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Prologue

The glow of the laptop cast a pale blue light across his dorm room, illuminating the soft angles of his face. At nineteen, Philip looked almost delicate, his pale skin smooth, his slender frame folded cross-legged on the bed. Shaggy blonde hair fell across his forehead, nearly brushing his long lashes, and when he bit gently at his full lips in concentration, he looked every bit the pretty boy his friends teased him for being. The loose t-shirt hung from his shoulders, dipping low enough to hint at the flatness of his chest, while his boxers rode casually on narrow hips.

He should have been finishing coursework, another data set to clean, another script to debug, but instead he was lost in a different kind of code: the quickening rhythm of typed words on a secret forum.

Her username pulsed on the screen, accompanied by a profile picture he couldn’t look away from. A woman who claimed to be thirty-five, tall and striking with dark hair tumbling over slim shoulders, pale skin offset by a generous bust, and eyes so vividly green they seemed to pierce through the glass of the screen. Even pixelated, her beauty had weight.

So young, she had typed earlier, teasing him about his age. So pretty. I imagine you blush easily.

His heart beat faster as he stared at the words, his thumbs hovering above the keys. She had already asked questions that left him squirming, whether he was obedient, whether he had ever been spanked, whether he would kneel if told to. He hadn’t lied. He had confessed he wanted it. Needed it.

Philip shifted on the bed, the thin cotton of his boxers doing little to disguise the effect her words had on him. He ran a hand through his hair, swallowed hard, and typed back a reply.

Yes, ma’am. I want to be told what to do.

The cursor blinked. Waiting. The silence in the room was broken only by the faint hum of the radiator, the muffled voices of other students through the thin walls. For Daniel, though, the whole world had narrowed to a single woman he had never met, and the dark thrill of what she might ask next.

Philip sat cross-legged on his narrow dorm bed, the glow of the laptop screen making his pale skin look even paler. His loose t-shirt hung from one shoulder, boxers bunching at his thighs, as he scrolled back through the chat history with his new online Domme. He bit his lip as he reread her words, each message hitting him in the chest like a pulse.

Her profile said she was thirty-five: tall, raven-haired, pale with a voluptuous figure. The picture showed her in shadow, green eyes gleaming at the camera. She had the look of someone who could slice him open with a glance and then make him thank her for it.

You’re a very pretty boy, Philip, she had written. So soft. So delicate. Tell me, are you obedient?

He’d answered honestly. Too honestly. His fingers had trembled as he confessed how badly he wanted to be controlled, punished, shaped into something better.

Now she was pushing him further. Take off your t-shirt. Sit there in just your boxers. I want to imagine you that way.

He glanced at the door, though he knew no one would come in. Still, the idea of being caught like this—half-naked, following the typed commands of a stranger—made his heart race.

The cotton shirt slipped over his head, and he sat there in the faint dorm light, feeling both ridiculous and strangely powerful, like he’d stepped onto a stage no one else could see.

Another message appeared. Good boy. Now spread your knees. Wider. I want to see you as you are. You’ll stay like that while we talk. Obedient, exposed.

Philip’s face burned, his breath shallow, but he did it anyway. He wanted to please her, even if she wasn’t really there. Especially because she wasn’t.

Now tell me, she typed. Have you ever been spanked? Properly spanked, until you squirmed and cried?

His cheeks burned. No, ma’am.

Then you will be. But first you’ll practice. I want you to bend over your desk and spank yourself. Ten times. Hard. Count them for me.

Philip froze. The cursor blinked on the empty chat box, mocking him. His pulse hammered. To hit himself like that—like some silly little boy in trouble—was almost unthinkable. And yet, his hand was already moving. He pushed the chair aside, bent over the desk, and with his palm he struck his own pale backside.

The crack echoed embarrassingly in the small room.

“One.”

He struck again, harder.

“Two.”

By the fifth, his skin stung and his voice shook. By the tenth, his face was scarlet, and his boxers were caught awkwardly around his thighs.

That’s better, came her reply. Such a good little student. I can already tell you’re going to be easy to train.

Philip pressed his forehead against the desk, mortified, but at the same time achingly hard. He had never felt so humiliated… or so alive.

Philip pressed his forehead against the desk, his skin tingling from the sharp little smacks, his breath coming fast. His backside stung, his pride stung even more, yet his cock strained hard against the thin fabric of his boxers.

That’s better, her final message glowed. Such a good little student. You’ll go far with me.

He typed back a meek Thank you, ma’am, then waited, but no more words came. She had gone offline, leaving him alone in the blue glow of the laptop.

Philip closed the screen and lay back on the narrow bed, staring up at the ceiling. His chest rose and fell in quick, shallow breaths. Slowly, his hand slid down, slipping under the waistband of his boxers. He wrapped his fingers around his stiff length, stroking gently at first, replaying every command she had given him, every humiliating pose he had taken.

In his mind she was there, not just words on a screen but a towering presence in the room, dark hair, pale skin, green eyes pinning him in place as he knelt, exposed and obedient. He could almost feel her watching him as he worked his hand faster, whispering soft encouragements, mocking him, praising him, owning him.

The tension built until he arched off the bed, spilling over his stomach with a shuddering gasp. His cheeks burned with shame and satisfaction all at once.

Panting, he wiped himself half-heartedly with a tissue, rolled over, and pulled the duvet across his slender frame. The sting in his backside still throbbed, a sharp reminder of what he had just done. With the image of the powerful older woman still fixed in his mind, Philip drifted into a restless sleep.


Chapter One

Philip sat in the back row of the lecture theatre, laptop open in front of him, but the lines of code and graphs projected on the screen at the front might as well have been in another language. His professor’s voice droned on about machine learning principles, but Philip’s mind kept drifting.

Every time he blinked, he saw her words again. Good boy. Such a good little student. You’ll go far with me.

The sting on his backside had faded overnight, but he could still remember it, a ghostly echo of heat that made him shift in his seat. He crossed one slender leg over the other, trying to hide the fact that he was getting hard again in the middle of a lecture. His lips parted slightly as he imagined bending over, spreading himself at her command, her green eyes watching while he obeyed.

He shook his head, cheeks flushing, and forced himself to stare at the graphs on the screen. Just numbers. Just data. Anything but the fantasy of a thirty-five-year-old Domme who already had him wrapped around her finger.

When the lecture finally ended, he almost sprinted back across campus. His heart beat faster with every step, desperate to return to the dorm, to see if she had messaged, to feel that thrill again.

But when he pushed open the kitchen door of the student accommodation, his flatmates were already gathered there.

Jack sprawled across one of the chairs, rugby hoodie pulled tight over his broad chest, laughing at something on his phone. Ryan sat opposite him, sipping coffee with that unreadable, amused smirk of his, eyes flicking briefly to Philip as if measuring him up.

Chloe was leaning against the counter, auburn hair spilling out of a messy bun, leggings hugging her hips. She grinned when she saw him. “Morning, Pretty Boy. You look like you didn’t sleep.”

Philip flushed instantly. “I’m fine.”

Sophie was curled on the sofa in the corner, long legs tucked beneath her, a paperback resting lightly in her hands. She looked up, her dark eyes steady, and gave Philip a faint smile. “You’re rushing,” she said in her calm, slightly older voice. “Sit down a minute. We were just about to make tea.”

He hesitated, caught. The last thing he wanted right now was small talk. Every nerve in his body screamed to get upstairs, to open his laptop, to kneel again in front of the glow of that screen. But the four of them were watching him, waiting.

So, Philip forced a smile, slipped into a chair, and tried to act normal while his mind buzzed with anticipation and the humiliating memory of his Domme’s last command.

Philip sat with the others longer than he wanted, sipping tea, nodding along to Jack’s stories about rugby practice and Chloe’s gossip about someone’s disastrous date. Ryan barely spoke, though his sharp eyes flicked to Philip more than once, as if noticing his restlessness. Sophie, calm and composed, seemed to study him with faint amusement, like she could see through the forced smile he kept plastered on his face.

At last, the group began to scatter, Jack off to the gym, Chloe and Ryan to the library, Sophie back to her room. Philip slipped away the moment he could, heart thudding with relief as he closed the door to his small dorm behind him.

He dropped onto the bed, tugged his laptop open, and waited for the screen to glow to life. His pulse raced as he clicked through to the forum, half-expecting a message waiting for him. He imagined the words already: Good boy. Strip for me again. Bend over.

