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The Week Is Up

Steve arrived at Megan’s house an hour before the pool party was due to begin, carrying his swim trunks and a change of clothes in a small overnight bag.

More importantly, Megan had promised to unlock him before the first guests arrived.

Only two days had passed since she secured the cage around his cock, but Steve’s body seemed convinced it had been much longer. The unfamiliar weight had followed him everywhere. Morning erections had repeatedly woken him against the unyielding steel, and even the most innocent thought about Megan had become an exercise in frustration.

They had exchanged messages, but each time he mentioned the cage, Megan had deflected him with some version of the same answer.

Saturday, baby. Be patient.

By the time he rang the doorbell, patience was in short supply.

The door opened to reveal Paula.

For several seconds, Steve forgot why he had arrived.

Megan’s stepmother wore a tiny pink bikini with a pair of high-heeled sandals. Her dark hair fell over one shoulder, and the bright fabric contrasted beautifully with her even tan. The small triangles covering her breasts seemed barely capable of containing them, while her toned stomach and narrow waist made the fullness of her chest even more striking.

“Steve,” she greeted him warmly. “You’re early.”

“I thought Megan might need help setting up.”

“That’s very considerate.”

Paula stepped aside to let him enter. The movement brought her body close enough for Steve to catch the scent of her perfume and suntan lotion.

His cock responded before his judgment could intervene.

It attempted to swell inside the cage, pressing firmly against the metal. Steve’s breath caught, and he shifted his bag in front of himself as though that could conceal his discomfort.

Paula’s gaze flicked downward.

A knowing smile appeared.

“I see the little device is doing its job.”

Steve froze. “Megan told you I was wearing it?”

“She said you decided to try my first suggestion.”

The fact that Paula knew about the cage was somehow more embarrassing than her knowing his exact measurement. Steve could feel heat rising into his face.

“This is becoming a very strange relationship.”

Paula laughed. “Megan appears to be enjoying herself.”

“I had noticed.”

“And you agreed to it.”

“For one week.”

“Then I’d say you’re being a remarkably adventurous boyfriend.” Her eyes lowered briefly to the front of his jeans. “The man I told Megan about couldn’t tolerate one overnight. He demanded the key before breakfast.”

Steve couldn’t decide whether she was reassuring him or issuing a challenge.

“I’ve survived two nights.”

“Then you’re already doing better than he did.”

Paula turned and began climbing the stairs ahead of him.

Only then did Steve discover that the bikini bottoms were little more than a narrow G-string. Her bare, heart-shaped ass shifted with every step, the muscles moving beneath perfectly tanned skin.

Steve tried not to stare.

He failed.

A sudden image entered his mind: Paula bent over the banister, those tiny bottoms pulled aside while he pressed himself against her from behind. The fantasy was shockingly vivid, made worse by the knowledge that she understood exactly what was locked beneath his clothes.

His cock pushed helplessly against the cage again.

Steve grimaced and forced his gaze toward the ceiling.

Being locked had not stopped him from becoming aroused by other women. It had merely ensured that every inappropriate thought punished him immediately.

“Steve!” Megan called from farther along the landing. “My room.”

Paula glanced over her shoulder, caught him looking away with suspicious determination and smiled.

“She’s waiting for you.”

Steve followed her upstairs, doing his best not to watch her ass for the rest of the journey.

Paula continued toward the master bedroom while he turned down the hallway and entered Megan’s room.

The sight waiting for him made every uncomfortable step worthwhile.

Megan was stretched across her bed wearing a white T-shirt several sizes too small. The thin cotton clung tightly to her breasts, molded around her nipples and left a narrow strip of stomach exposed above her hips.

Below the waist, she was completely naked.

Steve stopped in the doorway.

For the first time, he could see her pussy clearly. There was no darkness beneath her dress and no barrier of panties or strategically positioned hand. Her skin was perfectly smooth, her thighs parted just enough to expose the soft folds he had previously known only through touch and taste.

It was somehow more intimate than having her sit on his face.

His gaze fixed on her.

Megan allowed him to stare for several seconds before drawing the comforter over her lower body.

“Hey,” Steve protested.

“That’s enough for now.”

“You were lying there naked.”

“And you enjoyed the view.”

“I had barely started enjoying it.”

She smiled. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll be tasting it again soon enough.”

The promise sent another pulse through his confined cock.

Megan noticed his wince and sat up.

“Is the cage hurting?”

“Not exactly. Every time I start to get hard, it becomes extremely uncomfortable.”

“That’s what it’s supposed to do.”

“I haven’t slept properly since Thursday. I woke up three times last night because my body kept trying to have an erection. I’m tired, frustrated and becoming increasingly cranky.”

Megan pushed out her lower lip in exaggerated sympathy.

“Aww. Has my poor little cock had a difficult couple of days?”

The emphasis on my was unmistakable.

“Yes,” Steve said. “Your little cock would like to file a formal complaint.”

She laughed, then reached for the key hanging between her breasts.

“Well, I did promise to release you before the party.”

Relief moved through him as she lifted the chain over her head.

“Thank God.”

“But first, I want to check that everything looks healthy and make sure the cage hasn’t rubbed anywhere.”

Megan patted the mattress beside her.

“Lie down.”

Steve started toward the bed.

Megan held up one hand.

“Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“What?”

“I can’t examine it through your jeans.”

Steve looked toward the open bedroom door. Voices and movement carried up from downstairs as Paula continued preparing for the party.

“Your stepmother is home, and the door is wide open.”

“Paula already knows what you have under there.”

“That does not mean I want her walking past while I’m naked.”

“She knows your measurement too.”

“Yes, because you told her before we discussed keeping our sex life private. You agreed you should have asked me first, remember?”

Megan’s teasing expression softened.

“I remember.”

She slipped off the bed, crossed the room and pushed the door firmly shut. The latch clicked into place.

“Better?”

“Much.”

Megan returned to the bed with the key curled around one finger. Her gaze traveled slowly down Steve’s body.

“Good,” she said. “Now get naked.”

Steve pulled off his shirt and dropped it over the back of Megan’s chair. His jeans and boxers followed, leaving him standing beside the bed wearing nothing but the steel cage.

Megan took one look at him and burst out laughing.

Steve’s face heated instantly.

“What?”

“I’m sorry.” She pressed a hand over her mouth, but another laugh escaped. “I’m really sorry.”

“It clearly isn’t that funny.”

“It is a little funny.” Megan sat upright and looked openly at his confined cock. “You’re standing there completely naked and serious, but your penis is trapped in this tiny little cage. I’ve never seen anything like it before.”

“I’ve had to look at it for two days.”

“Aww. No wonder you’re grumpy.”

Steve folded his arms. “Are you going to unlock me or continue enjoying the view?”

Megan’s laughter subsided. She held out her hand and drew him closer.

“Come here. I promised I would check you properly.”

Steve stood between her parted knees. Megan reached beneath her tight white T-shirt and pulled out the chain around her neck. The little key emerged from between her breasts, warm from resting against her skin.

The sight alone made his cock try to swell.

The cage stopped it immediately.

Megan felt the metal tighten beneath her fingers and smiled.

“Still trying, is it?”

“You’re half naked, and you just pulled the key to my cock out from between your tits. What did you expect?”

“Such a difficult life.”

She inserted the key into the padlock.

The quiet metallic click sent a ripple of anticipation through him. Megan removed the lock, then carefully separated the cage from the base ring. Her teasing disappeared while she examined the skin beneath it.

“No soreness?”

“A little sensitive, but nothing painful.”

“And no numbness?”

“No.”

“Good.”

Her fingers worked gently around him until the final ring slipped free. Steve exhaled with relief as the weight and pressure vanished.

For a moment, his cock remained soft between them.

Then Megan’s fingertips brushed its base.

Blood surged into it so quickly that they both watched his shaft lengthen and rise. After two days of repeatedly being denied a full erection, the freedom felt extraordinary. His cock stretched to its full size, hardening until it stood proudly in front of her.

Steve closed his eyes and released a breath.

“God, that feels better.”

Megan looked fascinated.

“Paula said you might become incredibly sensitive after being locked.” She loosely encircled his erection with her fingers without stroking it. “But look at you. I think you might actually be reaching the full five-inch mark.”

Steve opened his eyes. “We established that it’s four point eight.”

“I’m trying to be generous.”

“Make sure you write down the occasion.”

Megan laughed, then took both his wrists and lifted his arms.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

Steve studied her expression. “Why?”

“Because I don’t want you interfering.”

“With what?”

“You’ll find out.”

He interlocked his fingers behind his head.

Megan pointed toward them. “Keep them there until I tell you otherwise.”

“All right.”

“If you want me to stop?”

“I tell you.”

“Good boy.”

She reached beneath the bed and retrieved a small bottle of unscented lotion. Condensation glistened across its surface.

“Why is that cold?” Steve asked.

“I put it in the refrigerator.”

“Of course you did.”

Megan squeezed a thin stream over the head of his cock.

The near-freezing lotion struck his heated skin, and Steve’s entire body jerked. A shiver raced from his groin to his shoulders as the cool liquid ran down his shaft.

“Fuck.”

Megan’s eyes brightened at his reaction.

“That sensitive?”

“You have no idea.”

“I’m beginning to.”

She wrapped one hand around his cock and slowly spread the lotion along its length. The contrast between her warm fingers and the cold liquid made him pulse inside her grip.

Steve’s fingers tightened together behind his head.

Megan began with deliberate, almost experimental touches. Her thumb circled the head. Her fingers traced the underside of his shaft, then continued lower to massage his balls with maddening gentleness.

After two days without a proper erection, every nerve seemed newly exposed. Even the lightest contact produced an intensity that bordered on overwhelming.

Megan watched his face as closely as she watched his cock.

“This was another of Paula’s suggestions,” she murmured.

“The cold lotion?”

“Making you wait until you’re so sensitive that barely touching you feels unbearable.”

“Remind me to stop asking what you two discussed.”

“You’re enjoying the results.”

She tightened her hand slightly and gave him one full stroke.

Steve’s knees almost weakened.

Megan steadied him with her other hand. “Careful.”

“You told me to stand here.”

“I didn’t realize my little cock would become quite this helpless.”

She stroked him again, slowly drawing her fist from the base to the head. Steve’s hips moved involuntarily toward her hand.

“Stay still,” she instructed.

“I’m trying.”

“Try harder.”

Megan established a slow rhythm. The lotion warmed between her palm and his skin, removing almost all friction. Each stroke felt impossibly smooth, and the pressure that had accumulated during his time in the cage intensified far more quickly than Steve expected.

His breathing became uneven.

“Megan…”

“Yes?”

“I’m already getting close.”

Her smile deepened. “Already?”

“You locked me up for two days.”

“And now you understand why.”

She increased her speed just enough to drive him closer. Steve felt the orgasm gathering low in his body, tightening through his balls and stomach. His interlocked hands strained against the back of his head as every instinct urged him to seize her wrist and keep her moving.

Megan’s gaze shifted from his face to his cock.

“You’re about to cum, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

“How close?”

“Very.”

She gave him three quicker strokes.

The sensation surged toward the point of no return.

Then her hand disappeared.

Steve’s cock sprang free, swaying in the cool air and streaming precum. The orgasm receded, leaving behind an almost painful frustration.

“No.” The word escaped him before he could control it. “Megan, please.”

She sat back and studied his desperation.

“I need—”

“I know what you need.”

“Then why did you stop?”

“Because you haven’t earned it yet.”

Steve stared down at her. His entire body remained poised for an orgasm that was no longer arriving.

“You said you were unlocking me for the party.”

“And I did.”

“You know that isn’t what I meant.”

Megan’s expression softened slightly, although the authority remained in her voice.

“You’re frustrated. I understand. But we agreed that I decide when you’re allowed to cum.”

“You also know I can barely think right now.”

“Then listen carefully.” She rested her palm against his thigh, avoiding his erection. “If you want to end the game, say so. You can get dressed, keep the cage off and take a few minutes alone to calm down.”

Steve looked at his glistening cock and then at Megan.

“And if I don’t want to end it?”

“Then pull yourself together and remember how this works.”

He breathed deeply, fighting to regain some control.

“What happens next?”

A pleased smile returned to her face.

“I cum first.”

Before Steve could respond, Megan caught his waist and guided him backward onto the mattress. He could have resisted, but instead he allowed himself to fall against the pillows, keeping his fingers locked behind his head as instructed.

Megan climbed over him.

She turned so that her back faced him, giving Steve an unobstructed view of her smooth ass and bare pussy as she positioned her knees on either side of his head. Her upper body extended down the bed toward his wet, aching erection, while she remained facing both his cock and the closed bedroom door.

She looked back over her shoulder.

“Hands stay exactly where they are.”

Then Megan lowered her pussy toward his waiting mouth.

The position gave Megan control over both ends of his body.

With her knees braced on either side of Steve’s head, she could lower her pussy onto his mouth whenever she wanted. At the same time, his newly freed cock stood directly in front of her, glistening with lotion and precum.

Steve kept his fingers interlocked behind his head as she had instructed.

Megan looked back over her shoulder.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed.

She lowered herself until her wet pussy settled against his lips. After seeing her clearly for the first time only minutes earlier, Steve found the experience even more arousing. He knew exactly what was above him now—the smooth skin, the delicate folds and the small clit waiting for his tongue.

He began licking her slowly.

“That’s it,” Megan murmured.

She reached between his legs and brushed one fingertip beneath the head of his cock. Steve’s hips tensed instantly.

Megan withdrew her hand.

He released a frustrated breath against her pussy.

“Hands still behind your head,” she reminded him.

“They haven’t moved.”

“Good boy.”

She allowed him to continue for several seconds before touching him again. This time she loosely wrapped her fingers around his shaft and gave him one slow stroke.

Pleasure surged through him.

Then she let go.

The pattern quickly became unbearable. Whenever Steve settled into a rhythm with his tongue, Megan rewarded him with a brief touch—one stroke, a squeeze at the base or the lightest sweep of her thumb over the head. Each time his body began chasing the sensation, she removed her hand.

His cock remained rigid, swaying between them and steadily leaking precum.

Megan rocked against his mouth, shifting until his tongue found the spot she wanted.

“Higher,” she directed. “Right there.”

Steve flicked his tongue rapidly over her clit.

Her moan vibrated through her body. She reached back, stroked his cock twice and stopped again just as his hips began to rise.

He groaned into her.

“You’re so easy to control now,” Megan said. “Two days in that cage and every tiny touch drives you crazy.”

Steve responded by sucking her clit between his lips.

Megan gasped and pressed herself more firmly against him. After a few moments, she lifted her hips and shifted backward, presenting a different part of herself to his mouth.

Steve realized what she wanted.

“Megan?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “Is this all right?”

The intimacy of the request startled him. He had never done it before, and part of him hesitated. But Megan remained above him without lowering herself, waiting for an answer.

Steve looked at the curve of her ass directly over his face.

“Yes.”

Her smile was slow and pleased.

“Then show me how much you want to please me.”

Megan eased back carefully until the tip of Steve’s tongue touched her. He began tentatively, exploring the unfamiliar sensation before growing bolder. The soft sound she made told him immediately that she liked it.

“That’s it, baby.”

She moved against his mouth in small, controlled circles. Steve followed her rhythm, licking wherever she guided him while her hand returned to his cock.

The combination was overwhelming.

Each movement of Megan’s hips filled his senses, while her lotion-slick fingers kept him balanced just beneath orgasm. She seemed to know precisely how much stimulation he could withstand. Whenever his cock tightened and his breathing changed, she stopped stroking. When he began to settle, she started again.

“Show me you’ll do anything for me,” she moaned.

Steve responded by gripping his own hands more tightly behind his head and working his tongue harder.

Megan shuddered above him.

“Yes. Just like that.”

He became absorbed in her reactions. The room narrowed to the heat of her body, the changing rhythm of her breathing and the maddeningly intermittent pressure of her hand around his cock.

Neither of them heard the first knock.

The bedroom door opened.

Paula stepped inside carrying a stack of clean pool towels.

“I thought you might need—”

She stopped.

Megan froze above Steve.

Steve didn’t understand what had happened until he heard Paula’s voice. His eyes opened, and panic tore through the haze of arousal. He tapped Megan’s thigh twice.

She lifted off his face immediately and released his cock.

Cool air struck his wet skin.

“What’s wrong?” Megan asked, turning.

Then she saw Paula standing inside the doorway.

“Oh.”

Paula’s gaze traveled over the scene: Megan kneeling above Steve’s chest, Steve lying completely naked beneath her and his exposed erection still shining with lotion.

“I’m sorry,” Paula said, recovering enough to avert her eyes. “I knocked. Neither of you answered.”

Steve pulled one hand from behind his head and covered his cock.

“Could you give us a minute?”

“Of course.”

Paula started to retreat.

Megan climbed off him and sat beside his shoulder. “Are you okay?”

“No, I’m not okay. I told you I didn’t want her seeing me naked.”

“I didn’t invite her in.”

“I know, but she’s just seen everything.”

“I’m sorry,” Paula said from the doorway, still facing away. “I genuinely didn’t realize what was happening.”

Steve’s face burned. He wanted her gone. He wanted to hide beneath the comforter until everyone downstairs had forgotten he existed.

Yet humiliation was not the only thing he felt.

His cock remained hard beneath his hand. The knowledge that Paula had seen him—had seen his size, his desperation and the position Megan had placed him in—sent an unexpected pulse of arousal through him.

Megan noticed that he had not softened.

Her voice remained careful. “Do you want her to leave?”

Steve looked at Megan, then at Paula’s nearly bare body framed in the doorway.

The sensible answer was obvious.

His body supplied a different one.

“Close the door,” he said.

Paula reached for the handle. “I will.”

“No.” Steve swallowed. “I mean—you can stay. Just close it.”

Both women looked at him.

The words sounded absurd now that he had said them aloud, but he did not withdraw them.

Megan searched his expression. “Are you sure?”

Steve’s pride begged him to change his mind. Instead, he lowered the hand covering his cock.

“Yes.”

Paula slowly closed the bedroom door and set the towels on the chair.

Only then did she allow herself to look at him properly.

Her eyes settled on his erection.

“So that’s the famous four point eight inches,” she said.

Steve’s face grew even hotter.

“Apparently, nothing about my sex life is private anymore.”

“You did just invite me to stay.”

“I’m beginning to question that decision.”

Paula smiled. “For what it’s worth, Megan wasn’t exaggerating. It is rather cute.”

His cock twitched visibly.

Megan glanced down and laughed softly. “He likes hearing you say that.”

“I do not.”

“Your little cock disagrees.”

Paula moved closer to the foot of the bed. “And it looks painfully hard.”

“He’s been teased for a while,” Megan explained. “I haven’t given him permission to cum yet.”

Paula’s eyebrows rose. “You really did take my advice seriously.”

“Every word.”

The humiliation of hearing them discuss him made Steve want to disappear. At the same time, his erection seemed determined to advertise precisely how aroused the conversation made him.

Megan touched his chest.

“Do you still want to continue?”

Steve looked at Paula once more. She was watching him with open curiosity, but there was no cruelty in her expression. The embarrassment was intense—and beneath it was the same dangerous excitement Megan had awakened when she first measured him.

“Yes,” he said quietly.

Megan climbed back over him.

This time, Steve knew Paula was watching as Megan positioned herself above his face. His exposed cock pointed toward the foot of the bed, leaving every inch visible to her.

“Hands behind your head,” Megan instructed.

Steve obeyed.

Megan looked toward Paula. “Would you like to see how he compensates for being small?”

Steve closed his eyes.

Paula laughed softly. “I’m curious.”

Megan lowered herself onto his mouth again.

“Then show her,” she told him. “Show Paula how well you make me cum.”

The command sent a shudder through Steve. He began licking her pussy with renewed determination, acutely aware of Paula standing nearby and watching everything.

Megan resumed stroking him.

