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Except for use
in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in
whole or in part in any form by any electronic mechanical or other
means, now known or hereafter invented, including xerography,
photocopying, and recording, or in any information storage or
retrieval system, is forbidden without the written permission of
the author.

 


This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.
This e-book may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If
you would like to share this book with another person, please
purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this
book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use
only, then please visit your favourite e-book retailer to purchase your
own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.

 


All characters in this book have no
existence outside the imagination of the author and have no
relation whatsoever to anyone bearing the same name or names. They
are not even distantly inspired by any individual known or unknown
to the author, and all incidents are pure invention.
All sexually active
characters depicted in this work of erotic fiction are at least 18
years of age or older.

 


 


Following four
novels and a (so far) 8 part serial, this is one of my first short
stories, and the first with this particular type of plot. The
overall idea is not similar to most of the others, that of
blackmail and sex, but if you enjoy reading this, then please give
those a try.



Delivery
Dice Dare

 



When you
are unsure what to do then let the dice decide!

 


 



I'd heard
about this thing called the pizza delivery
dare.

 


It's where you order a pizza to be delivered, then go for a
shower – as an excuse for only wearing a towel when you answer the
door.

 


Quite what happens next is up to you, but the bare minimum is
to drop the towel, leaving you naked. Often this is done
accidentally when taking the box from the driver, giving them a good look
as you stand there apparently wondering what to do.

 


The other classic is to leave the money on the bottom step of
your staircase and then drop the towel as you bend over to get it,
again leaving the guy with a great view.

 


Looking at the internet, it seems that it is quite popular
among the women and girls doing this to then offer to give a
blowjob as the driver's tip – some even going as far as to fuck the
guy – although how many of those films are authentic it is
impossible to say.

 


I've never done this dare, although I masturbated to it often
enough.

 


There were two main reasons for this. Firstly, if I did this
at home, then I worried about going on some driver WhatsApp group
or something. A list of girls who were easy, and who this would be
expected of, with drivers not being happy if they didn't get a shot
themselves.

 


The other reason was that I needed time to build up to this
sort of thing. I'd done dares before, but could always have a few
days beforehand to get my head into the right space – and to start
edging to what was coming as well.

 


At home though, although I pretty much knew my parent's
schedule, it could always change. I'd be hugely disappointed if I
planned something and then had to delay it as they didn't go out.
And if they came home early, then...

 


Nope. Some things were on the edge of what I'd risk, but that
seemed too much hassle. I'd play make-believe in my bedroom with
great results, and great orgasms, but not do it in real
life.

 


It was while in that state of mind that two things happened.
First was the realisation that the wedding of my cousin was coming
up and that we'd need to travel down to stay in accommodation. My
mum also suggested that, as I'd seemed a bit stressed recently, I
might like to stay a couple of days longer to have a wee
holiday.

 


The wedding was to be in the middle of nowhere, at least away
from most of civilisation, so the only hotel options went to close
family. We rented a static caravan – a non-mobile home – at a place
a few miles up the road, near the coast. It was clear that a lot of
the complex would be used by weekend guests, like my folks and I,
but they'd be leaving on the Sunday morning. After that, I'd very
likely have a lot of the place to myself.

 


The other thing was coming across an interesting site when
looking online. There are certainly plenty of those, but this was
one for people looking for dares they could do themselves. Risky
activities of a sexual nature and the like.

 


This one involved dice, something I'd liked since
playing board games as a kid. The idea of letting the dice make the
decisions, rather than doing it yourself, added an extra dimension
to the risk – and the sexual heightening of the acts to be
undertaken.

 


The game that caught my attention was a variant on the pizza
challenge, and my staying away from home for a few days, by myself,
seemed to remove the main issues I had in doing this sort of
dare.

 


The original was just you, a towel, and a delivery driver.
This could be so much more, and the random elements kept adding to
the potential. This kept playing in my head until I needed to do
it. Had to do it.

 


For a start, there were dice rolls to see how you were to be
dressed – or not. Then it got kinky. Every five minutes while
waiting you had to roll and see what you had to do.

 


Open the door wide, use a dildo, remove clothing, and a
variety of other possibilities could come up before the delivery
itself arrived. At that point, you were supposed to follow through
on what got rolled on a new chart.

 


The lowest item was to pay him with a bonus (and that after
he'd seen you dressed and doing whatever you'd rolled) and then let
him leave. Asking for spanks, to be fondled, or even offering
blowjobs, could come up, while at the extreme end – well, after
things like agreeing to quick sex – it could mean the man
and a friend of
his staying for the night.

 


That last one I wasn't sure about, not to actually do it.
That seemed crazy. Although I'm sure that most of my friends would
say that doing any of this game, and admitting that I'd likely
screw the guy – a random guy where I'd no idea of what he'd look
like, what he'd act like – was crazy.

 


And it was. But, fuck it, it was really hot as
well!

 


*****

 


I'd gone through the game instructions and had everything
that might be needed laid out on the table. Some of it wouldn't be
used this time, but I couldn't know what would be required in
advance.

