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		This was rapidly turning out to be the best holiday ever. Sun, sea, sand, and plenty of late-night mischief. What more could a boyfriend and girlfriend ask for?

		I awoke with a stinking hangover and the delightful, though frustratingly vague, memory of strip poker with my girlfriend Rachel... and her gorgeous, busty cousin. It turned out that full breasts, few inhibitions, and expensive underwear ran in their family. I was the luckiest man on earth... but I wished that the memories were clearer to me now. Still, we had the rest of our week to enjoy – there would be more opportunities to create lifelong memories. This holiday was starting to look like the best decision I had ever made. However, this morning my hangover threatened to ruin all that good cheer.

		Voices drifted through the bedroom door from the shared lounge. I could hear the girls talking and laughing in hushed tones. They were probably waiting for me to rise from my grave and returning to the world of the living. What time was it? Bright sunlight poured around the edges of the Venetian blinds blocking the window, but that didn’t mean anything. In a glamorous hotel resort like this, it was either time to sunbathe or time to party. Right now, it was time for the former – and time was wasting. I slipped into a fresh pair of boxers and a soft shirt and made my way to the lounge.

		Rachel saw me shuffle into the room and laughed at the pained expression on my face as I scoured the surfaces for painkillers. My girlfriend always found my morning-after walk of shame to be hilarious, and now that she was able to enjoy my discomfort with Megan, she laughed more than usual.

		“Morning Danny. Don’t mind us,” Rachel trilled, applying a fresh layer of sun lotion to her cousin’s shoulders. My jaw nearly hit the tiled floor of our suite. Both women wore black bikinis almost too small for their sizeable assets, both glistened from a fresh application of cream and both turned to me in unison, patting the space between them on the sofa. I was in heaven. What a fantastic sight to greet my sunken, tired eyes in the morning. Again, this was fast becoming the best holiday ever.

		Rachel’s two-piece tied at the hip invitingly – practically begging for someone to give it a mischievous tug and expose her smoothly-shaven cleft to the world – and the low-cut cups showed off most of her generous breasts. It was a wonder that the thin black fabric was able to contain and support her more-than-ample tits. I had caught guys sneaking glances in her direction while we were on the beach yesterday and I couldn’t blame them. My girlfriend’s breasts were capable to reducing any man to his knees.

		Meghan wore a more structured bikini which forced her cleavage up, rendering them irresistible to my liquor-clogged mind. Rachel’s breasts were larger, but Meghan’s always looked firmer and harder. How would they bounce while she rode someone? I bet she would look sensational on all fours, those firm tits shuddering with every passionate impact.

		As I gazed at her stunning breasts, my brain struggled to piece together various scattered, fragmented memories of the previous evening. There was a feverish necessity to the exercise; the previous night had been astonishing, the type I never wanted to forget, and yet all I had right then were scraps of memories. I heard the echo of drunken giggles. I saw flashes of two topless bouncing their tits over the card table. Corks popping. Cameras flashing. Drinks flowing. Dammit, why did I have that last drink? These were memories that I should be treasuring every single day for the rest of my life, not memories I was desperately scrambling to recall. I made a mental note to pick through the images in my phone with great care later that day. If we took as many photos as I thought, I’d be set for wank material for life. And yet there was still some nagging doubt in the back of my brain.

		“Pool or beach?” I said, taking my seat between the barely clothed women.

		“Where do you want to do this?” Meghan shrugged her shoulders. Sun was sun, she always said. She didn’t care where it hit her skin.

		It made little difference to me where we spent the day, just so long as there was plenty of scope to ogle my two honeys. I decided to play the big man and make the decision for all of us.

		“Beach, I think girls... maybe I can buy you both a drink at that bar later?” Getting them tipsy seemed like a very good idea just then. Maybe we would have a repeat performance of the poker game tonight – and I would make sure to only consume water.

		“Oh, someone’s keen,” laughed Rachel, clapping her hands. “I thought maybe you wouldn’t want to see this through.”

		She rubbed a layer of fresh lotion into her toned, bronzed thighs. God, she had fantastic legs and she knew it. Her skin gleamed with lotion. If Meghan wasn’t here, we could make hard, frantic love on this sofa. The idea that I wouldn’t want to see this through was laughable. What kind of red-blooded man would turn down the chance to accompany two stunning young women to the beach and admire them all day long?

		“Are you going to get changed here or at the beach?” she smirked, indicating my choice of outfit.

		“The beach,” I replied, anxious to get there as quickly as possible.

		Both cousins giggled.

		

		****

		

		The beds I selected were prime sea-front real estate; close to the gently lapping waves and within walking distance of the various beach bars all around. It was the perfect place for me to admire Rachel and Meghan – plus any other bikini-clad beauties who might stroll past us toward the sea. The best place in the world for a guy with a hangover like mine.

		The salty sea air and warm morning sun were already washing away the stains of last night’s drinking. It was amazing what a short break from regular life could do for the soul. Back home, this kind of hangover would leave me craving death for most of the day. As it was, I now looked toward the beach volleyball net, wondering if I’d play a game or two later.

		Rachel plopped her beach bag on the sand and looked at me with a smirk. Her eyes were invisible behind those dark sunglasses, but her expression made me feel a little uneasy.

		“Time for you to get changed,” she said, in a high-pitched tone punctuated by an infectious giggle. She shared a look with Meghan that I couldn’t read.

		Rachel handed me a towel which I wrapped around my waist before stripping off my clothes. I tried to concentrate on something boring, desperately hoping that my manhood wouldn’t get too excited and pitch a tent in the towel. It was challenging with all the barelky-clothed women around, not to mention my own girlfriend’s heaving bosom just a few feet away.

		Meghan stepped away to pull a third sunbed closer, so I took the opportunity to play the loving boyfriend. I leaned toward Rachel and asked in a gentle whisper, “Listen, sweetie, are you sure you’re ok with this?”

		“Oh, after last night,” her tone was rich with dark amusement, “I’m more than anxious to see what happens.”

		I’d never seen this side of Rachel before. My manhood broke through my mental defences and began to cause a bulge in the towel. Dammit.

		Meghan pushed her sunbed closer and hopped across the sand toward us, her jaw-dropping cleavage bobbing and bouncing delightfully with every movement. I noticed other nearby sunbathers casting her approving looks. The towel started to feel uncomfortable around my waist.

		“Right then, let’s see...” Meghan turned away from me and bent over to rummage in her bag. Meghan’s black bikini bottoms hugged tight to the flesh of her ass and gave me a perfect view of her firm, supple curves. The only things that separated her pussy from my cock were two pieces of fabric. That was all.

		She turned around now, a bright smile on her pretty face. She raised one expertly plucked eyebrow in amusement. Something pink flashed in her clenched fist. “Here we are. I have them ready for you.”

		I have to confess that I did not properly inspect the item she pulled from the bag. The way she bent over had caused her cleavage to almost spill free of her bikini top. I could clearly see a bulge of delicious, kissable flesh and the outline of darker skin. Her nipples were barely millimetres from the edge of their restraints. I could see them beneath the bikini cups – hard and firm, casting small shadows in the morning sun. My mind was focused entirely on this erotic sight, wondering how her breasts would feel in my hands – if they would feel better than Rachel’s; if her nipples were as suckable as my girlfriend’s; if they would feel as good wrapped around my cock – that I barely noticed what she was offering to me. All my blood was rushing south, threatening to push the towel from my waist. A glorious yawn of pleasure spread along my cock as it reared against the confines of the cotton hotel towel

		A light cough brought me back to reality. I started from my erotic daydreaming with a guilty smile. Meghan regarded me with innocent curiosity, as though totally unaware of the effect she had on me. She made no effort to adjust her bikini top or hide her swelling cleavage. A gentle sea breeze tugged at Meghan’s wavy hair, giving her the appearance of a sun-kissed goddess. Her full, soft lips parted and curled in a knowing smile. Rachel had lovely lips, but Meghan’s seemed fuller. She stepped a little closer, invading my personal space, and looking straight into my eyes. She was now close enough for me to see her face through the dark lenses.

		There was something gorgeously threatening in her scrutiny just then, and my cock rose again in appreciation. Nothing gets my motor running like strong women. Nothing.

		“Not thinking of backing out of our little deal, are we?” Her tone was playful, suggestive, full of wicked intrigue.

		But I had no idea what she was talking about. What ‘deal’? I shrugged.

		Beside me, Rachel settled into her sun lounger and rose onto her elbows. A single, sculpted eyebrow tilted toward me. A look of mischievous concern crossed her features.

		“Exactly how much of last night do you remember?” she said.

		“Well, I drank a tonne...” It was a weak excuse and we all knew it.

		“You certainly did, we all did. You must remember what went down. I mean, are you trying to say, we just weren’t that memorable?” She was sitting up straight now, pouting heavily, in that persuasive way she had when she really wanted something from me. From my vantage point, I could see straight down her top. My view was completely filled by the sight of her full, luscious breasts.

		I took a seat on my own sunbed, in the middle of the three, trying to pull the towel into place and hide my painfully obvious excitement. Both girls could see it and they both ignored it. Meghan sat softly on the foot of my sunbed. It shifted slightly in the fine sand of the beach, causing the back support to collapse with a comedic slap.

		“Oh my,” she said in a playful coo, “I have been clumsy.” She leaned in and ran her left hand under the open flap of my towel and onto my inner thigh.

		I started. The feel of her fingers on my skin sent a current of electricity through me. Goosebumps broke out over my arms. Tiny hairs stood to attention at her merest touch. And as her hand brushed the tip of my cock, I felt an unmistakable wetness as a drop of pre-cum escaped. Meghan withdrew her hand carefully, holding my attention in the depths of her golden gaze. My juices glinted on the tips of her fingers, and the early afternoon sun glittered through as she inserted them between her hungry lips, sucking them theatrically for me. I glanced around, making sure that nobody had seen what just happened. The other sunbathers were in their own little worlds. It might have been just the three of us out here for all the attention we received.

