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How did it come to this? Staying in on a Friday night when I'm still in the prime of my youth, binging whatever trash was on Netflix and hiding out of the way of the girls downstairs. This was the reality of being an introvert in a student house. I thought when most of my housemates decided to go back to their parents' I would have the house to myself. I could finish all my university coursework then game all day without being disturbed. And of course watch porn without needing headphones for a change.

But no. Daphne had to stay behind too. And to make matters worse, she had invited two of her friends over for a slumber party. There was no doubt she had told them about me, about the time she and I hooked up last year after sharing a taxi back from a club. I ought to be impressed with myself, landing this ten out of ten redhead. She was a girl straight out of my fantasies. But instead the alcohol and performance issues turned what should have been an amazing end of the night into an embarrassing disaster that haunts me to this day.

I still got along with Daphne, fortunately. But it has been awkward ever since. Neither of us mentioned how she had to take pity on me and just let me finish the job myself while she watched, completely unfulfilled herself. I can only take solace in the fact that none of our other housemates know about it either, as long as she hadn't told them.

Anyway, this was ridiculous, me lying in bed feeling thirsty because I'd finished my drink an hour ago and was too scared to go downstairs.

I grabbed my glass and quietly made my way out of my room. The stairs creaked as I went, betraying my presence. I could hear music from the living room that I had to pass. The door to it was closed, thankfully, and padded barefoot down the hallway to the kitchen. I breathed a sigh of relief. It was empty. I filled my glass up at the sink, downed it, then filled it again.

"Hi!"

The glass nearly slipped out of my hand and onto the tiled floor. I was shocked out of my skin.

There, blocking the route back to my bedroom, was not just Daphne but her two friends as well. Christina was to her left, tall and blonde with her supermodel-like looks. Nadia was to her right, her glossy black hair flowing over her flawless tanned skin. How any man could feel anything but inadequate in front of three beautiful women like these, I could not imagine. And worst of all, they were all wearing skimpy pyjamas. Shorts showed off three pairs of long, slim legs. Loosely fitted tops teasingly displayed cleavage. I had to look away and sip at my water.

"Thought you could sneak past without saying hello?" Daphne said, hands on her hips.

"I, err, no."

"Don't worry, I'm only teasing. We're gonna make some cocktails. Want one?" Her red hair shone and bounced around in a loose ponytail as she walked over to the fridge to scour for some ingredients.

"I'm okay, thanks. It's a quiet night for me."

"If you say so! Well we'll be listening to music, dancing, and maybe playing some fun games, if you fancy joining us."

"Oh, I'll leave you to it, but thanks. I'll just be upstairs."

Nadia and Christina went over to help Daphne. I muttered a hello as they passed by me and then I hurried out, clutching my glass.

"Have fun!" One of them called out as I left. Then I heard giggles. I retreated to my room and lay down on my bed, relieved that I wouldn't have to face them again. I could have happily stayed there until morning. So I found a movie to watch and settled in for the night. But as I tried to concentrate on the unadulterated violence of an opening action scene, I found myself unable to take my mind off the three college girls who I was picturing downstairs, drinking and dancing in their sexy pyjamas. I couldn't believe that it was happening in the house that I lived in, like something out of a wet dream. I got hard just thinking about it.

The film soon lost my interest and I nearly tuned it out completely. So I got my phone and looked up porn, feeling the need to fuel my arousal with videos of naked women being fucked. After ten minutes of scrolling, I found the perfect one.

The young actress was pretending to be a babysitter. Best of all, she reminded me of Daphne with her fiery hair and pale skin. I had it on silent but I could work out the bare bones plot. The man had come home to find her masturbating. It didn't take long before he had his cock out and she was kneeling in front of him, her cute and freckled face looking up at the camera as she gave him an incredibly sloppy blowjob.

My own cock was straining uncomfortably in my pants. Once again I had worked myself up to the point where I could think of nothing other than sex. That meant I had to do something to relieve myself, but first I needed some tissue.

