my side of the car. His powerful flashlight beamed down on me like a spotlight at a strip club. My face was red, and my nipples hard, as he waved the flashlight around the car to get a glimpse of both of us.

“How about the skirt, Dawn Vickers?” he asked. “That’s part of the deal. We have a bet on whether you have a bush or not. Right, Dan?”

The other cop laughed and said, “I think this one has a huge bush, Steve,” he said, pointing his flashlight at my lap. “Let’s see.”

I knew there was no getting out of this, so I unbuttoned my skirt at the side and pulled it off, as if I were ripping off a band aid.

“I win,” Officer Steve said. “You have to buy dinner tonight. That’s the biggest bush I’ve seen in a year.”

“How embarrassing,” I said to myself, sinking lower into the seat. “Biggest bush he’s seen all year. What an asshole!” I’d never been so humiliated in my life. Still, I had to see this through.

While both cops laughed at the forest between my legs, the attention turned to Shelly’s lack of bush.

“They look like a before-and-after picture for a razor commercial,” Officer Dan said, laughing. I didn't think I could sink any lower in my seat. I was wrong.

“They also look like a before-and-after photo for a breast enhancement clinic,” the other one said, with a cackle.

I hoped the humiliation would end soon. These lights in my face, and these guys eyeing every inch of my body, made me want to crawl into the back seat and die.

“Put your feet up on the seat and spread your legs for me, girls,” Officer Steve said. “We may as well get the whole view.”

I looked at Shelly. She was less embarrassed than I was, even with those huge knockers of hers. “It will be okay,” she whispered to me.

I reluctantly placed both of my feet onto the seat while Shelly did the same. We spread our legs for the perv police, and I had to endure the weed whacker comments, forest fire jokes, and the fact that I needed a better landscaper.

“I wanna see one thing before we go,” Officer Dan said. “Dawn Vickers, would you suck on Shelly Corrado’s big tits for us?”

“What?” I asked.

“You heard me,” he said, with a cocky smile. “Just suck on her tits for us.”

“You gotta be kidding me,” I said. “We’re not lesbians.”

“All women are lesbians,” Officer Dan said. “I read it in a magazine.”

“Just do it, so we can get out of here,” Shelly said to me. I was humiliated, but Shelly appeared nervous and frightened.

I leaned over, and took her left nipple into my mouth, holding onto her massive tit so it wouldn’t get away from me.

“That’s hot,” Officer Steve said. “Exceptionally hot.”

I lifted my head and moved back.

“Whoa!” Officer Dan said. “We didn’t tell you to stop. Get back there and suck.”

I did as I was told, hoping this would end soon. I was beginning to think Shelly would have been better off being arrested.

“I have an idea,” Officer Dan said. “He went back back to the police car and came nack with a Polaroid camera, they used when gathering evidence, and began snapping pics of me sucking on my friend’s tits.”

“Now the other one,” he said. I switched to her right tit.”

“One more thing, since we have the video out, Dawn Vickers. Would you mind making out with your friend while you finger her?”

“C’mon, guys,” I said. “Please let us go.”

“You’re not being charged with anything,” Officer Steve said. “We’re just asking for a favor. After all, we’re doing you a favor tonight.”

I could tell Shelly was nervous. We had never made out before, and I certainly had never played with her pussy before, much less any else’s.

“Make it hot,” Officer Steve said. “Shove your tongues down each other’s throats.”

Humiliated and asked to perform lesbian sex in order not to get arrested. This was turning out to be quite the evening.

“Let’s just do it,” Shelly said nervously. “It’s just pretend.”

I scooted my ass closer to Shelly’s seat, and kissed her. It was weird. It felt strange. The spotlights were still on us. It made me wonder if this is how they made porn films. We lip kissed for several seconds before the cops reminded us to use our tongues. Soon, we were making out like college girls after a wild party.

“Now finger her, Bushy,” Officer Steve said, laughing while I turned redder than a lobster. “Nice,” I said to myself. “I have  a new nickname.”

I moved my hand between Shelly’s legs and after I found her slit, I tried to get a finger inside of her, but I was unsuccessful. I pulled back my hand and licked my middle finger, which both cops seemed to enjoy. My hand went back to her bald pussy and my finger slipped in after a moment or two.

“Deeper,” Officer Dan said. “I want to see your finger disappear inside of her.”