		Rachel looked at me, her face inscrutable. If she was shocked or offended or excited by what Meghan had just done, I couldn’t tell.

		“Take out your phone.” Meghan’s command was simple and direct. It was a straightforward request: one that could turn into a memorable photo shoot. More pics for the wank-bank, said a voice in the back of my mind. I took my phone out of Rachel’s beach bag and Meghan plucked it from me with the speed of a striking cobra. Her false nails swiped over the screen.

		“Passcode?”

		I told her without hesitation. I didn’t want anything getting in the way of a photo session, and the thought of the two girls primed and posing for me in front if a beach full of jealous guys made my cock pulse. What poses could I ask them to take? Would they work separately or... together? The towel was beginning to chafe my erection. Maybe a quick dip in the cool, calm sea would cause my manhood to shrink back to normal. But I was naked under the towel and couldn’t go anywhere just yet.

		Meghan looked through my phone in silence for a moment, her fingers tapping and nails clicking on the screen. Finally, she tossed the phone back to me.

		“Right then,” she said, “before we get down to it, I want you to look through last night’s roll. It’s really important for you to understand why today is going to happen.”

		I glanced at Rachel. Her smile was full of possibilities. Once again, my mind was filled with the images of what could happen next. Me, the amateur photographer, encouraging these two beauties to pose together, to touch each other... maybe to kiss...

		This was almost too much for me. I snatched up the phone and flicked to my recent photos. Finally, I would see for certain what fun we’d had together last night. I felt like a child on Christmas morning, tearing open the paper on a huge box.

		I froze. My stomach dropped as though I was falling. Confusion warped my mind. For a moment I couldn’t comprehend the image before me. Perhaps it was the light. I tilted the screen. The sun’s glare shifted. Darker elements of the screen resolved. This wasn’t right. These weren’t my memories... were they? This couldn’t be right. This couldn’t be what had happened last night.

		There was a figure kneeling in the centre of the picture, almost naked, except for a lacy bra and matching black panties. It was definitely taken in our shared lounge, but the person in the photo was not my girlfriend. And it wasn’t Meghan, either. The person kneeling and wearing sexy lingerie... was me.

		My eyes widened in horror. My hands shook. I looked again at the image, hoping to have made an error. This couldn’t be right. It just couldn’t. I didn’t remember this. And yet the jigsaw pieces of last night’s memories were beginning to fall into place: the lingerie, the camera flashes, the drunken giggles...

		“Swipe left,” Meghan said in a gentle, innocent voice.

		I did as I was told, feeling my stomach twist and knot.

		Staring back at me, from my own phone, image after image of me, grinning stupidly with the wide-eyed lull of the terminally drunk... dressed only in a pair of black laced panties. I swiped again and again. Me downing shots, me serving drinks, me pouting provocatively, me wearing lipstick. The list went on. The only photos of last night’s drunken debauchery were pictures of me dressed like a sexy slut and acting the part in front of the camera. I swallowed hard.

		“Fuck.” I looked from Meghan to Rachel, but saw neither sympathy or disgust. “I was drunk.”

		“We all were,” said Rachel, who had remained silent for a while now. “No-one made you do any of those things.” Her tone was apologetic, but she didn’t sound like she was happy about it.

		“No.” I shook my head. “You guys clearly remember this. I don’t. Fuck.”

		I’d always liked a drink and had a terrible habit of letting things go too far while under the influence. But this was like nothing I had ever done before. This was sheer madness. Before this, the craziest drunken escapades I had ever experienced were stealing traffic cones or sneaking into the wrong garden to sleep. This was an entirely different level of mess. And I had humiliated myself in front of two of the most beautiful women in the world.

		“You suggested the poker,” Rachel said, her voice soft but pointed.

		“And you chose strip poker,” added Meghan, waggling her finger in mock seriousness. “Naughty, naughty.”

		This I could readily believe. It was exactly the sort of thing I would do after a few drinks.

		“You played really well... to start with, anyway.” Rachel smiled again.

		“You had us down to our panties and bras in no time.” Meghan placed a hand on my bare leg again, sending more tingles through me. I stopped trying to hide my excitement. The towel was tenting and it was perfectly obvious to all of us that I was enjoying this.

		“And then your luck changed.” Rachel clicked her tongue in frustration.

		It was like ‘Good Cop, Bad Cop.’ Or maybe it would be accurate to describe this scene as, ‘Darkly Sexy Cop, Innocently Sexy Cop’. Meghan offered the unabashed sexual tones, Rachel the supportive encouragement. Either way, I felt my cock straining against the towel, desperate for freedom. I certainly didn’t mind being teased by these two hotties, but I wished we weren’t doing this in such a public space.

		“We got you down to your shorts and offered you the chance to stop, but you kept saying that you wanted to see Meg’s titties.” Rachel frowned at this, cute little furrows forming on her forehead. I couldn’t see her eyes behind the sunglasses she wore, but I could tell from her voice that I had hurt her. I swallowed and stayed silent. “So, we played on...”

		“And then you lost your shorts.” Meghan sounded delighted.

		“And that should have been that...”

		“But you couldn’t stop asking to see my tits.”

		Silence fell. I kept my gaze on Meghan’s face, forcing my eyes to stay level and not glance her bikini.

		Rachel looked down at her lap for a moment before she recovered her poise. “And then... you started to gamble with dares.”

		I was dumbstruck. Everything suddenly fell into place. My stomach suddenly felt like it had turned inside out.

		“First it was fetching snacks, then it was lipstick...” Meghan grinned. She was loving this. I squirmed in the seat, desperate to break through the back and bury myself in the sand until this all went away.

		I groaned audibly. It all made sense. What had I done? I’d made a fool of myself. Worse – I’d upset Rachel. God only knew how I was going to make this up to her.

		“Look I’m sorry, I was way out of line. Is there any way I can...?”

		“We haven’t finished yet.” There was a forceful tone to Rachel’s voice now, a strangled, emotional aggression I had not heard before.

		Meghan picked up the thread. She raised her eyebrow again, like a disappointed teacher. “You were obsessed with my breasts. Out of your mind to see them. Literally all you kept talking about was my boobs. At first it was quite funny, but you wouldn’t stop. And whatever you gambled, you lost. You just didn’t have the cards to back up your dares. So, in the end Rachel and I made you a deal.”

		“A deal?” I looked between them. Something sounded off now. I felt like I was standing in quicksand, slowly feeling it pull me beneath the earth.

		“Oh, yes.” Rachel had a clarity to her speech now. A conviction. Whatever we had agreed was important to her.

		“One day,” said Meghan. “That was the deal. We want one day of your life. Today, in fact. The whole day. And for today, you will do anything we say. Anything at all.”

		“And in return,” I said slowly, trying not to sound excited or get ahead of myself. “In return, you’ll show me your breasts?” Frankly, it didn’t sound like a very good deal. If those were the terms, there was no way I was going through with it.

		“Oh no,” replied Meghan, leaning forward, so that her impressive cleavage strained in her bikini. She spoke in hushed, sultry tones that dripped over my brain like warm honey. “If you give yourself to us for the entire day – from now until we fall asleep tonight – if you give yourself to us, for our pleasure, no holds barred, no requests refused... you win a threesome...”

		She whispered that last word so quietly that it took a moment for me to register. I stared at her smiling face for a moment, before I finally understood.

		“A threesome?” I looked at Rachel to make sure I had heard right.

		“A real threesome.” She nodded.

		“Three of us? As in, you, you... and me?”

		“Three people, very much naked and very much having sex.” Meghan’s smile was wide and excited and full of possibilities. “And I don’t have any limits in bedroom, Danny. None at all.”

		“But,” Rachel said, cutting in, “you have to earn it. And you’ll have to do absolutely anything we ask, no matter what up – to and including the threesome.”

		I swallowed again. That sounded harsh. If I obey them all day without question, then we could all have sex together tonight. It was a dream come true. Hell, it was better than that. Even my wildest dreams didn’t include Rachel and Meghan, together at the same time. There was practically nothing I wouldn’t do to get them both in bed with me at one. What harm would it do to say yes? Besides, Rachel was the one describing it to me, so she must be okay with it. It was too wonderful and erotic to resist. Two beautiful, voluptuous, sensual Goddesses... and me. Naked. All night long. The possibilities were endless.

		For a moment, I allowed myself to entertain several graphic and erotic scenarios. Rachel’s mouth around my cock while Meghan pushed her tits into my face. Rachel’s tongue spreading Meghan’s pussy open for my throbbing cock. The two girls making out while I showered them in hot, sticky cum.

		My cock pulsed in excitement. This wasn’t just an idle fantasy or a naughty daydream. This was reality. My girlfriend and her gorgeous cousin were offering themselves to me on a silver platter – all I had to do was earn it.

		“What if I just walk away?” The words fell out of my mouth before I could stop them.

		“Oh, you won’t be doing that,” Meghan said with a devious voice. “You see, you already agreed last night, and even if you aren’t a man of your word, we’ve got copies of those pictures of you in Rachel’s panties and lipstick ready to smear all over the net. Just imagine what it’ll do to your life, having images like those follow you about. Every woman you date, checking them out. Every job interview. Hell, your friends will almost certainly see them within a day. Imagine the nicknames you’ll get. Imagine the humiliation.”

		“You wouldn’t dare,” I said, my throat tight.

		“Oh, I would. I really would.”

		“It’s illegal.”

		“How would you stop me, Danny? Would you take me to court? Think of the publicity. It’d be like throwing gas on a fire. You’d be a celebrity, known across the world as a panty-wearing freak. Unloved and unemployable, turning tricks in grubby washrooms for perverts with sissy kinks.”

		My heart sank. The blood drained from my face. The last of my resistance melted like an ice cream in the sun. She was right. A bead of sweat trickled down my bac, but it wasn’t because of the sun.

		“Doesn’t sound much of a choice, does it? Twenty-four hours of slavery to two bikini clad beauties, followed by the night of your life, or a lifetime of sucking hairy cock.” Meghan’s smile was playful and cruel. Rachel’s face was impassive.