I paused the film and snuck out once again. Music was blaring louder from downstairs along with plenty of shrill laughter. Fortunately the bathroom was just next to my bedroom. I switched the light on and went to unravel a load of toilet roll. It was tempting to lock the door and jerk off right into the toilet, but I decided on doing it in the comfort of my room.

But as I turned around, Christina blocked my path. I hadn't even heard her come up the stairs thanks to the noise from the living room. She seemed to tower over me by half a foot, and she didn't move to let me past.

"Have you got a cold?" she asked, smirking.

"Huh?"

She looked at the wad of tissue paper in my hand and a moment later I registered what she meant.

"Oh, yeah." I faked a sniff, unconvincingly.

"Well, maybe seeing these will make you feel better."

Without warning she pulled up her top and flashed her tits. With just the light of the bathroom glaring from behind me, I could only make out the shadowing shapes of her two breasts like two orbs protruding from her slim body. But I still stared, dumbfounded, until she lowered her top again and ran downstairs without another word.

I remained standing there, utterly perplexed. And, completely hard. I had hoped that she wouldn't see the obvious tent in my pants.

I rushed back into my room and shut the door behind me, wondering what the hell had just happened. The unexpected excitement of it had only aroused me more. I lay back down on my bed and pictured, as best I could, Christina's tits as they had been so close in front of me. It had been too long since I'd seen a woman, an actual woman in real life, naked or even topless. Daphne was probably the last time and that night was such a blur, I could only remember the embarrassment and my failure to perform. So why had Christina done that? It must have been to mess with me. Maybe she had been dared to do it.

In any case, it had thrown me off my evening plans. I tried to let my erection die down. I couldn't masturbate in peace now, not when one of the girls might come up here and disturb me again. It wasn't like I could pretend to be out. No, I would just have to wait till they had gone to bed and hope they forgot about me.

I unpaused the movie and tried to get into it again. But I was lost in the messy plot and I couldn't stop thinking about Christina. Then a gentle knock on the door made me jump. Before I could say anything, it was pushed open.

"Hey, mind if I join you?" Nadia peeked in and, with a panicked shake of my head, she entered. "What are you watching?"

I mumbled the name of the film.

"Sounds cool. Do you mind if I...?" She wandered over and sat on the side of the bed next to me. Her bare thigh grazed my leg as I sat up and pulled my knees together so she couldn't see the bulge in my crotch. Her eyes sparkled as she gave me a cute smile and I stared at her like a deer in the headlights.

"I was getting bored of the other two," she said, her eyes scanning over my body. "There's only so much fun I can have with two straight girls. I would have loved for you to join us..."

"Oh?" I said, meekly, hardly able to keep my eyes off her plunging cleavage as she shuffled a bit closer to me.

"Yeah, well, what I really mean is I would have loved for it to just be you and me. Like we are now. I can think of plenty of ways we can have fun, just the two of us."

I gulped. Was she really coming onto me?

"Can I tell you a secret?" Nadia was nearly whispering now. I nodded, still finding it difficult to speak. She leaned in closer. I could smell an enchanting floral perfume. "You promise you won't judge me?"

I nodded again. She looked at me shyly.

"I haven't been with anyone for a while. I...miss the feel of a real cock."

Nadia kneeled on the bed beside me, pressing lightly against my torso. I was too frightened to move over. She placed a hand on my chest. My cock was throbbing uncontrollably.

"Can I touch yours?"

The question took me by surprise. I was almost lying flat now as she kneeled over me. Why would I ever say no to someone as beautiful as her? I nodded again and croaked out a "yes". She smiled gently, her white teeth glistening. Her hand moved down over my stomach. My knees lowered as I put my legs out completely straight. There was no hiding my erection now. The anticipation was making my heart race. Her fingers found the waistband of my underwear. Slowly they delved inside and found my hot, throbbing cock.

I shivered as her cool skin touched me. Her delicate hand gripped my shaft and her lips parted, I don't know whether out of curiosity or arousal. I was paralysed by the sensation, by the unexpectedness of this all, and by the intense pleasure rising in my cock.