But the chat window was empty. Her username was dark.

Philip stared at the screen, biting his lip, refreshing the page again and again. Nothing. She wasn’t there.

He flopped back onto the bed, frustration tightening in his chest. Images of the previous night replayed in his head, kneeling on the bed, thighs spread, hands behind his back. The crack of his palm against his own backside. Her praise, sharp and sweet.

His hand slid down almost without thought, slipping beneath his boxers. He closed his eyes, picturing her again: tall, raven-haired, green eyes fixed on him, lips curled in a knowing smile. He imagined her watching as he stroked himself, telling him to go slower, to hold it, to beg.

The need built quickly, shameful and raw, until he spilled hot across his stomach with a ragged groan, his other hand fisting in the sheets.

Afterward he lay there, chest rising and falling, staring at the ceiling. His skin prickled with embarrassment. Twice now he had given himself over to this stranger, this woman who barely even knew him. And yet he wanted more, so much more.

What he didn’t realise was that she had planned this. Leaving him without her words, leaving him desperate and aching, so that when she did return, he would cling to her every command.

Philip closed the laptop, wiped himself down, and pulled the duvet over his slender body. Sleep would not come easily tonight.

He lay on his back in the darkness, staring at the faint glow of the streetlight outside his window. His mind would not quiet. Again and again he replayed the sound of his palm smacking his own flesh, the way he had counted aloud like a schoolboy, the rush of humiliation that had left him hard and trembling.

His cock stirred again under the thin cover. With a soft groan, Philip pushed the duvet down, sliding a hand back beneath his boxers. He told himself he shouldn’t, that twice in one night was pathetic, but his body didn’t listen.

Eyes closed, he imagined her leaning over him, tall and commanding, green eyes burning into him as she ordered him to stroke for her. He pictured her standing at the end of the bed, arms folded, watching him with mocking amusement while he squirmed and touched himself like an obedient little toy.

His breath quickened. His hips lifted into his own hand as he worked himself faster, chasing the release he couldn’t deny.

With a muffled whimper, he came again, spilling weakly into the damp cotton of his boxers. He lay gasping, cheeks hot with shame, the sting of self-disgust mixing with the lingering thrill of obedience.

Only then, drained and exhausted, did sleep finally claim him.


Chapter Two

The following morning Philip dragged himself out of bed, groggy and hollow-eyed. He’d barely slept. Every time he closed his eyes, the images came back, the sound of his own voice counting each smack, the sting in his backside, the shame of finishing himself off twice in the dark. He couldn’t believe what he’d done, and yet… he couldn’t stop thinking about it either.

By the time he reached his morning lecture, his body was there but his mind was far away. The professor’s words washed over him like static, but Philip was elsewhere: kneeling, exposed, obeying. He caught himself chewing his lip, staring blankly at his laptop screen while imagining her commanding voice. His cock stirred in his jeans, and he shifted in his seat, praying no one noticed.

The hours crawled. As soon as the lecture ended, he hurried back across campus. His flatmates were in the kitchen, coats half-on, chatting about heading to the pub for drinks and food.

“You coming, Pretty Boy?” Chloe teased, smirking.

Philip forced a weak smile. “Can’t. Too much work tonight.”

Jack laughed. “Always the studious one. Alright, suit yourself.”

The four of them filed out, leaving him blessedly alone. Philip wasted no time, rushing to his room and slamming the door shut. His laptop was open within seconds, the screen glowing with the familiar forum. He sat cross-legged on the bed, staring, waiting.

Forty-five agonising minutes passed before her name lit up. His heart thumped wildly as her message appeared.

Show me your face. I want to see what my pretty boy looks like.

Philip hesitated only a moment. He knew he shouldn’t, he knew the risk, but the need to please her was stronger. He snapped a quick photo on his webcam, cheeks flushed, shaggy blond hair falling across his forehead, lips parted in nervous anticipation. He sent it before he could talk himself out of it.

Her reply was instant. Yes. Very pretty. Just as I imagined. Now, strip for me. Naked. On your bed.

He swallowed hard but obeyed, tugging his t-shirt over his head, sliding his jeans down until he was bare. His cock twitched with the thrill of exposure, even though no one could see him but her words on a screen.

Over the desk again. Ten smacks. Hard. Count them.

Philip bent forward, cheeks burning, and began. Each crack of his palm rang sharp in the stillness, his backside quickly warming to a pink sting. He counted aloud, voice shaky, until all ten were done. His cock bobbed stiff between his thighs as he straightened, panting.

Then her next command appeared. Tell me about your accommodation. Who do you live with?

His fingers flew. Four flatmates. Two guys. Two girls. They’ve all gone out to the pub.

There was a pause, and then: Perfect. Here’s what you’ll do. Stay naked. Go to the kitchen. Make yourself tea. Slowly. Calmly. You will stay naked the entire time, your bum still glowing red, your cock on display. And you’ll know, deep down, that they might come back at any second.

Philip froze. His whole body screamed no. But the thought of disobeying her, of disappointing her, was worse. Heart pounding, he crept to the door, cracked it open, and stepped into the hall completely bare. Every sound made him flinch, the hum of the fridge, the creak of the floorboards.

In the kitchen he filled the kettle, hands trembling, cock stiff and swaying as he stood utterly exposed. He stirred the tea, every second a torment, terrified of the sound of the front door opening. But no one came. Mug clutched in both hands, he scurried back to his room and shut the door, breath ragged with panic and exhilaration.

Her message was waiting. Did you do it?

Yes, ma’am, he typed with shaking fingers.

Good boy.

Philip almost sagged with relief. His chest ached with pride at those two simple words. Then came her next instruction.

As your reward, you may stroke for me. Slowly. You will tell me when you are close. And you will not come until I give permission.

Philip lay back on the bed, cock straining in his hand, his heart pounding as he began to stroke himself, obeying her every word, desperate to prove himself her good boy.

Philip lay back on the bed, cock twitching in his hand, his breath coming shallow and quick. Her words burned on the screen.

Slowly. Stroke slowly for me, my pretty boy. You’ll only come when I allow it. Do you understand?

His fingers trembled as he typed: Yes, ma’am. I understand.

Good.

He wrapped his hand around himself, stroking in long, careful motions. His lips parted, a soft sound escaping his throat as he closed his eyes and imagined her there, the dark-haired woman in the photo, standing over him with her arms folded, watching his every movement.

Tell me how it feels, came her next command.

He typed with one hand, the other still sliding along his length. It feels so good. I’m hard for you. I can’t stop thinking about you watching me.

Her reply was swift. Of course you can’t. You’re mine now. My good boy. Stroke faster.

He obeyed instantly, hips lifting into his own grip, the tension building fast in his belly. His thighs trembled. He wanted to give in, to lose himself, but her words anchored him.

Stop.

Philip froze, groaning aloud, hand falling still. His cock throbbed angrily in his palm.

Not yet. I didn’t give you permission. Sit up. Hands behind your back. Show me how obedient you can be.

He sat up on the bed, chest heaving, hands tucked behind him as his cock jutted hard and red, desperate for release.

Good boy. You’re learning. Now stroke again. But slowly this time. Look at the screen while you do it. Imagine I’m standing right in front of you.

Philip whimpered as he obeyed, dragging his hand torturously slow, his blue eyes fixed on the glowing words. His body ached, every nerve alight.

The next message made him shiver. Tell me when you’re close.

Within moments he was panting, hips jerking into his fist. Ma’am… I’m close. Please. Please, can I come?

No. Stop. Hands behind your back again.

He choked on a frustrated sound, but obeyed, trembling all over. His cock twitched helplessly, precum shining at the tip.

Look at you, she typed. So desperate. So needy. You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you?

Yes, ma’am, he typed quickly. Anything.

A pause. Then: Good boy. Then I’ll let you. But only because you’ve pleased me. Stroke yourself now. Fast. I want to imagine you spilling all over yourself like a good little pet.

Philip seized his cock again, pumping desperately, hips bucking, her words the only thing in his head. With a strangled cry he came hard, thick ropes spilling across his bare stomach and chest. His body shuddered as he gasped for air, collapsing back onto the bed in a haze of shame and relief.