		“Alright.” I gave a meek, timid nod.

		“Sorry?” She cupped a hand behind her ear.

		“I’ll do it.”

		“Oh, don’t look so glum,” Meghan cooed, stretching lavishly, showing off her well-defined stomach, and testing the elasticity of her bikini top almost to breaking point. “I think we’re all going to have a lot of fun together. Let’s get some drinks and toast to your... challenge. But first...”

		She opened her hand and I finally saw the item she’d plucked from the bag earlier. It was a tiny, bright pink thong.

		“I believe these are yours for today.” Her face flushed with triumph.

		

		****

		

		An undeniable truth of vacation wisdom is that it is impossible for a man to put on a pair of swimming shorts underneath a towel without first abandoning the larger part of his masculine dignity.

		A much less well-known maxim is the utter shame and incomprehensible fury experienced by any man attempting to don a vivid pink bikini bottom – in secret – whilst his girlfriend and sexually aggressive cousin look on in fits of laughter.

		“Come on then,” goaded Meghan, who was clearly the ring leader in all this. “Put them on for us!”

		My face burned with shame. The fabric barely stretched over my butt and my manhood was too excited to get down and stay in place. I glanced around, certain that the rapidly-growing number of sunbathers nearby could hear everything that was happening.

		“I’m trying,” I replied, under my breath, “it’s this bloody towel.”

		“Take it off then.” Meghan giggled. “I’m sure we could all do with a good laugh.”

		Without waiting for me to answer, she yanked back the towel, exposing me in all my effeminate glory to the entire beach. She shrieked with laughter. The pink panties barely sat on my hips. My manhood bulged like an unsightly grow and my pubic hairs spilled over the top. It looked as ridiculous as it felt. Rachel laughed, shaking her head in disbelief. I tried to over myself and preserve some small measure of my dignity, but it was too late. The girls’ wild laughter had attracted gazes from all around and several people saw me. They smirked in wry amusement.

		I flushed red and looked away, trying to ignore the heat creeping into my cheeks. There was nothing I could use to cover my shame. Everyone could see my bright pink bikini.

		“Come on,” Meghan said in a teasing, mocking tone, “are you ready yet? We need some drinks!”

		The two girls howled in laughter. They were clearly having a blast at my expense. I had always learned to fear women’s laughter in my youth. It usually meant that they were laughing at someone or making cruel remarks at someone’s expense. As a man, there’s something uniquely impenetrable in female hilarity. It’s a social circle you can never hope to penetrate. It’s a form of contagious bullying with no way to make it stop. With women, there’s nothing to push back against, no making jokes at their weaknesses, as there might be with men. When you’re the focus of the laughter, the best plan is to accept it graciously and hope the women move on quickly. It stung though, as if it were sand or pebbles, instead of taunts and snorts being thrown.

		“Stand up,” Meghan said. “Give us a twirl.”

		I grimaced in discomfort.

		“You want that threesome, right?” Her voice dripped with lusty intent. “You want our bodies, don’t you?”

		I swallowed my pride and stood up. All around, I felt knowing looks and amused smirks and hard stares. Everyone was looking in my direction. I turned on the spot, wishing that the sand would swallow me whole. The girls laughed with delight. I felt ridiculous. The fabric barely covered anything and it was already giving me a wedgie.

		“That looks good on you.”

		I turned in the direction of the voice to see a middle-aged woman standing nearby, wearing a dark bikini under a see-through sundress. She was clearly amused by my outfit and stepped closer to talk to us.

		“I know a guy who likes to cross-dress,” she said, “but he’s never been that brave.”

		“I’m not...” But my protest was drowned out in gales of laughter from the girls. It was too late now. There was nothing I could do or say to convince this woman otherwise.

		I slumped back on the sunbed in defeat and tried to pull the towel over my shame, but Meghan snatched it away with a wicked grin. The newcomer took a few steps closer and started talking to the girls. I put on my sunglasses and tried to block everything out. It didn’t work. I could still feel gazes and nods from every direction. All I could hear were the three women talking. Rachel politely informed our new friend that I wasn’t a crossdresser, but then she proceeded to give this total stranger a thoroughly detailed breakdown of the situation, complete with a graphic description of how I looked in her lingerie last night. Every other sentence caused Meghan to giggle in high-pitched laughter, making more and more people look in our direction. It was a nightmare. Now this complete stranger thought I was a drunken idiot who wasn’t good enough to satisfy his girlfriend and wanted to drool all over her cousin.

		Our new friend’s name, it turned out, was Allison. She was on vacation from northern England with her two brothers, and had managed to slip out early to escape their juvenile drinking games, and surly hangovers for a day at the beach. For a time, the girls swapped gossip about bar tenders, music and cultural differences until finally, Meghan clapped her hands together and spoke.

		“Right then, I’m gasping for a drink. What’re you having, Allison? We’re buying.”

		“Very kind of you. I’ll just have a coke, or whatever local pap they’re selling.”

		“Rach?”

		“Something bubbly for me... maybe something light and sparkly. A spritzer.”

		“And I’ll have a cocktail. Get me a Sex on the Beach with a slice of orange. Think you can remember all that?”

		It was at this point it dawned, that Meghan was now talking to me. The idea of waiting out the day on a sun-lounger was clearly too good to be true. Still, getting a round of drinks in, didn’t sound too bad... until that is, I remembered what I was wearing.

		I protested vehemently. Surely, they didn’t expect me to walk all the way to the bar and back, dressed like this? What if someone complained? What if hotel security stepped in and we got in trouble? Meghan rolled her eyes and said that I could wear a towel over the bikini – but the drinks would be on me, all day, and if I spilled a single drop, I would be punished.

		What choice did I have? I accepted her terms and tied the towel around my waist.

		The sand was hot under my feet. It was almost afternoon, and Meghan had been clear that my day long ordeal started from the moment I accepted their first instruction. I made for the rough, wooden walkway to save my toes from burning and threaded my way through the growing crowd of beachgoers to the bar.

		

		****

		

		The bar was all stainless steel and scattered sand and there was already a crowd of sweaty, sun-drenched bodies waiting to be served. A few carefully-positioned TVs played highlights of recent sporting events in total silence, ignored by everyone. I took a breath, feeling my confidence return. Sure, the thong was pinching my balls in a vicious grip, but nobody here could tell. For all they knew, I was a shirtless guy with a towel around his waist. Maybe this wouldn’t be too bad. I breathed a sigh of relief and joined the crowd until it was my turn to order. I gave the barman our list of drinks and watched him begin preparing four glasses with precise, expert wrist movements.

		Wearing a female swimsuit for the first time is a unique experience for a man. The material is slick, tight and designed to grip a woman’s curves tight. On a man, the same bottoms grip your balls in an utterly unfamiliar manner – a little like being gently groped through satin shorts. It’s not an altogether unpleasant sensation, which was a real worry for me. What if I liked it? This was now two days in a row that I had worn women’s clothing. What if I found myself preferring the feel of satin or silk on my skin? The sensation of the pink thong tickling my ass combined with the satiny squeeze of material on my cock and balls caused the blood to flow dangerously to my dick, and before I knew it, I was nursing a semi, gazing longingly at the figures of a fit looking blonde woman who had slid up to the bar beside me.

		She was a lifeguard, wearing the obvious bright-red swimsuit and whistle around her neck. The swimsuit cling to her figure, accentuating her impressive physique and making her butt look sensational. She leaned over the bar and grabbed a bottle of water. I couldn’t help but admire her body. Incredible legs. Flat stomach. Tanned skin. Lithe and petite, yet firm and strong. She chatted with the barman for a moment in the local tongue. My erection began to push and probe the inside of the thong. It was uncomfortable, but I couldn’t help gazing at her.

		A polite cough bought me back to reality. The barman gestured to my completed drinks with an expression of disappointment. He probably knew the lifeguard well. I looked down. I laid a note down on the counter and mumbled to the tender that he should keep the change. That stern expression never left his face. He was not my friend and never would be.

		I noticed the glasses. The barman was clearly good at his job. Each drink had been poured in beach-friendly versions of the correct serving glass: Straight plastic for the Coke, flute for the spritzer, bulbous cocktail plastic for Meghan’s Sex on the Beach. Meghan had been crystal clear on the consequences of spillage. My chances of carrying all three without losing a drop were incredibly small.

		The Barman glared at me. There were dozens of people waiting to be served and I was in his way. The lifeguard regarded me with an expression of cold understanding. She knew that I had been checking her out and she was disgusted by me. I couldn’t help but notice that the erect nipples of her small breasts were visible through the swimsuit’s stretched material. My dick twitched appreciatively.

		I gestured to the drinks and said, “Tray?” Maybe I could use that to hide my growing arousal and prevent the drinks from splashing. But the barman shook his head with obvious irritation and began serving the next person in line. The lifeguard tilted her head towards the door, ushering me out; her flaxen hair rippling luxuriously as she did. Defeated, I scooped up the round of ill-shaped plastics and shuffled awkwardly out of the bar.

		

		****

		

		A wave of dry warmth washed over me as I stepped out onto the beach. The sun was high and the air hot so that my throat and lungs burned with every breath. The sand was scorching-hot with every step and I almost dropped the glasses in shock. The wooden walkway was crammed with people and clearly a much riskier option, but I had to take it. The sand was too hot on my bare feet.

		I focused on the drinks I carried, feeling cool beads of condensation slowly drip over my fingers. Every step forced me to stop or change direction to avoid bumping into somebody. Twice I almost stumbled over a stretched leg. It was slow, tedious, and agonising. But I had to complete this task. One spilled drop and Meghan would no doubt ruin my life. There was no way the photos were only on my phone. She had copies; I was sure. If I failed to please her, my smiling face would be plastered all over the internet and the world would see me as the panty-wearing sissy pervert.