“Oh, look at that,” Paula said. “He’s getting even harder.”

Steve moaned against Megan’s clit.

Her hand tightened around his shaft. “He loves being embarrassed.”

“I’m starting to notice.”

Megan rocked across his tongue while continuing to edge him, never giving him enough pressure to reach orgasm. Each comment from Paula deepened his humiliation, and each wave of humiliation made his cock throb harder in Megan’s hand.

“Fuck,” Megan gasped. “That’s it, baby. Don’t stop.”

Steve worked his tongue rapidly over her clit.

Megan’s control began to falter. Her hips moved harder against his mouth, and her teasing strokes became irregular as pleasure overtook her concentration.

“Show her what that mouth is for,” Megan moaned. “Show her how you make up for your little cock.”

Steve held his hands firmly behind his head and gave her everything he could.

Megan cried out as her orgasm struck. Her thighs tightened around his face, and her hips ground against his tongue while tremors passed through her body. Steve continued until the final shudder faded.

At last, Megan lifted herself away and rolled onto the bed beside him.

She collapsed against the pillows, flushed and breathless, with an enormous smile on her face.

With Megan no longer covering his face, Steve could see Paula standing near the foot of the bed.

The amusement she had tried to contain finally escaped. She covered her mouth, but her shoulders shook and tears gathered at the corners of her eyes.

Steve’s humiliation deepened.

“I’m glad this is entertaining for you.”

“I’m sorry.” Paula attempted to compose herself. “It isn’t your body I’m laughing at. It’s the whole situation. Megan sitting on your face, you lying there with your hands obediently behind your head—and that poor cock looking as though it might explode.”

Steve glanced down. His erection remained painfully hard, flushed dark from the prolonged teasing and shining with a mixture of lotion and precum.

Paula followed his gaze.

“Although Megan was right about one thing,” she added. “It really is quite slim.”

“Thank you for confirming that.”

“The man I told her about was roughly your length, but even he was a little thicker.” She tilted her head, examining Steve with frank curiosity. “And I could barely feel him during sex.”

The comparison struck Steve with renewed force. His face burned, yet his cock gave a visible pulse.

Paula noticed immediately.

“Oh,” she said. “You really do enjoy being teased about it.”

“I’m still not prepared to admit that.”

“You don’t have to. Your penis appears determined to answer for you.”

Megan laughed breathlessly from beside him. “That happens quite often.”

Steve looked between the two women. “This is rapidly becoming the most humiliating morning of my life.”

“But you invited me to stay,” Paula reminded him.

“I’m also beginning to understand that I make poor decisions when I’m horny.”

Paula stepped closer. Her pink bikini left almost every curve of her body exposed, and from Steve’s position on the bed, she seemed impossibly tall in her heels.

She looked at his erection, then met his eyes.

“May I touch it?”

The question surprised him almost as much as her entering the room had.

Steve glanced at Megan. She raised both hands.

“His decision.”

Paula waited.

Steve knew he should refuse. This was Megan’s stepmother, a woman he had known for years. She also happened to be standing over him in a tiny bikini after watching him satisfy her stepdaughter with his mouth.

Curiosity defeated caution.

“Once,” he said.

Paula extended one finger and lightly brushed it beneath the swollen head.

The contact was barely more than a stroke, but after Megan’s teasing, it sent a violent shudder through him. His cock jumped toward Paula’s hand, releasing another bead of precum.

She withdrew immediately as agreed.

“My goodness,” Paula said. “He is sensitive.”

“He spent two days in the cage,” Megan explained.

“And she nearly made me cum before stopping.”

Paula smiled at Megan. “You’ve learned quickly.”

“He’s an excellent subject.”

“Would both of you please stop discussing me as though I’m a science experiment?”

Paula laughed again, although this time it was gentler.

“Well, whatever he lacks in size, he certainly makes up for with his mouth. Judging by the sounds Megan was making, that tongue is far from useless.”

The reluctant pride Steve felt at the compliment tangled with his embarrassment.

Paula collected the towels from the chair.

“Your friends have started arriving,” she told Megan. “So unless you intend to give them an unexpected show, you two should probably get dressed.”

She gave Steve one final, amused glance.

“I’ll see you by the pool.”

Then she left and closed the door behind her.

Silence settled over the room.


Remaining In Position

Steve remained naked on the bed, his cock still rigid against his stomach. He had survived the cage, endured Megan’s edging, allowed Paula to watch him eat Megan’s pussy and then permitted her to touch him.

Yet he still had not been allowed to cum.

Megan climbed off the bed and headed toward the bathroom.

Steve lifted his head. “Where are you going?”

“To change.”

“And what about me?”

“What about you?”

He gestured toward his erection. “You cannot seriously leave me like this.”

Megan glanced at it, appearing almost impressed by the state she had created.

“The party is starting.”

“You brought me within seconds of cumming.”

“And then you made me cum beautifully.” She opened the bathroom door. “Thank you, baby.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

“It’s the only one you’re getting right now.”

She disappeared into the bathroom.

Steve fell back against the pillows and released a frustrated groan. His cock throbbed with every heartbeat, still slick enough that finishing would require almost no effort.

He listened to Megan moving behind the bathroom door.

Then he looked down at himself.

One stroke.

Perhaps two.

That was all it would take.

Steve knew the rule. He had promised not to masturbate or make himself cum without Megan’s permission. She had removed the cage because she trusted him to attend the party without it.

But his body was screaming for release, and the rational part of his mind had been reduced to a distant whisper.

He closed his hand around his cock.

The first stroke sent pleasure tearing through him.

A second brought the orgasm frighteningly close.

“Steve.”

Megan’s voice stopped him more effectively than the cage had.

He snatched his hand away.

She stood in the bathroom doorway, staring at him.

“I stopped,” he said.

“After you started.”

“I know.”

“This is exactly why Paula suggested the cage.”

Steve sat upright. “You left me here naked and dripping after teasing me for half an hour.”

“That explains why you did it. It doesn’t change the fact that you broke your promise.”

The disappointment in her voice affected him more than anger would have.

“You’re right,” he admitted. “I’m sorry.”

Megan studied him for a moment before stepping fully into the bedroom.

She had changed into a strapless black bikini. The top was so tight across her breasts that the small clasp between them appeared under constant strain. Fishnet panels along the sides exposed generous curves of side boob, while the matching bottoms consisted of narrow strips of black fabric joined by more mesh at her hips. From behind, they were barely more substantial than a thong.

Steve’s hand twitched with the urge to return to his cock.

Megan noticed.

“Do you want me to put the cage back on?”

“No.”

“I was going to let you spend the party unlocked. I thought you had earned that much freedom.”

“I can manage.”

“You weren’t managing ten seconds ago.”

“I made a mistake.” Steve looked directly at her. “I stopped when you spoke, and I’m telling you I can keep the promise for the rest of the day.”

Megan considered his answer.

“All right.”

The fact that she accepted his word gave the agreement more weight than another lock would have.

Her expression softened, but only slightly.

“You can make it up to me later.”

Steve’s gaze traveled over the tiny bikini. “You’re really wearing that in front of everyone?”

“Yes.”

“Every man downstairs is going to stare at you.”

“Probably.”

He was surprised by the immediate stab of jealousy. “And that doesn’t bother you?”

“No.” Megan moved between his knees. “They can look. Looking doesn’t give them anything.”

She placed one finger beneath his chin and raised his eyes to hers.

“I chose who I brought upstairs.”

The reassurance eased something inside him, although his erection remained undiminished.

Megan smiled.

“Besides, you seemed perfectly happy staring at Paula.”

Steve froze. “You noticed that?”

“I noticed your reaction when she walked into the room.”

“That was involuntary.”

“I’m sure it was.”

“We should probably go downstairs.”

“In a minute.”

Megan hooked one finger beneath the front of her bikini bottoms and pulled the fabric aside.

Her smooth pussy appeared directly in front of him.

Steve stopped breathing.

“If you touch your cock again without permission,” she said, “nothing happens between us tonight. No licking this, no reward and no discussion.”

Steve stared at her exposed pussy.

“But if I behave?”

Megan allowed him one more second of the view before releasing the fabric.

“Then perhaps I’ll let you make amends properly.”

She leaned down and kissed him.

“Can I trust you?”

“Yes.”

“Say it.”

“I won’t touch myself or cum without your permission.”

“Good boy.”

Megan turned and walked out, leaving Steve alone with his raging erection.

He waited until it had softened enough to pull on his swim trunks without obvious embarrassment. Then he gathered his clothes, took several steadying breaths and followed Megan downstairs.

A moment later, Steve stepped outside to join the guests gathered around the pool.

Steve stepped onto the patio and was met by music, splashing water and the smoky smell of meat cooking over charcoal. Around a dozen people were already scattered across the backyard, most of them familiar from school or college.

Amy was impossible to miss.

She stood at the edge of the pool in a dark-green thong bikini, talking to Luke and another man Steve vaguely recognized. The tiny top emphasized just how flat-chested she was, but Amy wore it without the slightest trace of self-consciousness. The narrow triangles suited her slender body, while the thong revealed the unexpectedly full curve of her ass.

Her dark auburn hair was tied into a loose ponytail, exposing the pale skin of her shoulders and the graceful line of her neck. She might have lacked Megan’s dramatic curves, but there was nothing sexless about her. Amy carried herself like a woman who knew precisely how many men were watching her—and enjoyed making them wonder which one might receive her attention.

She lifted a beer bottle to her lips and caught Luke staring at her mouth.

Amy deliberately curled her tongue around the rim before taking a drink.

Luke shook his head. “You do that on purpose.”

“Do what?” she asked innocently.

“You know exactly what.”

Amy’s smile widened. “Perhaps you’re remembering something.”

The other man looked between them with immediate curiosity.

Steve almost laughed. Amy’s reputation had never been based solely on gossip. She cultivated it whenever the mood suited her, dropping suggestive remarks and watching men compete to interpret them.

She spotted Steve and raised her bottle.

“There he is. Megan’s mysterious new boyfriend.”

“There’s nothing mysterious about me.”

“You disappeared upstairs before the party even started. That creates questions.”

“Questions you don’t need answered.”

Amy left the two men and approached him. Her gaze moved briefly over his bare chest and swim trunks before returning to his face.

“Megan told me you know about our argument.”

“She mentioned it.”

“For the record, I wasn’t saying you were a bad choice.” Amy lowered her voice. “I was worried she was using you to make herself feel better after Leon.”

“I asked her the same thing.”

“And?”

“She says she isn’t.”

Amy studied him for a moment, then nodded. “Good. I’ve known her long enough to recognize when she’s lying to herself. I don’t think she is this time.”

“That almost sounded sincere.”

“Don’t spread it around. I have a reputation.”

Her eyes drifted down again, lingering at the front of his trunks.

“So,” she said, “did your private meeting leave you happy to see everyone, or is that just the fit of the swimsuit?”

Steve reflexively adjusted the towel in his hand.

Amy laughed and returned to Luke, giving him a playful slap on the ass as she passed.

Near the fence, Chloe stood alone with a cigarette in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other.

Steve had not seen her properly in years.

She was still short and slightly chubby, with softness around her waist and fuller hips beneath a tight black minidress. But time had been kinder to her than Steve’s memories. The dress hugged her figure instead of hiding it, emphasizing her large breasts and strong thighs. Her short brown hair had grown to her shoulders, and although she lacked Megan’s polished beauty, she looked confident and undeniably attractive.

Chloe took a drag from her cigarette, tipped ash into an empty bottle on the patio wall and drank from her beer as though she had been attending parties at Megan’s house for years.

Their eyes met.

She gave Steve a casual half-smile of recognition, but neither of them moved toward the other.

The sight of her awakened a complicated mixture of memories. Chloe had been his first sexual partner when they were both eighteen. She had also been the first person to call his cock small—the person who had planted an insecurity Megan had now transformed into something far more confusing.

Steve wondered whether Chloe knew what Megan had done with the information she supplied.

Judging by her relaxed expression, probably not.

He continued scanning the party.

Megan and Paula were stretched out on neighboring sun loungers beside the pool. Megan’s black bikini attracted attention from almost every direction, while Paula’s tiny pink one made them look less like stepmother and stepdaughter than two glamorous friends competing to see who could reveal more skin.

Megan glanced toward Steve and caught him looking.

She smiled, then casually spread more suntan lotion across one thigh.

His cock stirred beneath his trunks.

Steve looked away before she could enjoy the reaction too much.

On another lounger sat a man Steve didn’t recognize. He was exceptionally tall and lean, with broad shoulders and sharply defined muscles. His tiny black Speedo left little doubt that his physique was not the only impressive thing about him. The heavy bulge stretched the fabric so prominently that Steve wondered how it remained contained.

After a morning of Paula and Megan discussing his four-point-eight-inch cock, the comparison was difficult to ignore.

Amy apparently noticed the stranger too. As she walked past his lounger, she paused to introduce herself and leaned down close enough to give him an excellent view of her ass. Within seconds, she had him smiling.

Steve turned toward the barbecue.

Joseph stood behind the grill wearing a pair of fitted navy swim shorts and holding a set of metal tongs. The shorts were tighter than Steve had ever seen Megan’s father wear, revealing a surprisingly substantial outline beneath the fabric.

“Hey, Mr. Lucas,” Steve said. “That’s a rather confident swimsuit.”

Joseph looked down at himself and laughed.

“Paula chose it. She said I should stop dressing like an old man.”

“She certainly achieved that.”

“She also claimed it was flattering.” Joseph lowered his voice. “I didn’t realize quite how flattering until I walked outside. I’ve spent half the afternoon standing behind this grill.”

Steve smiled. “You could change.”

“And admit Paula was wrong? I’ve been married long enough to know better.”

Behind them, Chloe stubbed out her cigarette and placed her half-finished beer on a table. She spoke briefly to Amy, then caught the hem of her tight dress and pulled it over her head.

Steve looked across in surprise.

Chloe had not brought a bathing suit. Beneath the dress, she wore a plain white bra and matching panties.

She folded the dress over a chair without displaying the slightest embarrassment. The underwear covered more than most of the bikinis at the party, but its ordinary white fabric somehow made the sight feel more intimate.

Amy glanced at Chloe’s outfit.

“That won’t leave much to the imagination once it gets wet.”

Chloe picked up her beer. “Then everyone had better enjoy the mystery while it lasts.”

She jumped into the pool.

When Chloe surfaced, Amy’s prediction proved accurate. The wet white fabric clung to every curve and became nearly transparent across her breasts. Her nipples showed clearly through the bra, and her panties molded tightly to the softness between her thighs.

Several conversations faltered.

Chloe pushed her wet hair out of her face, apparently unconcerned by the attention.

Then Steve saw Leon.

Megan’s ex stood on the opposite side of the pool, shirtless and towering over nearly everyone around him. Steve had thought Leon looked imposing at the birthday party; stripped to his swim trunks, he appeared even larger. His shoulders and chest reflected years of training, and the low waistband of his shorts emphasized the muscular lines leading toward his groin.

Steve’s mood changed immediately.

“What is Leon doing here?”

Joseph followed his gaze. “I assumed one of the girls invited him.”

Steve watched as Chloe climbed out of the pool directly in front of Leon. Water streamed down her body, rendering her underwear almost completely transparent.

Leon offered her a towel.

Instead of wrapping it around herself, Chloe used one corner to dry her face while leaving the rest of her body exposed. She said something Steve couldn’t hear and placed one hand lightly on Leon’s chest.

Leon looked down at her wet bra.

Chloe noticed and smiled.

Within moments, they were openly flirting. She stood close enough for her breasts to brush his stomach, casually drinking her beer while Leon’s hand settled at the curve of her waist.

Steve looked toward Megan.

She had certainly seen them, but she gave no visible reaction. She remained stretched across her lounger beside Paula, wearing dark sunglasses and presenting an image of complete indifference.

Whether that indifference was genuine, Steve couldn’t tell.

Joseph turned another row of burgers.

“Well, somehow my shorts are no longer the most revealing thing at this party.” He nodded toward Chloe. “Is she really swimming in her underwear?”

“She didn’t bring a swimsuit.”

“I can see that.”

Joseph reached for a seasoning container, found it empty and sighed.

“I left the spices in the kitchen. Keep an eye on these for a minute, would you?”

“Sure.”

“Thanks, Steve.”

Joseph handed him the tongs and went inside to retrieve the spices for the grill.

Once Joseph returned with the spices, Steve handed back the tongs and wandered through the party.

He joined several conversations, accepted a beer and exchanged the usual questions about college, work and his new internship. On the surface, he appeared to be enjoying himself.

Inside, he felt increasingly exposed.

Megan, Paula and Chloe all knew his exact measurement. They knew about the toilet-paper tube, the cage and how easily Megan could turn his humiliation into arousal. Every time one of them glanced toward him and smiled, Steve wondered which intimate detail had prompted it.

And then there was Amy.

He had no proof Megan had told her anything, but the two women had been best friends for years. Despite their recent argument, they appeared to have reconciled. Twice, Steve caught them whispering beside the pool. The second time, Amy looked directly at the front of his swim trunks before laughing.

They could have been discussing anything.

Steve’s paranoia insisted otherwise.

He approached Luke and two former classmates near the drinks table, but their conversation soon turned to people and events Steve knew nothing about. Chloe and Leon had become nearly inseparable at the opposite side of the pool. Her wet underwear still clung transparently to her body, and every few minutes, she leaned close to whisper something in Leon’s ear.

Amy drifted between groups with effortless confidence. One moment she was perched beside Luke, trailing her fingers idly across his shoulder; the next, she was offering to rub sunscreen onto the broad back of the man in the Speedo.

“Don’t get too excited,” she told him as she squeezed lotion between her palms. “I’m only generous above the waist in public.”

The man laughed and shifted forward to give her access.

Steve noticed Megan watching them with an amused expression.

Then the Speedo guy turned toward her.

For most of the afternoon, Megan spoke to him almost exclusively.

Steve still hadn’t been introduced. He eventually heard Paula call the stranger Taylor, but that was the only information anyone offered. Taylor lounged beside Megan with the confidence of a man who had never struggled to hold a woman’s attention. He was tall, heavily muscled and comfortable enough in his body to wear a Speedo that displayed the enormous outline between his legs.

Every physical contrast between them seemed designed to irritate Steve.

He tried not to watch, but his gaze kept returning to the pair. Taylor made Megan laugh several times. Paula repeatedly found reasons to join their conversation, and whenever it threatened to end, she introduced another subject that kept Taylor beside Megan.

Steve would later learn that Paula had been encouraging Megan to consider Taylor as a better match. She liked Steve well enough, but regarded him as the safe childhood friend Megan had chosen while recovering from Leon. Taylor, in Paula’s view, was more exciting—and far more suited to Megan physically.

At the time, Steve knew none of that.

He only knew that his girlfriend had spent most of her own party talking to another man while barely looking in his direction.

When Megan finally crossed the patio alone, Steve caught her gently by the wrist.

“Having fun?” he asked.

“Yes.” She glanced toward Taylor. “He’s surprisingly interesting.”

“So interesting that you forgot to introduce us?”

Megan seemed to realize the omission for the first time. “Sorry. Paula invited him. I only met him properly today.”

“You’ve been talking for nearly an hour.”

“Are you jealous?”

Steve considered denying it.

“A little.”

Megan’s expression softened. “You don’t need to be.”

She kissed him briefly, then drew back before he could deepen it.

“Remember what I told you upstairs. Other men can look and talk. I chose you.”

Before Steve could respond, Amy called Megan over to settle an argument about the music. Megan gave his hand a squeeze and left again.

The reassurance helped, but not as much as Steve wanted it to.

The afternoon continued with people moving constantly between the pool, patio and house. Drinks disappeared from coolers. The music grew louder. Chloe abandoned her dress entirely, apparently accepting that her wet underwear had become her bathing suit for the day. She sat with her legs draped across Leon’s lap while he rested one hand on her thigh.