The screen blinked with her final words of the night. That’s it. My good boy. Clean yourself up and remember this feeling. Tomorrow, you’ll prove yourself again.

Philip wiped himself down with shaking hands, heart still racing, his whole body humming with the echo of her control. For the second night in a row he fell asleep sticky, drained, and more desperate than ever for her next command.


Chapter Three

The days crawled by with agonising slowness.

Three whole days without a message. Without the green light of her username flickering on. Without her voice in his head, guiding him, commanding him, humiliating him.

Philip went through the motions of student life, lectures, labs, the library, but his mind was never present. While his professors spoke of algorithms and probability, he daydreamed of her, the sting on his skin, the sharp sweetness of Good boy glowing on his screen. His notebook filled with half-finished graphs, distracted scribbles, and pages of blank staring where he’d been lost in thought.

Every night he logged on, waiting. Nothing. He’d stay up late, refreshing the page, hard and aching, but she never appeared. More than once, he had to take himself in hand, stroking to the memory of her commands, only to fall asleep with a hollow sense of shame.

By Saturday afternoon, Philip had resigned himself. She wasn’t coming back. Not tonight. Maybe not ever.

He sat hunched at his desk, finishing a problem set, when laughter spilled down the hall. Chloe and Sophie were in the kitchen, joined by Ryan. He stepped out to grab a drink, and immediately Chloe’s sharp eyes lit on him.

“Come on, Pretty Boy,” she said, grinning, “you’ve been buried in your room all day. We’re heading to the pub. You’re coming with us.”

Philip hesitated, clutching his glass. “I don’t know. I’ve still got work….”

Sophie cut him off with that calm, steady voice of hers. “It’s Saturday. You’ve done enough for one day. A drink will do you good.”

Ryan smirked faintly. “Yeah, live a little.”

Caught between them, Philip gave a weak smile. “Alright. Just let me get changed.”

He ducked back into his room, pulling his shirt over his head, and froze. The screen of his laptop had come to life.

Her username. She was online.

His heart lurched, blood pounding in his ears. Fingers trembling, he sat down, barely daring to breathe.

I’ve missed you, pretty boy. On your knees. Right now.

Panic flared. His flatmates were waiting just down the hall. But he couldn’t ignore her. He couldn’t risk losing her again.

He typed with shaking hands: I….I told them I’d go to the pub.

Her reply came at once. No. You’ll stay here. Make an excuse. Tell them you’re sick. Do it now. Then come back to me.

Philip’s chest tightened. He shut the laptop, hurried down the hall, and poked his head into the kitchen. “Sorry,” he mumbled, clutching his stomach. “Think I ate something dodgy. Head’s pounding too. I’m going to stay in.”

Chloe pulled a face. “You always have the worst timing.”

Sophie’s dark eyes lingered on him, thoughtful, before she nodded. “Get some rest, Philip.”

He forced a grateful smile, then fled back to his room.

Her words were waiting. Good boy. Already learning to put me first. Now, strip. Show me how desperate you are.

Philip peeled off his clothes, heart hammering as he sat bare in front of the screen, cock already swelling in his hand.

Take a video. Show me your little cock straining for me. I want to see it twitch.

His cheeks burned. For a moment he hesitated, then need won out. He angled his phone, hit record, and stroked once, capturing the image of his stiff erection, flushed and needy. He sent it with trembling hands.

Her reply was instant. Oh… how cute. So small. Such a tiny little toy for me to play with.

Philip’s face burned hot, shame flooding his chest. His cock twitched anyway, desperate for her approval.

Stroke it for me, pretty boy. Show me how hard your tiny cock can get while I laugh at it.

Philip whimpered, obeying, torn between humiliation and need.

Her laughter came in short, cruel lines of text.

Look at you. Hard already. And so tiny. My cute little toy. No wonder you need me, no woman your age would take such a small dick seriously.

Philip’s stomach twisted, his face burning. He wanted to protest, to deny it, but his cock twitched harder under her gaze. Shame and arousal tangled until he was trembling, stroking himself with desperate, shaky movements.

Stop, she commanded. You don’t deserve to come yet. Not until you’ve earned it.

Philip’s hand froze mid-stroke, his whole body aching with the need to continue. What do you want me to do, ma’am? he typed quickly, almost pleading.

A pause. Then her words appeared. Tell me about the girls you live with.

His throat went dry. He typed their names, described Chloe’s messy auburn hair and Sophie’s calm, dark-eyed confidence. His heart pounded as he hit “send.”

Her reply: Perfect. Here’s your task. Go to one of their rooms. Right now. Naked. Hard. Find a pair of her panties and bring them back. Be quick, before anyone returns. Naughty little sissy boys like you deserve to wear girly things.

Philip stared at the words, his cock throbbing painfully. Fear spiked through him, but the idea was intoxicating. The thought of creeping through the hall naked, his erection bobbing, knowing his flatmates might return at any moment… His whole body shivered.

He pushed his chair back and slipped into the hall. Every creak of the floorboards made his heart hammer. He paused outside Chloe’s door, then slipped inside. Her scent hit him instantly, sweet perfume and shampoo. His hands shook as he rummaged through the laundry basket at the foot of her bed, finding a scrap of lacy pink fabric. Panties. Skimpy. Far too feminine for him.

Clutching them, he darted back to his room and slammed the door shut. His chest heaved with adrenaline as he typed: I have them, ma’am.

Her reply was instant. Put them on. Now. I want to see my little sissy-boy in pink panties.

Philip’s cock twitched violently as he stepped into the skimpy underwear. They clung tightly to his hips, stretched obscenely over his small hardness, the lace pressing against his skin in ways that made him groan aloud.

Look at you, she typed. A naughty little boy dressed like a girl. Bend over your desk again. Ten spanks. Hard. Count them.

He obeyed, the panties riding up as he bent forward. Each smack echoed sharp, his arse glowing red, the lace framing his stinging cheeks. His cock strained against the soft fabric as he counted through each strike, voice cracking with humiliation and arousal.

Good. Now I want proof. Take a picture. Show me your round bum in those panties. I want to see how pretty you look for me.

Philip’s face burned as he angled his phone, snapping a picture of himself bent forward, backside stinging, framed in pink lace. He sent it before he could think, his cock dripping with need.

Perfect, she replied. My little sissy toy. So desperate. So pathetic. You want to come now, don’t you?

Yes, ma’am. Please, he typed, almost begging.

No. Not tonight. You’ll stay like this. Hard. Frustrated. A good boy who knows he’s mine.

Philip let out a strangled whimper, his cock aching, trapped in lace, his body trembling with denial. He collapsed onto his bed, hugging the pillow, still throbbing but forbidden to release.

Her final words blinked across the screen: Sleep in those panties. Think of me every time your little cock twitches. Tomorrow, maybe I’ll let you earn a reward.

Philip buried his face in the sheets, humiliated and burning with desire. He hated her cruelty. He loved her control. And he knew he would obey again.


Chapter Four

Philip woke with a start, sunlight streaming pale and unforgiving through the blinds. For a moment he lay still, disoriented, until the cling of lace against his skin reminded him. His cock throbbed inside the skimpy pink panties, still swollen from the night before, the fabric damp where precum had leaked in his sleep.

His arse ached dully, a reminder of the spanking he had given himself in them. He groaned into the pillow, face hot with shame. He couldn’t believe what he had done, sneaking into Chloe’s room, stealing her underwear, bending over like a naughty child and spanking himself for a stranger’s amusement.

But even as he thought it, his cock stirred, pressing against the lace. He was humiliated, guilty, and yet achingly hard.

With a shaky breath, he peeled the panties down his slender legs, folding them quickly and tucking them into the bottom drawer of his wardrobe, hidden under a pile of old t-shirts. The sight of them there, so delicate, so out of place among his clothes, made his stomach twist. He knew he’d never be able to look Chloe in the eye again without thinking of what he had done.

Dragging on jeans and a hoodie, he padded out into the kitchen, heart hammering. Chloe was already there, perched on the counter with a bowl of cereal, scrolling her phone. Sophie sat at the table, long legs tucked neatly under her as she sipped tea, her eyes calm and steady.

Philip forced a smile as he crossed to the kettle, his hands trembling as he filled it. The sound of the water gushing was deafening. He felt the heat rising in his face, convinced they could somehow see it on him, the guilt, the shame, the secret.