		A foot stepped into view. I moved left. Another. I stepped left again. Another foot. I allowed my vision to rise slightly. A female ankle. I shifted left. A calf. Left again. Two gorgeous thighs, blue bikini bottoms. I moved again, and looked up. A row of five gorgeous women stood before me, arms linked, giggling.

		“Sorry.” I said, stammering in surprise.

		“No problem,” came an accented reply. There was no aggression here, only amusement. They could see my plight and yet made no effort to move from my path, just stood before me in a line of gorgeous, glistening, sun-creamed flesh. I imagine it was some form of playful flirtation, and normally I would have returned the compliment, maybe offered them one of the drinks or tried to flirt with them. But my mind was fixed on more important matters. I took one last lingering look at the parade of smooth, tanned bodies before me, started to walk around them.

		And then it happened.

		I felt it happening, but there was nothing I could do. My hands were full and there was nowhere to stop. The towel began to loosen. The knot worked itself free. Slowly, slowly... then faster. I felt gravity tugging at the towel as the cotton slid from my waist. All I could do was force myself to hold the drinks and walk... but then the towel fell to the floor and I stumbled on it. The drinks jarred in my hands. Liquid slopped against the glass, but barely avoided spilling over the top. Warm air rushed up my legs and over my nearly-exposed testicles. The sun beds were still so far away. Why had I chosen beds at the front of the beach, instead of back here?

		Now I felt the stares. Giggles. Shocked gasps. Faces turned in my direction. Hushed whispers and open-mouthed stares. I glanced at the pretty young girls who had just blocked my path. I saw the looks of mingled shock, disgust, amusement, and bewilderment on their faces.

		Noise erupted like a fountain. A disbelieving snort, followed by yelps of surprise and a cascade of uncontrollable mirth.

		“Oh...my... god...”

		“Is he wearing...?”

		“Look at his balls!”

		“What the actual fuck?”

		My cheeks burned hotter than the sand. People stopped and stared. Some pointed. Some nudged their friends. Phones turned toward me and lenses snapped again and again. Sweat poured down my face and neck. There was nothing I could do or say. it was too late. I tilted my face to the ground and started walking as quickly as I could, not looking at any of the staring, stunned people mingling around me.

		All the time, I held the drinks, like some ridiculous bikini-clad playboy bunny serving drinks to sweltering guests at a mansion party. The warmth of fresh shame flooded my body. I felt my face flush, my neck and chest turn red. The humiliation, the noise, the insults – this was nothing. It didn’t matter. I had never met these people before; I’d probably never see them again. They were loud, hurtful even, but their jibes were only words. The humiliation would fade. Sure, they had camera phones, but they didn’t know me, they couldn’t link to me. My social network, my friends need never hear of this. Meghan, on the other hand, was a different matter. One click from her and everyone in my life – my friends, my colleagues, my parents – would know about my debasement.

		Humiliation hurts, sometimes almost bodily. A risk-free fantasy in the privacy of your bedroom is nothing compared to the shock, fear and physiological jar of a publicly shamed male recoiling in horror from the hard reality of his dignity in tatters, in plain view before a crowd.

		All around me people laughed and jeered, calling out names, making fun of the pathetic man stood before them naked but for a pair of pink women’s bikini bottoms.

		“Freak... pervert... sissy...”

		Insults drifted in and out of my consciousness, each one a slap to my face, a blow to my ego. I gazed down at the drinks in my hands, the urge to throw them down, to turn tail and run away was almost too much. Breathing deep, blocking out the sounds of hilarity all around, I forced myself to think.

		I’d come this far, and up until now, had managed to carry the drinks without spilling a drop. I still had my relationship with Rachel, and if I behaved myself, a shot at the perfect night with two willing cousins. Sure, the humiliation stung, hurt even, but it would pass. No great adventure ever came without costs, and the prospect of Rachel and Meghan, naked and moist, tending to my every whim was too tempting to turn down. I would think of the threesome, I would focus on the image of those four gorgeous breasts, picture their perfect legs, their willing pussies, on their lips wrapped around my cock. I was going through with this. There was no going back.

		I swallowed my pride and gave a curt nod to the crowd of amused bystanders and began to edge my way back to the beach. The whole time, I was horribly conscious of the pink thong wedged ridiculously up my ass and the horrible swaying motion of the testicle which had broken free of the thong’s inadequate front triangle.

		

		****

		

		I was greeted by shrieks of laughter. Rachel and Allison howled in delight as I set the glasses down on the beach table with infinite care, my cheeks still burning with shame. Rachel patted the lounger and instructed me to tell them everything. I sat at her feet, grateful to have a little protection, and told my story.

		Rachel sat upright, leaning towards me, legs crossed. Her gorgeous feet and perfectly manicured toes jiggling delightfully as we talked. Her breasts strained against the material of her black top and blood surged to my cock as I imagined her tits rolling free from their constraint and into my waiting hands.

		Allison lay back on her bed, clucking and snorting at my tale. She wasn’t the slimmest of girls, and with her arms stretched backwards, her vast chest stood out so prominently that I stopped my flow to stare longingly at them. She had a decent body, even though she looked to be a few years older than us.

		The women giggled and teased as my story unfurled, crying with laughter at the moment my towel hit the sand. Allison actually wiped away a tear of laughter and cupped a hand to her mouth to try and stifle the noise.

		“Oh, darling!” Rachel said, her tone sounding almost protective, whilst Allison’s voice held a goading, patronising sting.

		“Aww did the poor little boy get a bit embarrassed?”

		“Where’s Meghan?” I asked. I thought she had gone into the sea, but there was no sign of her. Besides, I also wanted to stop this total stranger from teasing me. It felt much crueller than being jabbed by people I knew well.

		“Oh, she had to nip into town to pick up a few things,” Allison said with a dismissive wave of her hand. “One of my bothers turned up with the car. It seemed silly to wait for a cab, so he said he’d give her a ride.”

		“Oh.” I looked down at the sand. Part of me had been hoping to receive Meghan’s praise for successfully delivering the drinks, as instructed. Another part of me had been hoping to admire her body a little more. That was one of the things getting me through this insane challenge. I felt a pang of something close to jealousy at the news of Meghan’s disappearance. Now this other guy – somebody I hadn’t even seen before – was spending time with her. That didn’t sit right with me. If we were going to enjoy a raunchy threesome later, we should be spending the day together beforehand, shouldn’t we?

		“You can have Meghan’s drink, sweetie.” Rachel offered me the glass. “The cocktail really works with your new look.”

		

		****

		

		I passed the remainder of the afternoon in a state of aroused anxiety; acutely conscious of my emasculating thong, but undeniably excited by the predicament. It was impossible to relax. I felt eyes on me at all times. Every now and then, I rolled over to conceal a painful erection and heard bursts of laughter from passers-by as they noticed the delicate pink thong wedged in my butt. It must have looked absurd. One on side, Rachel’s perfect figure; slender waist, supple breasts, and toned ass. One the other side, Allison’s curvier body. I wondered if women really knew how often men eyed them, and felt momentarily guilty for my own past behaviour in that respect.

		At times the sense of humiliation melded with my excitement and I became aware of its powerful arousing effect. I was undeniably turned on by the situation. Being humbled like this, by two women – and in public – was a kink I had never imagined before. And yet, here I was, drawn to the feeling like a drug more powerful than anything I had encountered before. Was this a moment of acceptance? A realisation that my mind was programmed differently to other people? A coming out?

		“Right, my perverted little friend,” Rachel said, slapping the flesh of her freshly tanned legs and placing an empty drinking-plastic carefully onto the table at the head of her lounger. The shadows were lengthening and seaward horizon had taken on its pre-twilight sparkle. “I think that’s quite enough beach time for one day, don’t you?”

		I had spent the day waddling back and forth to the beach bar, amidst hoots of derision and howls of laughter from the assembled crowds, and I had no desire to stay in the sun a moment longer than was necessary to uphold my end of the bargain. This day had been one of the longest, most uncomfortably erotic of my life. All I wanted to do was lock myself in the hotel room and wait for this challenge to be over.

		“Well, my little princess, thank you for all the drinks.” Allison rose from her bed and began stuffing her things into a bag. “And thanks for the entertainment.”

		“Oh, it was very much our pleasure.” My girlfriend laughed, glancing toward my thong.

		Allison pulled a sundress over her full and rounded figure, and turned to say her goodbyes. “We’ll see you all this evening then?” A smile crept over her lips. It did not look like a friendly smile.

		“Wouldn’t miss it for the world.” Rachel’s eyes flashed with excitement. I suddenly felt like a deer in the headlights but had no idea why.

		Allison giggled and walked away, waving as she left. Rachel tossed a peach-coloured sarong into my lap. I picked it up and stared at it.

		“Come along, Princess,” Rachel said, rising from her own lounger with a theatrical stretch, which showed off the perfectly toned lines of her jaw dropping body. “We need to get ready for our big night out. You’re going to love it.”

		I grimaced, wrapped the sarong around my waist, and followed my girlfriend back across the beach to the hotel, pretending not to notice all the stares.

		

		****

		

		The lounge was brightly lit and the curtains closed. Five or six empty mini bar bottles littered the furniture. Loud, bass-heavy music thumped and blared from the Bluetooth speaker in the corner as the girls finished getting ready. Rachel ran a curling iron through her hair, pouting into the mirror and shaking her hips in time to the beat. Meghan strolled into the lounge in the tightest blue dress I had ever seen – it left nothing to the imagination and she can’t have been wearing any underwear beneath it. She strode toward me in heels so tall I would have needed lessons to be able to wear. She looked stunning. I couldn’t help but admire her body once more. Her cleavage was barely held into the dress and her ass was perfect. She looked at me with a face of amused impatience and tapped her nails on her phone. Clearly, she was unhappy with my behaviour, but I was not going to budge.

		“No fucking way,” I said again. Despite Meg’s outfit, and our ongoing arrangement, there were certain things I simply wouldn’t allow myself to do.

		Meghan clicked her tongue in obvious irritation. “The deal, in case I need to remind you, is that you obey every command we give. And this is very much one of those things. Consider it an order, or do I need to remind you of the consequences of disobedience?”

