
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Little Ollie: Their Humiliated Toy

BOOK ONE

Two gorgeous girls. One “average” boy. A game of exposure, teasing, and total control.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Warning

This book contains explicit themes intended for mature audiences, including:

	Femdom 

	Humiliation and submissive themes 

	Clean-up play 

	SPH 

	Graphic sexual language 

	Spanking 

	Exhibitionism 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 

	CFNM 



Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Prologue

The lecture hall buzzed with chatter until the door creaked open and he walked in. Not the silver-haired professor everyone expected, but a tall, awkward young man clutching a stack of notes to his chest.

“Um… hi, everyone. I’ll be covering today’s class, Professor McKay is unwell.” His voice cracked slightly, drawing a ripple of giggles from the front row. He pushed his glasses up his nose and fumbled with the slides, the tips of his ears glowing red.

Two girls sat near the middle, sharing a look. Both were only a few weeks into their first year, still drunk on the excitement of university life. Chloe twirled a strand of glossy dark hair around her finger, smirking, while Freya lounged in her seat, legs stretched out, denim miniskirt riding high on her thighs.

“Cute,” Freya whispered, her lips curling into a wicked grin. “Nerdy. Exactly my type of prey.”

Chloe’s green eyes sparkled. “Perfect. He’s trying so hard.”

As Oliver stumbled through his notes, his voice only steady when buried deep in equations, the girls whispered and giggled behind their notebooks. Every time he looked up, they were watching, not with scholarly interest, but with something sharper, something that made his stomach twist.

And then he slipped. His gaze faltered, landing on Chloe’s blouse, just loose enough at the neckline for a glimpse of lace when she leaned forward. He looked away, only to find Freya lounging sideways, her bare thighs on full display. His eyes stuck there, against his will.

Freya caught him. She didn’t look away. Instead, she shifted, stretching lazily so that her skirt rode higher still. The smooth curve of her thigh flashed almost indecently. Oliver jerked his gaze back to the board, cheeks burning, throat tight. Chloe giggled softly, a sound that seemed meant only for him.

By the time the lecture ended, Oliver was drowning in relief. But relief didn’t last.

The hall emptied quickly, except for them. They rose together, sauntering down the steps, twin smiles fixed on their lips.

“Oliver,” Chloe said sweetly, trying his name out as if it amused her. “We didn’t quite understand that last example.” She leaned in, hair sliding forward, blouse shifting just enough.

Freya rested a hip against the desk so that her skirt rode a little higher, her perfume curling around him. “Maybe you could… show us again? We’re eager to learn.”

Oliver swallowed hard, eyes darting helplessly. He tried to look Chloe in the eye, but her blouse gaped with every breath. Then he shifted away, only to find Freya leaning back just enough that her thighs stretched longer, smooth skin catching the light.

It was a trap, he knew it, even if he couldn’t name it. Wherever he looked, they gave him something to see. And they knew he was seeing.

“You’d really be helping us out,” Chloe murmured, brushing her hair back so her neckline slipped looser. Her green eyes glittered. “We’d hate to fall behind so soon.”

Freya smirked, adjusting her position again, deliberately slow. “Besides… you’re not like the other lecturers. You don’t seem… old. You’re more like us.”

The words made Oliver’s stomach lurch. Twenty-three, still awkward, still more comfortable with books than people, and yet the way they were looking at him, smiling as though he was already dancing on their strings, made him flush hotter.

Chloe let her fingers ghost across his sleeve before pulling back, leaving his skin tingling. Freya caught the tiny hitch in his breath and laughed softly, the sound low and knowing.

“I think we’re going to enjoy this class,” Chloe said.

Freya’s smile sharpened. “We’re going to learn a lot.”

Chloe tilted her head, adopting the sweetest expression she could manage. “Actually,” she added lightly, “could we arrange a study meet? Maybe six o’clock, in the library. You could really drum this stuff into us.”

She smiled up at him, wide-eyed and earnest, all apparent innocence.

They shared a glance, some unspoken joke passing between them, before turning in unison and drifting out, laughter echoing down the hall.

Oliver stayed frozen behind the desk, heart hammering, knowing only one thing.

They had found their prey. And he was already caught.