As we kissed and I fingered, the comments started pouring out of the cops' mouths.

“Better than any porn movie I’ve ever seen,” Officer Dan said.

“No doubt,” Officer Steve agreed. “These two are smoking hot. If we had a video camera, the movie would be called, Bushy and Baldy Get Stopped by the Police,” Officer Dan said in a fit of laughter.

Shelly shocked me while sucking on my tongue. I went to give her a WTF look, but her eyes were closed, and her legs spread wider. She was getting into this. I couldn’t fucking believe it. Soon after, she was moaning.

“Wow! I didn’t expect this to happen,” Officer Dan said, his mouth open. “I think Baldy, here might just cum.”

I agreed with Officer Dan. I think my friend was going to cum. We were kissing each other deeply, and I had my thumb on her clit. Her pussy was no longer dry. She was soaking wet.

I figured the best outcome for our situation would be to help Shelly cum quickly, so we could get the fuck out of there. I wasn’t horny, in the least, but that was nothing against Shelly. I just wasn’t gay.

With my thumb on her clit and my middle finger deep inside of her, It wasn’t long before she moaned loudly and pulled her tongue out of my mouth to breathe heavier and announce that she was going to cum. “I’m sorry, Dawn,” she moaned. “I’m cumming.”

“Get a tight shot on that fuck face of hers,” Officer Dan, said. “This is a cinematic fucking masterpiece! Snap those photos.”

“Bravo,” Officer Steve said. “That was amazing.”

I looked at Officer Steve, whom I could barely see due to the flashlight in my face, and asked, “Can we go now? Please?”

“Yes, you can, Dawn Vickers and Shelly Corrado,” Officer Steve replied. “Now, make sure to behave, and if you get the urge to flash someone else, with those big tits of yours, make sure you do it in our district. Now put on your clothes and get out of here.”

The cops turned off their flashlights and walked to the front of my car. As they stood chatting in the glare of my headlights, Shelly and I got dressed as fast as we could. I was so mortified, I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to leave my house again. But had I learned a lesson? I did. No more flashing anyone.

It was quiet in the car on the way to Shelly’s. Too quiet.

“I’m sorry you had to do that,” Shelly said, meekly.

“I didn’t know you were going to have an orgasm. I knew you were freaky, but I didn’t know you’d get off with your best friend fingering and kissing you.”

“I didn’t mean to,” Shelly said, with her head down. “It just happened. It could have been worse. They could have asked you to eat me out.”

“I would have puked,” I said.

“That’s not very nice,” she answered.

“I’m not a fucking lesbian,” I said. “I didn’t mean to insult you.”

“I’m not a lesbian, either,” Shelly added.

“You’re at least bisexual,” I said.

“You must be, too,” Shelly said, as if defending herself.

“I fingered and kissed you because I didn’t want you to go to jail,” I reminded her. “You’re welcome.”

“No, I’m sorry. I’m glad you did it. I couldn’t be arrested. I was nervous enough with the cops being here, watching us. Can you imagine how I would be in jail?”

“At least in jail you could probably find some dyke to lick your pussy,” I said, laughing. It broke the tension between us,

As I pulled up in front of Shelly’s house, she got her things together, turned to me, and said, “I’m truly sorry. I didn’t mean to get you into any trouble.”

“I know that,” I replied. “But, we didn’t get into trouble. We escaped it.”

“You got that right,” she replied, leaning over and kissing me on the cheek. “Remind me next time I want to show off my tits not to do it in a car.”

“I’m just as bad as you. How many times have we flashed guys together?”

“A couple of million?” she asked, laughing.

“At least,” I answered. “You don’t think we’ll be able to go cold turkey showing off our bodies, do you? It’s a fetish. It’s something inside of us we’ll have to continue to do. We’ll just have to be more careful from now on.”

“Yeah, you’re right. We’ve been doing this for over a year, and it was the first time we ever got into trouble. The odds said we had to get caught sometime.”

“But, we’ll keep doing it because we’re both sick bitches, Shelly,” I said. “Sick fucking bitches.”

She laughed. “We are sick bitches. So what are we doing tomorrow night?”

“How about we do something normal, like go out and have some dinner and try to pick up guys?”

“Sounds good to me, Bushy,” Shelly said, laughing.

“Fuck you, Baldy,” I replied. “The first thing I’m going to do is to shave my pussy when I get home.”