Amy had now settled between Luke and Taylor, flirting with both of them and seeming perfectly at ease with the attention. Her small breasts barely disturbed the fabric of her bikini top, but the confidence with which she displayed her body made the lack of curves feel almost irrelevant.

After several hours, Paula climbed onto a lounger and clapped her hands.

“Everyone is becoming far too lazy.”

A few people looked toward her.

“I think we need a swimming race.”

The suggestion received little enthusiasm.

Leon shrugged. “A race for what?”

“Pride.”

“No one cares that much about pride,” Chloe said.

Paula considered this, then smiled.

“Fine. The winner gets to choose one willing woman to flash him.”

That captured everyone’s attention.

Joseph looked up from the grill. “You’ve been drinking.”

“Only a little.”

Paula turned toward the women. “Participation is voluntary, obviously. Who’s prepared to make the race interesting?”

Amy raised her hand immediately.

“I’ll volunteer, depending on who wins.”

Luke laughed. “That isn’t how prizes work.”

“It is when the prize has opinions.”

Chloe lifted her beer. “I’m in.”

“You’re practically naked already,” Amy pointed out.

“Then no one has much left to lose.”

Paula looked toward Megan.

Megan shrugged. “Within reason.”

Finally, Paula placed one hand against her own chest. “And if my husband wins, perhaps I’ll reward him personally.”

Joseph set down the tongs. “Now the race has my attention.”

Steve looked at Megan’s tightly stretched bikini top. Then he looked at Paula’s.

The possibility of seeing either woman’s breasts without fabric covering them overwhelmed his reservations.

“I’m racing,” he said.

“You haven’t even heard the distance,” Megan teased.

“I’m still racing.”

Leon pulled off his sunglasses and stood. Taylor followed, stretching his arms above his head and exposing the powerful length of his torso.





In Deep

The four men climbed into the pool: Leon, Taylor, Steve and Joseph.

Paula established the rules. They would race five lengths, touching the wall at each turn. No grabbing, blocking or dragging anyone backward. The women gathered near the finishing end, laughing and debating who each man would choose if he won.

Steve crouched in the water with both hands against the wall.

On one side, Leon looked built to overpower the pool. On the other, Taylor’s long arms and broad shoulders gave him an obvious advantage. Joseph seemed less concerned with winning than with preventing himself from being humiliated by men half his age.

Steve knew everyone expected him to finish last.

That suited him.

Paula raised one arm.

“Ready?”

The four men lowered themselves.

“Go!”

They launched from the wall.

Steve took the early lead.

He wasn’t the biggest or strongest swimmer, but his start was clean and his strokes were efficient. Leon attacked the water with too much force, while Taylor’s first turn was surprisingly clumsy. Steve touched the wall first and pushed away before either man had fully changed direction.

By the third length, people around the pool were shouting.

“Steve’s winning!” Amy yelled, sounding genuinely surprised.

Megan stood at the edge, cheering for him.

The sight gave him another burst of energy.

Taylor began closing the gap during the fourth length, his longer reach finally working in his favor, but Steve reached the wall half a body length ahead. He turned sharply and launched into the final stretch.

The women waited at the opposite end.

Megan stood between Chloe and Paula, water glistening across her black bikini. Amy had climbed onto a lounger for a better view, her thong displaying nearly all of her ass as she leaned forward.

Steve tried to keep his attention on the wall.

Then Paula cupped her breasts through the pink bikini and called, “Better hurry, boys. Someone’s earning a very good view.”

Steve’s mind supplied that view immediately.

He imagined winning, choosing Paula and watching her pull those tiny pink triangles aside. He imagined seeing the breasts that had pressed against him upstairs, completely bare this time. The fantasy was vivid enough that his cock began to harden beneath his wet trunks.

After two days in the cage, even that simple erection felt intensely pleasurable.

His concentration fractured.

Steve shortened one stroke, lifted his head at the wrong moment and lost his rhythm. It cost him no more than a second.

That was enough.

Taylor surged alongside him. His long arm cut through the water as Steve fought to recover his pace.

They reached for the wall together.

Taylor’s fingertips struck it first.

Steve touched less than half a second later.

For several moments, he remained against the poolside, breathing hard and staring at the tiles. He had led almost the entire race and lost because he couldn’t stop imagining Paula’s bare breasts.

When he finally lifted his head, Taylor was already climbing triumphantly out of the water.

Steve remained in the pool, one hand gripping the edge as he tried to recover his breath.

Taylor stood over him, water streaming down his muscular body while the small Speedo clung even more tightly to the enormous bulge beneath it. Around the pool, people cheered and argued over how close the finish had been.

Steve barely heard them.

He had lost by inches.

“All right,” Paula announced. “A deal is a deal. Who are you choosing?”

Taylor didn’t hesitate.

“Megan.”

The name struck Steve harder than the defeat.

A few people laughed and turned toward her. Megan lowered her sunglasses and looked at Taylor across the pool.

“Me?”

“You volunteered.”

“I said within reason.”

“One quick flash seems reasonable.”

Steve waited for Megan to refuse.

Taylor was a stranger. Worse, he was a stranger who had spent most of the afternoon monopolizing her attention and displaying a cock that looked enormous even through his swimsuit. Surely Megan understood how humiliating it would be for Steve to watch another man see her breasts before he did.

Instead, she rose from the lounger.

“All right,” she said. “You won.”

Steve felt something sink inside him.

He had spent nearly two weeks earning every new intimacy Megan permitted. He had taken her to expensive dinners, endured her teasing, surrendered control of his orgasms and allowed her to lock his cock in a cage. He had touched her breasts through clothing, but she still hadn’t allowed him to see them bare.

Taylor had won a swimming race.

Now he was going to see them first.

Megan walked around the pool toward him. Her smile was bright enough to suggest she was pleased with his choice, and every step made the black bikini strain across her chest.

Steve climbed out of the water.

“Megan,” he called.

She glanced toward him but didn’t stop.

Taylor guided her toward a sheltered corner between the house and a tall hedge, keeping the promised flash private from the rest of the party. Most of the guests returned to their drinks, apparently accepting the game as harmless fun.

Steve couldn’t look away.

Taylor leaned casually against the wall while Megan stood in front of him. His size made her appear smaller than usual, even in heels, and Steve hated the way they looked together—her golden hair and dramatic curves set against Taylor’s tall, powerful frame.

Megan raised both hands to the clasp positioned between her breasts.

Then she paused.

She looked across the patio until she found Steve.

Their eyes met.

For one hopeful second, he thought she had recognized his discomfort and changed her mind.

Megan smiled.

Then she winked.

The gesture seemed intended to reassure him—or perhaps to make the moment part of the teasing dynamic they had begun exploring in private. Instead, it made Steve feel deliberately excluded.

Megan turned back toward Taylor and released the clasp.

The black fabric opened.

Steve couldn’t see her breasts from where he stood. Megan’s back and Taylor’s body blocked his view. All he could see was the bikini top falling away and Taylor’s expression changing as her bare chest was revealed to him.

His eyes widened.

Then an enormous smile spread across his face.

That reaction told Steve everything he couldn’t see.

Jealousy twisted sharply through his stomach. Beneath it came another sensation he didn’t want to examine: a flicker of arousal created by the very thing upsetting him. His cock stirred inside his wet trunks as he watched another man receive a privilege Megan had repeatedly denied him.

The physical response only made him angrier.

Taylor said something that made Megan laugh.

Then he reached for her.

His hand closed around her left breast.

Steve stepped forward, rage flaring through him.

Megan reacted before he could cross the patio. She caught Taylor’s wrist and pushed his hand away.

“Looking was the prize,” she said firmly. “Touching wasn’t.”

Taylor raised both hands. “Sorry. I took a chance.”

“And now you know better.”

Megan’s tone remained clear, although she gave a short laugh as she refastened her top, apparently trying to prevent the moment from becoming confrontational.

That should have reassured Steve.

It didn’t.

Taylor had crossed a line, and Megan had stopped him. Steve understood that. But the larger hurt remained: she had chosen to expose herself to another man without discussing it with him, despite insisting that their own relationship move at a pace entirely controlled by her.

She had told Steve upstairs that other men could look because looking gave them nothing.

Less than an hour later, she had allowed Taylor to see what Steve still wasn’t permitted to see.

Megan started walking toward him.

Steve turned away.

“Steve?”

He heard her call his name, but he kept moving.

He didn’t trust himself to speak without shouting, and he refused to create a drunken poolside argument in front of everyone. He needed distance—enough time to decide whether he was angry because Megan had genuinely violated a relationship boundary or merely because his pride couldn’t tolerate another man being chosen over him.

He entered the house and slid the patio door shut behind him.

The kitchen was empty. Music and laughter continued outside, muffled by the glass.

Steve filled a cup with water and drank it too quickly. His hands were still shaking from the race and the anger that followed it.

He replayed the scene repeatedly.

Megan smiling as she walked toward Taylor.

Her fingers opening the clasp.

The delight on Taylor’s face.

His hand closing around her breast.

Steve knew Taylor’s unwanted touch wasn’t Megan’s fault. She had stopped him immediately. What troubled Steve was everything leading up to it—the invitation, the wink and the fact that she seemed to view exposing herself to Taylor as nothing more than another game.

Perhaps she had assumed Steve would find it exciting. A deeply uncomfortable part of him had.

But excitement did not erase the anger.

Megan’s rules demanded that Steve ask permission before touching his own body. She had made exclusivity one of the conditions of their relationship. If their games were beginning to involve other people, he deserved the opportunity to decide whether he consented to that too.

After nearly fifteen minutes, Steve felt calm enough to return outside without causing a scene. He decided he would find Megan, ask her to speak privately and tell her exactly why the incident had bothered him.

First, he needed the bathroom.

He walked down the short hallway beside the kitchen and stopped in front of the closed door. No light showed beneath it, and he couldn’t hear anyone inside.

Steve turned the handle and opened the door.

The first thing Steve noticed was Chloe’s reflection in the mirror.

She was bent over the sink with both hands braced against the counter. Her wet white panties had been dragged down around one ankle, and her bra was pushed upward, leaving her breasts hanging beneath it.

Leon stood behind her.

His swim trunks lay in a heap on the tiled floor, and one large hand held Chloe firmly at the hip. The other was tangled in her damp brown hair.

Steve stopped in the doorway.

For several seconds, his mind refused to process the scene. Then Leon drew his hips backward, revealing most of the thick, dark shaft that had been buried inside Chloe.

Megan had said he was almost eight inches.

She hadn’t exaggerated.

Leon thrust forward again, driving his cock deep into Chloe as her body rocked against the sink. A bottle of hand soap toppled onto its side and rolled toward the basin.

Steve should have apologized and closed the door immediately.

Instead, he stepped farther inside.

The door drifted almost shut behind him, muting the noise of the party outside. Chloe raised her head and met his gaze in the mirror.

Her surprise lasted less than a second.

Then she smiled.

“Hello, Steve.”

Leon looked over his shoulder. His rhythm slowed, but he made no attempt to pull out or cover himself.

“You need the bathroom?” he asked.

Steve opened his mouth, but no answer emerged.

Leon gave Chloe another deep thrust.

Her lips parted in a breathless moan, and her breasts swayed beneath the bunched-up bra. She continued watching Steve in the mirror as Leon began fucking her again, slower now, as though both of them were deliberately giving him time to decide whether to stay.

Steve’s pulse hammered.

He had seen sex before, obviously. He had watched pornography and slept with several women. But nothing on a screen had prepared him for standing a few feet from two people he knew while they fucked.

The bathroom was filled with the intimate sounds of their bodies. He could see the muscles in Leon’s thighs tense with every thrust. He could see Chloe opening around a cock so much larger than his that the comparison felt almost grotesque.

Worse, he couldn’t stop imagining Megan in Chloe’s position.

This was the body that had possessed her until less than two weeks earlier. This was the cock Megan had compared with his while measuring him. Leon had been able to push all of that size inside her whenever he wanted, while Steve still needed permission to touch his own four-point-eight-inch cock.

The jealousy should have repulsed him.

Instead, Steve felt himself becoming hard beneath his swim trunks.

Chloe noticed the growing outline.

“Look at that,” she said. “He likes watching.”

“I don’t,” Steve replied, although the evidence contradicted him.

Leon laughed. “Then why are you still standing there?”

Steve had no answer.

Chloe shifted her feet farther apart, giving Leon a better angle. The movement also exposed more of herself to Steve.

“You always were curious,” she teased.

“You never did this when we were together.”

“You couldn’t have handled me doing this when we were together.”

The old insult found its target with familiar accuracy.

Steve’s erection hardened further.

Chloe saw that too.

“Oh my God.” She looked at Leon through the mirror. “Megan was right. He really does get turned on when someone makes fun of his little cock.”

Steve’s face burned. “What has Megan told you?”

“Enough.”

That confirmed one of his fears from earlier. Amy might or might not know, but Chloe clearly knew far more than the original measurement she had given Megan.

Leon continued fucking her while he looked directly at Steve.

“What are you waiting for, dude?” he asked. “Either leave or join in.”

Steve stared at him.

“Join in?”

Leon nodded toward the narrow space in front of Chloe. “Get down there and use your mouth.”

The invitation sent a shock through him.

For a moment, Steve assumed Leon was mocking him. Then Chloe looked over her shoulder and spoke for herself.

“I wouldn’t mind.”

Her voice was breathless but unmistakable.

She turned back toward the mirror, holding Steve’s gaze.

“You’ve apparently become very talented with your tongue.”

Steve couldn’t move.

Chloe’s lips curled into a smile.

“Unless you’re too intimidated now that you’ve finally seen a real cock.”

Leon laughed and thrust into her again.

Humiliation, jealousy and arousal crashed together inside Steve. His common sense told him to leave. Every other part of him remained fixed on the scene.

He imagined accepting.

He could kneel between Chloe and the cabinet, slide his face beneath her body and put his mouth on the pussy Leon was stretching. He imagined tasting her while that enormous cock moved inches from his lips. Chloe could use his tongue while Leon fucked her, reducing him to the same role Megan had already chosen for him.

The image was intensely degrading.

It also made his cock strain against his trunks.

Steve took another step into the bathroom.

Chloe’s smile widened.

“That’s it.”

She reached down with one hand and beckoned him closer.

Steve’s fingers moved to the waistband of his swim trunks.

He thought of Megan outside in her tiny black bikini. Megan exposing her breasts to Taylor. Megan winking at him before turning away. A bitter, reckless part of him insisted that joining Chloe and Leon would make them even.

If Megan could create new rules without discussing them, why should he remain obedient?

He could let Chloe pull down his trunks. He could kneel in front of her and allow Leon to watch him use the mouth Megan had trained. Perhaps Chloe would touch his cock while Leon fucked her. Perhaps Leon would laugh at its size. Perhaps Megan would discover them and finally understand how it felt to be excluded.

The fantasy was dangerous because it offered everything Steve wanted in that moment: sex, humiliation and revenge.

“Close the door,” Chloe said.

Steve looked at his hand gripping the waistband.

One pull would commit him.

Then he imagined Megan discovering what he had done—not merely becoming angry, but looking genuinely hurt. Whatever had happened with Taylor, she had agreed only to flash him. When he touched her without permission, she had stopped him.

Joining Chloe would not be equivalent.

It would be cheating.

Worse, Steve would be using Chloe’s body to punish Megan instead of having the honest conversation he had already decided they needed.

His hand fell away from his trunks.

Chloe’s expression changed. “What?”

Steve forced himself to step backward.

“Not like this.”

Leon smirked. “Changed your mind?”

“No.” Steve looked at Chloe. “I remembered I have a girlfriend.”

“Megan just showed another man her tits.”

“That’s between Megan and me.”

Chloe studied him in the mirror, perhaps surprised that the insult hadn’t worked.

“You could still watch,” she offered.

Steve’s gaze dropped involuntarily as Leon withdrew again. The sight of that thick cock sliding from Chloe’s pussy burned itself into his mind.

He wanted to stay.

That was precisely why he needed to leave.

“Lock the door this time,” he said.

Steve stepped into the hallway and pulled the door firmly shut behind him.

For several seconds, he remained there with one hand on the handle, breathing hard. Through the wood, he heard Chloe laugh, followed by the renewed rhythm of Leon’s body striking hers.

His erection remained trapped inside his swim trunks.

Steve walked away before temptation could drag him back.

As he crossed the kitchen, he couldn’t shake the images from his mind. Leon’s enormous cock. Chloe’s wet body bent over the sink. The invitation in her eyes when she told him to close the door.

Most disturbing of all was the knowledge that he had almost accepted.

Outside, the party continued as though nothing had happened. Music played, people laughed and sunlight flashed across the surface of the pool.

Steve scanned the backyard and found Megan alone on a lounger, sunbathing.

Megan was stretched across a lounger near the far end of the pool, apparently unconcerned that most of the party had disappeared.

Steve stopped beside her.

“Where is everyone?”

She lowered her sunglasses.

“Half of them are having sex in different rooms.”

The casual answer caught him off guard.

“I know where Chloe and Leon are.”

Megan studied his expression. “You found them?”

“In the downstairs bathroom.”

“That explains why it’s been occupied for so long.”

“And Taylor?”

“He’s upstairs with Amy.”

Steve glanced toward the house. “How did that happen?”

“After he saw my tits, he spent ten minutes telling me how horny I’d made him. He suggested we find somewhere private.”

Jealousy tightened in Steve’s stomach again.

“And what did you say?”

“I told him no.”

The answer relieved him, although he tried not to show it.

Megan continued. “Amy has been complaining all week that she hasn’t had a decent orgasm in ages, and she spent most of the afternoon flirting with him. I pointed him in her direction.”

“You sent him to have sex with your best friend?”

“I introduced two adults who clearly wanted the same thing. Amy did the rest.” Megan smiled. “Quite aggressively, from what I saw.”

Steve looked back at the house. He pictured Amy’s slender body beneath Taylor’s much larger one, her small breasts bouncing while that enormous bulge finally escaped the Speedo.

His body responded before he could stop it.

Megan noticed the movement beneath his trunks.

“Something about that interests you.”

“Everything interests me at the moment. You’ve kept me on the edge all day.”

“And you’re still obeying.”

“Barely.”

Megan pushed her sunglasses onto the top of her head. “But you are.”

Steve remained standing over her.

“If everyone else is having sex, why aren’t we?”

“Because we need to talk first.”

He hadn’t expected that answer.

“About what?”

“You storming into the house after Taylor saw my breasts.”

“I didn’t storm. I walked away before I said something I regretted.”

“You ignored me when I called after you.”

“Because I was angry.”

Megan sat upright. “I noticed.”

“Did you?” Steve asked. “Because you looked as though you were enjoying yourself.”

Her expression became more guarded. “It was a game.”

“It might have been a game to you. It didn’t feel like one to me.”

“You knew the prize before you entered the race.”

“I knew a willing woman would flash the winner. I didn’t know my girlfriend would let a man she’d spent all afternoon flirting with see her breasts before I had.”

“I wasn’t flirting with him.”

“You were talking to him for hours.”

“That isn’t the same thing.”

“Maybe not. But then you smiled while you walked toward him. You looked at me, winked and opened your top.”

Megan held his gaze.

“I thought the wink would reassure you.”

“It didn’t.”

“I thought you might find it exciting,” she admitted. “The same way you find some of the humiliation between us exciting.”

Steve released a humorless laugh. “You don’t get to decide that on my behalf.”

The words made her expression change.

“No,” she said after a moment. “I don’t.”

“And Taylor touching you?”

“I didn’t permit that. The prize was a look, nothing else. He took hold of my breast, and I removed his hand immediately.”

“I saw.”

“Then don’t blame me for something he did without asking.”

“I’m not.” Steve sat on the edge of the neighboring lounger. “I’m blaming you for involving another man in something sexual without discussing it with me.”

Megan looked toward the pool.