Chloe glanced up, grinning. “Morning, Pretty Boy. You look rough.”

His stomach lurched. She knows. She must know.

“Didn’t sleep much,” he muttered, pouring boiling water into a mug.

Sophie’s dark eyes lingered on him for a long moment, unreadable, before she returned to her book.

Philip stirred his tea with shaking hands, the clink of the spoon against the mug too loud. His skin prickled with humiliation. Of course they didn’t know. How could they? And yet his conscience whispered otherwise, making every smile, every glance, feel loaded.

He forced himself to sit at the table, heart racing, trying not to squirm under the weight of his secret. The panties lay hidden in his drawer upstairs, but it felt as though the evidence of his shame clung to him still.



Sunday crept by in sluggish hours. The halls of the accommodation were quiet, most of the others out, or drifting between the kitchen and their rooms. Philip sat at his desk, textbooks open, cursor blinking on an unfinished assignment. He read the same sentence three times before giving up, his eyes sliding again to the wardrobe.

The bottom drawer. The hidden place.

Beneath a stack of t-shirts, folded neatly as though nothing were out of place, lay Chloe’s panties. The soft pink lace seemed to glow in his mind, as though they were calling to him. His stomach knotted with guilt every time he thought of them, but the pull was stronger than reason.

He shifted in his chair, cheeks burning, imagining pulling them on again. Feeling the lace stretch across his skin, tight over his cock, snug around his red, punished arse. His breath quickened and he squeezed his thighs together, ashamed of how aroused he was.

With a groan, he snapped his textbook shut and buried his face in his hands. What was wrong with him? He had stolen from his flatmate, kind, teasing Chloe, who trusted him. If she knew, she’d never look at him the same again. Neither would Sophie, with her cool, piercing eyes.

And yet, when he padded out to the kitchen for tea, they were there. Chloe at the counter, hair tied up, humming to herself as she scrolled her phone. Sophie at the table, pen moving steadily across a page of neat notes. Both looked up and smiled.

“Morning,” Chloe said lightly, crunching on toast.

Philip nearly choked. She knows. She must know. He mumbled a reply, fumbling with the kettle, keeping his gaze down. His ears burned with the weight of their attention.

“Late night again?” Sophie asked calmly, eyes lingering on him a beat too long.

Philip’s hands trembled so badly he almost spilled the boiling water. “Studying,” he muttered, rushing back to his room with his mug.

The door closed behind him with a click. He pressed his back to it, chest heaving. He wanted to confess everything, to blurt it out, to throw the panties at Chloe and beg forgiveness. But the thought of them laughing, mocking him, scorched him with equal shame and arousal.

He sat back at his desk, textbooks ignored, staring at the drawer. The lace whispered in his mind, a secret both poisonous and irresistible. His cock stirred in his jeans. He pressed his palms against his thighs, shaking his head, whispering to himself: No. Not now. Not yet.

But the temptation never left.

The drawer called to him all afternoon, a quiet, insistent pull that he couldn’t fight forever. By late evening Philip gave in. His hands shook as he slid it open and pulled the panties free from beneath the t-shirts. The pink lace looked innocent in his palm, but he knew better. He sat on the bed and slowly stepped into them, dragging the fabric up over his thighs until they hugged snugly around his hips.

His cock swelled instantly, straining against the delicate material, the sensation of lace against his skin sending shivers up his spine. He tugged on a t-shirt, then sat cross-legged on the bed, staring at the glow of his laptop as his breath came too quick. He felt filthy. Humiliated. Perfectly, horribly aroused.

A sudden knock at the door made him jolt upright.

“Philip? You, okay?” It was Chloe’s voice.

Panic hit him like ice water. His heart hammered. “Wait….just a second!” he shouted, fumbling frantically for his sweatpants. He dragged them up over the panties, yanked the drawstring tight, and tried to slow his panting.

“Come in,” he managed.

Chloe pushed the door open and stepped inside. Her auburn hair was pulled into a messy bun, her hoodie half-zipped. She gave him a quick once-over, one brow raised. “You look… flushed.”

Philip’s stomach turned. He was still panting from the scramble, his cheeks hot. She sat down on the edge of the bed, far too close, her hip brushing his knee. He shifted awkwardly, acutely aware of the lace panties underneath, stretched tight over his stiff cock.

“You alright?” she asked. “You’ve been acting weird today. Quiet. Jumpier than usual.”

“I’m fine,” Philip croaked, his voice unconvincing.

Chloe tilted her head, smirking faintly. “What were you doing just now? You look like you’ve been caught out. Watching porn?”

Philip’s heart stopped. “No!” he blurted, too quickly.

Her grin widened, amused by his reaction. “Oh my god, you were, weren’t you? Having a little wank in here?”

Philip’s whole body burned. His stomach knotted with shame, his cock twitching treacherously under the sweatpants. He shook his head furiously. “I wasn’t. Honestly. I wasn’t.”

Chloe leaned in closer, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Come on, Pretty Boy. No shame in it. Everyone does it.”

“I wasn’t,” he repeated, voice cracking.

She studied him for a moment longer, suspicion flickering across her face, then shrugged and stood. “Fine. Deny it. But you’ve been acting off. I’m keeping an eye on you.” She gave him a teasing look before slipping back out, closing the door behind her.

Philip sat frozen, mortified, his heart still racing. His cock throbbed painfully against the lace, harder than ever from the closeness of her sitting right there, inches from the panties she didn’t know were hers.

He groaned, burying his face in his hands. When he finally checked his laptop, her profile was dark. No messages. No commands. Just silence.

With a strangled sound of frustration, he stripped out of the panties, folding them quickly and shoving them back into the drawer. He tugged on his sweatpants again, grabbed his towel, and escaped down the hall to the showers.

The water was icy, shocking his skin, but he welcomed it. Anything to calm the burning heat between his thighs.


Chapter Five

By Monday evening, Philip was stretched thin. He’d spent all day in lectures, half-listening, half-dreaming of the lace hidden in his drawer. He replayed Chloe’s visit again and again, the flush in his face when she sat next to him, the sick twist of arousal when she teased him about “having a wank.” His cheeks burned every time he remembered it.

When he finally logged in that night, his heart leapt. Her username glowed green.

There you are pretty boy. I want to know everything. Tell me what you’ve been up to.

Philip’s hands shook as he typed. He told her about Sunday, about giving in to temptation, about putting Chloe’s panties back on. He confessed, shame flooding through him, how Chloe had knocked on his door, how he’d scrambled into sweatpants, how she had sat right beside him while he was still wearing her underwear.

There was no reply. The screen stayed silent.

Philip stared, his pulse racing, terror mounting with every passing second. Had he gone too far? Had he disgusted her?

At last, her message appeared. So my little toy disobeyed, gave in, and almost got caught. You’ve been very, very naughty. That means you need punishment. A strict one.

His stomach dropped. His cock twitched. Yes, ma’am.

First: strip. Naked. Then twenty hard smacks on each cheek. Count them for me.

Philip scrambled out of his clothes, his pale body trembling in the glow of the laptop. He bent over the desk and brought his palm down hard across his already tender skin. “One… two…” The crack of each slap echoed through the small room, growing sharper as his backside flushed red. By twenty on each cheek he was panting, his arse stinging fiercely, tears prickling at the corners of his eyes.

Good. Now put Chloe’s panties back on. Sit on the bed. I want proof this time.

He obeyed, tugging the lace back up over his hips, groaning at the way the fabric bit into his sore cheeks. His cock strained against the front, the thin material doing nothing to hide the rigid outline.

Now video yourself for me. Pose. Wiggle that cute little arse. Show me how hard your tiny cock looks in those panties.

Philip’s face flamed scarlet. But he propped up his phone, hit record, and did as he was told. He stood, turned slowly, wiggling his backside as the lace stretched tight. He cupped his cock through the panties, showing how desperate he was, then sat back on the bed, spreading his thighs wide so the fabric stretched around his erection. He sent the video with shaking hands.

Her reply made his cock twitch painfully. Perfect. You look ridiculous. My pathetic little sissy-boy. Now here’s the rest of your punishment. Between now and tomorrow evening you will obtain a pair of Sophie’s panties. And they must be pink.

Philip’s blood ran cold. Sophie. Calm, composed, intimidating Sophie. The idea of sneaking into her room, of rifling through her things, it made his stomach clench with terror.