“You really should,” Shelly said. “It’s so much sexier, and guys love it. It’s 1989, Dawn. All the girls are shaving these days.”

“You don’t have to convince me,” I answered. “I’m never going to be called Bushy again.”

Shelly got out of the car and took out her keys. I waited for her to get inside her house before I drove off. It had been a long night.

When I pulled up into my driveway, I turned off the car and scratched an itch on my cheek. I could smell Shelly’s sweet pussy all over my hand. I sat there for several minutes, taking in the scent. And I’m not going to lie. I was becoming extremely turned on. Fuck! Was I bisexual, too?”

I licked my finger and was able to taste my best friend. It was pretty hot. For the second time in the same evening, I wiggled out of my skirt and felt up my furry cunt while sniffing my friend’s hot pussy. I had arrived home at 11:30 PM, but didn’t make it inside for an hour and fifteen minutes. I had cum twice.

I enjoyed her smell, and I wanted more. I had a feeling I would enjoy it now. I know if I asked to finger her again, she would tease me, but I think she’d let me do it.

I guess tomorrow night’s activities will take place in my bedroom. There would be no one home all weekend.

Me? Eating pussy? I couldn’t believe it.

I’ll let you know how it goes.

The End
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Story Five

ACCIDENTALLY EXPOSED WHILE BREAKING INTO CARS

A True Story

by

Vicki Vex


Part One

Before I moved to Florida and started writing erotica, I lived in this shit, little town in Maine. It was the most boring place in the world for a kid to be brought up. Nothing to do, and my parents were never home, due to both of them working full-time jobs. I found myself either alone most of the time or hanging out with my delinquent friends. We’d spend our time terrorizing the neighborhood, shoplifting, breaking into houses and cars, spray painting mailboxes, and just being bad kids in general. 90 days after my 18th birthday, I stood in a courtroom in front of some ancient, snobby judge who handed me a harsh sentence. I spent six months inside a facility for young offenders before being able to go home with one of those ankle monitoring devices. I was my parents' worst nightmare. They tried their best with me, but it was I who always failed them.

Want to know why I spent the year incarcerated? I’ve written in past books mentioning I had gone to jail, but I never told anyone the specific reason I was sentenced. I don’t know why I’m doing it now, other than the fact I write erotica under a pseudonym, instead of my real name. Plus, I’m out of ideas this week, and I think my telling you what happened may act as some sort of therapy for me.

Looking back on it, it’s a pretty funny tale; however, it was anything but 20 years ago.

I was hanging out with this boy, Kyle Taylor. People in town were terrified of Kyle, and that’s what attracted him to me. All girls go for the bad boy type. Don’t they? At 20 years old, he had spent 16 months in jail for various crimes, such as breaking and entering, vandalism, graffiti, shoplifting, etc. You get the point. He wasn’t the boy you would take home to meet your parents.

It was a month after my 18th birthday that I began dating Kyle. Even though I was of legal age, my parents had forbidden me to associate with him if I wanted to live in their house. I promised I wouldn’t go anywhere near him, but I broke that promise a hundred times. Kyle would park his shitbox Camaro down the street, text me, and I would sneak out of the house and down the street to meet him. I thought I was in love. Something was thrilling about dating the bad boy everyone else hated. I’d jump in the car, and we’d go off and cause trouble somewhere. Of course, we’d fuck too. We had an amazing sexual connection. I don’t know what it was, and I knew Kyle being Kyle, that he would dump me someday, as he had abandoned the girls who came before me. But for right now, fucking Kyle in his backseat, and calling him my boyfriend was good enough for me. It shouldn’t have been.

The first week we dated, he asked me if I wanted to have some fun. I thought he meant a blowjob, or inviting me to do a threesome with his friend, Joe Bella, (who I had dated briefly) but it wasn’t. He said he was going to teach me how to break into cars.

It was summer, and for the two short months of July and August, we had 80 and 90 degree weather, instead of a fuck ton of show, it was the time for me to wear my short-shorts, mini-skirts and half-tees. Anyway, he picked me up at midnight, and I got into the car, and he took off down the road. I was about to learn how to break into cars. But it wouldn’t be doing that alone that got me into trouble. It was something far worse in the eyes of the townspeople of Buttfuck, ME. Something very bad.