She started to stroke. Prevented from much maneuverability by my jeans and underwear, she could only manage small movements over the tip of my cock. But it was almost too much for me to bear. I gasped as she continued. Her eyes were on my crotch, as if trying to imagine what my cock looked like underneath. I wanted to tell her to take it out, to do what she wanted with it, but I couldn't risk bringing us out of this moment of bliss.

As if sensing my thoughts, her hand suddenly pulled out. I had felt so close to the edge it was almost torturous. She looked at me and gritted her teeth.

"I'm sorry," she said with genuine remorse. "It was a dare."

"What?" I said in a horny and frustrated daze.

"They dared me to touch your cock. I guess I got a bit carried away. Sorry. Thanks for letting me though. I would have got a punishment if I didn't do it."

I looked at her with bewilderment. Of course it was a dare, just like Christina flashing me must have been. I was almost angry at Nadia, but the look on her face, her big eyes and furrowed brow, made that impossible.

"I'm sorry," she said again as she turned and hurried out, leaving me sweating and hard.

I could feel precum soaking a spot in my underwear. All I wanted to do now was to jerk off, but how could I end the night like that after everything that had happened?

So my curiosity got the better of me. I got up and went out of my room, almost on tiptoes. The music had died down and I could hear the murmur of voices from the living room. I took the stairs one step at a time, careful not to make them creak too loudly. Once I was halfway down I peeked through the bars of the bannister. The living room door was open. From one angle I could just about see the back of Daphne's head where she was sitting on one of the armchairs. They were all laughing about something. I heard Nadia mention my name. She was telling them about what just happened. But I couldn't hear every word.

I creeped down another step, straining to hear. Then I went to take another step. It wasn't there. My foot plummeted down one too many, sending my body falling with it. I tried to grab the bannister but gravity had taken hold of me. I dropped, partly onto my knees and partly onto my side, and slid down the rest of the stairs. When I came to stop with a thud on the floor, my body ached all over. But nothing was broken. I was about to pick myself up when the girls, all three of them, came out to see what the racket was.

"What the fuck happened?" Christina yelled.

My face burned bright red as I looked up at them. "I fell."

"Oh really?" Daphne didn't seem to believe me. "Because I could have sworn I heard the stairs creaking just before. Were you watching us?"

I shook my head and stammered an unconvincing no.

"Girls, I think he's been spying on us," the redhead said, pouting. "Why don't you two help him up. If he wants to join in on the fun, let him."

"What are you doing?" I asked as Nadia and Christina strode over and grabbed my arms. They dragged me up and led me into the living room. Their grips were strong. I didn't want to resist in case I hurt them, and I'm not sure I could have broken free anyway. They pushed me into the centre of the room then all three girls took a seat on the couch in front of me, like a panel of judges waiting to scrutinize me.

Several cocktail glasses sat on the coffee table, all empty. My heart raced. Thankfully my erection had completely gone, otherwise I'm sure they would have noticed.

"So, you thought you could eavesdrop on us, huh?" Daphne asked, crossing her long slender legs.

"I, no."

"I don't believe you. After what Nadia did to you, I'm sure you wanted to catch a glimpse of what we were up to. Am I right?"

The girls laughed. I gulped, then nodded.

"He probably thought we were making out or something," Nadia teased.

"Or having a threesome," Christina added.

"Is that right? Did you think you might stumble in and join us? Have an orgy with three gorgeous women?" Daphne's voice was firm. I had never heard her sound so domineering. I shook my head, but she didn't pay any attention. "You ought to be punished for being so nosy. What do you think, girls? What repercussions suit the crime?"

They whispered to each other, then Daphne turned back to me.

"Okay, we've decided. Strip. That's right. Take your clothes off. All of them."