		There was something incredibly appealing about the way Meghan gave orders, like the lady of the manor instructing a butler or a show jumper commanding her horse. She had an aristocratic authority, which made my heart melt, and my cock stand firmly to attention.

		If I needed any confirmation of my sexual response to humiliation, Meghan’s voice provided it now. Standing before her in a waffled white bathrobe I could feel the familiar sensation as hormones flooded my brain, endorphins gripped my rational mind and the blood began to flow steadily to my dick. And yet, despite the siren call of Meghan’s insistence, my masculinity resisted. My male ego held out against the mounting demands of my more basic urges.

		“Don’t you want to know what’s under this dress?” Meghan cupped one breast in her hand, reminding me how full and firm they were. “Don’t you want to lay me on the bed and peel this off and spread me open tonight?”

		I swallowed hard and glanced over to the table. Sitting there, unpacked and neatly arrayed for inspection, was the item she had purchased in town earlier that day. It was an object I’d only ever encountered before in porn. A metal cock cage. A fearsome looking thing, with rings, tubes and clasps. It looked both terrifying and terrifying small. Unlike the cages I’d seen online, this one was black and looked heavy. Beside it sat an equally unforgiving black padlock approximately the size of a bottle-top. There was no way on earth I was putting that thing on. No way in hell.

		“Robe off.” She snapped her fingers.

		I jumped slightly. The directness of Megan’s instruction catching me by surprise. This order, at least, was not open for debate. I tugged at the belt and the gown slipped to the floor.

		“Good.” Meghan was enthused by my reaction. “He can behave. I guess he’s like a dog, you have to train him.”

		My cock bobbed treacherously to attention, as in the distance, I heard the bathroom door close and the flow of tap water. Rachel was clearly unimpressed by my compliance to such a command from another woman. Perhaps she saw m refusal to wear the cage as a good thing – I was still a man in her eyes, despite the embarrassment on the beach.

		“Right,” Meghan said, stepping forward to press her advantage. The scent of her perfume mingled with the obvious delights on display in a giddying cocktail. My dick bucked appreciatively. Meghan raised an eyebrow, amused. She was close enough for me to feel her warmth. “You are aware no doubt of the carrot and stick?” She did not wait for a reply, reaching instead to wrap her soft hand around the shaft of my erect cock. The effect was immediate. I shuddered. Wow, she was good. “We use the technique when riding, to tame a new horse. For it to work properly, the new horse needs to understand clearly the consequences of poor behaviour.”

		I held my breath for a moment. My masculinity was in her hands now – literally. She held me tight, not squeezing or relaxing. Neither of us was in any doubt who was in control now. She could pleasure me... or she could cripple me.

		“Tiptoes.” Her command was a bark and I obeyed on instinct.

		Meghan smiled. Her hand began to work back and forth along the length of my shaft, gripping lightly so that the soft outer skin of my cock moved as she shifted along its length. I gasped in pleasure. My legs shook. This was exquisite. To have Meghan here, dressed to kill, bent slightly so I could sense the heat of her breath on my ear, see the curve of her cleavage falling away before me, and feel the soft warmth of her palm folded around my dick, was heaven. I would have done anything she asked if she would make me cum right then.

		“Sometimes,” she said, continuing as though unaware of how good it felt for me, “a foolish new rider will spur too softly, thinking she is being kind on the horse. But a horse can’t learn like this. The rider is, in fact, desensitising her mount. There is no reinforcement. An obedient horse needs, at all times, to be aware of the threat posed by his rider’s crop, needs to know without thinking, it is within her power to cause pain.”

		Her grip increased a little. Not enough to hurt, but enough that I felt it and gasped again.

		“Do you think I’m foolish?” She looked me in the eye, her expression severe. My mind reeled. I was taken utterly aback by the directness of this question, lulled by the pleasurable feelings she gave me. I faltered, having no ready answer.

		“Well? What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” Her grip tightened again.

		“No.” I answered finally, my brain a whirl of pleasure hormones.

		“No what?”

		“No, I don’t think you’re a fool.”

		“No, I don’t think you are a fool, Miss.” she said, emphasising the importance of that final word.

		“No, I don’t think you are a fool, Miss.” I replied, revelling in a particularly tight stroke of my cock. I closed my eyes for a moment, trying to concentrate on her words, not the feel of her palm.

		“Good.” She halted the impromptu handjob and leaned into my ear once more. “Why, then, do you continue to ignore the very real threat of me spreading pictures of you, in my cousin’s panties, all over your social media?” As she spoke, her grip shifted, and I realised with horror she now had a firm grip on my balls.

		“Look...” I tried, hoping to reason with her, but the look of sheer joy on her face told me I had no hope. This is where she wanted me. I was helpless now and she knew it.

		She squeezed. I felt a pang of pain as my balls pressed together in her small hand. A yawning ache as her fingers closed on their prey. A tight, harsh pressure in my gut. My eyes began to water. I tried pulling back but her grip tightened. It was absolute. I choked and gasped.

		“Maybe,” she continued, “the pain of debasement is too abstract for your tiny male brain.”

		I nodded, utterly compliant now, unable to speak.

		“Maybe you respond better to actual pain.”

		I nodded again, desperate.

		“Are you going to put the cage on?”

		I whimpered.

		“I can’t hear you.”

		“Yes...” I let out another whimper. I sounded pathetic even to my own ears.

		“Yes who?”

		“Yes Miss.”

		“I want to hear you promise.”

		“I promise, Miss.”

		“Good boy. Now, when I release you, here’s what will happen.” The pressure eased slightly, though not enough to allow free movement. The slightest clench of her fist and she would ruin me permanently. “After you’ve picked yourself up from the floor, you’re going to stand, thank me, and scamper off to the bathroom where you’ll find my cousin has run you a bowl of cool water. The water will have two merits, firstly it will sooth your, no doubt, aching balls and, secondly, it will help shrink this cock of yours small enough to fit snugly into the cage I so generously bought you. With my own money, I add. You’ll be paying me back for it, don’t worry.”

		She smiled at me now, utterly loving my pain and submission. Tears leaked from the corners of my eyes and I fought to keep from wheezing in pain.

		“And...” she whispered in my wear now, “I want to make this perfectly clear, if you so much as think about going back on your promise to me, I will not hesitate to post your holiday photos all over the internet. One more misstep, one more little outburst like this and I will destroy you. Are you ready?”

		“Yes, Miss.”

		“Good boy.” She held me for a few more long, painful seconds, before finally releasing my balls. I collapsed to the floor, gasping in relief.

		

		****

		

		In truth, the hotel club was little more than a large mirrored cellar with a raised DJ booth and bar on the near wall. The customers were the usual blend of holidaymakers, off-duty staff, and locals out for a good time. The stylistic theme, if there was one, could best be described as neo-classical chintz. The surfaces were either mirrored or decked in white marble travertine. It was a fairly standard hotel nightclub, but frustratingly also the best club on this tiny island and we had learned that a good night could be had if a lot of drinks were consumed early enough in proceedings, before the bar became too packed to serve everyone.

		We entered the club together. I felt heads turn in our direction. Men eyed up the two Goddesses on my arms with obvious lusty glances. If time could slow down like it did in the movies, this would be that moment. They both looked magnificent, Meghan in her tight blue dress and Rachel in a white chiffon number whose translucent sleeves showed off her arms, whilst its oh-so-short bell skirt contrasted perfectly with the tan of her long, toned legs. If she bent over too far, everyone would be able to see her underwear. They were both magnificent. My heart swelled with pride and desire. These were my women, and at the end of the night I was going to bed them both, together, in the most sordid celebration of female flesh my mind could possibly imagine.

		The two women walked ahead of me into the club. I walked, as instructed, a few yards behind the two women, taking the opportunity to drink in their beach-fit figures. This was going to be a night to remember. All I had to do was endure the next few hours. Then I would experience the sweetest prize imaginable.

		A crush of revellers already occupied the central dance floor and I watched the sea of raised arms, swaggering bodies, and scantily clad women as they swayed and writhed to the pulsing beat. By the time I looked back, the girls were at the bar looking at me with impatience. I had promised to supply drinks, keep my distance, and accept the whims of my two Mistresses for the entire night. Already I was falling behind on this promise. My plan was to stay back far enough to avoid any further humiliation and hope that nobody here would recognise me as the guy in the pink thong. Surely no task would be too tricky or humiliating to prevent me ending the night in the arms, and legs of these two gorgeous cousins.

		I stood at the bar to pay for the drinks while and Rachel and Meghan found themselves a booth in the centre a row, where they could look across the dancefloor, while being visible from almost everywhere in the club at the same time. It was the kind of seat reserved for VIPs and I had no doubt the owners had cleared the space for them. It would do business no harm whatsoever to have two jewels prominently displayed in the shop window for all their clientele to see.

		Meghan had insisted they start the night with champagne. As I placed the ice bucket at the table of their booth, Allison arrived. She snapped her fingers and demanded more glasses and another bottle. My heart sank at both the money I was spending on this person and the fact that I had to swallow my pride and do what was instructed of me. I caught a glimpse of Meghan’s impassive face and felt her firm hand around my testicles again.

		I made my way back through the crush at the bar without complaining. The heavy metal cage gripped my manhood without mercy, a constant reminder of my place in this new hierarchy. I was surprised that it didn’t hurt or feel oppressively uncomfortable. It was obviously emasculating, but its overtly sexual nature was a reminder of the threesome to come, and the intermittent swell and crush only served to whet my appetite for what was to follow. But now that I found myself alone, among a crowd of men, all jockeying for position at the bar, or trying to catch the eye of some barmaid or other, I felt a deep sense of inadequacy. An empty, nervous sort of anxiety. Nobody else here had their manhood locked in a cage. No other man here was forced to humiliate himself for the pleasure of two beautiful women.