During the ride, Kyle explained to me that there were treasures to be found in unlocked and easy to break into automobiles. He said someone always left a cupholder full of quarters for toll bridges, CDs, expensive sunglasses, and other high-priced items. And once you were in the car, you had easy access to the trunk where the good shit usually was. I have to admit I was frightened to break into my first car, but he told me he would be there with me, and I had nothing to worry about. He warned me about car alarms. His motto was, “If that red light is blinking, you’d better start thinking,” which meant don’t even attempt it. Car alarms for the most part will be ignored during the day, but at night when someone is in their living room watching a movie, or fucking their wife, they would definitely come outside to check it out.

We pulled over to the side of the road at Willow Tree Way, and he shut the car off. “Don’t tell me you want to fuck before we do this?” I asked. He laughed and said,” No, stupid! We have to get out of the car and walk from here. You just can’t pull up in front of someone’s house and break into someone’s car. If they got my plate or a description of my car, we’re busted in 10 seconds. Also, next time we do this, don’t wear bright colors. You’re wearing pink fucking shorts and a yellow shirt. Next time, dark colors only. Black, preferably.”

We walked down the street. It was completely dead outside. I hadn’t seen a car go by since we got there. He warned me about watchdogs and those sensor floodlights that would turn on when they detected you.

“What do we do then?” I asked.

“We run like hell,” he replied. “Now here’s the car. It was a newer Ford pickup truck parked in the driveway behind a Subaru.

“Suppose the alarm is on?” I asked.

“I don’t see lights flashing,” he said. He lifted the handle very slowly, and the door opened. Not only was the alarm not on, but the door wasn’t even locked. I went around to the other side and let myself in. We closed the doors so the interior light would shut off. I turned on my phone’s flashlight and looked through the cup holders. Kyle was right. It was not only full of quarters, but there was a folded $20, too. I shoved the change and the bill inside my pocket and opened the glove box, while Kyle looked for stuff behind the seats.

“Okay, let’s get out of here,” he said. “There’s nothing but slim pickings in this thing.”

“How about the other car?” I asked, pointing toward the Subaru.

“We’ve been here too long,” he said. “Let’ move on.”

The next driveway we came to had a brand new black BMW sitting there all alone. The house was in total darkness. There was also no alarm flashing. I couldn’t believe the number of people who don’t take the time to lock their doors or set their alarms, leaving their valuables there for the taking.

The driver’s door was locked, but we got in through the passenger door. I was thrilled that I found a brand-new cell phone on the dashboard. It looked quite expensive. I knew we probably wouldn’t be able to use it, but Kyle said he knew a guy who would buy it. I shoved it inside my back pocket.

Kyle did better than I. He found a wallet with $300 and 4 credit cards. “We have to leave the cards. If we get caught by the police and are searched, there is no way to explain why we have someone else’s cards on us.

I was so excited. Two vehicles so far, and we had already had $320, another $20 or so of change, and a fucking iPhone.

“That’s about it. Are you ready?” he asked.

“No, I said pulling off my half-tee, revealing my tiny tits in the moonlight.

“What the fuck are you doing?” he asked. “We have to go.”

“So soon? I’ve never gotten laid inside a BMW, and I’m wet just thinking about it,” I said. “My pussy is wet.” I grabbed onto his hand and pressed it between my legs so he could feel my dampness.

“You’re some kind of crazy slut,” he laughed. “We should go.”

“Not until you cum in my pussy, Kyle. It’s been a whole day and a half. You know how horny I am. Please?”

I knew it was against his better judgment, but being a guy, there was no way he was going to refuse me. I was so horny, and my pussy wanted cock. See what a little petty theft can do to turn a girl on?

I took off my shorts and tossed them on the floor. I only had my sneakers on. Kyle did the thing where he only took one leg out of his pants and left his shirt on. I didn’t care. I needed him inside of me. We both slipped into the spacious backseat, and I got on top of him and rode him like a bucking bronco. I was so horny, and I was loud. He told me to shut up several times. His cock felt so nice inside of me. I could have fucked him all night right there. Those BMW seats were like laying on a cloud.

“I’m gonna cum,” I moaned. “This is so fucking hot.” And cum, I did. It was one of the hottest sexual episodes of my life. I fucked him even harder and begged him to cum inside of me. I knew he would. I had a tight little bald pussy, and I knew there was no way he could resist me.