Freya glanced back over her shoulder as she followed Chloe toward the door. “See you at six,” she said lightly, flashing him a bright, confident smile before they disappeared into the corridor.


Chapter One

Freya sprawled across Chloe’s bed, one long leg bent, the other dangling off the edge, her phone in hand. She was dressed only in pale pink lingerie, the bra lifting her breasts into a perfect curve, the lace teasing at the edges.

Chloe stood at the mirror opposite, tugging her hair into a high ponytail. She wore nothing but a pair of tiny black bikini-cut panties, the fabric clinging to the curve of her hips. Her full firm 34C breasts looked amazing, large nipples tight in the cool air of the bedroom. Her blouse and skirt lay tossed across the chair, forgotten for the moment.

“God,” Chloe said, glancing over her shoulder, “your boobs look insane in that bra. Honestly, if Oliver sees you in the right top he won’t stand a chance.”

Freya smirked, arching her back a little so her breasts rose higher. “Oh, you think he’ll even know where to look? Poor boy nearly melted just trying not to stare at my legs yesterday.” She tossed her phone aside and padded over to the wardrobe, her bra straps slipping down her tanned shoulders. “Here, try this one.” She held up a cropped white top. “It’ll cling in all the right places. That’ll get his pulse racing.”

Chloe laughed, shimmying into the top with a playful wiggle of her hips. “You’re evil. But you’re right.” She turned back to the mirror, admiring the fit, then grinned at Freya. Freya’s full round heart-shaped ass barely covered by her skimpy bikini panties. “And you, oh my god, babe, your ass looks so hot in those panties. Seriously. If I were him…”

Freya gave a mock gasp, then slapped Chloe’s hip lightly. “Cheeky! You’re just jealous.” She rummaged again and held out a short, pleated skirt, a scrap of fabric barely long enough to cover Chloe’s panties. “Here. Wear this. He won’t be able to stop staring.”

Chloe stepped into the skirt, tugging it up and smoothing it over her hips. The hem rode high, her long legs bare, her bikini panties faintly visible beneath the thin fabric.

Freya clapped her hands together. “Perfect. We’re going to break him.”

Chloe’s smile turned sly. “First we lead him along in the library this evening,” she murmured, “and then… well, the poor boy won’t know what hit him.”

“To the library,” Freya finished, laughing.

“Of course.” Chloe gave one last check in the mirror, then slung her bag over her shoulder. “Come on. Let’s go hunting.”

They shared a grin, their laughter ringing through the small dorm room as they headed out, already certain of their prey.


Chapter Two

The library was hushed, the scent of old paper and coffee lingering in the air. Afternoon light filtered through tall windows, striping the rows of desks and shelves with gold. It was the kind of place Oliver always retreated to: safe, orderly, quiet.

And Chloe had been right.

“There,” she whispered, nudging Freya as they slipped between the shelves.

Oliver sat hunched over a desk near the back, stacks of books around him, pen scratching across a notepad. His glasses had slid low on his nose, and he pushed them back up absently, brow furrowed in concentration. He didn’t notice the two girls at first, not until Chloe’s laugh cut through the silence.

His head jerked up.

“Oliver,” Chloe said brightly, as if surprised to see him. “What are the odds?”

Freya slid into the chair opposite him without waiting for an invitation, her pleated skirt riding high as she crossed her legs slowly. “So pleased you didn’t let us down,” she said, her voice low and amused.

Oliver blinked, fumbling with his pen. “Oh, um… hi. I was just, just working.”

Chloe slipped into the seat beside him, her bare thigh brushing his arm as she leaned in to peer at his notes. “Wow. You work hard, don’t you? No wonder you’re so clever.” Her perfume, warm and sweet, curled around him, making his pulse quicken.

Freya rested her chin on her hand, watching him. “He’s blushing again,” she teased, her voice just above a whisper. “So cute.”

Oliver ducked his head, shuffling his papers into a neater pile, though his hands betrayed him, trembling slightly.

Chloe leaned closer, her hair brushing his shoulder. “It’s so good you agreed to come and help us out. We just love how you explain things.”