		The presence of the cage made me feel shy and uneasy. I found myself backing away from opportunities to push forward, or deferring to others in the scrum. I began to feel self-conscious about it. Conscious of its overt sexuality and conscious that in surrendering my manhood I was somehow lessor than the men that were now all around me. When I eventually found myself at the bar, I felt a rush of shame seeing the beautiful, dark-skinned barmaid on the other side. Her eyes seemed to look right through me, as if she somehow knew my shameful secret and judged me for it. Was she smirking or was it just the lights playing tricks on me? I forced my voice to stay firm and ordered the champagne.

		

		****

		

		By the time I returned with the bucket, Allison was alone in the booth.

		“Somebody had to guard the seats,” she said, with a casual shrug. She drained the last of her glass and rose from the seat. “My brothers turned up, so Rachel and Meghan are over there somewhere. Now it’s your turn. Sit. Stay.”

		Allison didn’t wait for a reply. She blew me a kiss and disappeared into the sea of pulsating, writhing, grinding bodies on the dancefloor. I slumped into the booth and poured myself a glass and slowly drank it, watching the club fill to capacity as the dancefloor burned hotter and hotter. My boredom was punctuated now and then by people asking if the booth was taken and glimpses of women who looked like my girls out on the dancefloor.

		Now and then, Meghan or Allison would emerge from the throng to gulp down a glass of champagne or bark at me to order another bottle. They never stayed longer than it took to offer a patronising word of thanks or ruffle my hair. That was when I realised, as I watched Meghan’s perfect rear disappear into the crowd once more, that I was no longer the Alpha in our little group. Maybe I never would be again.

		With every minute that passed, a terrible cold despair crept deeper into my gut. I couldn’t see Rachel anywhere. Was she on the dancefloor? Was she having fun? Was she alone, or...

		I trusted Rachel with all my heart, but today had shaken me to my core. I never thought that she would do any of things she had done today. So who could tell what else she might do next? I toyed with the empty glass in my hand, craning my neck to try and catch a glimpse of her among the crowd. I wanted to storm across the room and wrap my arms around her and reassert myself as the man in our group, to hell with the deal and the threesome. It wasn’t worth this stomach-churning agony that weighed on me even heavier than the cage around my penis.

		What if Rachel was surrounded by horny guys? What if she was drunk enough and excited enough to let one of them touch her? What if she was being felt up by a group of horny men right now, just a few feet away from me? Maybe she had her eye on somebody and they were dancing together right now, hip to hip, grinding together, lips locked and tongues clashing in a frenzy of passion.

		The images clouded my mind. The cage seemed the tighten around my shaft. I couldn’t tell if the thoughts broke my heart or made it skip a beat.

		I felt a warmth in my groin. The rush of hormone and blood as my cock responded. I struggled to deny it, but my feelings were clear. The thought of Rachel with another man was turning me on. My dick thickened, I felt my balls tighten, and the grip of the cage took hold. Hit was hard, unyielding, and pushed back on my swelling manhood, holding it down, and denying me any feeling of masculine superiority. Frustration merged with jealousy and arousal. My cock heaved helplessly. The cage would not loosen its hold on me. I was bound. Pathetic. Broken. Humbled and heeled. And yet, somewhere deep within, my animal brain responded with excitement. The cage was both crushing and exciting. It felt good on my skin. I liked the way it prevented me from getting hard. It was at once wonderful and sickening. My situation was useless, yet I was horridly aroused. Was this another moment of realisation? Had I crossed another line? I sat in silence and frank another glass of champagne, scanning the crowd for signs of my beloved girlfriend.

		

		****

		

		Evening turned to deepest, darkest night. The music had begun to slow and people started to head home. Some strangers had started to pair off and were making out passionately up against the walls. I asked Meghan a couple of times, but all she would tell me is that Rachel wanted a girl’s night and she was having fun without me. Jealousy threatened to consume me. The cage’s tight grip kept me in line. I forced myself to stay calm, sit still and remember who was making the rules tonight.

		Finally, hours after I last saw her, Rachel reappeared. A wave of relief washed over me. It felt like the sun had risen on my darkest doubts and everything was going to be okay, My Goddess was back. We could finally put an end to this insane day and have that threesome.

		Rachel stood at some distance away, at one corner of a triangle of women, talking animatedly with Meghan and Allison. Her back was to me and she didn’t seem aware of my presence in the room. I didn’t see any guys hanging around them. Maybe she really did just want a fun night away from me. I breathed a sigh of relief.

		Rachel looked astonishing. The hem of her short dress bounced and bobbed as she moved and swayed to the music. Her calves stretched wonderfully in those five-inch heels. I caught tantalising flashes of her smooth upper thighs as the skirt flicked and swished in the air. This was my woman – the most perfect creature in the room. She was wonderful. If I had the chance, I would have sunk to my knees and kissed her beautiful legs in front of the whole room.

		And then, my world changed forever.

		One minute I was enjoying the sight of my girlfriend’s astonishing figure and the next, I was on my feet, slack jawed in disbelief. One minute I could feel my cock swell appreciatively at the thought of plunging myself deep into the curves of Rachel’s ass and the next, my world crumbled into dust.

		A man appeared from the shadows and slid a confident arm around my girlfriend’s slender waist. He was tall; towering over Rachel even with those incredible heels. His shirt was tight, emphasising his broad shoulder and thick arms. He had dark, close-cropped hair that made his handsome features stand out. He wore a large, expensive-looking watch. He looked like an alpha male. He looked like everything I wasn’t. And it looked like Rachel had gotten to know him quite well over the course of the night.

		I tried to reason with myself that maybe this was just some crazy misunderstanding, that Rachel would surely shrug off his arm at any moment. But she didn’t. He stood close enough to her that I could tell there was real physical chemistry between them. In a place like this, there was no other kind. They must have met earlier. They must have danced together. He had spent the night eye-fucking my girlfriend while I sat over here at an empty table, emasculated and ignored. Motherfucker!

		As I watched, he pulled Rachel a little closer. She settled into his firm body, relaxing against him. My mouth fell open. She turned into him, face tilted upwards. Their lips met. Gentle at first, the kiss of new lovers. Moments later there was passion. Their mouths hungry, tongues working. The stranger’s hands roamed the surface of Rachel’s dress, feeling her flesh beneath the scant material, appraising his conquest. It was obscene, inappropriate, unfair. I felt jealousy swell once more. The heat of anger rose in my chest. I started walking towards the couple. This had to stop. It had gone way too far.

		I stormed across the dancefloor, jealous fury and alcohol-induced rage swirling in my gut and growing with every step. Before this, I had gotten excited by a fantasy of Rachel with some other guy, but that was merely a fantasy. This was real. A real man was putting his real arm around her real waist. That was too far. The sight made my blood boil. I was ready to throw down and teach this fucker a lesson. Ancient, animal instincts took hold. Violence. Hate. That was my woman. I wasn’t going to lose her over a bet. I would take her back. Force him to give her up. And then I would take her back, and fuck her.

		I strode across the wooden floor. The surface was sticky in places and slick in others, after hours of having drinks spilled and feet stamped. This didn’t slow me down. Within moments I was on them, ready to fight. Heart pumping, brain screaming, locking my vision on my target I raised a fist. I looked at him again.

		He was big, far bigger than I’d realised before... and muscular. His shirt was dotted with translucent patches of sweat from the effort of dancing energetically with my girlfriend.

		His thick biceps bulged like knotted rope. His arms could have been those of a prize fighter. Our eyes met. He stood a good eight inches taller than me. I suddenly felt that this w as a mistake. My righteous anger suddenly flushed out of me and cold reality crept in and seized my heart. If I took a swing at this guy and didn’t take him out on the first blow... he was going to kill me.

		I took another step and my foot splashed in a spilled drink. My shoe slid on the smooth floor. I stumbled. My body weight shifted. I raised my arms and lurched. The floor rushed up to greet me. Hard.

		The room span. My cheek slapped the unforgiving floor with all the grace and serenity of a fish on dry land. I gasped in pain; the wind knocked out of me.

		All my rage and fury was gone, just as quickly as it had bloomed in my gut. Now I felt shame and irritation taking their place. People had seen me fall over. People were looking at me. Rachel was looking at me.

		The music ceased. Lights bloomed to life. The club was so quiet I could hear footsteps. I rolled onto my back and looked up into a ring of concerned, but unfamiliar, faces.

		“Is he ok?”

		“He doesn’t look hurt?”

		“Poor bugger.”

		A man reached out and seized my arm and pulled me back to my feet in one effortless movement. It was the man who had been nuzzling up to my girlfriend, the man I had wanted to destroy just ten seconds previously. He grinned at me and slapped my shoulder.

		“You must be Danny.” Over his shoulder, I saw Meghan and Rachel watching me with a mixture of pity and second-hand embarrassment. “I’m Mark, I’m Allison’s big brother. Good to meet you.”

		

		****

		

		I sat on an armchair in the shared lounge, feeling the pain my swollen cheek begin to fade. My clothes lay in a crumpled heap on the floor and I was now clad in only a hotel bath robe – and the cage around my cock. It seemed to feel heavier, now that the moment was at hand. Its weight reminded me of the promise I had made and all the things I had endured to get to this point. The night was finally over. Now it was time for my reward. And, by God, I had earned it.

		Rachael emerged from our bedroom wearing another bathrobe. She had insisted on freshening up after the club and she smelled like a summer meadow. Her hair was pinned back behind her head, with only a single curled strand hanging loose. I couldn’t see what she was wearing, but her legs appeared to be bare and freshly shaved. My cock pressed against the cage, desperate for freedom. I had enjoyed the erotic feeling of the cool metal on my manhood before, but now it was beginning to test my patience.

		“Where’s the key?” I said, for the tenth time since we came back to the room.

		“All in good time, sweetie.” Her face flashed with a dark smile. She glanced at her phone and typed a message. Fuck, this was killing me. How much longer did they want me to wait?

		“Where’s Meg?”

		“Don’t worry about her. She’s coming.”

		Silence fell. Rachel’s phone buzzed. She looked at the screen and smiled. The robe barely concealed the swell of her chest. What was she wearing beneath it? My mind had been running wild since leaving the club.