Kyle grunted two or three times, before pressing his hands down on my thighs, and fucking me like a madman. I almost came a second time, but he exploded inside of me, bathing the walls of my tight cunt with his load. It was fucking nirvana.

And that’s when the light went on. It was just a regular light over the owner’s door, but it was bright enough for whoever owned the car to see that there were a couple of people in his backseat.

Soon, a man of about thirty opened his front door and walked out onto the steps. He was big, and he was mad. A huge dude, with no shirt, and wearing a pair of boxer shorts.

“What’s going on out here?” he yelled. “Who’s out here?”

“Fuck,” Kyle said. “Stay down.” I had no problem complying with that request.

I hope you can appreciate the levity of the situation. I was naked, I had just had sex, and my clothes were on the floor in the front seat. The guy whose car we fucked in was enormous. He could easily crush Kyle with both hands tied behind his back. I felt like I was going to vomit.

The man screamed out in anger. “I’M GOING INSIDE AND GETTING MY RIFLE! I’LL TEACH YOU FUCKING KIDS A LESSON.”

If you’ve never lived in Maine before, you may not know that everyone owns a rifle. Men, women, little old ladies. Even nuns own rifles in Maine. I didn’t know if this guy owned a rifle, but Kyle wasn’t willing to wait around and find out. Once we saw the guy run back into the house, leaving his door wide open, we knew he wasn’t afraid of whoever was in his car.

“We have to get the fuck out of here, right now,” Kyle said grabbing me by the arm.

“I have to get my clothes!” I answered.

“There’s no time. Let’s go!” And with those words, he opened the back passenger door and pulled me out wearing just my sneakers.

“I’M FUCKING NAKED!” I shouted, trying to cover my tits with my arms.

“SSSSHHHH! You’d better shut up, Vicki,” Kyle said in a loud whisper. “Forget your clothes.”

“Yeah, but the money and the cellphone is in there, too.”

This time, he didn’t give me the satisfaction of an answer. He pulled me away from the car and we ran across the street to a vacant lot and hid behind a tree.

“We have to get back to your car. I’m fucking naked!”  I said, very nervously, but still turned on by everything that had happened so far.

“We have to hide out until we can go. He had to have called the police. We have to find a place to chill out. Come with me,” he said, once again grabbing onto my arm and running.

As warm as it was outside, I could still feel the wind wash over my naked body as we ran. I wish I could describe the feeling. It was hot, it was sexy, it was sensual. It was as if I were completely in touch with myself. And I was becoming horny again.

Part Two

I know you’re asking how a naked girl who just broke into two vehicles cold be horny at a time like this. It’s the way I am. I’m fucked up. Why do you think I write dirty books?

We were running down the center of Log Cabin Lane, and fortunately, the town had turned off the street lights because they were so expensive. No one could see us. These days, someone with a Ring Cam would have spotted us, and we’d be in custody already.

I was the one to see the police lights approaching the house where we had been. “I was fucking frightened. It would be the first time I’d ever been arrested as an adult, and it was freaking me out.

The cops couldn’t see us where we were, so we stopped and hid on the side of someone’s camper parked in their driveway.

“They’re going to get us,” I said, about to panic. “How can we go anywhere with me naked?”

Kyle looked around and tried the side door of the camper. I don’t know much about campers, but this one wasn’t like one of those huge buses you see once in a while on the highway? It was very small. The door opened. It was pitch black inside, and that’s what we needed. “Get in,” he told me. I jumped up, and he went in after me. Kyle pulled out his phone and, holding it below the windows, got a look around. It was very basic. Cheap shag carpeting, a small room with a shower and toilet, a tiny kitchenette, and a bed. I could have easily lived here.

“I’m going to leave you here for a few minutes while I sneak back to my car. I don’t think the cops will see it, but you never know. I’ll come back and pick you up.”

“Don’t you dare fucking leave me!” I insisted. “You can’t leave a naked woman alone in someone’s camper. Suppose the owner is a serial killer?”

“Even serial killers are sleeping right now,” he said, making a bad joke that didn’t do anything to calm me down.

“I have to do this?” he said. “It’s the only way.”

“Wait,” I said, trying to do anything I could to not let him get away from me.”I have to give you something?”

“What do you mean. I’m not kidding, Vicki. I’ve got to go.”

“I have to suck your dick, first?”

“Are you fucking crazy?” he asked. “All you think about is sex!”