The trap was closing, even if Oliver couldn’t see it. Two beautiful girls, too close, too confident, filling the quiet library corner with their laughter and perfume. Every movement they made, the shift of a skirt, the tilt of a neckline, the brush of a thigh, was deliberate.

Oliver’s heart pounded. He should have said no. He should have found an excuse. But when Chloe smiled at him, lips curved in wicked promise, and Freya giggled softly across the table, he knew he wouldn’t.

They had found him.

And this time, there was no escape.

Freya propped her chin on her hand, watching him fumble with his pen. “Show us what you’re working on,” she said, her voice lilting like a challenge.

Oliver blinked. “Oh, um, it’s just my thesis notes. Probably not that interesting.”

Chloe leaned over, sliding closer until her shoulder brushed his arm. “Come on,” she coaxed. “You’re always so serious. Let us see.” She reached for his notepad, her hair falling against his sleeve, and tugged it toward her. The neckline of her cropped white top dipped low as she bent forward, offering him a view that made his throat go dry.

“You really do write a lot,” she murmured, flicking through his scribbled pages. “No wonder you always look so… tense.”

Freya laughed softly. “He’s blushing again.” She stretched in her chair, deliberately arching her back so that her breasts pressed against her fitted top. “Relax, Oliver. We’re not here to grill you.”

He shifted uncomfortably, tugging at his collar. His eyes darted between the two of them, but every escape led him to temptation, Chloe’s top slipping, Freya’s skirt inching higher with every movement.

“You’re very smart, though,” Chloe went on, her tone turning teasing. “I bet you could teach us a lot. Right, Freya?”

“Oh, definitely,” Freya purred. “But the real question is….” She leaned across the desk, her gaze locking on him, wicked and playful. “Can you keep your cool while doing it?”

Oliver swallowed, hard. His pen clattered to the desk, slipping from his fingers.

Chloe’s eyes lit up. She leaned closer, her lips almost brushing his ear as she whispered, “Careful, Oliver. People might think you’re nervous.”

His pulse thudded in his ears, his face burning. Chloe pulled back, sharing a glance with Freya, both girls’ smiles curling into something sharper.

They didn’t need to say it aloud. They already knew.

Oliver was theirs.


Chapter Three

After seeing Oliver,  Chloe and Freya stepped out into the early evening air, they were already buzzing with energy.

They didn’t go back to halls.

Instead, they went to the pub.

They’d dressed for it without ever saying so out loud. Short skirts that showed plenty of leg. Low-cut tops that made the most of their full firm 34C breasts. Nothing outrageous, well not in this age, where it’s possible to go almost topless without attracting looks of disdain. They knew exactly how they looked. They always did.

The pub was warm and busy, full of end-of-day chatter and the low thrum of music. Chloe scanned the room almost lazily, then caught Freya’s eye and tilted her head toward a small group of students by the bar.

One in particular.

He was alone, nursing a pint, glancing their way just a little too often.

They didn’t rush it. They took their time ordering soft drinks, laughing between themselves, letting him notice them noticing him. Chloe smiled once, briefly. Freya followed it with a second look, just long enough to linger.

It worked.

A few minutes later he approached, cheeks already a little flushed. “Hi,” he said, trying for casual. “Can I… uh… buy you a drink?”

Chloe exchanged a quick glance with Freya. Then she smiled sweetly. “That’s kind of you. We’ll just have a bottle of white. To share.”

He grinned, clearly pleased with himself, and went to the bar without another word.

When he came back with the bottle and two glasses, Chloe took one glass, Freya the other. They thanked him together, leaning in, each pressing a quick kiss to his cheek. Light. Friendly. Disarming.

“Thank you,” Freya said.

“Really sweet of you,” Chloe added.

He stood there, stunned, as they turned away with the bottle and glasses in hand, heading for a quiet table near the back. By the time he realised they weren’t inviting him to join them, they were already sitting down, pouring wine, laughing softly to themselves.

From across the room, he watched them lean close, heads together, giggling behind their hands.

Chloe lifted her glass. “To confidence,” she murmured.

Freya clinked hers against it. “And knowing exactly what we’re doing.”

They laughed again, perfectly aware of the glances still following them, and settled in to enjoy the rest of the evening on their own terms.