For once, she didn’t have an immediate answer.

“You’re right,” she said eventually. “I should have checked.”

Steve’s anger eased slightly, although it didn’t disappear.

“You’ve told me repeatedly that you want exclusivity. You decide when I touch myself, when I cum and what I’m allowed to do with you. I agreed because the control turns me on. But that doesn’t mean you get to make every decision in our relationship.”

“I know the difference.”

“Do you?”

Megan turned back to him. “I’m learning it.”

There was no teasing in her voice now.

“I like controlling you,” she continued. “Probably more than I expected. I like seeing how far I can push you and watching you become aroused by things that embarrass you. When Taylor chose me, I thought letting him see my breasts would give you that same reaction.”

“It did.”

Megan blinked. “What?”

“I was angry.” Steve looked away. “But I was also hard.”

A trace of curiosity entered her expression.

“You liked watching another man see something I wouldn’t show you?”

“I hated it.”

“That wasn’t my question.”

Steve remembered Taylor’s delighted smile and the sickening pulse of arousal beneath his trunks.

“Part of me liked it,” he admitted. “That doesn’t mean the way you did it was okay.”

“No,” Megan agreed. “But it means we’ve discovered something else we might want to discuss.”

“Discuss,” Steve emphasized. “Before it happens again.”

“All right.”

Her eyes moved toward the front of his trunks.

“Was seeing Taylor touch me what made you hard?”

“Partly.”

“What was the other part?”

Steve hesitated.

Megan noticed.

“What happened in the bathroom?”

He considered concealing it. Then he remembered that he was asking her for honesty and equal boundaries.

“Leon and Chloe invited me to join them.”

Megan’s body became still.

“They did what?”

“Leon told me to get on my knees and use my mouth on Chloe while he fucked her.”

“And Chloe wanted that?”

“She said she did.”

Megan’s gaze sharpened. “Did you touch her?”

“No.”

“Did you want to?”

Steve could have lied.

“Yes.”

The answer hung between them.

Megan lowered her voice. “How close did you get?”

“I stepped inside. I put my hand on my waistband.” Steve swallowed. “For a few seconds, I seriously considered it.”

A flicker of jealousy crossed Megan’s face.

“What stopped you?”

“I remembered I had a girlfriend. I also realized I was thinking about doing it partly because I was angry with you.”

“You wanted revenge.”

“For a moment.”

“But you left.”

“Yes.”

Megan absorbed that. “Thank you for telling me.”

“You’re not angry?”

“I don’t like imagining you with Chloe.” Her mouth tightened. “And I definitely don’t like imagining Leon ordering you around.”

“Now you know how I felt watching you with Taylor.”

“That’s fair.”

She reached across the gap and took Steve’s hand.

“Neither of us does anything sexual with another person unless we discuss it first.”

“Agreed.”

“That includes watching?”

“If we know it’s going to happen, yes. Accidentally opening a bathroom door doesn’t count.”

A faint smile returned. “And if someday we both decide we want someone else involved?”

“Then we decide together.”

“Good.”

For several seconds, they sat quietly beside the pool.

Steve squeezed her fingers. “So now that we’ve talked, why aren’t we fucking?”

Megan laughed.

“Because resolving an argument does not automatically earn you access to my vagina.”

“I thought it was worth asking.”

“We agreed to move slowly. I’m still not ready to have sex with you.”

“You were ready to have sex with Leon.”

The moment the words left him, Steve regretted them.

Megan released his hand.

“Leon was a different relationship, and I’m trying not to repeat it.”

“I know. That was unfair.”

“Yes, it was.”

“I’m sorry.”

She studied him, then nodded.

“I know you’re frustrated,” she said. “I also know I’ve made that frustration much worse because I enjoy controlling it. But when we have sex, it won’t be because you argued me into it or completed enough tasks. It will happen because we both want it.”

Steve looked down at the erection still pressing against his trunks.

“I definitely want it.”

“I had noticed.”

Megan settled back against the lounger.

“Now I want fifteen minutes alone.”

“Why?”

“The yard is finally quiet, and I want to sunbathe topless.”

Steve stared at her. “You cannot be serious.”

“I don’t want strap marks.”

“Taylor has seen your breasts. Paula has probably seen them. Half the women here have probably seen them. Why am I the only person being sent away?”

Megan touched the clasp between her breasts.

“You don’t have to leave.”

Steve’s attention fixed on her fingers.

“If you stay, I’ll take this off and you can see them now. No punishment, no argument.”

He searched her expression, suspicious of a trap.

“And if I go inside?”

“Then we continue our game. The first time I show them to you properly happens in private, when I decide you’ve earned it.”

Steve looked at the bikini top he had wanted to remove all afternoon.

“You’re genuinely letting me choose?”

“Yes.”

The easy option was to stay. After everything that had happened, no reasonable person would have blamed him.

But seeing Megan’s breasts now, beside the pool and immediately after Taylor, would feel like accepting a consolation prize. The controlled denial still infuriated him—and, as Megan clearly understood, the promise of eventually earning the private reveal excited him even more.

Steve stood.

“I’ll give you fifteen minutes.”

Her smile returned. “Good choice.”

“I’m not sure it was.”

“You wouldn’t enjoy this nearly as much if I made it easy.”

He began walking toward the house.

“Steve?”

He turned.

Megan slipped one finger beneath the edge of her bikini top but stopped before revealing anything.

“Thank you for talking to me instead of simply leaving.”

The sincerity surprised him.

“Thank you for listening.”

He entered the house and sat on the living-room sofa.

The relationship was nothing like the one he had imagined during all those years of wanting Megan. He had expected ordinary dates leading to ordinary sex. Instead, he had surrendered control of his orgasms, worn a cock cage and discovered that humiliation could make him harder than any conventional fantasy.

At times, the imbalance frightened him.

But he wasn’t powerless. Megan had offered him opportunities to stop, and he had repeatedly chosen to continue. Even now, she had offered to let him remain outside. He was sitting alone because some complicated part of him wanted the denial almost as much as he wanted her breasts.

His surrender was real, but it wasn’t absolute.

He needed to remember that—and Megan needed to remember it too.

Over the next fifteen minutes, doors opened throughout the house.

Leon emerged first, fastening his swim trunks as he crossed the hallway. He gave Steve a knowing smile but said nothing before leaving through the front door.

Several minutes later, Taylor descended the stairs, followed at a distance by Amy. Taylor’s confidence looked even more pronounced, while Amy’s loose auburn ponytail had fallen apart completely. Her pale skin was flushed, and she wore a deeply satisfied smile.

Taylor left through the front door.

Amy adjusted her tiny bikini and headed back toward the pool.

Chloe appeared from the hallway shortly afterward. Her wet white underwear was slightly crooked, and she was still trying to smooth her hair into place. She glanced at Steve, smiled as though they shared a private joke and followed Amy outside.

Finally, the patio door opened.

Megan stepped inside with her bikini top securely fastened again. She saw Steve waiting on the sofa, and a slow, unmistakably mischievous smile spread across her face.

Steve recognized that smile.

It was the one she wore whenever she had invented a new way to test him.

His stomach tightened.

At the same moment, his cock began to harden beneath his swim trunks.


That Smile

Megan crossed the living room slowly, never taking her eyes off Steve.

He remained seated on the sofa as she stopped directly in front of him. Up close, the black bikini seemed even less secure than it had outside. The clasp between her breasts strained against the fabric, while the fishnet panels exposed the pale curves at either side.

“You’re wearing that smile again,” Steve said.

“What smile?”

“The one that usually means I’m about to regret something.”

Megan placed one knee on the sofa beside his thigh.

“You’re still angry with me.”

“I’m less angry than I was.”

“But not entirely over it.”

“We talked about it. That helped.”

“Good.” She rested one hand on his shoulder. “Because I’m not interested in punishing you for telling me when I crossed a boundary.”

The distinction caught Steve’s attention.

“But,” she continued, “there is still the matter of what you did upstairs.”

“What did I do upstairs?”

Megan raised an eyebrow.

“You know exactly what.”

“I stopped.”

“You started masturbating without asking.”

“For approximately two seconds.”

“And if I hadn’t walked out of the bathroom?”

Steve looked away.

Megan slipped her hand beneath the waistband of his swim trunks and loosely wrapped her fingers around his cock.

It hardened almost instantly.

“That’s what I thought,” she whispered.

Her hand began moving with slow, smooth strokes. Steve’s head fell back against the sofa. After the cage, the interrupted hand job and everything he had witnessed at the party, his body responded to her touch with humiliating speed.

“Megan…”

“Yes?”

“You said if I behaved during the party, we might do something tonight.”

“We might.”

Her thumb swept over the head of his cock. Steve inhaled sharply.

“And have I behaved?”

“Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“You nearly broke your promise upstairs.”

“But I didn’t cum.”

“No.” Megan tightened her fingers slightly. “You stopped when I caught you.”

“That has to count for something.”

“It does.”

She leaned closer, bringing her breasts within inches of his face. Steve could see the clasp shifting with every breath and the soft skin pressing against the narrow strips of fabric.

Megan stroked him faster.

The mixture of her hand and the sight of her chest rapidly destroyed his ability to concentrate. His cock stiffened fully inside his trunks, and the frustration that had stalked him all afternoon surged back with renewed force.

Megan felt the change.

“You’re already desperate again.”

“You’ve made sure of that.”

“I have.”

She kissed him, briefly catching his lower lip between her teeth while her hand continued moving. Steve’s hips pressed upward, instinctively chasing each stroke.

Then Megan stopped.

She removed her hand from his trunks and took a step back.

Steve stared at her. “Why do you keep doing that?”

“Because I need you capable of making a decision.”

“That was not helping.”

“No, but it was fun.”

Megan sat beside him, leaving enough space that they were no longer touching.

“What I’m about to suggest is part of our game,” she said. “It isn’t something you have to do because you broke a rule. Your apology upstairs was enough.”

Steve studied her, increasingly suspicious.

“What are you suggesting?”

“Taylor and Leon have left. Most of the other guests are gone too. My dad drank two beers after spending hours beside the grill and has fallen asleep upstairs.”

“And?”

“Amy, Chloe and Paula are still here.”

Steve glanced toward the patio doors.

“So?”

“I may have told them how good you are with your mouth.”

He slowly turned back to her. “How much have you told these women about me?”

“Enough to make them curious.”

A pulse of arousal moved through him.

“What exactly are they curious about?”

Megan’s smile returned.

“They all want to experience what I’ve been enjoying.”

Steve stared at her.

“All three of them?”

“All three.”

“Paula too?”

“Especially Paula. She was extremely impressed earlier.”

Steve remembered Paula standing over him in her tiny pink bikini, openly examining his cock after watching Megan use his mouth. The thought of being intimate with her had already entered his mind more than once that afternoon.

Now Megan was suggesting it herself.

“And Amy and Chloe agreed to this?” he asked.

“I spoke to each of them separately. They’re interested, but no one has promised anything on your behalf.” Megan paused. “You can refuse the whole idea or stop with any of them. So can they.”

Steve looked toward the backyard again. Amy had just returned from having sex with Taylor. Chloe had been bent over the bathroom sink while Leon fucked her. The images were still painfully vivid.

“What would I actually have to do?”

Megan leaned closer.

“Make each of them cum with your mouth.”

Steve’s cock throbbed inside his trunks.

“You want me to eat out Amy, Chloe and your stepmother?”

“Yes.”

“While you watch?”

“Of course I’ll be watching.”

The idea was outrageous. Less than an hour earlier, Steve had refused an invitation to use his mouth on Chloe because doing so would have meant cheating on Megan. Now Megan was sitting beside him and offering him permission to do that—and much more.

“What do you get out of this?” he asked.

“I get to show them how talented my boyfriend is.” Pride entered her voice. “And I get to watch you use that wonderful mouth exactly as I direct.”

“You’ve thought this through.”

“I had fifteen uninterrupted minutes while you were inside.”

Steve laughed despite himself. “So much for sunbathing.”

“I can multitask.”

“And this is supposed to make up for me touching myself?”

“If you want it to. Consider it playful penance.” Megan’s gaze lowered to the erection tenting his trunks. “Although I suspect you won’t find it particularly punishing.”

She was right. The thought of pleasuring three women should have felt like an extravagant reward. Yet Megan’s control transformed it into something more complicated. He would be servicing them at her direction, demonstrating that his mouth—not his cock—was what made him sexually valuable.

The humiliation of that implication only made him harder.

“And what happens if I do it?” he asked.

Megan’s eyes brightened.

“If you satisfy all three of them, I’ll give you gift number two tonight.”

“What is it?”

“A surprise.”

“The last surprise was a cage.”

“And you wore it for me.”

“For two very long days.”

“Then imagine how interesting my second idea might be.”

She rested one hand on his thigh, close enough to his erection to keep him acutely aware of her control without touching it.

“But this is your choice,” Megan said. “You don’t have to redeem yourself, prove anything or earn the gift tonight. If you say no, we return to the party and discuss it another time.”

Steve looked into her eyes.

Megan’s beautiful smile slowly became devilish.

“But if you say yes, Amy, Chloe and Paula are waiting.”

Steve’s first reaction was that Megan had chosen an extraordinarily ineffective punishment.

He enjoyed going down on women. The prospect of tasting Amy alone would have been enough to make him curious. Adding Chloe transformed it into an illicit echo of the invitation he had just refused in the bathroom.

And Paula—

Steve looked through the patio doors and saw Megan’s stepmother stretched across a lounger in her tiny pink bikini. He remembered her watching him beneath Megan, teasing him about his size and brushing one fingertip across his cock.

The thought of putting his mouth between Paula’s thighs made his erection press even harder against his swim trunks.

“If this is supposed to make me suffer,” he said, “you may have miscalculated.”

Megan laughed. “I said it was playful penance.”

“And all three of them genuinely want this?”

“Yes.”

“Amy too? She just had Taylor.”

“She still said yes.”

The reminder struck him.

Amy had disappeared upstairs with Taylor. Chloe had been fucked over the bathroom sink by Leon. Earlier, Paula and Joseph had vanished into their bedroom together before Joseph emerged looking exhausted and eventually fell asleep.

All three women Megan wanted him to pleasure had recently been with other men.

The memory of Leon withdrawing from Chloe filled Steve’s mind again: that thick, dark shaft glistening as it slid from her body. If Steve accepted Megan’s challenge, he would soon be placing his mouth on the same pussy.

His initial excitement twisted into something far more complicated.

“Wait,” he said. “Have any of them showered?”

Megan watched his face. “No.”

“And that’s part of this, isn’t it?”

“Partly.”

Steve stood and paced several steps away from her. His cock remained hard, but the idea no longer felt like uncomplicated group sex.

“You want me to go down on three women immediately after they’ve been fucked.”

“I want to watch you choose to do it,” Megan corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“Not much of one.”

“There is to me.”

He turned toward her.

Megan’s expression was serious now.

“The thought turns me on,” she admitted. “Watching you use your mouth after other men have already satisfied them. Watching you prove that you’re willing to do something difficult and humiliating because I asked.”

Steve felt another pulse beneath his trunks.

Megan noticed.

“But I’m not going to pretend it’s an ordinary request,” she continued. “If the reality disgusts you, say no.”

“It does disgust me.”

“And it excites you.”

Steve looked away.

Both things were true.

He imagined Chloe lowering herself onto his face, the scent of sex still clinging to her body. He imagined Amy laughing about Taylor’s size while Steve’s tongue worked between her thighs. Most powerfully, he imagined Paula standing above him and deciding whether the mouth attached to his little cock was talented enough to satisfy her.

The fantasies made his stomach tighten.

They also made him harder.

“Do they know exactly what you’re asking me to do?” he said.

“They know you’ll be going down on them. They know they’ve all recently had sex, and they know that may be part of the humiliation for you.”

“And they can stop whenever they want?”

“Of course.”

“So can I?”

“Yes. Before we start, between them or halfway through any of it.” Megan held his gaze. “You don’t lose the cage trial, and I don’t hold it against you. You simply won’t earn gift number two tonight.”

Steve narrowed his eyes. “And if I do all three?”

“You receive the gift.”

“Does that mean I get to cum?”

“It means you get the chance to discover what gift number two can do.” Her smile returned. “I’m not promising more than that.”

“At least you’re being honest.”

“I learned something from our conversation outside.”

Steve looked at her for several seconds.

He was free to refuse. Megan had made that clear. Yet the possibility of walking away produced a strange sense of disappointment. He had nearly joined Chloe and Leon without permission earlier. Now Megan was offering him something even more transgressive, but within rules they could define together.

The dynamic itself was what aroused him most.

Megan wasn’t merely allowing him access to three women. She was arranging for him to serve them while she watched, transforming an apparent fantasy into another demonstration of her control.

Steve returned to the sofa.

“If I agree, I have conditions.”

Megan raised her eyebrows. “I’m listening.”

“No one holds me down. No one removes my clothes or touches my cock without asking. And if I say I need a break, everyone stops.”

“Agreed.”

“You stay in the room.”

“I had no intention of leaving.”

“And none of this becomes party gossip afterward.”

“I’ll make that clear to them.”

Steve glanced once more toward the patio.

Amy was reclining with her slender legs crossed, her tiny green bikini still barely covering her. Chloe sat beside her in wet white underwear, smoking another cigarette and looking perfectly satisfied with herself. Paula lay nearby with her eyes closed, sunlight shining across the curves of her body.

All three were waiting.





The Wait

Steve knew accepting would push him far beyond anything he had experienced before. He also knew that the thought of kneeling before them under Megan’s direction had made his cock harder than refusing ever could.

He took a breath.

“All right.”

Megan leaned forward. “All right what?”

“I’ll do it.”

Her face lit up.

“All three?”

“I’ll try all three. But the conditions stand.”

“They stand.”

“And I can change my mind.”

“At any moment.”

Steve nodded. “Then yes.”

Megan kissed him, her excitement evident in the force of it.

“Good boy.”

She sprang from the sofa.

“Get some pillows from the closet and make yourself comfortable on the floor. I’ll lock the front door, close the curtains and bring everyone inside.”

“The floor?”

“It gives them plenty of room to sit on your face.”

Steve glanced at the erection tenting his swim trunks.

“You’ve planned every detail, haven’t you?”

“Most of them.”

Megan started toward the patio doors, then looked back at him with a delighted smile.

“And, Steve?”

“What?”

“Thank you for trusting me.”

She disappeared outside to get the women, leaving Steve alone to collect the pillows and lie down on the living-room floor.

Steve lay on his back in the center of the living-room floor, his head supported by two pillows. The curtains were closed, the front door was locked and the music outside had been turned down to a distant murmur.

Megan entered first.

Amy, Chloe and Paula followed her into the room and settled across the surrounding sofas. The arrangement made Steve feel less like a participant than the evening’s entertainment.

Amy sat opposite his head, still wearing her tiny green bikini. Her auburn hair remained disheveled from whatever had happened upstairs with Taylor, and the satisfied amusement in her eyes told Steve she understood exactly why he was lying there.

Chloe dropped onto the sofa beside her. Her damp white bra and panties had become almost opaque as they dried, though they still clung closely to her soft, curvy body.

Paula occupied the armchair nearest his feet, crossing her tanned legs beneath the narrow strip of her pink bikini. Her gaze drifted toward the erection tenting Steve’s swim trunks.

Megan remained standing.

“Before we begin,” she said, “everyone remembers the rules?”

Chloe sighed dramatically. “Yes, Mom.”

“No holding him down, no removing his clothes and no touching his cock without asking. If Steve or any of you says stop, everything stops.”

Amy raised her hand. “Are we allowed to tease him?”

Steve looked toward Megan. “That feels like a question you should ask me.”

Amy smiled. “Are we allowed to tease you?”

“Within reason.”

“So that’s a yes.”

Megan looked down at Steve. “Still comfortable continuing?”

He took in the three women waiting around him. “Yes.”

“Good.”