“I want to have sex because it keeps my mind off getting caught. Now let me suck your cock and you can leave.”

Once again, if you know boys around the age of 20, you know they’re never going to refuse a blowjob. Never in a million years. The world could be exploding, and a guy wouldn’t reuse head. You can bet the farm on it.

“Hurry up,” he said, unzipping and surrendering his cock.

I don’t want to brag, but I give a fuck of a blowjob. Besides writing. I think it’s my only other talent. I provided Kyle Taylor with the best blowjob I believe I’ve ever given. And it was definitely the best one Kyle has gotten, probably to this day. I think I may have ruined him for all future blowjobs.

As he pulled up his pants while I knelt there with a jizz-covered face. He said, “Thanks, but I really have to go.”  And then he was out the door, just like that. I thought I was going to cry.

I assumed the odds were against him. He had a bit of a distance to walk to get back to the car, and he had to watch out for police officers. If he were arrested, I’d never get away with it. I would get caught. I tore off the camper’s shower curtain and wrapped it around me. It was white with red flowers, and it looked stupid, but it was better than being caught naked. Then I waited.

As slowly as time seemed to be going by, I knew in a couple of hours the sun was going to rise, and there would be no chance of getting out of this mess. Either I would have to walk out, or someone would catch me.

I looked at my watch. It was 2:30 PM. Kyle had been gone for almost an hour. Shit was definitely going through my head. Did he get caught? Is he hiding behind someone’s garage? I was worried and afraid for both of us.

By 3:30 AM I decided to get out of here wrapped in this fucking shower curtain. I didn’t have a plan. Fuck it. If I got caught, I got caught. I summoned up all my courage and left the camper, blindly running down the street dressed in a plastic curtain making ear-shattering crinkly noises with every step.

Turns out I didn't have to run so fast. A state police car pulled in front of me. I was busted. They called in a female cop, so I had to wait in the middle of the street, draped in a shower curtain for 15 minutes while people all over the neighborhood were looking outside of their windows to see what was going on with the crazy shower curtain girl.  A female officer finally showed up, handcuffed me, and threw a blanket around me.

I was processed, mug-shotted, fingerprinted, and strip-searched, which I found funny because I was already naked. I was put into a single cell. I wouldn’t be able to see a judge until morning. I was going crazy wondering what was happening with Kyle. He was probably sitting in another cell. I hadn’t mentioned his name, and I hoped he wouldn’t mention mine.

The next morning, I was given an orange prison uniform to wear to court. The judge was 1000 years old. He asked me if I had a lawyer. I said no, and I didn’t want one. I didn’t want anyone finding out about this. I pleaded guilty, and the judge set a date for trial. I asked if I could begin my sentence immediately, as I wished to avoid a trial. They kept me locked up for 16 days, and after refusing legal counsel and a trial, each day, I was brought back to court for one more chance to change my plea. I refused, and the judge sentenced me to a one-year incarceration. Half my sentence would be in County Jail, and the other half home confinement. Other inmates told me I was lucky. It could have been a lot worse.

So, what happened to Kyle?

The son of a whore ditched me and went home. I was told this when friends came to visit me. He just took off and left me, after I gave him the best blowjob that’s ever been given by any woman in the world.

I could have made my sentence lighter by telling the authorities about Kyle. He already had a lengthy record and would have received a stiff sentence. I didn’t rat him out. I wanted to, but I didn’t. Some weird part of me still had feelings for the guy. Can you believe it?

When I was released from jail and got my ankle monitor, I went home. My parents, as pissed off as they were at me, still took me in. They knew there was no way I could cause any trouble since the alarm would go off within a hundred-foot radius of the house.

I did have sex my first week out, however. My parents spent the evening out of town and I fucked Kyle’s two best friends in my bed. It was my first threesome and I fucking loved it. I couldn’t wait to do it again. We took pictures, which I emailed to Kyle. I had cut my head out of the photos, but he knew who it was getting it in the butt from his two best buds. It was worth doing it for the revenge and the lulz. I never did see that fucking asshole again.

After I was released from home confinement, I sought permission to move to Florida, where I live today among the crazies. Now you know the story of why your favorite erotic author was sent to jail.

Thanks for reading my naked confession.

With love,

Vicki Vex

BE SURE TO CHECK OUT MY AMAZON AUTHOR PAGE FOR MORE HOT BOOKS
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