Yes, ma’am, he typed with trembling fingers.

Good. But that’s not all. Those panties you’re wearing now, make them messy. Stroke yourself. Spill into them. I want them ruined.

Philip whimpered, hand sliding over the damp lace. He stroked himself desperately, hips jerking, the humiliation crashing over him. He pictured Chloe’s face, Sophie’s cool eyes, the Domme’s mocking words. He groaned and climaxed hard, spilling hot through the delicate fabric, soaking them.

His chest heaved as he slumped back, the lace sticky and clinging to his spent cock.

The final message appeared, sharp as a knife. Now listen carefully. Tomorrow, while you’re searching for Sophie’s panties, you’ll take Chloe’s messy ones and drop them back in her laundry. Risk her finding them. Risk her knowing exactly what her pretty boy has been up to.

Philip let out a strangled sound, burying his face in the pillow. His cock twitched weakly in the sticky panties, his whole body mortified.

Another message blinked onto the screen.
And one more thing. Do not take them off. You’ll sleep in the mess you’ve made. All night. That’s your punishment.

Philip groaned aloud, but he obeyed, tugging the duvet over himself as the damp lace clung uncomfortably to his skin. The sharp scent of his own release surrounded him, humiliating and inescapable. His cheeks burned hot against the pillow.

As his eyes closed, the sticky panties dug into his sore backside, every shift a reminder of his shame. He hated it. He craved it. And as sleep finally pulled him under, he knew he was already desperate for her next command.


Chapter Six

Philip hardly slept. The lace clung cold and sticky to his skin, the smell of himself cloying in the air. By morning his backside still throbbed from the spanking, his cock ached from denial, and his stomach churned with dread.

When he finally dragged himself out of bed and pulled on sweatpants and a hoodie over the soiled panties, he felt disgusting. Worse, he knew what he had to do next: face Chloe and Sophie in the kitchen, wearing the very underwear he’d ruined the night before.

They were already there when he padded in, hair messy, eyes heavy. Chloe perched on the counter with her cereal, scrolling on her phone. Sophie sat at the table with her mug of tea, book open, posture elegant as ever.

“Morning, Pretty Boy,” Chloe said without looking up.

Philip’s cheeks flamed. The words hit differently now, knowing what was hidden beneath his clothes. He muttered a reply, fixing himself toast with trembling hands. He was certain they could tell, that the smell lingered, that somehow they could see the shame radiating off him.

Sophie’s eyes lifted briefly, calm and assessing. “You’re very quiet this morning,” she observed.

Philip’s stomach lurched. He nearly choked on his toast, mumbling something about a late-night studying, then bolted with his mug of tea back to his room, heart pounding.

For nearly an hour he paced, staring at the drawer where Chloe’s panties should be. But they weren’t his anymore. His Domme’s command still burned in his head. Put them back. Risk her finding them.

Finally, with shaking hands, he peeled them off, damp and sour with his dried release, and bundled them in his fist. He crept down the hall to Chloe’s room. Her laundry basket sat at the foot of her bed, a tangle of leggings and hoodies. He dropped the ruined lace into the pile and backed out quickly, pulse racing, convinced every creak of the floorboards was Chloe returning.

Back in his room he collapsed onto the bed, panting. But there was no time to rest. Another task awaited. Sophie’s panties.

He waited until the flat was quiet, then slipped into her room. The space smelled faintly of her perfume, sharp and clean, and his cock stirred at the intimacy of it. His hands shook as he slid open her top drawer.

Neat rows of underwear filled it, black lace, white cotton, scarlet satin. He shuffled carefully, terrified of leaving things out of place. His Domme had been clear. They must be pink.

Despair clawed at his chest until his fingers brushed something softer, smaller. He pulled it free. A thong. Pale pink. Barely more than a strip of fabric, delicate lace at the front, a single narrow strap for the back. His heart hammered as he held it up, the tiniest, girliest scrap of clothing he had ever touched.

It was perfect. And it terrified him.

He tucked it quickly into his pocket and crept back to his room, closing the door behind him and leaning against it, shaking all over. His Domme would be pleased. But at what cost?


Chapter Seven

Philip spent the rest of the day in a state of taut, guilty arousal. He checked his laptop every hour, waiting for her name to appear, but there was nothing. The forum was silent. The green light never came.

By evening his nerves were shot. He lay on his bed staring at the ceiling, heart pounding, Sophie’s thong hidden in his drawer. He told himself he should leave it alone, that he’d done enough already. That wearing Chloe’s panties had been bad enough, and he couldn’t risk more.

But the pull was too strong.

At last, trembling, he opened the drawer and took it out. The tiny strip of lace looked absurd in his hand, impossibly delicate. He stepped out of his jeans and slowly pulled the thong up his slender legs.

The pink fabric clung to him indecently, the narrow front stretched tight over his hard cock, the thin strap disappearing between his cheeks. He gasped aloud, staring down at himself, humiliated and aroused in equal measure.

He crossed to the mirror, bare except for the thong. His cheeks burned as he turned, staring at the reflection. The delicate lace framed his red, still tender backside, the strap biting into the sore flesh. His cock strained against the front, twitching visibly, obscene beneath the girlish fabric.

He turned again, hands on his hips, forcing himself to look. He looked ridiculous. Pathetic. Like exactly what she had called him; a naughty sissy-boy.

His cock throbbed painfully, but he didn’t dare touch it. Not without her permission. He tore the thong off quickly, his breath ragged, and shoved it into the drawer where Chloe’s panties had once been hidden.

Then he dressed again, sweatpants and hoodie, trying to erase the sight of himself in the mirror. But it lingered, burned into his mind: his own pale body, his hard cock, and Sophie’s pink thong stretched tight across his arse.

As he lay in bed that night, he pressed his face into the pillow, groaning softly. He hated himself. He craved her praise. And he knew when she next appeared online, he would confess everything.


Chapter Eight

Two nights passed. Two nights without a single message from her.

Philip unravelled slowly. Every hour he checked the forum, refreshing until his eyes blurred. Nothing. He lay in bed tossing and turning, guilt gnawing at him, his cock stiff at the faintest thought of Sophie’s thong hidden in the drawer.

On the second night, close to one in the morning, he gave up trying to sleep. He sat on the edge of the bed, sweating, heart hammering. All he could see in his mind was the tiny pink lace, clinging to his skin. The way it had looked in the mirror. The strap disappearing between his red cheeks.

With trembling hands, he pulled the drawer open. The thong was there, delicate and obscene. He stripped down and slid it up his thighs, gasping as the lace cupped him, the narrow strap biting between his cheeks. His cock pressed stiffly against the flimsy front, twitching with every breath.

He stood before the mirror again, groaning softly at the sight. His pale, slender body. His cock straining against Sophie’s tiny underwear. His arse framed by girlish lace. It was unbearable. Too much. He needed more.

A wild idea surged through him. Daring. Terrifying.

Before he could think better of it, he opened his door and stepped into the hall, wearing only the thong.

His heart pounded so hard he could hear it in his ears as he padded barefoot to the kitchen. Every creak of the floor made him flinch, terrified that Sophie’s door might open, or Chloe’s, or worse, all of them at once. He pictured it with sickening clarity: Sophie’s sharp cry of shock, Chloe’s laughter, Jack and Ryan rushing out to see. All of them staring. All of them knowing.

But he forced himself on. He filled a glass with water, hands shaking so badly it nearly spilled. He drank, throat tight, cock straining painfully against the lace. Then he turned and padded back, every step a rush of shame and thrill.

His door clicked shut behind him. He sagged against it, chest heaving, cock leaking into the fabric. He couldn’t stop now.

He lay back on the bed, tugged the waistband down just enough to free himself, and stroked desperately, still wearing the thong. His hips bucked, his breath ragged, the lace biting into his sore cheeks. The image of being caught, Sophie’s voice shouting, Chloe’s laughter, Ryan’s smirk, Jack’s disbelief; filled his head.

With a choked gasp he came hard, spilling across his stomach, his cock jerking against the lace. He grabbed a pair of dirty boxers from the floor, wiping himself clean in a daze. Then he pulled the thong back up properly, the sticky mess drying against his skin, and dragged the duvet over his trembling body.