Her tone shifted as she addressed them again.

“I may have mentioned that Steve has become exceptionally talented with his mouth.”

“That isn’t all you mentioned,” Chloe said.

Steve’s face warmed.

Megan smiled. “Tonight, each of you gets to discover whether I was exaggerating.”

Amy leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees.

“Who goes first?”

“Chloe,” Megan answered. “She and Steve already have history.”

Chloe laughed. “That’s one word for it.”

“You were his first,” Megan continued. “You’re the only woman here who has sucked his little cock, and the only one unfortunate enough to have tried fucking it.”

Steve looked up at her. “You promised this wouldn’t become party gossip.”

“This isn’t the party. This is the agreed group.”

“It’s still a generous interpretation of privacy.”

Chloe stood.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Steve. I remember our night together fondly.”

“No, you don’t.”

“I remember parts of it fondly.”

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her white panties.

Steve’s amusement disappeared as she slowly pushed them down her thighs.

Chloe stepped out of the damp fabric and left it on the floor. She was still flushed from sex, and when she parted her legs, Steve could see the evidence of what he had witnessed in the bathroom.

His stomach tightened.

The possibility had been abstract while he spoke to Megan. With Chloe standing above him naked from the waist down, it became immediate.

She placed one foot beside his shoulder and looked down.

“Still want to do this?”

Steve stared at the pussy Leon had been fucking less than half an hour earlier.

“Yes.”

Chloe lowered herself carefully, settling one knee on either side of his head. Her fuller thighs framed his face, and the faint scent of sex surrounded him before she had even made contact.

“Comfortable?” she asked.

“For now.”

“Good answer.”

She descended until her pussy rested lightly against his mouth.

Steve’s lips touched her.

The taste reached him immediately.

It was stronger than he had anticipated—salty and musky, mixed with Chloe’s own arousal but unmistakably carrying the thick bitterness of cum. The flavor recalled his kiss with Megan, yet the knowledge that this belonged to Leon transformed it into something far more difficult to accept.

Steve’s stomach lurched.

He turned his face aside and coughed.

Chloe lifted herself immediately.

“What’s wrong?”

Steve drew several breaths through his nose, fighting the urge to gag.

“I knew what this was going to involve. I just wasn’t prepared for the actual taste.”

Chloe looked toward Megan. “He barely touched me.”

“Give him a moment,” Megan said.

Her voice was calm rather than critical. She knelt beside Steve and touched his shoulder.

“Do you want to stop?”

Part of him did.

He looked up at Chloe, still poised above him. Behind her, Amy and Paula watched with open curiosity. His embarrassment deepened beneath their attention, and his cock hardened further inside his trunks.

Megan felt the change in his body.

“There’s no failure in saying no,” she reminded him.

“I know.”

Steve could end it. No one would hold him down or force Chloe onto his mouth. He had insisted upon that before agreeing.

But now that the choice had become difficult, continuing meant something more than submitting to Megan’s whim. It meant discovering whether the humiliation arousing him in fantasy could survive contact with reality.

Steve looked at Chloe.

“Lower yourself again.”

Her eyebrows rose. “You’re sure?”

“Yes.”

Chloe slowly settled onto his mouth for a second time.

Steve closed his eyes and extended his tongue.

The taste remained unpleasant. Another trace of Leon’s cum spread across his tongue, and his throat tightened reflexively. He forced himself not to retreat, concentrating instead on Chloe’s body and the heat gathering around his lips.

His first movements were tentative.

Chloe shifted impatiently.

“Megan, he’s barely licking me.”

Steve’s face burned beneath her.

“He isn’t one of your toys,” Megan replied. “Let him adjust.”

“I thought you said he was good.”

“He is.”

Megan leaned close enough for Steve to hear her clearly.

“You don’t have to prove anything. But if you’re continuing, stop thinking about Leon and concentrate on Chloe.”

The instruction helped.

Steve moved his tongue higher and found her clit. Chloe’s complaint dissolved into a quiet gasp.

“There,” she said. “That’s better.”

He repeated the motion.

Chloe began rocking gently against his tongue, and the familiarity of giving pleasure gradually displaced some of his disgust. Steve listened to her breathing and adjusted his rhythm, circling her clit before drawing it lightly between his lips.

Her thighs tightened around his head.

“Oh.”

Amy laughed from the sofa. “It sounds as though Megan wasn’t lying.”

Chloe ignored her. She slid one hand into Steve’s hair, remembering the rule well enough not to pull, and began guiding herself across his mouth.

Steve’s confidence grew with every reaction.

Then Chloe shifted forward, and another bitter trace leaked against his tongue.

He faltered.

Chloe looked down. “You tasted it again, didn’t you?”

The question filled the room with laughter.

Humiliation burned across Steve’s face. His erection strained against his trunks, betraying how powerfully the laughter affected him.

Chloe noticed the outline.

“God, look at him. He’s getting harder.”

Paula leaned forward in her chair. “Megan told us embarrassment affected him, but I didn’t realize it was quite that immediate.”

“He likes knowing Leon was here first,” Chloe teased.

“I don’t,” Steve said against her.

The muffled protest made Amy laugh harder.

Chloe lifted enough to let him speak. “What was that?”

“I said I don’t like it.”

Megan’s eyes moved toward his erection. “But the humiliation turns you on.”

Steve couldn’t deny what all four women could see.

“Yes.”

Chloe’s expression became more provocative.

“Leon filled this pussy with that enormous cock, and now Megan has her little boyfriend cleaning up after him.”

Steve’s pride recoiled at the words.

His cock became harder.

Megan saw the contradiction move through him. She rested one hand gently against his chest.

“Still your choice, baby.”

Steve looked into her eyes.

Then he reached up, took Chloe by the thighs and drew her back onto his mouth.

The women fell briefly silent.

Chloe released a surprised moan as Steve attacked her clit with renewed determination. The bitter traces remained, but he no longer allowed them to interrupt him. He swallowed when he needed to and focused on every tremor passing through her body.

“Fuck,” Chloe gasped. “You really have trained him well.”

Megan’s expression filled with possessive pride.

“He chooses to be good for me.”

She stroked Steve’s hair away from his forehead.

“That’s it, baby. If you want to continue, show her what your mouth can do.”

Steve sucked Chloe’s clit firmly between his lips.

Her hips jerked.

Megan’s voice became softer and more commanding.

“Push your tongue deeper. Taste all of her. Show Chloe exactly why your mouth matters so much more than your little cock.”

Steve followed Megan’s instruction.

He pushed his tongue into Chloe as deeply as he could, and another salty trace spread across his mouth. The taste was still unpleasant, but the laughter surrounding him made retreat feel impossible for an entirely different reason.

Amy watched from the sofa, visibly entertained. Paula sat with her legs crossed, studying him with open fascination. Megan remained kneeling beside his shoulder, looking proud of what he had chosen to endure for her.

Steve had never felt so exposed.

Chloe’s pussy was pressed against his face, his erection was clearly outlined beneath his wet swim trunks and four women were discussing his humiliation as casually as they might discuss the weather.

His cock had never been harder.

“There it is again,” Amy said. “Every time someone mentions Leon, his little dick moves.”

Chloe looked down between her thighs. “You should have seen Leon’s cock, Steve. Although I suppose you did.”

Steve’s face burned against her.

Amy laughed. “Was it as big as everyone says?”

“Bigger.”

Chloe moved herself across Steve’s tongue while she answered, using his mouth as though he were merely furniture beneath her.

“He could barely fit,” she continued. “And now Steve is down there tasting what Leon left behind.”

Steve groaned against her pussy.

The sound turned into vibration over her clit.

Chloe’s hips jerked.

“Oh, do that again.”

Steve sealed his lips around her clit and repeated it deliberately. Chloe’s teasing dissolved into a gasp.

Megan stroked one hand through his hair.

“Forget them, baby. Concentrate on making her cum.”

Steve obeyed.

He stopped trying to escape the taste and focused entirely on Chloe’s reactions. His tongue circled her clit while his lips applied a steady pressure, repeating the rhythm each time her breathing caught.

Chloe gradually stopped performing for the other women.

Her laughter faded. Her thighs tightened around Steve’s head, and one hand gripped the edge of the sofa behind her as her hips began moving without any deliberate control.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.”

Steve didn’t.

The memory of their awkward first sexual experience remained with him: Chloe’s disappointment, her cigarette and the remark about his size that had followed him for years. Now the same woman was trembling above him because of what he could do with his mouth.

The reversal filled him with fierce satisfaction.

He pushed his tongue against her clit and held the rhythm.

Chloe’s orgasm struck suddenly.

“Oh my God—fuck!”

Her entire body tensed over Steve. She pressed herself firmly onto his mouth as a series of tremors moved through her thighs. Steve continued licking her through them, holding her hips until the final contraction faded.

When Chloe finally lifted herself, Steve dragged in a breath.

His face was wet, his jaw already ached and the salty aftertaste of Leon remained in his mouth. None of that diminished the pride he felt when he saw Chloe’s unsteady expression.

She climbed off him and reached for her panties.

“That was incredible,” she said, still breathless. “You’ve been hiding that tongue for years.”

“You never asked,” Steve replied.

“I didn’t know there was anything worth asking for.”

Megan handed Chloe a towel. “Now you do.”

Chloe pulled on her underwear and dropped heavily onto the sofa beside Amy.

“You’re going to lend him to me again.”

Megan smiled. “I don’t lend him. But if he behaves, perhaps I’ll let him perform for you.”

Steve looked toward her. “I’m still in the room.”

“And doing very well,” Megan said.

She wiped some of the moisture from his cheek with the corner of the towel.

“One down.”

Steve’s gaze shifted toward Amy, expecting her to stand.

Instead, Megan looked toward the armchair.

“Paula, you’re next.”

The room seemed to become quieter.

Paula uncrossed her legs and rose.

Steve had already seen her in the tiny pink bikini, but watching her approach while he lay helplessly on the floor transformed the sight. Sunlight had deepened the color of her skin, and a faint sheen of perspiration still glistened across her stomach and chest. Her body carried the softness of a mature woman alongside the tone created by years in the gym.

She was magnificent.

The pink triangles covering her breasts appeared even smaller from below. They curved outward dramatically, threatening to escape whenever she moved. Her hips were full, her thighs firm and her narrow thong revealed almost all of her round, tanned ass.

Paula stopped beside Steve’s head.

“Still willing?” she asked.

He looked up at her.

Earlier, she had been Megan’s glamorous stepmother greeting him at the front door. Then she had watched Megan sit on his face, mocked the size of his cock and touched him with one curious fingertip.

Now she was preparing to use his mouth herself.

“Yes.”

Paula smiled. “You didn’t even need time to think.”

“I’ve had most of the afternoon to think about you.”

The answer surprised everyone, including Steve.

Paula’s smile became warmer. “That was almost charming.”

“Almost?”

“You are still lying on the floor with another woman’s taste on your face.”

Humiliation tightened through him once more.

His cock pressed against his swim trunks.

Paula looked down the length of his body and noticed.

“Megan wasn’t exaggerating. You really do respond to embarrassment.”

“Unfortunately.”

“I don’t think she considers it unfortunate.”

“No,” Megan said. “I find it extremely useful.”

Paula rested one hand at either side of her thong.

“I should remind you that Joseph and I disappeared upstairs earlier.”

“I worked that out.”

“So you understand I’ve already had sex today too?”

Steve swallowed.

“Yes.”

“And you still want me?”

His eyes moved over her body.

“Yes.”

Paula hooked her thumbs beneath the narrow waistband and slowly pushed it down.

Steve watched every inch she revealed.

Unlike Megan and Chloe, Paula was not completely shaved. A narrow, carefully groomed strip of dark hair led toward her smooth, exposed pussy. Her skin remained flushed from the heat and whatever had happened upstairs with Joseph.

She stepped out of the thong and handed it to Megan.

Then she positioned one foot on either side of Steve’s shoulders.


Filling The Room

From the floor, Paula seemed to fill his entire field of vision. Her breasts rose above him, framed by the tiny bikini top, while her naked pussy hovered tantalizingly close to his mouth.

Steve’s erection throbbed.

Paula lowered herself partway before pausing.

“Can I use your hair to guide you?”

The request caught him by surprise after the authority in her posture.

“Yes.”

“I want a clear answer.”

“Yes, you can.”

“And if I become too forceful?”

“I’ll tell you.”

“Good.”

Paula settled onto his mouth.

Her taste was different from Chloe’s—warmer, less bitter, carrying the intimate evidence of her afternoon with Joseph without the same overwhelming presence of another man’s cum. Steve began carefully, running his tongue between her folds before moving upward.

Paula released a quiet sigh.

“Promising.”

He found her clit and circled it slowly.

She placed one hand in his hair but did not tighten her grip yet. Instead, she rocked herself gently across his tongue, testing his rhythm.

Steve wanted to impress her even more than he had Chloe. Paula’s earlier comments about her poorly endowed ex had made him desperate to prove that a man’s usefulness did not begin and end with penetration.

He drew her clit between his lips.

Paula inhaled sharply.

“That’s better.”

Steve increased the pressure.

Her fingers finally closed in his hair. She guided his face against her, still giving him space to breathe as she began moving with greater confidence.

Amy watched with obvious interest.

“You look very natural up there, Paula.”

Paula glanced toward her. “Megan selected a comfortable seat.”

Laughter filled the room.

Steve’s humiliation returned, followed instantly by another surge beneath his trunks.

Paula felt the vibration of his groan and looked down at him.

“You liked that too.”

Steve continued licking rather than answer.

She tightened her grip slightly.

“Megan tells me you enjoy being reminded why your mouth is more useful than your cock.”

Steve paused.

Paula immediately released the pressure on his hair and lifted enough to let him speak.

“Is she right?”

Steve looked from Paula to Megan.

Megan’s expression held no command this time. The choice belonged entirely to him.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Do you want me to tease you that way?”

The usually polished, composed woman was asking permission to speak to the part of him Megan had only recently uncovered. The contrast sent anticipation through his body.

“Yes.”

Paula lowered herself onto his mouth again.

Her hand returned to his hair, firmer this time. She drew his face upward while pressing her hips down, surrounding him with the heat of her body.

Steve attacked her clit with renewed intensity.

Paula’s voice changed.

The refined warmth disappeared, replaced by something commanding and unexpectedly filthy.

“That’s it,” she said. “Be useful for me.”

She ground herself slowly across his mouth.

Then her fingers tightened in his hair.

“Suck my clit harder, you pathetic little-cock loser.”

Steve had never heard Paula speak to anyone that way.

She was normally polished and composed, even when flirting. Hearing the words pathetic little-cock loser leave her mouth in that calm, commanding voice shocked him more than any of Chloe’s insults.

The word loser still stung.

Yet Paula had asked whether he wanted this, and he had said yes. Now she was sitting on his face, using the weakness he had admitted to make him harder.

The humiliation became a challenge.

Steve wanted to prove that she was wrong about at least part of it. His cock might be small, but he wasn’t useless—and he intended to make Paula understand exactly what his mouth could do.

He drew her clit firmly between his lips.

Paula’s commanding composure fractured into a gasp.

“Oh.”

Steve repeated the motion, using the tip of his tongue to stroke her while his lips maintained the pressure. Paula’s fingers tightened in his hair, guiding him against her as she began moving her hips.

“That’s better,” she said. “Perhaps you aren’t completely hopeless.”

Laughter came from the sofas.

Steve’s face burned beneath her, but he worked harder. He changed angles, listened to every shift in Paula’s breathing and returned to whatever made her thighs tense around his head.

Megan knelt beside him, watching with unmistakable pride.

“He always becomes more determined after an insult.”

Paula looked toward her. “So I’ve discovered.”

She ground herself across Steve’s mouth.

“You desperately want to prove you aren’t a loser, don’t you?”

Steve tried to answer, but the words disappeared against her pussy.

Paula laughed.

“Then prove it with your tongue. We already know your little cock won’t impress me.”

His erection strained painfully inside his wet swim trunks.

Amy leaned forward on the sofa.

“I wish I could see his reaction.”

“So do I,” Chloe said. “Those shorts are hiding all the evidence.”

Steve heard them but continued licking.

Megan rested one hand on his chest.

“Steve?”

He slowed.

“Do you want them to see you?”

The question sent a fresh wave of embarrassment through him. With Paula above his face, he could barely see Megan, but he could feel the attention of every woman in the room shift toward the outline beneath his trunks.

Part of him wanted to remain covered.

Another part imagined lying completely exposed while Amy and Chloe compared him with the men who had just fucked them.

His cock hardened further.

“Yes,” he said against Paula.

She lifted herself enough to let him breathe.

Megan looked into his eyes. “You’re sure?”

Steve nodded. “I want to take them off.”

Paula climbed from his face and stood beside him. Steve sat upright, hooked his thumbs beneath his trunks and paused.

Amy watched with a mischievous smile. Chloe’s expression was openly curious, despite having seen him years earlier. Paula stood naked from the waist down, waiting for him to expose himself.

Megan alone appeared unsurprised. She already knew what humiliation would do to him.

Steve pushed the trunks down his legs.

His cock sprang free, hard and dark with arousal. Precum glistened at the tip as it swayed in front of the four women.

For one suspended moment, no one spoke.

Then Amy laughed.

“Oh, Megan. It really is tiny.”

Steve’s face became intensely hot.

Chloe leaned closer. “I told you.”

“I thought you were exaggerating.”

“I was being kind.”

Their laughter filled the room. Steve wanted to cover himself, but his erection remained proudly upright, contradicting his embarrassment.

Megan’s eyes moved over him possessively.

“Look how hard he gets when women laugh at it.”

Paula glanced down. “That is quite a reaction.”

She lightly traced one finger along his stomach but stopped before reaching his cock.

“Do you want them to touch you?”

Steve looked at Amy and Chloe.

Amy raised both hands innocently. “Only if you ask nicely.”

Chloe smiled. “I’m curious whether it feels even smaller than I remember.”

The prospect made Steve’s stomach clench.

“Yes,” he said.

“Yes what?” Megan asked.

Steve knew exactly what she wanted.

“Yes, they can touch my little cock.”

Megan’s smile deepened. “But?”

“They don’t let me cum.”

“Good boy.”

Steve lay back on the pillows.

Paula returned to her position above his face, while Amy and Chloe moved from the sofa to kneel near his hips. From beneath Paula, Steve couldn’t see which woman reached him first.

A slender hand wrapped around his shaft.

Another cupped his balls.

His hips jerked upward.

“Sensitive,” Amy observed.

“Extremely,” Megan said. “The cage did that.”

Paula lowered herself onto his mouth again.

Steve resumed licking as the women began exploring him. Whoever held his cock used only two fingers at first, moving them slowly along its length. The other hand rolled his balls gently and traced the sensitive skin beneath them.

The divided sensations overwhelmed him. Paula rocked across his tongue while unseen hands examined and teased the most sensitive parts of his body.

He had consented to every touch.

That knowledge somehow made the exhibition more intense.

Amy’s voice came from somewhere beyond Paula’s thighs.

“It fits so easily in my hand.”

“Which is impressive,” Chloe replied. “Your hands are tiny.”

They laughed again.

Steve moaned against Paula’s clit.

The vibration made her shudder.

“That’s useful,” she said breathlessly. “Do it again.”

Steve groaned deliberately as he sucked her.

Paula’s hips moved harder.

Behind her, the hand around Steve’s cock tightened and began stroking. It carried him dangerously close to the edge within seconds.

Steve lifted one hand from the floor.

“Slower.”

The stroking eased immediately.

Megan touched his thigh. “Still all right?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Paula looked down at him.

“Then stop being distracted and take care of me.”

She pressed herself more firmly against his mouth.

Steve obeyed, but Chloe’s voice cut through his concentration.

“God, Megan, I still can’t believe you went from Leon to this.”

The hand around Steve’s shaft gave him a slow, demonstrative stroke.

