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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.
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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.
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