I panicked. Was she serious? "Really?" I asked. She repeated her command. All three watched me as I trembled. There was no use getting away from them now. Anyway, maybe this might lead to something interesting. I pulled my shirt off. There were no comments. My socks then pants followed. Still nothing. I had only my underwear remaining. Daphne raised an eyebrow, waiting. I took a deep breath and took them off.

"Oh, I thought it'd be bigger," Christina commented.

"It was earlier, trust me." Nadia smiled. "Don't you remember it, Daphne?"

I had butterflies. Clearly, my fear hadn't been for nothing. She had told them about our night together. Now she was examining me more intently.

"I don't really recall," she said. "I never really had the chance to feel his size, that's for sure. Isn't that right?"

I looked down in shame.

"Now that he's here, why don't we have a bit more fun with him?" Christina asked. "Just getting naked isn't exactly a punishment. We might as well use him while he's here."

Use me? What did that mean? I wanted to put my hands in front of my cock, but I knew that would just draw more attention to my embarrassment.

Daphne grinned. "What do you suggest?"

Before I could react, Christina pulled her phone out and took a picture of me. "He's gonna be our little bitch tonight. Otherwise this photo might find a larger audience. Do you agree to be our bitch?"

Blackmail? That's not fair. I nodded, knowing there was no use questioning her.

"Good. Then put your fingers in your ears, bitch, and close your eyes."

I did as I was told. It felt right to. I could only hear murmurs as I plugged my ears and screwed my eyes shut. I stood like that for a couple of minutes. Then someone slapped me in the face and I was brought back into action.

Christina was standing inches from me. "Why aren't you hard?" she asked. "There are three gorgeous women in front of you wearing sexy pyjamas giving you orders. How can you still be soft?"

"It must be nerves." Daphne smiled at me. What did that mean?

"Well we can't do what we planned if he's like that. Put your hands behind your back."

I did as Christina said and stood like a soldier at ease. She was right, it was a miracle that I wasn't hard. It must be the pure embarrassment that drew blood to my red cheeks that was the culprit.

"Nadia, do you mind if I just..."

Christina leaned over to her dark-haired friend and they kissed. Nadia didn't even resist it. I watched as their lips pressed together. Their jaws moved up and down, interlocking. I could glimpse their tongues darting in and out. Daphne watched in wonder just as I did, and the eroticism of the display unsurprisingly had an effect on me. As Christina took it a step further, moaning gently and squeezing one of her breasts, blood raced into my cock and I felt it rising up. When they finally stopped, I was rock hard.

"That's more like it," Christina said.

"Definitely," Daphne grinned. She then produced a condom from a hidden pocket in her shorts. "Put this on. You'll need it."

Whatever they had planned both excited and frightened me. But that wasn't going to stop my cock from remaining erect. I fiddled with the wrapper, tore it open, then put the latex condom on. It would have been tempting to touch myself more, but I was quickly ordered to lie down on the floor.

"We're going to tie you up," Daphne said. "Don't struggle."

I didn't want to struggle anyway. I let them do as they pleased. They used rope to bind my ankles together and then did the same to my wrists.

"Are you okay?" Daphne asked.

"Um, yeah." Any hesitation in my voice was purely down to nerves. I was more than okay. Having the three women put their hands on me had made me incredibly aroused, and now I was bound and helpless. I didn't care. They could do what they wanted.

"Good. Because we have something we want to try out on you."

"That's right, bitch, you're going to be our little guinea pig." Christina knelt beside me. She was holding some sort of device, like a bulky fleshlight. "I bought this for one of my exes," the blonde explained. "He could hardly last a minute, so I want to see how you compare."

"She thinks you'll cum as easily as he did," Daphne said, clearly not convinced by the effectiveness of the toy. "I said you wouldn't. Not after that night we had."

Christina interrupted, speaking to me, "She doesn't understand how good this thing is. It's made for one thing and one thing only: to make men cum. It automatically adjusts to the optimal tightness depending on the thickness of your cock. It's self-warming, it vibrates in the perfect places, and it...undulates. Essentially, it fucks you. It feels like you're being fucked by the tightest, warmest, juiciest pussy ever. You are guaranteed to cum within a minute."