“It feels even smaller than I remember,” Chloe continued. “Although having Leon inside me twenty minutes ago probably makes the comparison unfair.”

Amy laughed. “How unfair?”

“Leon was so thick I could barely take him. This little thing wouldn’t stretch anyone.”

Steve’s erection pulsed inside the hand holding it.

Megan noticed.

“He likes hearing you compare them.”

“It’s a brutal comparison,” Chloe said. “Leon is almost twice his size.”

“Not quite twice,” Steve protested against Paula.

His muffled words made the women laugh harder.

Chloe’s hand—he now recognized it by the firmer grip—slid to the base of his cock.

“Whatever helps you feel better, Steve. It’s still tragically small.”

A sharp pulse of humiliation passed through him.

The hand around his balls tightened gently. Amy’s fingers, he assumed. Chloe resumed stroking, keeping the rhythm slow enough to deny him release.

Steve’s hips began lifting from the floor, chasing the hand each time it moved away. His body thrust helplessly into empty air while the women laughed at his frustration.

Paula took advantage of his moans, rubbing her clit across his vibrating tongue.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped. “That’s it.”

Steve concentrated on her again. His jaw ached from pleasuring Chloe, but he forced his tongue into a rapid rhythm.

Paula’s confident commands became less controlled.

“Yes, baby. Right there.”

Her fingers tightened in his hair.

“Suck harder.”

Steve drew her clit between his lips and worked it with his tongue.

Paula’s thighs began trembling.

Behind her, Chloe stroked his cock faster. Amy’s fingertips moved beneath his balls, and Steve felt his own orgasm gathering with terrifying speed.

“I’m close,” he managed.

Megan responded immediately. “Stop touching him.”

Both hands disappeared.

Steve’s cock bounced freely, denied again at the edge.

The frustration tore a groan from him. Paula pressed herself down, turning the sound into another vibration against her clit.

Her entire body stiffened.

“Oh, fuck—Steve!”

A powerful shudder moved through Paula. Steve felt her orgasm seize her, her pussy contracting against his mouth as she ground herself across his tongue.

Then a sudden rush of warmth spilled over his lips and cheeks.

The intensity caught everyone by surprise, including Paula. She cried out and held Steve beneath her as more fluid soaked his face and the pillows beneath his head.

Amy stared.

“Holy shit, Megan. I didn’t know Paula could squirt.”

“Neither did I,” Megan said, sounding more impressed than amused. She immediately leaned toward Paula. “Are you okay?”

Paula remained seated across Steve’s chest for several seconds, breathing hard and staring vaguely at the opposite wall. Her thighs trembled around him, and every muscle in her body appeared to have gone pleasantly slack.

“I’m considerably better than okay,” she finally managed.

Amy laughed and handed Megan one of the towels they had brought in from the pool. Megan passed it to Paula, who cleaned herself before shifting carefully off Steve’s face.

“Sorry about that,” Paula said, looking down at him with a sleepy, satisfied smile.

Steve wiped his eyes. “I’m not sure whether that counts as an apology.”

“It’s the only one you’re getting.”

Paula bent and kissed his forehead, then straightened unsteadily. “I need a shower, a glass of water, and possibly a nap.”

“I’ll bring you some water,” Megan offered.

“Thank you, sweetheart.”

Paula gathered her bikini bottom from the floor and headed upstairs, moving with the loose, languid grace of someone whose entire body had been exhausted in the best possible way.

Chloe glanced at the time and began collecting her things as well. Her earlier confidence had softened into a pleasantly tired smile.

“I should go before I end up trapped here all night.” She pulled her tight black dress over her underwear, smoothed it across her hips, and turned to Megan. “This was much more interesting than the pool parties you used to throw.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“You should.” Chloe kissed Megan on the cheek before looking down at Steve. “And you were far more useful than I remembered.”

Steve groaned. “Goodbye, Chloe.”

She laughed and let herself out.





After Chloe

That left Steve naked on the floor with Megan and Amy standing over him. His erection had survived everything, but the rest of him felt completely depleted. His jaw ached. His tongue felt swollen, and the muscles beneath it cramped whenever he tried to swallow.

“Baby,” he said, wiping the last of Paula’s wetness from his face, “my mouth is exhausted. Can’t I do Amy later?”

Megan crouched beside him. The teasing light remained in her eyes, but she studied him seriously before answering.

“You can stop whenever you want. That was one of our rules.”

Steve nodded, grateful to hear her say it.

“But gift number two was for completing all three challenges today,” she continued. “If you want to postpone Amy, the gift gets postponed too.”

“And cumming?”

“I haven’t decided whether you’re cumming tonight.” Megan gently brushed her thumb across his wet cheek. “Stopping won’t be punished, but it also won’t earn you the reward.”

Amy picked up her towel and draped it over one shoulder. “It’s fine. His tongue is probably useless by now anyway.”

She started toward the hall.

Steve watched her go, torn between relief and immediate regret. Every exhausted muscle in his face begged him to let her leave. Yet he had already satisfied Chloe and Paula. Gift number two was almost within reach, and Megan still had not decided whether he would be allowed to cum.

“Amy, wait.”

She stopped and looked back.

Steve rose impulsively, leaving her path completely clear despite the urgency in his voice. His exposed 4.8-inch cock bounced stiffly in front of him, drawing Amy’s gaze almost at once.

“Please stay,” he said.

Amy’s mouth curved into a mischievous smile. “You were just complaining that you’re too tired.”

“I am tired.”

“But you still want to finish?”

Steve looked at Megan. She offered no instruction, leaving the choice entirely to him.

“Yes,” he said. “I want to finish.”

Amy turned around and slowly approached him. In her tiny green bikini, she looked almost delicate, her narrow waist and small breasts contrasting with the shameless confidence in her expression. She stopped close enough for Steve to feel the heat of her body.

“All right, needle cock. I’ll stay on one condition.”

Steve swallowed. “What condition?”

“You have to jerk off for five minutes without cumming.”

His aching jaw was briefly forgotten.

Amy’s eyes traveled down his body and settled openly on his erection.

“I love watching men touch themselves,” she explained. “Especially when they’re desperate and trying not to finish. Megan doesn’t want you cumming yet, so I’ll have to save the fireworks for another time.”

“Five minutes?” Steve asked.

“Five full minutes.”

“I don’t think I can.”

“That’s why it’s interesting.” Amy reached toward him, then paused before touching. “May I?”

Steve nodded.

She ran one fingertip lightly along the side of his erection. The minimal contact made him jerk so violently that Amy laughed.

“Oh, this is going to be fun.”

Steve had not cummed since Thursday night. During the two days since, the cage, Megan’s teasing, the lotion, the pool party, and the women’s hands had kept him in a nearly constant state of frustration. Even now, his cock felt so sensitive that Amy’s single fingertip had brought him alarmingly close.

Five minutes seemed impossible.

If he failed, he risked breaking the promise he had made to Megan. If he refused, Amy would leave and gift number two would disappear with her.

He looked at Megan. “You’re really allowing this?”

“If you want to attempt it.” She came closer and rested a hand against his chest. “But the usual rule still applies. The moment you think you can’t stop yourself, you tell me.”

Steve nodded slowly.

“I want to try.”

Megan’s face brightened. “I thought you might.”

She disappeared briefly into the bedroom and returned carrying a soft, adjustable silicone restraint with a quick-release tab. Steve eyed it warily as she approached.

“What’s that for?”

“To make Amy’s challenge a little more interesting.” Megan held it up rather than touching him with it. “It goes around your balls. Snug, not painful, and it comes off immediately if you want it off.”

Steve glanced at Amy. She was watching him with naked anticipation, absently biting her lower lip.

“It won’t stop me from cumming,” he said.

“No,” Megan replied. “That part is still your responsibility.”

“And if it hurts?”

“I remove it.”

Steve took a breath. “Okay. You can put it on.”

Megan crouched and carefully fitted the soft loop around him, checking the tension with her fingers before looking up.

“How does that feel?”

“Snug.”

“Painful?”

“No.”

“Do you want it removed?”

Steve could already feel the heightened pressure feeding into his arousal. Amy’s fascinated stare made it even worse.

“No. Leave it.”

Megan rose, kissed him lightly, and placed his hand around his painfully hard cock.

“Have fun, little dick.”

Steve tightened his hand around his cock and began to stroke.

The first movement almost undid him.

After two days without cumming—and an afternoon spent being teased, edged, exposed, and touched—his entire body seemed to concentrate itself into that one point of contact. Pleasure shot through him so sharply that his knees weakened.

“Easy,” Megan warned, starting the timer on her phone. “You have five minutes to survive.”

Amy settled onto the couch to watch, tucking one leg beneath herself. Her green bikini top did little to exaggerate her small breasts, but the hungry fascination in her eyes made Steve feel as exposed as if he were performing for an entire room.

“I thought you liked watching this,” he said.

“I do.” Amy’s gaze followed every movement of his hand. “That doesn’t mean I’m going to make it easy for you.”

Steve began cautiously, using slow strokes and deliberately avoiding the head. Even that was almost too much. The soft silicone loop Megan had fitted around his balls added a constant awareness—not painful, but snug enough that he could never forget it was there.

Thirty seconds passed.

It felt like three minutes.

“How long?” he asked.

Megan looked at the timer. “Four minutes and twenty-three seconds left.”

“You’re joking.”

Amy laughed. “Look at him. He’s already panicking.”

Steve tried to ignore her, but Amy leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees as she watched him.

“Stroke the whole thing,” she said. “Don’t cheat by only touching the bottom half.”

Steve looked at Megan.

“You chose to accept Amy’s condition,” Megan reminded him. “But you control the speed, and you stop if you need to.”

He dragged his fist slowly upward, allowing his palm to pass over the swollen head.

His breath caught.

A thick bead of precum appeared almost immediately, coating his thumb. When he spread it across the tip, the sensation made his hips thrust involuntarily into his hand.

Amy’s smile widened. “There you go.”

By the end of the first minute, Steve had found a rhythm, but it was becoming dangerously pleasurable. His humiliation only intensified it. Amy was openly studying his 4.8-inch cock while Megan stood beside her holding the timer, both women perfectly aware that he was desperate enough to endure this merely for the chance to earn his reward.

He slowed again.

“Oh, no,” Amy protested. “That barely counts.”

“It counts,” Steve said through clenched teeth. “You said I had to jerk off. You didn’t tell me how fast.”

Amy glanced at Megan. “He’s annoyingly clever when he’s horny.”

“Only when his orgasm depends on it.”

Megan’s amused reply made Steve’s cock pulse inside his fist.

Two minutes.

His arm had settled into a steady rhythm. Each stroke sent a fresh wave of pleasure through him, but he remained just far enough from the edge to believe he might finish the challenge.

Then Amy stood.

She approached until she was directly in front of him, close enough that his fist nearly brushed her bikini bottom. Steve stared at the narrow strip of green fabric covering her, unable to stop imagining what waited beneath it—or what Taylor had done to her upstairs.

Amy noticed where he was looking.

“You’re going to have your mouth here soon,” she murmured, tracing one finger along the edge of her bikini without moving it aside. “If you can behave yourself.”

Steve’s hand accelerated.

“Careful,” Megan said.

“I’m fine.”

“You’re breathing like you’re about to collapse.”

Amy turned around and bent forward slightly, giving Steve an uninterrupted view of her ass barely covered by the thong. The sight pushed him far closer to orgasm than he wanted to admit.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Do you think Taylor had a good view of this?” Amy asked.

Steve closed his eyes, but the image had already taken hold.

Taylor standing behind Amy. Taylor’s huge body over her narrow one. Taylor giving her everything Steve’s smaller cock supposedly could not.

His hand moved faster.

“Steve,” Megan warned.

“I know.”

“Then slow down.”

He forced himself to obey. His body protested immediately, every frustrated instinct demanding that he tighten his grip and finish. For several seconds he nearly did it anyway—not because he had forgotten his promise, but because the need to cum had become so overwhelming that nothing else seemed real.

Then Megan rested her hand against his chest.

“Look at me.”

Steve opened his eyes.

“You’re still choosing this,” she said. “If you’re losing control, we stop now.”

Her calm voice cut through the haze. Steve swallowed and deliberately slowed his hand.

“I’m still in control.”

“Good boy.”

The praise nearly ruined him all over again.

Amy returned to the couch as the timer entered its final minute. Steve’s cock was bright red and slick with precum, his hand now gliding effortlessly along its slender length. His balls felt heavy inside the soft restraint, and every stroke sent pressure gathering deeper in his body.

“Fifty seconds,” Megan announced.

Amy leaned forward eagerly. “Faster, needle dick. Let me see you really beat it.”

Steve increased his speed.

“Thirty seconds.”

His fist was flying now. The room filled with the wet sound of his hand working over his cock and Steve’s increasingly ragged breathing. His restraint vanished beneath the desperate conviction that he needed to cum. He began hoping that when the timer ended, Megan might give him permission to keep going.

“Ten seconds,” Amy said, counting along with the display. “Come on. Faster.”

Steve’s entire body tightened. The orgasm was there, hovering only one or two strokes away.

“Megan—”

The timer sounded.

“Stop.”

Steve released himself instantly.

His cock bobbed violently in front of him, slick, swollen, and unbearably close to release. He stood frozen with his fists clenched at his sides, fighting the instinct to grab it again.

Amy gave an appreciative little sigh. “That was beautiful.”

Steve glared at her. “You’re evil.”

“You enjoyed it.”

“That isn’t the point.”

Megan stepped closer and examined him. “Any pain from the restraint?”

“No.”

“Do you want it removed?”

Steve hesitated. Even the pressure around his balls had become part of the torment, but he had agreed to tell her honestly.

“Leave it for now.”

Megan kissed his cheek. “Then you completed Amy’s condition.”

Steve looked at Amy. “So now you’re keeping your part of the deal?”

Amy stood and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottom.

“I said I would.”

Steve returned to the pillows and lay on the floor, his erection still jutting painfully from his body. Amy stepped over him, but before lowering herself, she looked down into his eyes.

“Still want to finish the challenge?”

His jaw and tongue were already aching. He knew exactly where Taylor had been less than an hour earlier, and he understood what Amy intended to make him taste.

The thought embarrassed and disgusted him.

It also made his cock jerk against his stomach.

“Yes,” Steve said.

Amy smiled. “Good answer.”

She straddled his head while keeping her bikini on, then pulled the narrow fabric aside. The intimate scent of her immediately surrounded him.

“I don’t care whether you make me cum,” Amy told him. “Taylor already took care of that more than once.”

Steve’s jealousy sharpened, tangling with the humiliation until he could no longer separate either feeling from his arousal.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked.

Amy lowered herself closer to his waiting mouth.

“I want you to taste what a big, thick cock left inside me.” Her voice softened into an almost affectionate mockery. “Then I want you to use that talented little mouth of yours and clean me properly.”

Steve looked toward Megan.

She held his gaze. “You don’t have to.”

“I know.”

“And?”

Steve placed his hands flat on the floor rather than touching Amy. “I want to do it.”

Amy lowered herself the remaining distance.

The first taste was immediate and unmistakable. Steve’s stomach tightened, but he did not pull away. He had chosen this with full knowledge of what it meant, and the sound of Amy’s satisfied laughter made his restrained cock throb.

“That’s it, needle dick,” she murmured. “Show Megan what you’re actually useful for.”

Steve closed his eyes and began working with his mouth.

There seemed to be far more of Taylor’s cum inside Amy than Steve had encountered with either Chloe or Paula. Every time he thought he had swallowed the last trace, Amy shifted above him and more reached his tongue. It was almost as though she had deliberately kept every drop inside herself, already imagining this moment.

For the next several minutes, Steve worked beneath Amy while Megan watched from the couch.

Eventually, the taste of Taylor faded. Amy seemed to notice the change at the same moment he did. She shifted forward and pressed herself more firmly against his mouth, abandoning any interest in being gentle.

Steve continued licking, but Amy’s weight gradually settled across his face until her thighs enclosed his head and her body blocked most of the air from reaching him. The smothering pressure sent another surge of arousal through him. For a few intoxicating seconds, the helplessness was thrilling.

Then breathing became genuinely difficult.

Steve tapped Amy’s thigh twice.

She lifted herself immediately.

Air rushed into his lungs, and before he had completely caught his breath, Amy stepped away from him and pulled her bikini back into place.

“You okay?” she asked.

Steve wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “Yeah. You nearly suffocated me, but I’m okay.”

“You used the signal, and I stopped.”

“I know.”

Amy studied him for a moment before her playful smile returned. “That was much more fun than I expected. I know I wasn’t riding your cock, but dominating you while I could see that little thing standing up the whole time was incredibly hot.”

Megan laughed softly. “I know exactly what you mean.”

Steve looked toward her.

Megan’s gaze traveled down his naked body, settling on his painfully hard erection.

“I had no idea how much I would enjoy controlling him,” she admitted. “But there’s something very satisfying about watching that little pencil cock react to everything I say.”

“You two understand that I’m still in the room, right?” Steve asked.

“That’s an important part of the appeal,” Amy replied.

She stepped across his body, placing one foot on either side of his hips. Steve stared up at the narrow green strip of her bikini while his cock pointed directly toward her.

Amy hooked her fingers beneath the fabric and drew it aside again.

Steve’s pulse quickened. “What are you doing?”

“Giving you one last reward.”

Her hand closed around the base of his erection and angled it toward her wet pussy. Steve’s entire body went rigid.

Amy paused before lowering herself.

“Do you want me to tease you with it?”

Steve looked at Megan. After the conversation they had shared beside the pool, neither of them could pretend this was a harmless extension of the oral challenge. Any intimate contact with someone else required an agreement.

Megan understood the question in his expression.

“Your choice,” she said. “External teasing only. Nothing goes inside her.”

Amy raised an eyebrow at him. “Is that what you want?”

Steve knew he should refuse. His cock was already so close to orgasm that even Amy holding it felt dangerous. But after tasting what Taylor had left inside her, the thought of feeling Amy’s pussy against him—even briefly—was impossible to resist.

“Yes,” he said. “But don’t put it inside.”

“I won’t.”

Amy slowly lowered her body.

The wet heat of her pussy met the head of Steve’s cock. She allowed her slick entrance to close around the crown without taking him inside, hovering there while the slightest movement threatened to push him over the edge.

Steve stopped breathing.

For one impossible second, he imagined Amy sinking down and taking all 4.8 inches of him. His hips began to rise instinctively.

Amy stood before he could move.

The contact disappeared, leaving his cock shining with her juices and throbbing uselessly in the air.

Amy laughed at his stunned expression. “You wish, needle dick.”

Steve groaned. “You did that on purpose.”

“Obviously.”

Amy reached toward him again, but Megan caught her wrist gently.

“That’s enough.” Although she was smiling, there was a clear finality in her voice. “He completed your condition and respected the boundary. Try to show my boyfriend a little mercy.”

Amy glanced at Steve’s erection. “He doesn’t look as if he wants mercy.”

“He can survive wanting something for five minutes.”

Megan crouched beside Steve and released the silicone restraint, removing it carefully before checking him.

“Everything feel normal?”

“Other than being so horny I might lose my mind?”

“That isn’t a medical emergency.”

“It feels like one.”

She kissed his forehead. “Go wait for me upstairs. You earned gift number two.”

Relief and anticipation swept through Steve at once. Megan had allowed Amy to tease him, but she had also stopped her precisely where they had agreed. The distinction mattered more than he expected. This was not everyone doing whatever they wanted to him. Megan was still watching, and the final choice had remained his.

Steve collected his swim trunks but did not bother putting them on. He carried them upstairs and entered Megan’s bedroom with his cock still standing rigidly in front of him.

Downstairs, he heard Amy laughing as Megan walked her to the door.





Waiting Upstairs

By the time Steve lay across Megan’s bed, however, exhaustion began overtaking arousal. His jaw ached, his tongue felt worn out, and every muscle in his body seemed drained by the events of the day. Even his erection, which had appeared indestructible only moments earlier, gradually softened against his thigh.

