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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.
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