		“Are you ready?” Rachel stepped back into her high heels. I took a long breath. She looked sensational already. “The fun is about to begin...”

		“I was born ready,” I said, trying to recover some of my lost machismo. This day had drained my masculinity worse than any other, but now I was finally going to reclaim it.

		Rachel studied my face carefully, eyebrows raised. She lifted her phone and studied the screen.

		“Meg has sent me a pre-threesome text to read to you before the... fun begins. Ready?”

		I nodded, unable to hide my eagerness and impatience.

		“Good.” She cleared her throat and read. “Hello, slave. Sorry I’m not there yet, but I wanted to set out a few clear conditions – consequences of our existing agreement – which define how this is all going to play out.”

		My stomach tightened. More conditions? More consequences? What did she mean?

		“You have diligently carried out all of our instructions today and it is only right that all parties stick clearly to the letter of our deal. Rachel, for example, may be reluctant to share you with another; You, on the other hand, might baulk at the sight of so many naked buttocks...”

		I grinned to myself. Like I would have any issue see Rachel’s naked ass side by side with Meg’s...

		“Our deal was, that you would have a threesome tonight, after the club. And that is exactly what we intend to give you – an utterly unforgettable experience. The threesome is now non-negotiable. All parties must take part and enjoy it to the fullest, and failure to do so will constitute a failure to comply with the rules... with the accepted consequences.”

		A sleazy smirk crept over my face. It sounded like Meghan was one kinky pup. If she was this strict with me today, imagine what she would be like in the bedroom.

		“Sounds entirely reasonable to me,” I said, nodding my acceptance of the terms.

		“Ver well.” Rachel shot me a penetrating look. For a moment, I wondered if she was annoyed that it had led to this moment, that I had succeeded in completing their challenge. “We’re ready to do this, if you are.”

		“You’re goddamn right I am. Help me get this cage off and I’ll get started.”

		She chuckled at my enthusiasm. “Just to remind you, no backing out. No questions asked. From here on out, no stopping. And no... pulling out.”

		She emphasised the double entendre with a wicked smile. I nodded and patted my robe. Waiting was almost as stomach-churning as the other torments I had endured today.

		“Absolutely.” I was beyond confident now.

		“And you understand that if we aren’t both completely satisfied, pictures of you, in my panties get posted all over your social media?”

		“Oh, there is zero doubt that you girls won’t be satisfied.” I shot her a smug grin.

		“Alright then,” she replied with a look of triumph I had never seen in her before, “Let’s have a threesome...”

		“One last thing,” I added with a grin, “where’s the key to the cage?”

		“Oh,” she replied, a disconcerting smile playing across her lips, “no need to worry. Meg’s keeping it safe.”

		Before I could ask where the hell our third player was, somebody knocked on the door to our room. My pulse quickened. Rachel laughed at my eager face. I must have looked like a puppy hearing the arrival of its master.

		Rachel tugged at the belt of her robe. It slipped from her shoulders. I gasped. Her skin glowed with the day’s sun. She wore a set of lingerie that I had purchased for Valentine’s Day – a tiny black thong that nestled in the crack of her perfect ass and a matching black balconette bra that made her curvy breasts heave. Her body looked better than ever before. She took my breath away.

		“You like?” she said in a soft cooing voice, turning in a slow circle and allowing me to see everything at once. The cage now felt like a fist around my manhood.

		I nodded in response, unable to think or speak clearly. My brain had turned to soup.

		“Hmm, I wonder who could be at the door?” Her tone was playful. She was loving this almost as much as me. She always loved to put on a show and this day had leaned into her strengths more than any other.

		She walked over to the door and opened it, not caring that anyone passing might see her in that wonderful outfit. The door blocked my view and I strained in my seat, desperate to see Meghan on the other side. I heard hushed voices. They were probably planning how they wanted to fuck me tonight. I heard the sound of kissing. My heart slammed into my rib cage. Holy shit, they were already making out. I stood up, unable to stay still any longer.

		Rachel turned and walked back toward me, pulling our third party by the arm. The figure rounded the door and my smile faded. My excitement faltered. I felt as though somebody had dumped ice water over me.

		The third party walking into our room, wearing a cocky smile and loose clothes, was not Meghan. It wasn’t even Allison.

		It was Mark.

		He seemed even taller now. Big, broad, full of confidence and a look on his face that said he knew exactly what he was doing here. I stared at him in bewilderment, my mind unable to grasp what was going on.

		“So...” Rachel’s voice was full of teasing innocence, “where should we do this?”

		And then it dawned on me. This was my threesome. The thing I had lusted after all day; the trophy for which I had humiliated and emasculated myself; the prize I had fought so hard to claim... was this. I was not going to have a threesome with Rachel and Meghan. Rachel was going to have a threesome with me... and Mark.

		And I, meanwhile, was still stuck in this infernal cock cage.

		“What...” I turned from Mark to Rachel. “What...?”

		Rachel shrugged, as if that explained everything. Mark’s grin grew wider.

		“She told me all about your arrangement,” Mark said, glancing at my girlfriend. “It sounds like a lot of fun. I’m happy to help you out.”

		“Help us out...” I couldn’t grasp the terrible truth of this situation. I looked at Rachel and realised that she was filming me on her phone, smiling at my reaction.

		“But... babe...” I turned to her, trying to plead my case like a desperate man on the gallows. “Babe, c’mon, please, this is... The deal was you and me and Meghan.”

		Rachel tutted. “No, it wasn’t. We never said that. We said that if you were out slave for the whole day, then you would get a threesome tonight. Well, here’s your threesome.”

		I stared hard at Mark, not willing to believe that they had duped me. Fuck, I was a fool. All this – the pain, the embarrassment, the fear, the torment – and they had tricked me from the start.

		Mark slapped me on the shoulder. “Don’t worry, mate, it’s all good. I’ve done this before.

		Rachel stopped filming and put her phone down. She shot me a look and said, “What? Did you think I was going to let you off that easy? You’ve spent this holiday eye-humping my cousin’s tits. I think I deserve a little something in return.”

		She stood in the doorway now, silhouetted by soft light from behind. She looked so inviting. So sexy. So erotic. One leg crooked slightly, one arm bearing the weight of her frame. Her intentions were clear. Mark glanced at me and grinned, waiting for me to make the first move.

		“Well?” Rachel said. “What’s it gonna be? Remember, Meghan has the key...”

		She let the threat hang ominously in the air. I swallowed. Was she serious? If I didn’t go along with this, would they ever unlock me again?

		Would it really be so bad? I tried to reason with myself. No, this was not what I wanted or expected. This had veered off course so sharply that it would surely never get back on track. But I had to make a decision and I had to make it now. Both of them were waiting for me to answer. If I backed out now, Rachel would never forgive me.

		I swallowed hard and fought to control my voice and managed to utter a single word,

		“Okay.”

		Rachel clapped with excitement, as though I had proposed to her. Mark winked and strode across the room and wrapped his arms around my girlfriend. Within seconds, they were locked in each other’s arms, mouths pressed together in a frenzy of hungry passion. I stood still; my feet stuck to the floor. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t think. What the fuck was happening?

		Mark kissed her, slow and firm and tender. Rachel rose to her tiptoes to meet him, returning his kiss with obvious lust. Her hands went to his torso. His shirt flew open and she tossed it to the floor. He had an incredible body. Muscles and contours and perfectly tanned skin. Her fingers roamed his chest and she gasped into his mouth at the feel of his firm figure.

		They stepped backwards together, stumbling into the bedroom. He guided her toward the bed until they were touching the frame.

		I stood there, dumbstruck, unable to intervene or look away. I could see Meghan’s smiling face in my mind and hear her taunting laugh. She must be loving this. I bet it was all her idea.

		My cock slammed against the cage in jealous indignation, desperate to escape. There was nothing I could do to stop it. The sight of my girlfriend making out and feeling up another guy was driving me crazy in every sense of the word. I hated it as much as I loved it.

		Finally, they stopped kissing. Mark pressed his lips to her neck and Rachel moaned in erotic pleasure. She looked at me through the doorway and smiled.

		“Are you coming?”

		

		****

		

		Mark picked up my girlfriend and placed her on the bed as though she weighed nothing. I stood at the foot of the bed, staring in open-mouth shock. I couldn’t believe that any of this was happening. My girlfriend was letting a strange man touch and caress her body and I was watching it happen.

		He slid the satin straps down her shoulders and eased the bra free. Her large, pale breasts stood out against the bronze shade of her tanned skin and her dark nipples were already hard with arousal. Mark seized her nipples between thumb and forefinger and gently teased her body. She responded with a deep, passionate groan that sent chills down my spine.

		Despite his overpowering frame, there was an artistry to his touch which made me shudder. His very presence seemed to have Rachel pinned to the bed, and she sighed and cooed in lusty excitement as he slid his hands over her midriff and under the elastic of her panties. The panties I had bought for her. The panties I had loved so much until this night. Her eyes opened wide. Her neck arched. It was as if a current had been switched on and she was utterly alive.

		I reached down and squeezed the unyielding cage keeping my manhood prisoner. I couldn’t help it. The scene playing out on the bed was one of the most intensely erotic things I had ever seen before. Rachel moaned and fumbled with Mark’s zipper, desperate to release his cock. Her obvious desire for this man hit me like a fist to the gut. Why did she crave him like this? Why was I standing here watching?

		Mark’s zipper came open. Rachel reached inside and freed his manhood. Her face brightened with delighted surprise. Mark’s manhood emerged and slapped Rachel’s palm and pulsed. His cock dwarfed mine. Even if I wasn’t trapped in this cage right now – even if I had been free and standing at full arousal and stood next to him, my own penis would look pathetic in comparison. I stared at her face. Rachel’s reaction was like nothing I had ever seen before. She looked shocked that a man could be packing something so huge in his pants.

		“My, my,” she said, almost breathless with lust now, “who’s a big boy?”