The quiet room felt wonderfully cool after the heat and noise downstairs.

Steve closed his eyes.

He had nearly drifted to sleep when the mattress dipped beside him.

“Wake up, silly boy.”

Steve opened his eyes to find Megan leaning over him. Her blonde hair was still slightly damp from the pool, and the front of her black bikini strained enticingly above his face.

“You haven’t forgotten about your second gift, have you?” she asked. “Or your chance to cum?”

Sleep vanished instantly.

“No.” Steve pushed himself upright. “I definitely haven’t forgotten.”

Megan smiled. “You looked fairly comfortable.”

“I’m exhausted.”

“Then we can stop for tonight.”

His answer came before she had finished speaking. “No.”

Megan’s eyebrows rose.

“No, I mean—please don’t stop.” Steve rubbed both hands over his face, forcing himself fully awake. “I still want the gift. And I desperately want to cum.”

“Are you sure? I’m not going to punish you because your body has had enough.”

“I’m sure.”

Megan kissed him, slowly enough that he tasted the seriousness beneath her teasing.

“Good,” she said when she drew back. “I’m going to shower, change, and collect your gift.”

Steve glanced down at his softening cock.

Megan followed his gaze.

“If you still want what I have planned, I’d like my little cock hard when I get back.”

“And if it isn’t?”

“Then you tell me honestly that you’re too tired, and we postpone everything. No pretending and no forcing it.” Her smile became more mischievous. “Although if you decide you’re finished for the night, we can discuss whether you want the cage back on before you go home.”

The suggestion alone stirred the first signs of life between Steve’s legs.

Megan noticed and laughed.

“That’s what I thought.”

She disappeared into the bathroom, leaving Steve alone on her bed with the sound of the shower starting behind the closed door.

Once the bathroom door closed, Steve found himself alone with the hiss of the shower and far too much nervous energy.

Megan had told him to wait on the bed. She had not told him he could touch himself, and her instruction that she wanted him hard had not changed their rule. He could feel his erection fading again, however, and the possibility of losing his reward made him restless.

His gaze drifted toward the dresser.

Somewhere inside it had to be one of Megan’s bras. He had spent years wondering about her breasts and almost a month dating her without ever seeing them bare. He knew they were large, but he still did not know her exact size.

The temptation became ridiculous.

Steve listened to the running water, then crossed the room and opened the top drawer.

He immediately felt guilty.

This was Megan’s private space. Their agreement gave her control over his sexual pleasure; it did not give him permission to search through her belongings. He should have closed the drawer and returned to the bed.

Instead, he moved aside a folded camisole and checked the label on a lace bra.

Before he could read it, a dark wooden box tucked against the back of the drawer caught his attention. It was too large to be a jewelry box and too deliberately hidden to be unimportant.

Steve hesitated with his hand hovering over the lid.

Then he opened it.

A large vibrating dildo lay inside.

That discovery barely surprised him. After everything Megan had revealed about herself, Steve would have been more shocked if she owned no toys at all.

The scrapbook beside it was different.

Its plain black cover bore no title, but the thick pages had been carefully assembled. Steve lifted it from the box and opened it.

The first photographs appeared to have been cut from magazines or printed from the Internet: naked male models, all chosen for the same conspicuous feature. Every man had an enormous cock.

Steve’s stomach tightened.

He turned another page.

After the fifth picture, the collection became personal.

The remaining photographs had been taken in bedrooms, bathrooms, and hotel rooms. They were not distant or stolen images. The men were posing directly for the camera, some grinning, some holding their erections for the photograph. Several had written flirtatious messages beneath their pictures.

Megan had almost certainly been behind the camera.

Steve recognized one of the men from college. Another had attended a party with them years earlier. Then he turned a page and found Leon.

The photograph captured him naked from the waist down, his enormous cock fully erect in his hand. Beneath it, in Leon’s handwriting, were several words Steve could not make himself read twice.

A cold weight settled in his stomach.

Steve already knew Leon had been almost eight inches. Megan had told him herself. Knowing the number had been humiliating, but seeing the reality was far worse. Leon’s cock appeared impossibly thick beside the hand wrapped around it.

Steve continued turning pages even though every picture hurt.

All the men were larger than him. Most were dramatically larger. The collection made Steve’s 4.8-inch cock feel almost absurd—not merely smaller than Megan preferred, but completely out of place among the bodies she had found worth preserving.

His eyes began to sting.

This was Megan’s past, he reminded himself. The photographs did not prove she had cheated or lied to him. She had been with other men, and he had known that before they started dating.

None of that stopped the jealousy.

He imagined Megan taking each photograph. He imagined her admiring those men through the camera, preserving their bodies so she could look at them again whenever she wanted. He wondered whether she had ever laughed afterward with them about how inadequate a man like Steve would appear by comparison.

His erection returned with humiliating speed.

Steve stared down at himself, disgusted by the response. The pictures made him feel inferior, frightened, and painfully jealous—and somehow those same emotions sent blood rushing into his cock until it stood hard beneath the open scrapbook.

The shower stopped.

Steve’s heart lurched.

He returned the scrapbook to its exact position beside the dildo, closed the wooden box, and pushed it to the back of the drawer. After replacing the clothes over it, he closed the drawer and hurried to the bed.

Guilt now joined the jealousy. Whatever the scrapbook meant, he had discovered it by violating Megan’s privacy.

Steve sat against the headboard and tried to slow his breathing.

His hand drifted toward his erection, but he stopped before touching it. Megan had not given him permission to masturbate. After successfully enduring Amy’s five-minute challenge, breaking his promise now would be especially pathetic.

He placed both hands flat on the comforter.

He did not need to stroke himself to remain hard. The image of Leon’s photograph had lodged too deeply in his mind. Each time Steve pictured that massive cock—and remembered it had once belonged to the man Megan chose—the ache between his legs intensified.

The bathroom remained closed for nearly ten minutes. Steve spent every one of them fighting contradictory emotions. He felt betrayed even though Megan had done nothing wrong. He felt ashamed of snooping, terrified that he could never satisfy her, and more sexually charged than he had ever been.

At last, the bathroom door opened.

Megan stepped into the bedroom.

Steve forgot the scrapbook for several seconds.

She wore a tight white lace bra that displayed the shape of her breasts while still concealing the details he had waited so long to see. A matching white skirt sat high on her waist and fell to her ankles, its soft layers billowing around her legs. The outfit made her look almost bridal—elegant and innocent at first glance, though the knowing confidence in her eyes ruined any illusion of innocence.

She carried nothing.

Steve wondered whether the outfit itself was his gift.

Megan paused when she saw his erection.

“My little cock stayed hard for me.”

“I didn’t touch it,” Steve said quickly.

Her expression warmed. “You remembered the rule.”

“Yes.”

“Good boy.”

After everything Steve had willingly endured that day—the cage, the teasing, the public embarrassment, and the increasingly intimate challenges—he still felt an almost dizzying rush of gratitude when he looked at her. Beneath the jealousy and insecurity, one truth remained: Megan was his girlfriend. The woman he had wanted for years had chosen to explore all of this with him.

He only wished he could forget what he had found in her drawer.

Megan approached the bed without mentioning the tension in his face. She stopped between his open knees and ran her fingertips lightly along his thighs.

“Do you still want your reward?” she asked.

Steve stared at the white lace stretched across her breasts.

“Yes.”

“Even after everything that happened today?”

“Especially after everything that happened today.”

A slow smile appeared on her lips.

“Then stand up.”

Steve obeyed. His legs were stiff with exhaustion, and his cock projected between them, painfully hard despite the fatigue in the rest of his body.

Megan lowered herself gracefully onto her knees.

Steve’s breath caught. For years, he had imagined seeing her in this position. Even after everything she had promised, part of him had never quite believed it would happen.

Megan looked up at him.

“If you want me to stop, you tell me.”

“I will.”

“And you don’t cum until I give you permission.”

“I understand.”

She wrapped one hand around the base of his 4.8-inch cock and held his gaze for another deliberate moment.

Then Megan opened her mouth and slowly took him between her lips.

Steve’s knees nearly gave way.

Megan kept her eyes fixed on Steve as she held his cock inside her mouth.

The mischievous light in her expression made it clear that she knew exactly what she was doing. She did not give him the enthusiastic blowjob he had imagined. Instead, she allowed his erection to rest warmly against her tongue while saliva slowly coated it.

That alone was almost unbearable.

Every few seconds, Megan closed her lips around the head and applied the gentlest hint of suction. Each time she did, pleasure shot through Steve with such force that his legs trembled.

He looked down at the woman kneeling before him and momentarily forgot every insecurity the scrapbook had awakened. Megan was here with him—not Leon or any of the other men in those photographs. Her blue eyes were raised toward his face, and his 4.8-inch cock was resting inside the mouth he had fantasized about for years.

For one brief, intoxicating moment, Steve felt as if he possessed everything he had ever wanted.

Megan sucked the tip again.

Steve’s eyes closed, and his hips moved instinctively toward her.

She immediately placed both hands on his thighs, holding him still. The gesture was gentle but unmistakable. Steve forced himself not to thrust and let her remain in complete control of the pace.

Megan rewarded his restraint with another delicate pull of her lips.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

The need to cum returned with frightening speed. It gathered beneath his stomach and tightened through his balls until every muscle in his body seemed poised for release.

“Megan, I’m getting close.”

She stopped.

Megan slowly drew her mouth away, leaving his cock wet and shining between them. Steve groaned at the sudden absence of warmth.

“You remembered to warn me,” she said approvingly.

“You told me to.”

“And you obeyed even with my mouth around you.”

Steve looked down at her. “It wasn’t easy.”

“It wasn’t supposed to be.”

Megan remained on her knees, one hand loosely encircling the base of his cock without stroking it.

“Tell me the truth,” she said. “How does it feel to look down and see me like this?”

“Unbelievable.”

“That isn’t quite what I asked.”

Steve hesitated.

Megan’s white lace bra framed her breasts beneath him, while the full skirt pooled around her knees. The contrast between her elegant clothes and the explicit intimacy of her position made the scene feel even more unreal.

She gave the base of his cock a light squeeze.

“Does it make you feel powerful?” she asked.

Steve’s first instinct was to deny it. Admitting the truth seemed arrogant, particularly after everything Megan had taught him about surrendering control.

But she was waiting for an honest answer.

“Yes,” he said. “A little.”

“Only a little?”

“No.” He exhaled unsteadily. “It makes me feel very powerful.”

Megan smiled as if that were precisely what she had hoped to hear.

Steve glanced down again. After seeing the men Megan had preserved in her private scrapbook, the sight of her kneeling for him carried a significance she could not understand. Those other men might have been larger. Leon might have possessed the kind of cock Megan considered worth photographing.

But none of them were standing here now.

Megan was kneeling before Steve.

She was choosing him.

“I thought you would enjoy it,” she said. “Most men do.”

“Have you done this for a lot of them?”

The question escaped before Steve could stop it.

Megan’s smile faded slightly. “Where did that question come from?”

“Nowhere.” Guilt tightened inside him. “Forget I asked.”

She studied his face but did not press him.

“I have been on my knees for men before,” she said. “But that isn’t the part I’m interested in tonight.”

“What part are you interested in?”

“The power you just described.” Megan released his cock and slowly rose. “I’ve spent plenty of time looking up at men. Until recently, I never understood how exciting it might feel to be the person looking down.”

Steve’s erection twitched between them.

Megan noticed.

“I thought a man as sweet and open-minded as you might let me experience that.”

“Experience what exactly?”

“I want us to exchange places.”

Steve stared at her. “You want me on my knees?”

“Yes.”

The answer came without embarrassment or hesitation. Megan stood before him in white lace, poised and beautiful, waiting to discover whether he would willingly surrender the position that had made him feel so powerful only moments earlier.

“What do you want me to do down there?” he asked.

“You’ll find out.”

Steve glanced toward the bathroom door, then back at Megan. “This is the second gift?”

“No. This is how you earn the rest of it.”

“You said I’d already earned gift number two.”

“And you received it. I put your little cock in my mouth.” Her smile returned. “What happens next is an additional offer.”

“That was a very short gift.”

“It can become considerably longer.”

Steve’s attention sharpened.

Megan moved closer until the front of her skirt brushed his erection.

“If you kneel for me and do what I ask, I promise that when you’re finished, I’ll give you the best blowjob you’ve ever had.”

Steve swallowed.

The promise almost made the decision for him, but Megan placed a hand against his chest before he could move.

“I’m asking, Steve. You can say no.”

He looked into her eyes.

Earlier, he might have automatically promised that he would do anything for her. Now he understood that surrender meant more when it was specific and freely chosen.

“Not anything,” he said.

Megan’s eyebrows rose, but she did not look displeased.

Steve placed his hand over hers. “But I trust you, and I want to do this.”

Her expression softened. “That’s a much better answer.”

“What happens if I change my mind?”

“You tell me, and we stop.”

“And the blowjob?”

Megan laughed. “You are remarkably focused.”

“You have no idea.”

“I think I have a fairly good idea.” She glanced down at his rigid cock. “If you want the rest of your reward, kneel.”

Megan removed her hand and waited.

Steve still did not know what she intended to ask of him. The hidden scrapbook, Leon’s photograph, and every humiliating experience of the day crowded through his thoughts. Yet above all of them was the promise of Megan’s mouth returning to his cock—and the deeper excitement of choosing to give her the power she wanted.

Slowly, Steve lowered himself onto his knees in front of her.

The smile Steve had learned to fear—and crave—slowly appeared on Megan’s face.

His pulse quickened as she reached behind her waist and unfastened the belt holding her skirt in place. The white fabric loosened and slipped down her legs, pooling silently around her feet.

Steve’s mouth fell open.

Beneath Megan’s lace-covered breasts and toned stomach, a large strap-on projected from a fitted harness around her hips. The flesh-toned silicone was disturbingly realistic, complete with a sculpted head, raised veins, and enough thickness to make Steve’s throat tighten merely from looking at it.

From his position on his knees, it was directly in front of his face.

“So that’s what you meant by changing places,” he said.

Megan nodded. “Yes.”

Steve stared at the toy. It was considerably larger than his own cock—closer in size to the men in Megan’s scrapbook than to him. The comparison felt deliberate, even though she could not possibly know what he had discovered.

“This is your surprise?”

“This is the experience I wanted to offer you.” Megan rested one hand on the harness. “The blowjob was the first part of your reward. If you choose to do this with me, you’ll get the rest afterward.”

Steve looked up at her. “You want me to suck that?”

“I want you to suck my cock.”

Hearing her call it that sent a complicated shiver through him. His first reaction was alarm, followed immediately by embarrassment—and, beneath both, an unwelcome pulse of arousal.

Megan saw the uncertainty in his face.

“A toy doesn’t decide anything about your sexuality,” she said. “You’re attracted to me, and I’m still the woman standing in front of you. This is about the two of us exploring power and control together.”

“You make it sound completely normal.”

“For plenty of couples, it is.”

“Well, I’ve never done anything like it.”

“Neither have I.” Megan’s expression softened. “That’s part of why I want to try it with you.”

Steve’s cock remained painfully hard, but fear twisted through his stomach. He had agreed to kneel without knowing what Megan intended. Now an enormous imitation cock hovered inches from his lips while she watched him decide whether he could cross a boundary he had never seriously considered.

“I don’t know if I can,” he admitted.

Megan immediately took half a step back, moving the toy away from his face.

“Then we pause.”

Her response surprised him.

“You’re not going to tell me I have to?”

“No.” Megan’s voice remained calm. “I want you to surrender because you trust me and because some part of you wants the experience. If you genuinely don’t want it, we stop.”

“And the blowjob you promised?”

“That was offered as the next part of this scene. If you don’t want the scene, we can end here.” She held his gaze. “But I’m not putting my hands on your head or pushing anything into your mouth. Your yes has to belong to you.”

Steve looked down.

His need to cum had become a deep physical ache. After two days of denial and an entire afternoon of stimulation, the promise of Megan’s mouth was almost powerful enough to overwhelm every other thought.

But that frightened him too.

“I’m so horny I can barely think,” he said.

“I know.”

“So how am I supposed to know whether I actually want this?”

“Imagine there’s no blowjob afterward.”

Steve frowned. “That’s difficult.”

“Try.” Megan waited until he looked at her again. “If this ended without you cumming, would you still be curious about kneeling for me? About letting me experience the power you felt when I was beneath you?”

Steve turned his attention back to the strap-on.

The idea remained intimidating. Yet with the immediate reward removed from his thoughts, he became aware of something beneath the fear: curiosity. He imagined Megan looking down at him as he had looked down at her. He imagined voluntarily giving her the same position of power he had enjoyed only minutes earlier.

His cock twitched.

Megan noticed but did not treat his arousal as an answer.

“Would you think less of me if I did it?” he asked.

“No.”

“What if I refuse?”

“I still won’t think less of you.”

“Will you tell Amy or Paula?”

“Not unless you want me to. This stays between us.”

Steve studied her face, searching for mockery and finding none. Megan wanted the experience—there was no disguising the excitement in her eyes—but she was also prepared to let him walk away from it.

“What exactly would happen?” he asked.

“You would use your mouth on the toy. Nothing else.” Megan touched the base of the strap-on. “I won’t thrust or hold your head unless we discuss it first. You control how much you take, and you can pull away whenever you want.”

“The same two-tap signal?”

“Yes, though you can also simply move back. I’ll stop immediately.”

“And afterward?”

“If you still want it, I’ll take you back into my mouth and give you the blowjob I promised.”

Steve closed his eyes briefly.

The sensible response was still no. This was unfamiliar, humiliating, and far beyond anything he had imagined doing when he arrived at the party.

Yet that description could have applied to almost everything he had experienced that day.





Every Time

Each time Megan had given him a genuine choice, he had discovered that the boundary frightening him also concealed an excitement he had never understood before. Even now, the thought of sucking the large toy embarrassed him so intensely that his erection stood rigid between his knees.

Steve opened his eyes.

“I want to try.”

Megan remained still. “Say exactly what you’re agreeing to.”

“I’m agreeing to suck the strap-on.” He took an unsteady breath. “No thrusting and no holding my head. If I pull away or use the signal, you stop.”

“Immediately,” Megan confirmed.

“And this stays private.”

“Yes.”

Steve looked directly into her eyes. “Then I want to do it.”

The excitement that spread across Megan’s face was more intense than triumph. It was gratitude, desire, and an almost reverent fascination with the trust he had just placed in her.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

She stepped forward again, bringing the realistic head within reach of his mouth.

Steve lifted one hand and cautiously wrapped his fingers around the shaft. It felt warm from Megan’s body but unmistakably artificial. That helped. This was not another man kneeling before him or some test of whom he desired.

It was Megan.

It was her fantasy, her body inside the harness, and her eyes looking down at him.

Steve extended his tongue and touched the tip.

Megan inhaled sharply.

Her reaction sent a fresh wave of arousal through him. He licked the broad head once, exploring its shape, then opened his mouth and took the first few inches between his lips.

Megan made no attempt to guide him.

Steve began moving his head slowly, sucking the strap-on exactly the way he hoped Megan would soon suck his cock.

This isn’t as frightening as I imagined.

The thought steadied Steve as he moved his mouth along the strap-on. It was only silicone. The woman wearing it was Megan, and nothing he did with her could redefine him unless he chose to let it.

Once he stopped fighting the meaning of the act, he became aware of the act itself—and of how intensely Megan was responding to it.

Steve looked up.

His gaze first caught on the magnificent breasts held inside her white lace bra. When he finally raised his eyes to her face, he found Megan wearing the broadest, most delighted smile he had ever seen.

The sight changed everything.

She had wanted this. More importantly, she had trusted him enough to reveal that desire without knowing whether he would accept it. Now she stood above him, watching him explore her fantasy, and the undisguised happiness on her face stirred something warmer beneath his humiliation.