Sleep claimed him quickly, the pink lace still tight around his hips, shame and desire tangled into one.




Chapter Nine

The next evening, Philip sat hunched at his desk, staring blankly at his laptop. His heart hammered as the green light finally appeared. She was back.

His chest tightened. He had imagined this moment for days, rehearsed what he would say, but now his fingers shook as he typed.

Good evening, ma’am. I’ve missed you.

Her reply came instantly. Tell me, pretty boy, did you obey? Do you have what I asked for?

Philip swallowed hard. His hands trembled as he reached into the drawer, pulling out Sophie’s pink thong. The delicate lace looked impossibly small in his hand. He typed quickly. Yes, ma’am. I found a pair. A pink thong.

Show me.

With shaking hands he snapped a picture and sent it. The silence that followed was unbearable.

Then her words appeared, sharp and cold. And have you worn them already, my toy?

Philip froze. Shame twisted his gut. He stared at the blinking cursor, considering a lie, but he couldn’t. She would know. She always knew.

Yes, ma’am, he typed, cheeks burning. I tried them on. I couldn’t stop myself.

A long pause followed. His chest tightened with dread.

You disobeyed. You touched what was not yet yours to touch. Naughty little boys who can’t control themselves need punishment.

Philip’s cock twitched helplessly under his sweatpants. I’m sorry, ma’am. Please punish me.

Strip. Completely. I want you naked in those panties. Then bend over your desk and give yourself thirty hard smacks. Count them. Loudly. You’ll do it slow, so I know you feel every one.

Philip’s body shook as he obeyed, stepping into Sophie’s thong and bending forward. His palm cracked across his sore cheeks, the lace biting into the punished flesh. By twenty his eyes watered, by thirty he was trembling, his cock stiff and twitching against the front of the thong.

Her next message blinked onto the screen. Now show me. Take pictures. Your little cock straining in Sophie’s panties. Your red arse on display.

Mortified, he obeyed, snapping photo after photo, his erection obscene against the delicate lace, his round backside glowing red, the thong’s thin strap cutting between his cheeks. He sent them one by one, his whole body burning with humiliation.

Pathetic, she typed. My pretty toy dressed like a girl. Wiggling his little bum for me. You love this, don’t you? Being laughed at?

Philip groaned, cock twitching, fingers flying across the keys. Yes, ma’am. I love it. Please don’t stop.

I won’t. But you’ll pay. Tonight, you will edge for me until I say otherwise. You will stroke until you’re desperate, but you won’t come. Not once. Not until I decide you’ve earned it.

Philip whimpered aloud, sliding his hand into the thong, cock jerking in his palm. Already he was close, already he was desperate, but her words held him, her control absolute.

Her words came sharp and merciless on the screen.

Edging will teach you control. But you’ve broken my trust, pretty boy. You put those panties on without permission. You need a proper punishment.

Philip trembled, his cock throbbing inside Sophie’s thong. Yes, ma’am. Please punish me. I deserve it.

Tomorrow you’ll do two things for me. First, you’ll wear Sophie’s thong all day under your jeans. To class, to lunch, everywhere. No excuses. You’ll feel it against your skin, a constant reminder of what you are.

Philip groaned aloud, already imagining the thin lace biting between his cheeks as he sat through lectures, surrounded by students who had no idea. His fingers shook as he typed: Yes, ma’am.

Second, after your classes, you’ll go to the mall. You’ll try on a new pair of jeans in the changing cubicle. Naked except for Sophie’s thong. You’ll take a picture of yourself holding the jeans with the label still on, so I know you did it. Then you’ll buy them and bring them home. Do you understand?

Philip’s heart thudded painfully. His mind reeled at the risk, stripping down in a public changing cubicle, snapping proof of himself in Sophie’s panties, buying jeans like nothing was wrong. His cock jerked anyway, stiff and eager. Yes, ma’am. I’ll do it.

Good. And since you seem to enjoy girls’ underwear so much, you’ll take it further. Before you leave the mall, you’ll go into a lingerie shop and buy yourself a pair of panties. Not stolen. Not hidden. Your own. Choose something skimpy and sheer; Brazilian cut. I want you to own your girlie underwear now, not just sneak Chloe’s or Sophie’s. Do you understand?

Philip swallowed hard, his face burning. The idea of standing in a women’s lingerie store, picking out panties while the shop assistant watched, filled him with terror. And yet his cock twitched violently at the thought. Yes, ma’am. I understand.

Good boy. Tomorrow you’ll prove to me you’re ready to be the sissy I want. Fail, and the punishment will be far worse. Obey, and maybe I’ll let you spill your little load again.

Philip whimpered, his forehead pressed to the desk, cock aching in the thong. Tomorrow he would have to risk everything.


Chapter Ten

Philip woke already aching, the lace of Sophie’s thong biting into his skin as he pulled on his jeans. She had ordered him to wear them all day, and he obeyed, every step a reminder of her control. The thin strap rubbed constantly between his cheeks, the delicate front straining obscenely against his cock.

He tried to focus on lectures, but the thong consumed him. Sitting at his desk, shifting uncomfortably, terrified that someone would notice the way he squirmed. Every time Chloe or Sophie leaned across to ask him something, his cheeks burned with the secret under his clothes. He imagined Sophie’s dark eyes piercing him, already knowing what he had stolen.

By the time his last class ended, his cock had been twitching against the lace for hours. His nerves were frayed, his face hot. He forced himself onto the bus to the mall, hands trembling in his pockets.

The bright, busy shopping centre made him feel even smaller, even more exposed. He found the men’s store, picked a pair of slim jeans from a rack, and carried them into the changing rooms. His heart hammered as he locked the cubicle door behind him.

His hands shook as he undressed, stripping down until he stood in nothing but Sophie’s thong. The sight in the mirror made his cock throb painfully, pale, pretty, humiliated in delicate pink lace. He held up the jeans, the price tag swinging, and snapped the picture as ordered. Proof.

At that exact moment, a soft voice startled him.

“Everything alright in there?”

Philip froze; phone still clutched in his hand. It was the shop assistant, the pretty brunette who had shown him to the changing area. His blood turned to ice.

“You’ve been in there a while,” she said cheerfully. “Do you want me to grab you a different size? Or maybe another style to try?”

Philip’s mouth went dry. He glanced at the curtain, his heart hammering. It didn’t quite close all the way, there was a narrow slit where anyone could peer through if they tried. He could almost feel her eyes on him, even though he knew she wasn’t looking. He imagined her pushing the curtain aside and seeing him there: bare, trembling, cock twitching inside Sophie’s tiny thong.

“I-I’m fine,” he stammered, his voice too high. “These are okay.”

“You sure?” she pressed, voice light, teasing. “You could step out and look in the long mirror if you want. Sometimes it helps.”

Philip nearly choked. “No, I’m fine. Really.”

There was a pause, then: “Well, if you’re not sure, I could always fetch you another style. What are you trying now? Pass them through the gap and I’ll find something different in the same size.”

Panic flared. But refusing would only make her more suspicious. With shaking hands, he slid the jeans through the narrow gap in the curtain, praying she couldn’t see the pink lace clinging to his body.

“Got them,” she said brightly. “Give me two minutes.”

Philip stood frozen, the thong biting into him, his cock throbbing with sick humiliation until she returned. A moment later her hand reappeared through the gap, holding another pair.

“Try these. Hipster cut. They’ll suit you.”

He swallowed hard, tugged them on, and stared at himself in the mirror. They were tight, riding low on his hips. Too low. His stomach lurched as he realised with horror that the delicate pink thong was visible above the waistband, a thin strip of lace peeking out in the gap between his t-shirt and the jeans.

“Step out, let’s have a look!” she called.

Mortified, Philip shuffled out, tugging his shirt down desperately as she gave him an approving smile. He stood stiffly in front of the big mirror by the cubicles, cheeks burning, terrified that she had already seen what was showing above his jeans.

“Those look great on you,” she said warmly, glancing up from the clipboard in her hands. “Perfect fit.”

Philip forced a weak smile, his mind spinning, praying she wouldn’t look too closely.

Her eyes flicked lower, just for a second, and then she froze. The pink lace of Sophie’s thong peeked clearly above the waistband of the jeans. For a moment her lips parted, then she quickly pressed them together, stifling a giggle. When she looked back up at him, her eyes sparkled with suppressed amusement.

