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Arrested







My heart was racing as the breeze caressed my naked balls.

My buddy slapped me on the back. “You can do this!”

The roar of the crowd reverberated through the stadium and then echoed in this concrete hallway we were standing in. It was our college’s final playoff game and I was about to dart across the football field. Stark naked. All because I lost a bet.

One buddy was here to offer protection if someone should wander by—he had a bathrobe in his hands—and my other buddy was on the other side with a backpack of clothing for me, easy-to-pull-on stuff like sweats and an oversized tee and flip-flops.

“There’s a break,” my buddy said. “Go!”

Before I could second guess myself and wimp out on the consequences of the bet, I took off at full speed. It was all a whirlwind, all heady stuff, like I wasn’t even in my body anymore. I was aware of a surge of cheers from the crowd, of the football guys I knew laughing at me, and of security officials chasing me.

I kept my focus straight ahead, my buddy with the backpack fully in might sights. Ten more seconds and I’d be with him and safe.

And that’s when I was tackled by someone. All the wind was shoved out of me. Stars danced across my vision. The echoes of cheers were drowned out by a ringing in my ears.

Ten minutes later I was in a holding room in the stadium’s security office. Still stark naked, handcuffed and with the cuff chain linked through a metal loop on the table.

I stared down at my lap, refusing to make eye contact with the security officer seated on the other side, glaring at me. My cock was soft and limp, nestled in my trimmed bush. I kept my gaze focused on there.

“That was stupid,” the security guy said.

“I know,” I mumbled. “I lost a bet.”

“Must be quite the bet.”

“It was over a game of MarioKart.”

The man laughed. “All this for MarioKart?”

My already hot cheeks burned hotter with shame. I was regretting this, more than I expected. Yeah, I knew my nude body would appear online somewhere and I was ready to deal with that. And I knew my name would eventually get out and I was ready to deal with that. But being captured by security? And having them call police and me likely facing charges of public indecency? Goodbye, law school.

“Hey,” the man said after I’d gone silent for a while. “This isn’t as big a deal as you think it is.” He must have read my body language to know how down in the dumps I was right now.

“Easy for you to say. No criminal record.”

“I didn’t call the police. Not yet.”

I looked up at him and took in his piercing blue eyes. He was an attractive man, maybe just a few years older than me, but thick with muscle compared to my thin twink frame. He was fucking attractive. I felt my cock stir.

“Are you planning to?” I asked.

His eyes raked up and down what he could see above the table. “Depends on how the next ten minutes go.”

“And what…” I leaned back, physically inviting him to lean forward and get a better view over the table, “would make you decide to not call the police?”

I wasn’t above using my body to get what I wanted. I’d dabbled with OnlyFans, albeit with a mask over my face, and made my fair share of money. This was the first time I was attempting to use it for something other than money from the internet, but the principle was the same.

The guy leaned forward, took a good look at me and my thickening cock, then leaned back in his seat. His hand slipped below the table, but the flex in his forearm made it clear he was gripping something, rubbing something.

“Show me that tight ass of yours.”

With exactly zero hesitation, I stood up and shuffled around the table—my cuffs were still attached to it—and bent over for him. While I had a scrawny twink body, I had more of a twunk ass, with some plump and muscle. It was my best feature. It was what made money on the internet.

I looked over my shoulder at him; with this new angle I could see his hand and confirm it was gripping his bulge. His very large bulge. “You looking for a warm place to put that?”

He shoved his chair back several inches, its feet scraping against the concrete floor. His hand was indeed on his bulge, and what a fucking bulge it was. It looked like his cock was snaking down his pant leg.

“Spread those legs, boy,” he said. “Let me see that pretty little hole of yours.”

I spread my feet as far as I could. Without being able to use my hands to pull my ass cheeks apart, I hoped this would do the trick. My cock jutted out in front of me, hard and ready and leaking. I flexed my ass muscles, doing the winking hole trick that my online fans enjoyed. I looked back at him.

“Face forward,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I said obediently. I looked forward, giving him the privacy he apparently needed.

A second later my world was rocked as a hot, wet, thick tongue wedged itself into my ass crack, laving over my tight hole. He circled with the dexterity and skill of someone who knew the ins and outs of eating ass. Good God, he was amazing.

I whimpered and let my head fall forward, my forehead resting on the table and my eyes closed.

“Fuuuucckk…” I moaned.

“No words,” he ordered, his breath hot against my hole. “Keep it quiet.”

I let out the softest of breaths and just sank into the table, letting him have his way with me. He licked and probed and caressed. I almost shot my wad just from him eating me out.

I had to bite my lip to stop from moaning again when he shoved a spit-slicked finger inside me. He had the thick fingers of a guy that works out and plays sports, someone who does a lot with his hands. He probed my insides, searching for my button, and when he hit it, my legs shook and a fat wad of precum surged from my cock, splattering onto the floor between me feet.

Suddenly, he stood up and pressed his body against mine. He was still fully dressed, but his hot and hard cock laid along my ass crack. I heard him spit into his hand, followed by the unmistakable squick-squick of him slicking up his cock.

I tried to relax my ass, to make this as pleasurable as possible. When he pressed his thick cockhead against my rim, I felt my body relax, easily welcoming him in. He slid in—and kept sliding in—until his pelvis was firm up against my ass. God, he was long.

Fuck me, I wanted to beg. But I had to be quiet. To signal this wordlessly, I rocked forward and then back, fucking myself on his girthy dick.

“Yeah…” he said, the word no louder than an exhale of breath. I rocked back and forth, stroking his cock with my chute. I rocked harder, faster, and elicited heavy breathing from him.

Soon, he gripped my hips—so hard I knew I’d have handprints there for the rest of the day—and took control. He slammed into me. Hard. So ever fucking hard. And he did it again and again and again.

He kept hitting my prostate, his heavy cockhead stabbing into it and dragging away, giving me overwhelming pleasure. From the quickening of his breath and the quickening of mine, I knew we were both rushing headlong to orgasm at the same pace. I was so close to coming. I never came hands free, never from bottoming, and here I was about to blow it all over the table and floor.

“Ngh…” he said, the guttural sound telling me everything I needed to know. I squeezed my ass, tightening my grip of his shaft. My orgasm was so close, I had to struggle to hold back, at least until he filled me with his seed.

“Do you want it?” he whispered urgently.

“All of it,” I begged, hushed. “Every last drop.”

He slammed into me one last time, sending us both sprawling onto the table that was bolted to the floor, his body heavy on top of mine, but rigid and spasming. I could almost feel him filling me with heat.

I finally let go. My balls pulled tight to my cock and cum erupted from the slit, blast after blast, spurt after spurt.

I laid there, comfortable under his bulk, ignoring the ungiving surface of the table, just in complete bliss. A man was in me, had filled me, and I had blown my own load. Life didn’t get much better than this.
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