"Nadia, pin his legs," Daphne requested. "I have a feeling he's gonna be squirming soon."

I thought I was secure enough in my bondage, but I watched Nadia sink to her knees and perch her butt firmly on ankles. Her calves squeezed my legs together and she smiled at me, looking more excited than I was.

"You do the honours." Christina passed the toy to Daphne. The tall blonde then took up a similar position to Nadia but on my wrists. I could feel the weight of her body making my hands immovable. The heat too was impressive. My fingers must have been buried somewhere between her ass and crotch.

"Hold still," Daphne told me. She moved the device over to the tip of my cock. After being manhandled by these three women I was still rock hard, and the opening of the device was amazingly welcoming as she slid it over me. The condom was already lightly lubricated so it went on easily, but the narrow hole also seemed to loosen to allow me entry.

"Nadia, do you mind holding it in place?"

I could feel my entire shaft enveloped by the strangely warm and soft yet firm material inside as the device exchanged hands. It was heavy but Nadia was keeping it upright, meaning my cock was also pointing straight up. Daphne swiveled around and straddled my chest, looking down at me with a smirk.

"I believe we're ready," she said. "Are you?"

"I think so," I answered, feeling my heart beating fast.

I heard something ripping behind me. Without me noticing Christina had gotten hold of a roll of duct tape. She grinned. "Finishing touches before we begin?"

"Go for it," Daphne said. "You don't mind, do you?"

I shook my head. Of course I didn't. And besides, how could I say no to her? Her freckled face lit up, delighted by my answer, and she took the tape from Christina and pressed it firmly against my lips. She wrapped it in one long strip, over my mouth and around the back of my head several times. I lifted my head off the floor to allow her, and she only stopped once my mouth was completely sealed by multiple layers of the slate-grey tape. She ripped the strip off the roll and put it to the side.

"Perfect," she smiled.

"Now our bitch won't have a chance to answer back," Christina agreed.

"Okay?" Daphne asked me one last time.

"Mmmm," I could only hum as I nodded.

"Good. Nadia, you got a firm grip?"

"Yes!"

"Great. I'll get a timer on my phone, one sec. Okay, what's everyone's bets? Will it take less than a minute or more?"

"Easily less," Christina reaffirmed.

"And I'm saying more," Daphne said. "Nadia?"

The third girl thought for a moment. "I don't want Christina to choose my forfeit if I lose so I'll go same as her, less than a minute."

"You think I can't be harsh?" Daphne laughed. "Your funeral. But anyway, I think we're sorted." She had her phone in her hand and showed everyone the timer, ready to be put into action. Then she looked behind her to Nadia. "Switch it on when I say one. Okay?"

"Okay."

Finally, she turned to me and said sincerely, "Don't let me down." It was the last thing I wanted to do.

"Hurry up already!" Christina butted in. "Or he'll go soft."

I certainly wasn't soft, but part of me wondered if Daphne was trying to give me an advantage by allowing time for my arousal to subside. She held the phone ready, her thumb over the start button. "Here we go. Three." I felt her legs press tighter into my torso, as if anticipating movement from me. "Two." Christina was also shifting around. It was almost like she was grinding gently against my bound hands. "One. Start it!"

The device whirred into action as soon as the timer began. Briefly, I saw the numbers counting up, and then my attention was brought solely to my cock. The fleshlight adjusted around me. It was like a boa constrictor, wrapping tighter until it reached a position where my entire shaft felt the pleasurable pressure of it. Somewhere inside the mechanisms multiple motors purred into life, sending rippling vibrations from my balls to the tip of my cock. But that was only the start. There seemed to be more moving parts inside. They gently pressed and caressed me, undulating in smooth motions upward then down. It was like being fucked, but by a pussy perfectly moulded to fit my cock, and that found the perfect areas to buzz and squeeze as it worked my shaft in fluid, rhythmic motions.