		Her words stung my heart. Rachel’s reaction highlighted my inadequacies, but her words cut precisely because of the casual way I was excluded from her thoughts. She had never said anything like that to me. Sure, she had told me that I felt big inside her and made all the right noises when we made love, but she had never stared at my cock with such obvious satisfaction and cooed like she was now for him.

		She gazed into Mark’s face and slowly began to work her hand up and down his still-growing shaft, biting her bottom lip in embarrassment. My heart lurched. I didn’t want to lose her. I couldn’t bear to be excluded from her life. I just wanted her to want me again. Maybe, when this was over, we could go back to normal. Maybe.

		Mark was at her neck now, nuzzling softly at the sensitive space between collar-bone and lobe. Rachel’s head lay sideways on the pillow and I could see her obvious joy as he whispered into her ear. I couldn’t hear what he said, but I saw her facial expressions change and heard the soft sighs escape her lips and her hand began to move quicker, stroking him to full arousal. She giggled and moaned and blushed in turn. Mark’s hand moved under her panties, touching her in places that should have belonged to me and me alone.

		“I think,” Rachel said, her voice a passionate sigh, “someone needs to take these panties off.”

		She fixed me with a look. I stared at her, unable to process what she wanted. She summoned me closer with a curled finger. My feet moved on their own, carrying me to the side of the bed. I leaned down and hooked my fingers under the elastic of her panties and began to tug. Shame filled my heart. Why was I doing this? Did I really feel this bad about admiring Meghan’s body?

		Rachel looked m in the eyes and smiled. I slid her panties down. She lifted her hips and I pulled them away, exposing her freshly shaved and silky-smooth mound. Mark’s exploring hand blocked my view of Rachel’s womanhood, but I could hear how wet she was on his fingers. The panties slid over her smooth thighs and over her spiked heels. I took care not to snag the material – this was an expensive set of lingerie, after all, and a Goddess like Rachel should not have her perfection ruined.

		“Why are you still dressed?” Mark nodded at my robe. “Take it off, mate. We’re all friends here.”

		I glanced at Rachel, seeking her approval. She bit her bottom lip, moaned softly, and nodded. I pulled at the robe and dropped it on the floor. Mark’s eyes widened. He saw the cage clamped around my manhood and grinned.

		“That looks uncomfortable,” he said.

		“It is.”

		Rachel giggled. “Meghan had to ask for a smaller model in case it didn’t fit.”

		Mark laughed. My cheeks flushed once more. Rachel grabbed his face and pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss. His hand still explored and caressed her sex and she had a firm grip on his rock-hard shaft. I couldn’t help but stare at it. He must have been eight inches long, easily. Any shame I felt was drowned by a current of frustration and lust. I knelt at the side of the bed, watching them.

		My girlfriend raised her knees and spread her legs wide for him. She moaned into his mouth. Her body seemed to move on its own now, carried away by a wave of erotic desire. There was nothing I could do or say to stop this from happening. She had made up her mind.

		“Fuck me,” she said, her voice thick with passion. “I want you to fuck me now.”

		Mark spread her with his fingers, allowing me to see her swollen pink lips. They were full and luscious and damp with anticipation. He kissed her once more and paused to toss the rest of his clothes to the floor. Now the only one of us wearing anything was Rachel, who kept her heels on. Mark climbed on top of my girlfriend and lifted his full, thick, heavy cock to her waiting lips.

		He pushed forward gently and her cunt gave easily, opening effortlessly to receive him. She gasped – partly in pleasure at the feeling, partly in shock at the size. The head of his cock was barely inside and already she was being stretched open wider than I ever had before. She had often told me that there was nothing more exhilarating than the feel of taking a new lover for the first time. Now I understood why. My stomach twisted and knotted again and again but I couldn’t look away. I felt like I was about to cry.

		Something dripped onto my bare thigh. I glanced down. My cock was oozing pre-cum in long, silvery strands. Christ, how embarrassing. My girlfriend was getting fucked in front of me and all I can do is dribble on my own leg.

		Mark was clearly living up to expectations. Rachel moaned and groaned and sighed, clutching his body with desperate fingers. She arched her back, giving herself over to him without hesitation. He teased her like this for an age, pushing the head of his cock into her greedy hole and making her gasp in delight over and over.

		“Stop teasing me,” Rachel said, through yet another groan. “Put it in. Fuck me.”

		He worked inside slowly, easing his length back and forth, inch by inch, until her body loosened enough for him to glide all the way inside and begin fucking her without restraint.

		My girlfriend’s juices glistened on his cock. Her moans of rapture filled my ears. Even with that, I could hear the slick, wet sound of her grateful pussy as he filled her to capacity again and again. I could smell her sex now, mingled with the musk of her new lover. I should have been repulsed and revolted by it all, but instead it drew me in. it was hypnotic. Mesmerising. Erotic beyond belief.

		Their movements were incredible. I always felt stiff and jerky when I fucked Rachel, but Mark seemed to move and roll with her. They weren’t two people; they were one perfect lovemaking organism, moving in unison, driving each other wild with pleasure. The sound of her intense pleasure drove me crazy. She was making noises I had never heard before; noises she had never made with me.

		“More.” She was gasping now, close to climax. “More! I want it all.”

		Mark smiled down at her. His body glistened with sweat from the heat and intensity of their lovemaking. He nodded at Rachel, confident now that her body could take it. He lifted his hips. His buttocks tightened. Mark drove his massive cock deep into Rachel’s sopping pussy. She grunted. Her neck arched. Her eyes closed, hands gripping the bedsheets, and she let out a loud, long feminine cry of ecstasy. She wrapped her trembling legs around him, heels meeting at his spine. Her pleasure boiled over. He drove his length into her again and again, making her cry out louder with every thrust. Mark plunged into my girlfriend with such fierce intensity and burning need that I gasped watching them. But she took it all and she wailed in pleasure.

		“Fuck me,” she moaned, “fuck me hard.”

		He dug his knees into our mattress and drove himself inside my girlfriend like he wanted to break her. She moaned in bliss again and again, wailing his name and gripping the bed for dear life. He pumped her short, hard, deep bursts, filling her grateful cunt with his length. Rachel’s voice became incoherent. He was so good that she couldn’t speak. Their animalistic grunts punctuated every thrust and grew louder as he went into a frenzy. Her fingers clawed his muscular back, leaving red marks on his skin. It looked like she owned him and he owned her.

		Rachel’s body rocked with the force and effort of his pounding. Her breasts shook with every stroke. She tossed her head back and managed to gasp a few more words.

		“Cum in me!”

		Those three words hit me hard. I suddenly realised that I was holding my breath and caressing the cage. Oh, my God, she wanted him to cum inside her. It wasn’t enough that they were doing this – and without a condom – she wanted to feel him climax, too. I tried to speak, to beg them not to go through with this, but the words wouldn’t come.

		I saw his balls tighten. Heard him groan deep. His shaft flexed. The muscular flesh of his cock pulsed. Another moan, like a bull on heat. His cock convulsed again and again as it pumped a thick, heavy load into Rachel’s waiting pussy. Her moan turned to a high-pitched squeal of joy.

		He was cumming inside my girlfriend.

		They looked into each other’s eyes for a long, sustained moment as he emptied his load deep inside her. They moan in unison, bodies grinding together in total pleasure. They were experiencing something I had never been able to give her. Until now, I thought that Rachel and I had a good sex life. I was totally wrong.

		Finally, he slumped onto her body. They were both breathing hard. They giggled together, enjoying the feel of each other’s bodies. She hugged him to her breast, not willing to let him go just yet.

		I glanced at the cage holding me prisoner. Thick, gobby strands of excitement dripped onto the floor. I groaned. It was wasn’t right. It wasn’t fair! This hadn’t been a threesome, I had willingly let my girlfriend fuck somebody else.

		As my cum plopped onto the floor, I saw Mark’s seed spilling out of Rachel’s stretched and swollen pussy. The sight would stay with me forever.

		A buzzing sound interrupted my thoughts. A phone vibrating. Rachel’s phone. I stood up and walked into the lounge and snatched it up. Meghan was making a video call. I answered, ready to berate her for fucking up my life.

		But the sight of her face made me gasp in shock. Meghan’s immaculate makeup was smeared, smudged, and ruined. Thick black streaks of mascara ran down her cheeks. Her lipstick was mostly gone and she looked utterly dishevelled. For a moment, I thought something terrible had happened to her. Then I noticed the thick, creamy trail of cum running down her face.

		“What the fuck?” I said.

		“Hey Danny... hope you had as much fun as we did tonight.” She gave me a wicked smile. Something large and pink entered the frame over her shoulder. It was a cock. She turned and ran her tongue over it, sighing in lust.

		“What the fuck did you guys do to me? This was supposed to be a threesome!”

		“Why?” She tried to look innocent and confused, but her ruined face wouldn’t allow it. “Weren’t you in the room with them?”

		I growled in frustration, anger, humiliation, and betrayal. This was the worst day of my life. Meghan laughed and wrapped her lips around the cock, showing me how thick and firm it was.

		“This is Gary, by the way,” she said. “Allison’s other brother. Tomorrow night, we’re going to swap boys and see who’s better.”

		“I want the key. Now.”

		“Key? What key?” She pretended to think for a moment. “Oh, this key...”

		She held up a silver chain with a black metal key dangling from the end. The chain and the key were both splattered with cum. I whimpered.

		“Relax,” she said. “You’ll get it back. In time. All you have to do is... exactly what we tell you to do.”

		I screwed up my eyes. Unbelievable. How had this happened? How had I allowed this to happen?

		“I’ll see you in the morning.” Her eyes flashed. “We’re gonna have lots of fun together.”

		The call ended and the screen went dark. I put the phone down and walked back into the bedroom.

		Rachel rolled on top of Mark and they began making love again. Slow. Tender. Passionate. Deep. They ignored me and kept going until long after the sun rose.

		As I watched his thick white seed oozing from my girlfriend’s cunt, I knew that our lives would never be the same again.
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