Philip’s stomach lurched. Heat flooded his face. He wanted the ground to open and swallow him.

“I’ll… I’ll take these,” he blurted, voice shaky. “I’ll wear them out.”

He couldn’t face going back into the cubicle now that she’d seen. Not with the image burned into her mind: the pale, trembling boy in low-slung jeans and a bright pink thong. He just wanted to grab his things, pay, and run.

At the till he shoved the notes across, avoiding her eyes. But just as he thought he was free, her voice cut through the pounding in his ears.

“WAIT!” she said brightly. “I’d better cut off the label.”

Before he could protest, she came around the counter, scissors in hand. He stood frozen as she reached behind him, lifting his t-shirt casually, deliberately. The thong’s lace was exposed in all its humiliating glory as she snipped the tag from the waistband.

She handed him the label with a small, knowing smile. Her eyes flicked down once more, then back up, her voice soft and amused as she said:

“Very pretty.”

Philip’s breath caught in his throat. His face blazed scarlet. He mumbled thanks, snatched the bag with the discarded tag, and fled the store, his cock jerking violently against the lace as shame and arousal tangled in his chest.

The lingerie shop glowed at the end of the row, pink signage, glossy posters of models in lace. Philip’s stomach turned as he forced himself through the doors. Racks of bras and panties surrounded him, delicate fabrics brushing his fingers as he searched. His cock twitched helplessly in Sophie’s thong as he picked a pair, skimpy, sheer Brazilian panties, soft lilac lace that left little to the imagination.

At the counter, the shop assistant smiled politely, scanning the tag. “Gift wrapping?” she asked lightly.

Philip’s cheeks flamed. “N-no, thank you.” He fumbled the notes into her hand, snatched the little bag, and fled.

Back in his room he sat on the bed, heart still racing, the bag clutched in his hands. He opened it slowly, staring at the delicate panties. His own. Not stolen. Chosen. Bought.

His cock strained in the thong, desperate, throbbing. But he didn’t touch it. Not yet. Not without permission. He folded the new panties carefully and hid them at the back of his drawer. Then he pulled the duvet over himself, panting, humiliated, aching.

All he could think of was her face when he showed her what he had done.


Chapter Eleven

The call went out mid-afternoon. Chloe’s voice, sharp and insistent, carried down the hall: “Everyone in the kitchen, now. Flat meeting.”

Philip’s stomach dropped. He shuffled from his room with the others, nerves jangling. Jack slouched in, curious, Ryan smirking faintly as always, and Sophie with her calm, unreadable expression. Chloe stood at the head of the table, auburn hair tied back, something clenched in her hand.

When they were all seated, she dropped it onto the table.

Philip’s blood ran cold.

It was her panties. The small pink lace ones he had stolen, stained with his release.

Silence fell, thick and heavy.

Chloe folded her arms. “I don’t know who’s responsible,” she said, her tone serious. “But I found these in my laundry basket. And I want to know if anyone here can explain themselves.”

Philip’s vision blurred. His face burned hot, his heart pounded so loud he could hardly hear. His eyes darted down, then back up, and he caught Chloe watching him. Her gaze lingered on his flushed cheeks, his trembling hands, the lost look in his wide blue eyes. She didn’t need a confession. His reaction told her everything.

But she looked away. Pretending she hadn’t noticed.

“I don’t want to think anybody is stealing my panties to… to do this,” she said, glancing around at the others. “But if I catch anyone, there will be hell to pay. Understood?”

Jack shifted uncomfortably. Ryan shrugged. Sophie’s lips thinned.

Before anyone could move, Sophie spoke, her voice calm but firm. “Let me be clear,” she said, turning to the three men. “If I catch anyone in my room stealing my underwear, I’ll report you to the Vice Chancellor. No second chances.”

Philip’s chest seized. His face flamed scarlet. They know, he thought wildly. They must know.

The meeting dissolved awkwardly, everyone dispersing. Philip stumbled back to his room, mortified, his heart hammering.

Later, as he sat in silence, there was a knock. He flinched, then opened the door. Chloe stood there, her expression softer now.

“Can I come in?”

Philip nodded mutely, stepping aside. She perched on the edge of his bed, studying him with steady eyes.

“Look,” she said gently, “if it was you, it’s not the end of the world. People have different… fetishes. I’m studying psychology. I know it’s not unusual.” She paused, letting the words hang. “If you want to try on girls’ panties, I can help. But you don’t come into my room when I’m not there. You ask. We can pick out some together. Okay?”

Philip’s throat closed. His lips parted but no words came. His eyes burned with shame.

Chloe’s smile was small, kind. “And if it’s not you, fine. But either way… you can talk to me.”

She stood, smoothing her hoodie, and walked to the door. Just before leaving, she glanced back, and placed something on his bed.

The stained panties.

Chloe looked at him steadily. “I don’t really want these now. If you want, you can keep them. And you can use them however you want.”

Philip stared at them, heart thudding, his cock twitching helplessly in his jeans.

When the door closed behind her, the silence pressed in. He buried his face in his hands, trembling, humiliated beyond words. And yet, staring at the damp lace lying across his sheets, he felt his cock stir again.


Chapter Twelve

Philip sat staring at the panties Chloe had left on his bed. The faint sour smell of his own mess still clung to the lace, the damp patch dried stiff. His cheeks burned hot. She had given them back to him, told him he could keep them, use them however he wanted.

His cock swelled instantly, stiffening against his jeans. His hands shook as he stripped, then slowly slid into them. The lace clung to him, shameful and damp, his cock pressed tight against the stained fabric. He groaned aloud, collapsing back on his bed, trembling at the sheer humiliation of it.

He couldn’t resist. Not anymore.

When he logged on that night, his chest squeezed with relief to see her name glowing green.

Well, well, she typed. Did my little toy miss me?

Yes, ma’am, Philip wrote quickly, his face flushed, cock straining in the soiled panties. I have to tell you something. Chloe… she found them. She left them for me. She said I could keep them. I’m wearing them now.

There was a long pause. Philip’s heart hammered, shame clawing at his throat.

At last, her reply came. Good boy. My pretty toy is finally coming out. Almost admitting what he is. That pleases me.

Philip sagged in relief, cock twitching desperately.

But her next words appeared, sharp and cold, you’re disgusting. Wearing dirty panties. That’s beneath even you. Show me the ones you bought at the mall.

His cheeks flamed. With trembling hands he fetched the little lilac Brazilian panties from his drawer, snapping a photo and sending it.

Much better, she purred. Put them on. Now. Then show me how pretty you look for me.

Philip stripped quickly, sliding into the delicate lace. They were sheer, flimsy, leaving nothing to the imagination. His cock jutted obscenely against the see-through fabric as he posed for his phone, blushing furiously while snapping pictures: standing, kneeling, turned to show his round red backside framed by the girlie cut. He sent them, his cock dripping with precum.

Her next command came swiftly. Now stroke for me. Slow. You’ll edge and edge until you’re leaking like the pathetic little sissy-slut you are, making your panties wet.. But you won’t come until I allow it.

Philip whimpered aloud, hand sliding over the lace, his cock jerking under the thin fabric. He obeyed, stroking slowly, then faster when she told him, hips lifting, precum smearing the panties. Again and again she made him stop, made him hold still while his whole body shook with desperate need, then let him start again.

By the time she finally paused, his cock was swollen, angry, dripping through the flimsy lace, his thighs trembling.

That’s enough for tonight, she wrote. I like you messy. Tomorrow, you’ll prove yourself again. Good boy.

Philip lay back, groaning, cock aching, the lilac panties soaked with precum. He had never felt so humiliated, or so alive.


Chapter Thirteen

The next morning Philip could barely drag himself out of bed. His cock still ached from the night before, the lilac panties from the mall clung damp and sticky and Chloe’s panties at the back of his drawer; Chloe’s words haunted him. You can keep them. Use them however you want.

His stomach twisted as he pulled on jeans and a hoodie. Facing the others now felt impossible. They must know. They must all know.

But he couldn’t hide forever.

The smell of toast and coffee hit him as he pushed open the kitchen door. Jack was at the counter, wolfing down cereal straight from the box. Ryan lounged in a chair, scrolling his phone, smirking faintly at nothing in particular. Chloe sat opposite Sophie, hair up in a messy bun, spooning yoghurt into her mouth. Sophie, calm as ever, was reading with one hand, mug of tea in the other.