I had never experienced anything like this. The device was designed to make me cum and I had no doubt that it would. But the question was how soon.

I couldn't see the timer. Daphne had put it on the floor beside me. I became aware of her beauty as I noticed her examining me. I didn't want to disappoint her. But I knew she could tell I was getting close already.

Being pinned by the bodies of the three gorgeous college girls wasn't helping either. Nadia kept my legs down, which I knew would be shaking otherwise. And each breath that I took caused Daphne to rise gently up and down.

"Don't cum," she ordered. There was a look of worry in her eyes. She didn't want to lose the bet.

But Christina had other plans. And she was also there in my vision as she rocked gently back and forth.

"It's okay," she said. "I know you want to blow your load. Do it."

I was getting close. It was almost impossible now not to contract my muscles and make my cock pulse as it approached the edge. The blonde didn't help either. She leaned forward so her chest was over me and Daphne was blocked from my view, then she pulled up her tank top.

I could hear Daphne shout something, but my mind was on my cock and my eyes were on Christina's amazing tits hanging over me. They swayed as she grinded on me harder. I could feel her wetness soaking through her shorts, just as I could feel precum being coaxed out of my cock.

There was no stopping it. I was going to cum. I could only hope for Daphne's sake that it wasn't too soon.

It was as if the device knew what state I was in. It switched focus to target most stimulation around the head of my cock. It squeezed and rubbed, all the while still fucking me completely. The vibrations formed a ring around the head and concentrated most rigorously on the sensitive underside. This was it.

I came. It rushed out of me, feeling as if there were pints of my cum erupting with each shot. My body wanted to shake off the bodies holding it firmly down and stretch and flex my muscles, but I wasn't allowed. I could only lie there and take it, the sensation of my orgasm flooding out and my balls emptying with pulse after pulse of utter pleasure.

I don't know how long it took me to recover but the girls had gotten off me and were arguing about something. The device had been taken off my cock which was now limp, the filled condom loose and sagging against my stomach.

"You cheated, Christina, it's not fair."

"We never said I couldn't do that. It's just part of the game."

"But, ergh, fine." Daphne looked at me with a pained expression. "He was cumming for like 30 seconds, that should count for me!"

"It's from when he starts to cum. You even stopped the timer when he did. You can't suddenly change your mind." Christina, with her top now covering her breasts again, snatched the phone from Daphne's hand and showed me the fifty-seven seconds on the screen. "Well done, bitch, you won me the bet. And you proved to your housemate here that you can perform. Maybe it's just her that you don't find attractive?"

"Hey!" Daphne yelled. I wanted to tell her sorry but my gag prevented me. Out of the three of them, I wished she had won the bet.

"Time for the loser to take her punishment. Any suggestions, Nadia?"

"That's a lot of cum going to waste," Nadia said without a moment of hesitation. She had been eyeing-up my soft cock, or rather the load of cum pooled at the end of the condom. Only Daphne looked more horrified by the suggestion than me. Nadia reached over and took the condom off me. My cock was glistening wet. "I think she should swallow it all."

"That's an amazing idea." Christina bit her lower lip, visibly excited by the idea.

"I'm not sure..." Daphne grimaced at the thought.

"You don't have to if you really don't want to."

"Really?"

"Sure! It just means that you have to have a forfeit." Christina beamed as if everything was going to plan.

"What's the forfeit?"

"Well, you can join him and be our slave for the rest of the night. Doesn't that sound fun, Nadia? Having the two of them to play with?"

"Definitely!"

Daphne looked at the cum-filled condom then down to me on the floor, weighing up her options. "Look," she sighed. "I'll admit I like swallowing...but only fresh out of the cock. Does that make sense? So, I think I'll take the forfeit."

"Excellent," Christina said. "In that case, Nadia, why don't you tie-off that condom. It could come in useful later. And, Daphne, or should I call you slave? Get into your slave outfit."

"What's my slave outfit?"

"What do you think? Naked, like him."

I looked at Daphne kneeling between her two new mistresses. She gave me a look as if to say "this is all thanks to you", then she stripped off her pyjamas.