 


I'd been practising at home and loving it, using whatever I
was told to, however I was told. This was going to be taking it to
a new level though, and it was making me as wet as fuck.

 


I'd been participating at the wedding, eating meals, or just
sitting in the caravan at the end of the day's events, and I'd find
my hand down the front of my clothing playing with my clit.
Yesterday it had been necessary to spray air freshener in my small
room as it stank of what I'd been doing, but I had a hard time
slowing down, let alone stopping.

 


I was going to do this, do it all the way, and damn the
consequences!

 


Once my folks had got in the car and left, I stripped off and
lay on the sofa, touching myself. Not too much though. Nope. I
didn't want to go over the edge and risk cooling down. Losing my
courage. No, I needed to have my blood hot, my pussy wet, and my
head brainless!

 


The nearest village had a fish & chip shop that did
deliveries. There was a leaflet for it in the small shop on the
site, which was just as well as the contact number I'd downloaded
before we came was out of date.

 


First things first, was to refer to my instructions, although
I'd pretty much memorised them. Before making the call, I was to
change into the outfit the dice chose for me.

 


One: Place a suction cup dildo in sight of the door – on the
floor, a table, or the wall. Then roll dice for your outfit and
change into it. Doubles increase each number in that section by
1.

 


The dildo I'd bought was seven inches long, black, and
ribbed. Almost as soon as I'd arrived in the caravan the spot for
it had been picked. On the floor just inside. There wasn't much
option, as the space was a bit cramped, and as soon as you moved
away from the door you lost sight of it.

 


I took the dice from the table and moved them around in my
palm. One was blue, and would be for the first column, the other
red and for the second.

 


I knew I could still abort right up to the point that the
delivery driver arrived outside, but I wasn't going to. This time
it was for real. Whoever turned up would be offered whatever the
dice said. I just hoped my karma was positive!

 


I didn't roll them as such, it was more of a fumble and a
drop, but that didn't matter. What did, was how they landed, and I
took a deep breath before looking.

 


Fours. Both of them were fours, so it was time to consult the
first tables, making sure to add one to each, making them fives, as
I did so, as that was the rule for doubles in the clothing
tables.

 


1. standard bra, 2. sports bra, 3. sheer bra, 4. shelf bra,
5. peephole bra, 6. none

 


1. panties, 2. thong, 3. G-string, 4. garter belt &
stockings, 5. crotchless panties, 6. none

 


Part of me had been hoping for the garter belt and stockings,
as I'd liked the look of them on me when practicing back home. This was
a daring start though. A peephole bra and crotchless panties.
Wow!

 


I would be putting something on over each of those, at least
I would if the dice said so, but some of the rolls to be made while
waiting could remove any items of clothing. That meant that even if
I started off looking demure on the outside, and the sexy items
were initially hidden, it would not necessarily stay that
way.

 


I'd been naked for a lot of the day, so I didn't need to
strip anything off before now putting on my chosen underwear. While
the idea of a guy I didn't know seeing me like this was damn scary,
it was still hot, and being crotchless right now gave me perfect
access to keep touching myself as I continued.

 


Rolling again, one of the dice nearly disappeared under the
cooker, but when I carefully located it (making sure not to change
the number), they showed as blue three and red two. That was
fine.

 


1. blouse, 2. t-shirt, 3. crop top, 4. tank top, 5. boob
tube, 6. none

 


1. jeans, 2. leggings, 3. denim shorts, 4. mini skirt, 5.
micro skirt, 6. none

 


In all of this, I was hot and wanting to be slutty but, at
the same time, nervous as hell. I knew it could still change
massively, but getting a crop top and leggings to go over my sexy
underwear suited me nicely right now.

 


The leggings were almost skintight and, looking down through
the black material, I could see the crotchless panties underneath.
My top half wasn't much better. With my solid bullet nipples not
having a bra to hide them, they poked against the crop top and made
it blindingly obvious that I was well up for this.

 


I dialed the fish and chip shop one-handed, with the other
running over my pussy and seeing how hard it was necessary to poke
through the material to enjoy myself. Not hard at all was the
answer. It was almost like not having a covering at all.

 


Having made my order and being told that it would be around
half an hour, that seemed about right for me. My jumbo battered
sausage (and I knew exactly what I was thinking
when I chose that option), chips and mushy peas would be coming
soon – and I hoped that I would be as well.

 


I did need to pay a surcharge as they didn't usually make
deliveries for small orders such as meals for only one person,
something that was different than living in a city, but
understandable.

 


Everything was in place now, and as the tasks to be carried
out were to be done at five-minute intervals, I hit the timer on my
phone and then rolled for the first of about seven, if all went to
plan.

 


A blue six and red three gave me sixty-three as, in this
case, the digits were to be placed next to each other rather than
added together.

 


Put a rubber band up to your pussy, pull it out to at least
8” and then let it go, snapping your pussy. Repeat 20
times

 


This was one I'd not had in my
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