Four pairs of eyes glanced up when Philip shuffled in.

“Morning,” Chloe said lightly. Her tone was casual, but her eyes lingered on him a beat too long, as though waiting for something.

Philip’s face burned. He muttered a greeting and busied himself at the kettle, his hands shaking as he poured water into a mug.

Jack smirked. “Looking rough, Pretty Boy. You study all night again?”

Philip forced a laugh. “Yeah. Assignment.”

Ryan’s eyes flicked up from his phone. “Or something else?” The smirk on his lips made Philip’s stomach plummet. Did he know? Could he tell?

Chloe shot Ryan a look that made him drop his gaze, but her expression softened when it turned back to Philip. Almost reassuring. Almost.

It was Sophie’s calm voice that cut through the silence. “You’re very quiet again,” she said, her gaze steady on him. Her tone was neutral, but her eyes were sharp, assessing. “Something on your mind?”

Philip’s throat closed. He shook his head quickly. “No. Just tired.”

The lie sounded thin even to his own ears.

Sophie studied him for a moment longer, then returned to her book, though the weight of her attention seemed to linger.

Philip stirred his tea with trembling hands, the clink of the spoon against the mug deafening in the silence. He sat at the table, heart pounding, guilt coiled tight in his chest. Every smile, every glance felt like an accusation.

When he finally escaped back to his room, he shut the door and sagged against it, chest heaving. They know, he thought wildly. They all know.

Philip had barely calmed down from the tension at breakfast when there was a knock on his door again. His chest clenched. He opened it cautiously, and there was Chloe, leaning against the frame with her arms folded, auburn hair in its usual messy bun, eyes sparkling with a look he couldn’t read.

“Can I come in?” she asked.

Philip nodded dumbly, stepping aside. She strolled in and sat on the edge of his bed like she belonged there. For a long moment she studied him, then gave a small smile.

“Look,” she said, “I don’t just want to understand. I want to be honest with you too.”

Philip’s stomach twisted. “Honest?”

She nodded. “When I realised what you’d done with my panties… I thought I’d be angry. But I wasn’t. I found it… sexy.” Her cheeks coloured faintly. “I’ve never told anyone that before. But I like the idea of you, pretty boy Philip, wearing little panties under your jeans. It makes me hot.”

Philip’s jaw dropped. “Y-you do?”

She grinned at his shock. “Don’t look so surprised. You’re a cute guy. And the fact you’re brave enough to try it, even in secret… I like that.”

His heart pounded. Chloe was so pretty, so confident, he’d never imagined she could be interested in him, especially knowing what she knew.

She reached into her bag and laid three pairs of panties on the bedspread. A skimpy pale blue bikini cut with tiny butterflies patterned across the fabric. A sheer black thong, slim and revealing. And a pair of pink boy-shorts sprinkled with little flowers.

“Pick,” she said simply.

Philip stared at them, hands trembling. His breath caught on the butterflies. Delicate, girlish, playful. He reached out and touched them.

Chloe smiled knowingly. “Good choice. Get dressed. I’ll wait in the kitchen.”

He pulled them on, heart racing, the fabric snug around his hips and stretched across his cock. The lace pressed against him, thrilling and humiliating all at once. When he joined her in the kitchen, she gave him a grin and whispered, “Hot. Knowing you’re wearing those right now.”

They went to the pub together, side by side. To everyone else, they looked like any two students grabbing drinks on a Saturday night. But under the table, Chloe leaned close, her breath tickling his ear.

“Are you hard?”

Philip flushed crimson, whispering back, “Yes.”

She smirked. “Thought so. That’s so sexy.”

All night she teased him, her eyes glinting whenever he shifted uncomfortably on the stool, his cock straining inside the butterfly panties. By the time they walked back to the flat, Philip was dizzy with arousal, desperate for release.

The moment her door closed behind them, Chloe pushed him toward the bed. “Show me. I want to see you in them.”

Philip stripped quickly, trembling, standing before her in nothing but the skimpy blue panties, his cock bulging, desperate.

“Wank for me,” she murmured.

He obeyed instantly, stroking himself through the fabric, hips jerking as precum soaked the butterflies. His face burned, his body shuddered, and with a strangled groan he spilled into them, hot and sticky, his release soaking through.

Chloe’s eyes darkened. She kissed him then, hungry and hot. Tugging off her own clothes, she pushed him back against the bed.

“I got so wet watching you,” she breathed, her voice thick. “Lick me. Use your mouth.”

Philip blinked, startled. “I’ve never….”

“I’ll show you,” she said, guiding his head between her thighs.

He licked tentatively at first, but her moans urged him on. Her fingers gripped his hair, her thighs tightening around him as he learned with lips and tongue how to pleasure her. Her gasps grew louder, sharper, until with a shudder she climaxed, pulling him hard against her.

After, she drew him up onto the bed, pressing her warm body against his. “Good boy,” she murmured, kissing his lips. “You were perfect.”

Philip lay against her, utterly drained, utterly sated. For the first time, he felt he had found someone who truly understood him.

After, she drew him up onto the bed, pressing her warm body against his. “Good boy,” she murmured, kissing his lips. “You were perfect.”

Philip lay against her, utterly drained, utterly sated. For the first time, he felt he had found someone who truly understood him.

He reached down, fingers tugging at the waistband of the sticky butterfly panties, but Chloe’s hand caught his wrist.

“You’ll sleep in your mess,” she said softly, her tone gentle but commanding, her green eyes glinting. “That’s part of it, isn’t it? Waking up still knowing you’re mine.”

Philip’s breath caught. He nodded, cheeks burning, but he obeyed.

She smiled and kissed him again, pulling the duvet up over them both.

He fell asleep in Chloe’s bed, butterflies clinging damp to his skin, wrapped in the warmth of her acceptance, and the quiet power of her control.


Epilogue

Philip woke the next morning tangled in Chloe’s sheets, his cheek pressed against her bare shoulder. For a few hazy moments he lay still, listening to the soft rhythm of her breathing, until the sticky cling of the butterfly panties reminded him where he was and what he had done.

Heat rushed to his cheeks. But when Chloe stirred and opened her eyes, she only smiled and kissed him gently.

“You look even prettier in the morning,” she murmured, her voice low and fond. She tugged at the waistband of his panties, still damp from the night before. “Leave them on. I like knowing you’re mine.”

Philip’s chest tightened. For the first time since university had begun, he didn’t feel lost or humiliated. He felt wanted. Cared for. Controlled, yes, but by someone who saw him, understood him.

As he followed Chloe into the kitchen later, her hand brushing against his, he wondered if maybe he had finally found where he belonged.

But deep down, another voice whispered: she’s still waiting for you.


Book Two Intro Teaser

For two nights Philip avoided logging on. He told himself it was because he was busy, because Chloe filled his thoughts now, because he finally felt cared for. But the truth was simpler: he was afraid.

When he finally opened his laptop, her name was there. Waiting. The green light stabbed into him like a blade.

Where have you been, my toy?

Philip’s fingers shook on the keys. He couldn’t lie. Not to her. I… I’ve been with someone. A girl here. Chloe. She knows about me. She likes it. She, she let me wear her panties. She made me… His cheeks burned even to type it. She made me sleep in them after I came for her.

For a long, dreadful moment there was no reply. His chest squeezed painfully.

Then her words appeared, calm but sharp as glass.
So you’ve found a soft domme. Someone who pets you, kisses you, lets you spill in her bed. Tell me, Philip, is that enough? Is that all you want?

Philip’s cock twitched. His stomach churned. She… she makes me feel safe.

Safe? the reply came. Safe doesn’t make you hard. Safe doesn’t leave you on the edge, desperate and dripping, begging for mercy. I don’t care if you’re shamed. In fact, I want you shamed. Used. Humiliated until you can’t even look yourself in the mirror without thinking of me.

Philip groaned, forehead pressed to the desk, his cock jerking in his jeans. Chloe’s warmth still lingered in his memory, but the cruel thrill of her words sent fire through his veins.

You’ll confess everything to me, she wrote. And then I’ll remind you why you’ll never belong anywhere but on your knees.

Philip trembled, caught between care and cruelty, softness and shame, and he already knew which one would take him further.
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