"Nadia, get the rest of that rope ready," Christina ordered while my eyes were firmly on Daphne.

Slowly, she pulled her tops off, revealing her gorgeous perky tits which I only had hazy memories of from our night together. Her flesh was like marble. The nipples erect and pert. And she didn't seem embarrassed at all to show them off to me.

Until she got ready to pull her pyjama shorts down. She blushed, and I found it cute how her cheeks turned a bright red that almost matched her hair. But my attention quickly switched when she gave the last item of clothing a tug, letting it drop down to her ankles. Right there before me was her beautiful pussy, smooth and bare and inviting. If I wasn't mistaken, there was even a sheen of wetness.

"Back on your knees," Christina suddenly ordered and I watched Daphne drop down while purposefully not covering herself with her hands. "Now that we've had quite a bit of fun, I think we should let them rest a while. Nadia, I want you to go to my room. Look under my bed. There you'll find a pink duffle bag. Bring it here."

"Okay, be right back!"

Nadia hurried off and Christina looked at us, me lying bound and gagged and Daphne kneeling and naked.

"It's funny, Nadia thinks there's only two slaves here but she's just as happy to do what I say." The tall blonde put a foot on Daphne's shoulder and pushed her onto the floor. "Down, bitch. You won't tell her, will you? Our relationship is working just fine."

Daphne shook her head. "No, sure, of course not."

"Good."

Next, Christina knelt beside me. Her fingers caressed my face and fiddled with the loose edge of the tape around my mouth.

"This was only a rudimentary solution to silencing you," she said, pulling at it. "We're going to move to some more exciting toys."

She tugged, hard, ripping the tape off. But it didn't come easily. She had to pull the many layers wrapped around my head. I yelled at the sudden pain, and even once it was all off the stinging throbbed around my mouth.

"Hush now." She put a finger over my lips. "Don't say a word."

I didn't. There was no way to know what she might do if I disobeyed.

"Christina, don't be too mean," Daphne said, not having my same fear.

"I'm not mean," the blonde laughed as Nadia returned with the link duffel bag. "But I can be strict if you don't watch your mouth. I am your mistress now, after all. Nadia, tie her up."

I watched as Daphne was laid on the floor and bound with rope just as I was. Christina meanwhile rummaged through the bag and found what she was looking for: a double ball gag.

She came over to me and placed the red ball in my mouth before strapping it behind my head. But there was another strap still dangling loosely and I suddenly realised what she had planned as she went to whisper something in Nadia's ear.

"Guys, what are you doing?" Daphne asked, sounding slightly panicked.

"We're just going to help you two get closer to one another," Christina answered with a smirk. "Don't worry, you don't have to do anything."

They dragged the redhead over to me then lifted her on top. She was slender and light enough that it didn't hurt, but I was well aware of my soft cock being pressed down by her crotch, nearly enveloped by the folds of her pussy.

Nadia began tying Daphne's bonds to mine, attaching our feet to our wrists together. Christina pushed Daphne's face down against mine, forced her mouth open to take some of the ball in, and strapped the gag around the back of her head.

I could feel her body moving with every breath, and the heat emitting from her mouth and nose. She was so close to me but we were stuck together helplessly, especially as extra ropes were tied tight around our thighs and elbows and even our waists, preventing us from even trying to separate.

"Are you two comfortable?" Christina asked once she was satisfied.

"Mmmphmm," we answered in unison into our shared gag.

"Good. Then we'll let you get some rest. We'll be back soon."

Daphne's face filled my view but I heard Christina and Nadia leave the room. The redhead groaned in frustration. I tried not to look into her bright green eyes but it was difficult with them so close. I didn't know how obvious my attraction to her was, but I knew there would be no hiding it soon. As she began wiggling, apparently trying to break free of our bondage, I knew my cock had recovered from its recent orgasm. Because no matter how intense it had been, how much cum I had released, I felt it begin to grow hard again.

The End
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