“That’s it,” Megan whispered. “Good boy. Suck my cock.”

She stroked the side of his head, careful not to guide or restrain him. The praise sent a shudder through Steve, and he drew the thick silicone deeper between his lips.

Megan’s smile became darker.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “You’re taking far more cock into your mouth than I’ll have to take when it’s your turn.”

Steve paused and glared up at her.

Megan laughed. “Don’t stop just because it’s true.”

He resumed sucking.

“This beautiful thing is nearly twice the size of your little willy,” she continued. “And somehow you’re still managing it.”

The comparison burned through him. The strap-on was not simply longer than his 4.8-inch cock; it was considerably thicker too. Kneeling beneath Megan with the oversized toy filling his mouth made the physical difference impossible to ignore.

Yet his erection remained rigid.

Megan glanced down at it. “You like hearing that.”

Steve drew back far enough to speak. “I like seeing how much you’re enjoying this.”

Her expression softened for an instant. “I am enjoying it.”

“So am I,” he admitted.

The confession felt almost as exposing as the act itself.

Megan ran her fingers through his hair. “May I guide you a little?”

Steve considered the request. “With your hand?”

“Yes. Slowly. You still control how deep.”

“And if I tap or pull away?”

“I let go immediately.”

He nodded. “Okay.”

Megan placed her palm gently against the back of his head. She applied only enough pressure to suggest a rhythm, allowing Steve to decide whether to follow it.

He did.

With each movement, he took slightly more of the strap-on. Megan’s hips remained still while Steve worked himself forward, testing the limits of his mouth and throat. Her hand followed him without forcing, and the knowledge that he could withdraw whenever he chose made it easier to surrender.

“Just like that,” Megan encouraged. “Show me how you want your cock sucked.”

Steve closed his eyes and concentrated on creating the rhythm he had imagined receiving from her. His lips tightened around the shaft. His tongue pressed beneath it. Each time he drew back, he swirled his tongue around the broad head before taking it again.

Megan’s breathing changed.

Although the toy could not give her direct pleasure in the same way a real cock might, the sight and power of the scene were clearly affecting her. Her fingers tightened slightly in his hair.

Steve tried to take another inch.

The head pushed too deeply, triggering his gag reflex.

He tapped Megan’s thigh.

Her hand released him instantly.

Steve pulled away, coughing and drawing several deep breaths. Saliva connected his lower lip to the head of the strap-on before the thin strand broke.

Megan crouched slightly. “Are you all right?”

“Yes.” Steve wiped his mouth. “I tried to take too much.”

“You don’t have to prove anything.”

“I know.”

“Do you want to stop?”

Steve looked at the toy, then at Megan’s face. The concern in her eyes mattered as much as her earlier excitement.

“No. I’m finished with that part, but I don’t regret doing it.”

A proud smile spread across her face.

“You did beautifully, my obedient little cock sucker.”

The degrading name struck him with another burst of arousal. Steve looked down at his erection, which was still pointing insistently toward Megan despite everything.

“I can’t believe that made me harder.”

“I can.”

Megan stepped out of the skirt pooled around her ankles and moved toward the bed.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said. “Lie down.”

Steve no longer cared about the demeaning edge in her voice. He had been waiting years to receive this from Megan, imagining it during more solitary nights than he could count.

He climbed onto the bed and settled against the pillows.

Megan crawled between his legs.

She still wore the white lace bra, and the strap-on remained fastened around her hips. Steve would have preferred her naked, but the sight possessed its own erotic power: Megan’s full breasts restrained by lace, the large artificial cock hanging between her thighs, and her face descending toward his much smaller erection.

“Are you leaving that on?” he asked.

“For now.” She glanced down at the strap-on. “I like the contrast.”

Steve did too, although he was reluctant to admit it.

Megan rested her hands on his thighs and looked up at him.

“Do you still want me to continue?”

“More than anything.”

“And the rule?”

“I warn you before I cum, and I wait for permission.”

“Good boy.”

Unlike the brief taste she had given him while kneeling, Megan took her time now.

She began by circling the head of his cock with her tongue. The first delicate pass made Steve’s stomach tighten. She traced the rim slowly, collecting the precum that had gathered there before flicking the sensitive spot beneath the head.

Steve’s entire body quivered.

“Megan…”

“I’ve barely started.”

She licked him again, then dragged her tongue down the underside of his shaft. When she reached the base, she continued lower, teasing his balls with slow, wet strokes before returning along the same path.

Steve gripped the comforter.

For nearly five minutes, Megan used only her tongue. She explored every inch of his erection while refusing to close her lips around it. Whenever Steve’s hips began to rise, she placed one hand against his stomach and held him gently against the mattress.

He had never imagined anticipation could become this intense. The scrapbook, Amy’s teasing, and every humiliation of the day dissolved beneath the sensation of Megan’s mouth hovering around the cock he had spent so long believing could never satisfy her.

At last, she opened her lips.

Megan took the swollen head into her mouth and descended slowly. Steve watched his 4.8-inch cock disappear between her lips until her nose nearly touched his stomach.

She had taken all of him.

The sight drove the air from his lungs. His body locked, and for one terrifying second, he believed he was about to cum without warning.

Somehow, he held back.

Megan remained there for a moment, letting him feel himself completely enclosed by her mouth. Then she began to move.

Her rhythm was slow and deliberate. She drew almost completely off him before taking his entire length again, her tongue pressing firmly beneath the shaft with every descent. Each cycle carried Steve to the very edge, then allowed him to retreat by the smallest possible distance.

The pleasure became nearly euphoric.

Steve could no longer think about anything except the heat of Megan’s mouth and the unbearable pressure building inside him. His hands twisted in the bedding. His thighs trembled around her shoulders.

“Megan,” he gasped. “I’m close.”

She continued for one more devastating stroke.

Then she stopped completely.

The sudden loss of Megan’s mouth left Steve trembling on the bed.

His cock stood wet and rigid between them, glistening with her saliva and pulsing so violently that he could see it move. The orgasm she had brought within reach remained trapped inside him, close enough to feel inevitable but impossible without her permission.

“Megan,” he groaned. “You promised.”

“I promised you an exceptional blowjob.” She wiped the corner of her mouth with one finger. “I didn’t promise it would be quick.”

“I need to cum.”

“I know.” Her eyes dropped to his erection. “That’s what makes my new idea so interesting.”

Steve’s stomach tightened.

“What idea?”

Megan settled beside him, the large strap-on still fastened around her hips.

“Paula told me earlier that she would love to watch your little cock finally explode. Considering how long I’ve kept you waiting, she thinks you’re going to put on quite a show.”

Steve remembered Paula’s fascination while she had teased him downstairs. The idea of cumming in front of her sent a fresh wave of humiliation and excitement through him.

Megan traced one fingertip along his inner thigh.

“And I know how much you love big breasts,” she continued. “You’ve spent the entire day surrounded by mine and Paula’s without being allowed to see either pair properly.”

“That seems unnecessarily cruel when you say it out loud.”

“I thought it was rather impressive.” Megan smiled. “Then I realized Paula and I might be able to help each other.”

Steve stared at her. “How?”

“I could invite her in here. She gets to watch the spectacular result of two days’ denial, and you get to see her topless while it happens.”

The offer immediately captured his imagination.

Paula had the kind of body Steve could barely look at without becoming hard. He had spent much of the pool party trying not to stare at the magnificent breasts barely contained by her pink bikini. Seeing them completely bare—and knowing she had revealed them because she wanted to watch him cum—would be an experience he might never receive again.

But accepting meant giving up the private ending he had imagined with Megan.

“So I wouldn’t cum in your mouth?” he asked.

“Not if you choose Paula’s version. I’d stop before the end and let you finish for her.”

Steve looked at Megan’s lips.

“You’re making me choose between your mouth and Paula’s tits?”

“Yes.”

“That’s vicious.”

“Thank you.”

Steve groaned and covered his face with both hands. His body demanded the fastest possible release, which meant pulling Megan back between his legs and begging her to finish what she had started. Yet the thought of Paula standing beside the bed, naked and watching his orgasm, appealed to the humiliating part of him Megan had spent the day awakening.

Megan rested her hand on his stomach.

“I’m not calling her unless you ask me to,” she said.

Steve lowered his hands. “You’d genuinely be comfortable with this?”

“I’m the one suggesting it.” Her expression became more serious. “But this is exactly what we discussed outside. Anything involving another person gets agreed between us first. I want to hear your choice before Paula enters the room.”

“And if I choose to keep this private?”

“Then I put my mouth back around your cock, and Paula never needs to know we considered anything else.”

Steve imagined that outcome. It was everything he had wanted for years.

Then he imagined Paula opening her robe.

His cock jerked against his stomach.

Megan noticed. “That seems fairly decisive.”

“My body isn’t allowed to make decisions for me, remember?”

“Very good.” She gave him an approving smile. “So what do you want?”

Steve took a breath.

“I want Paula to watch.”

“And you’re choosing that knowing you won’t finish in my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“You want to see her breasts that badly?”

Steve gave her an incredulous look. “Have you seen Paula?”

Megan laughed. “Fair point.”

She leaned down and kissed him. “You can change your mind at any time.”

“So can Paula.”

“Exactly.”

Megan called toward the hallway. “Paula? Could you join us in my room for a minute?”

Steve’s heart began pounding the instant the invitation left her lips. This was no longer an abstract fantasy. Paula was somewhere upstairs, and within moments she might enter and discover him naked, desperate, and still wearing the evidence of Megan’s mouth.

They waited.

Steve almost withdrew his consent twice before footsteps finally approached. Then the bedroom door opened, and Paula appeared wearing only a short white robe. Her dark hair was damp from the shower, and droplets of water still glistened along her neck.

She looked first at Steve lying naked across the bed, his saliva-coated cock standing upright.

Then she noticed Megan beside him in a lace bra with an enormous strap-on secured between her thighs.

Paula stared for a second before laughter escaped her.

“I leave you two alone for one shower.”

Steve felt his face burn. “It looks worse than it is.”

“I’m not convinced that’s possible.” Paula turned to Megan. “What did you need?”

“I remembered what you said about wanting to watch Steve cum.”

Paula’s attention returned to his erection. “I did say that.”

“And Steve wants to see your breasts.” Megan glanced at him. “Since I still haven’t shown him mine, I thought the two of you might make a trade.”

Paula did not answer immediately. She crossed her arms beneath the robe and studied Steve with calm, amused interest.

“Is this something you actually want?” she asked him.

Steve appreciated that she addressed the question directly to him.

“Yes.”

“You want me to take this off and watch you cum?”

The explicit wording intensified his embarrassment.

“Yes,” he repeated.

Paula’s smile slowly appeared. “That could be fun.”

Steve reached instinctively toward his cock, but Megan caught his wrist before he touched himself.

“Not yet,” she reminded him.

Paula laughed. “Definitely not yet. If I’m getting naked for this, I want more than a five-second performance.”

Steve’s hand returned to the bed. “What do you want?”

“I want to enjoy watching Megan tease you for a while.” Paula stepped closer. “You don’t cum until I’m ready and Megan gives you permission. If the waiting becomes too much, you tell us and we stop. Agreed?”

Steve’s entire body protested the prospect of further delay. Another ten minutes on the edge sounded almost unbearable.

Then Paula loosened the belt of her robe.

“Agreed,” he said.

“Good.”

Paula pulled the belt free and allowed the robe to slide from her shoulders.

It fell to the floor.

Steve stared.

Paula stood completely naked beside the bed, her freshly showered skin still glistening with moisture. Without the tiny pink bikini concealing them, her breasts were even more spectacular than Steve had imagined: enormous, perfectly rounded, and sitting so high on her chest that he suspected they had been enhanced. If they were implants, they had been done exceptionally well. They moved naturally when she stepped forward, and her large pink nipples were already hard beneath his gaze.

Any doubt about accepting the trade disappeared.

Paula noticed his expression and smiled. “Worth giving up Megan’s mouth?”

Steve glanced at Megan, then returned his attention to Paula’s naked body.

“Ask me again later.”

Both women laughed.

Paula stepped closer. “Before we continue, are you still comfortable with me teasing you?”

Steve knew exactly what she meant. The humiliating language had affected him almost as strongly as being allowed to see her naked.

“Yes.”

“How cruel may I be?”

“Cruel enough to make it exciting.” He paused. “But if I tell you it’s too much, you stop.”

“Of course.”

Megan settled on the edge of the bed. The enormous strap-on remained fastened around her hips, creating an absurd contrast with Steve’s much smaller erection.

“You have permission to touch yourself,” she told him. “But you still don’t cum until I allow it.”

Steve rose from the bed and stood between the two women. He wrapped his hand around his saliva-slick cock and began stroking slowly.

Pleasure surged through him immediately.

His orgasm had already been close before Paula entered. Now he was masturbating in front of two stunning women—one wearing a huge artificial cock and the other completely naked. Every movement of his hand threatened to push him beyond control.

“Faster, little man,” Paula instructed. “Show me how desperately you want to cum.”

Steve increased his pace slightly.

“Faster than that.”

“I can’t.”

Paula folded her arms beneath her enormous breasts, lifting them higher. “Why not?”

“Because I’m already on the edge.”

“You have a 4.8-inch cock and still can’t manage more than a few strokes?” She shook her head in exaggerated disappointment. “That’s almost impressively pathetic.”

Steve’s face burned.

“It’s because Megan hasn’t let me cum since Thursday. Then today she—”

“Don’t make excuses for your baby dick,” Paula interrupted. “You agreed I could be cruel, remember?”

Steve looked at her magnificent naked body and continued stroking. “I remember.”

“Good.”

Paula watched him struggle for several seconds. Then her expression became thoughtful.

“I have an idea.”

Steve groaned. “That phrase has caused me a lot of trouble today.”

“Take your hand off your cock.”

He obeyed immediately, releasing himself. His erection continued bobbing in front of him, but the distance from orgasm allowed his thoughts to clear slightly.

“I don’t want you agreeing to this while you’re actively being edged,” Paula explained.

That warning made Steve considerably more nervous.

“What are you proposing?”

“A wager for next Saturday. We repeat this scenario, except you won’t arrive after two days of deliberate denial. I’ll use my hand on you for three minutes.”

“Three minutes doesn’t sound very long.”

“For you, it might be an eternity.”

Megan laughed behind him.

Steve glanced between them. “What are the stakes?”

“If you last the full three minutes without cumming, you win a threesome with Megan and me.”

His mouth fell open.

Paula let him absorb the offer before continuing.

“We would discuss limits beforehand,” she said. “It wouldn’t mean ‘anything goes.’ But the scene would center on you, and you would finally get to explore both of us.”

Steve’s gaze moved involuntarily across her breasts before settling on Megan.

“You’d agree to that?”

Megan nodded. “I would be interested, provided all three of us agree on the details first.”

Steve could barely process the possibility. “And what happens if I don’t last?”

Paula’s smile became far more dangerous.

“Then the threesome will be you, Megan, and Taylor.”

The excitement inside Steve collided with sudden dread.

“What does that mean?”

“It means the three of you explore a scene together,” Paula said. “Potentially including you watching Megan and Taylor.”

Steve’s stomach tightened. The memory of Taylor touching Megan’s breast beside the pool returned with brutal clarity.

“You mean watching him have sex with her?”

“That would be one possibility,” Paula said. “Only if Megan wants it and only if you knowingly agree to it.”

Megan stood and moved around the bed until she faced Steve.

“I’m curious about both versions of the wager,” she admitted. “But Paula doesn’t get to promise my body to anyone, and neither do you. If Taylor becomes involved, every act would be discussed in advance.”

“And if I change my mind?”

“Then the wager ends,” Megan said. “You don’t win the other prize, but you aren’t punished or forced to continue.”

“The same applies to us,” Paula added. “Any of us can withdraw before or during the scene.”

Steve looked down at his cock.

It was still painfully hard.

The winning outcome was almost impossible to comprehend: Megan and Paula together, both focused on him. Yet the possibility of losing affected him just as powerfully. Imagining Taylor’s huge body beside Megan filled him with jealousy and fear, but the humiliation tangled around those feelings made his erection twitch.

Megan saw the reaction.

“Being aroused isn’t an answer,” she reminded him.

“I know.”

“Then think.”

Steve tried. He imagined Paula’s hand around his cock while a timer counted down. He imagined winning and finally touching both women. Then he pictured failing, Taylor entering the room, and Megan asking whether Steve still wanted to explore the darker side of his fantasy.

The wager terrified him.

He also knew he would spend the entire week thinking about it.

“I want to accept,” he said.

Megan searched his face. “Both possible outcomes?”

“Yes. In principle.” Steve looked toward Paula. “But we agree on the exact boundaries beforehand, and anyone can stop.”

Paula extended her hand. “That’s the wager.”

Steve shook it.

“Deal.”

Megan stepped behind him. “Would you like to find out how hopeless your current stamina is?”

Steve glanced over his shoulder and found her hand hovering near his erection.

“You mean now?”

“Only a preview. It won’t determine next week’s result.”

“Then yes.”

“May I take over?”

Steve’s pulse accelerated. He looked at Paula’s naked breasts, then back at Megan.

“Yes. Make me cum.”

Megan wrapped her fingers around his cock.

The first stroke was fast and firm.

Steve gasped as pleasure tore through him. Megan wasted no time building a rhythm; she stroked him at full speed, spreading her saliva across the shaft while her other arm circled his waist to steady him.

“Fuck—Megan!”

Paula moved directly in front of him. Her breasts filled his vision, swaying slightly as she approached.

“This is what you’ll have to survive for three full minutes next Saturday,” she said. “And if you fail, perhaps Taylor will be waiting downstairs.”

The image struck Steve with devastating force.

“I’m going to cum.”

Megan did not slow. “Paula?”

Paula stepped close enough that Steve’s cock pointed toward her thigh. “I’m ready.”

Megan tightened her hand. “Then cum for us, baby.”

Steve shattered.

The first spurt shot across the floor between Paula’s feet. Another coated Megan’s fingers. His body convulsed as she continued stroking, forcing several more streams of cum from his cock. Two reached Paula’s bare leg, leaving white streaks against her tanned skin.

Steve cried out as two days of denial tore through him. His knees weakened, but Megan held him upright while the orgasm continued. The final pulses were smaller, dripping over her hand as the violent release gradually faded into lingering aftershocks.

When Megan finally let go, Steve sank to his knees.

For several seconds, no one spoke.

Paula looked down at the cum on her leg and then at Steve’s exhausted face.

“That was quite a show.”

Steve struggled to catch his breath. “Worth taking off the robe?”

“Ask me again next Saturday.” She picked it up and slipped it around her shoulders. “I hope you last longer then.”

Paula kissed Megan’s cheek before looking back at Steve.

“Saturday—assuming everyone still wants the wager after discussing it with a clear head.”

Steve nodded.

“I’ll see you both then.”

Paula left the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

The orgasm had been one of the most intense and memorable experiences of Steve’s life. His entire body glowed with the release he had needed all day, yet even that euphoria could not erase his anxiety about the wager.

Megan removed the strap-on harness and placed it beside the bathroom door. Then she crouched in front of him.

“You all right?”

“That was incredible.”

“And the wager?”

“Terrifying.”

“We’ll discuss it tomorrow,” she said. “Nothing is happening with Taylor—or Paula—unless we all still want it when we’re thinking clearly.”

Steve nodded, relieved.

Megan kissed him and handed him a towel. “Catch your breath, clean up the mess, and get dressed. I’m going to wash this toy. Text me when you get home.”

“I’ll see you tomorrow?”

“Definitely.”

She disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door.

Steve looked around at the streaks of cum across the floor, Megan’s hand, and the towel he now held.

He could not quite believe he was about to clean up his own enormous mess.

At least, he thought as he began wiping the floor, it belonged to him this time.
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