Chloe leaned back in her chair, swirling her wine thoughtfully. “It really is too easy,” she said, lowering her voice just enough to feel conspiratorial. “You show a bit too much bust, a lot of leg…”

Freya grinned, lifting her glass. “Add some bare thigh,” she said, amused, “and they’re practically drooling.”

Chloe shook her head, mock-serious. “Honestly, half the time you barely have to say anything. Just smile. Let them think it was their idea.”

“And before you know it,” Freya added, “they’re wrapped right around our little fingers.”

They both dissolved into quiet fits of giggles, shoulders shaking as they leaned closer together, enjoying the ease of it, the power, and the knowledge that the night was unfolding exactly how they wanted.

They raise their glasses and in unison, “Here’s to the destruction of the rather cute Oliver!” More giggles.


Chapter Four

Oliver had told himself to avoid them. He’d buried himself in study, choosing quieter corners of the library, hoping they’d forgotten about him.

But Chloe and Freya hadn’t forgotten.

“Look who we found again,” Chloe said brightly as she slid into the chair beside him, her skirt riding high as she crossed her legs. “Our favourite tutor.”

Freya dropped her bag onto the desk and leaned across, her neckline gaping just enough to make his pulse trip. “We thought you might like some company.”

Oliver swallowed, his hand tightening around his pen. “I….I’m really busy….”

“Nonsense,” Chloe cut in, nudging her shoulder against his. “You’re always busy. You need to loosen up, Oliver.” Her lips brushed the edge of his ear as she leaned closer. “We could help with that.”

His breath caught, the heat flooding his cheeks betraying him.

Freya propped her chin on her hand, watching his reaction with a slow, wicked smile. “Look at him. Already nervous. Poor boy.”

They took turns leaning in to ask him questions they didn’t really care about, brushing against his arm, shifting so their skirts rode higher, whispering close enough that their perfume filled his head. Each move chipped away at his composure until his hands shook on the page.

Chloe bent low to “study” his notes, her blouse slipping just enough that he caught a deep view down her top. She stayed there longer than necessary, pretending to read, giving him no escape.

By the time she straightened, Oliver’s whole body was tense. He shifted in his chair, but the bulge in his trousers betrayed him.

Freya’s eyes flicked down. Her smirk widened. “Ohhh!” she whispered, amusement dripping from every syllable. “Chloe… I think Oliver’s having a little problem.”

Oliver froze. His face burned crimson. “I….I….no….”

But Chloe had already followed Freya’s gaze, her lips curling in delight. “Oh my god,” she whispered, covering her mouth as though shocked. “Oliver.”

He scrambled to cover himself with his notebook, but the movement only made things worse. The pressure tipped him over the edge. His thighs tensed, his breath hitched, and then it happened.

A shudder. A helpless gasp. And a dark stain spreading across the front of his trousers.

The silence that followed was broken only by the sound of Chloe’s soft, incredulous laugh.

“Did you just…?” she whispered, leaning close, her voice full of wicked amusement.

Freya clapped a hand over her mouth, giggling uncontrollably. “He did. He really did. Poor Oliver, couldn’t even handle a study session.”

Oliver buried his face in his hands, mortified.

But the girls weren’t done. Chloe tapped the table with her pen, smirking. “Well. That answers one question.”

Freya leaned closer, her voice low and teasing. “We don’t even have to touch you, do we, Oliver? You’ll do it all by yourself.”

Their laughter rang out softly in the quiet corner of the library, leaving Oliver trembling, humiliated… and completely in their power.

For a moment, there was even a hint of sympathy in the way they looked at him, quickly swallowed by something sharper. He really was a handsome young man, awkward and flustered in a way that only made the control sweeter. Watching him grow nervous, watching him fumble under their attention, was intoxicating.

It was such fun, taking charge of him so easily, seeing just how quickly he folded in their presence.


Chapter Five

Oliver avoided them after the library disaster. He changed his routines, left campus early, even skipped meals in the common areas. But it didn’t matter. They were hunting him now.

And hunters didn’t give up.

“Library, second floor,” Chloe murmured, scrolling her phone as she lounged on her bed. “He booked a private study room for tomorrow afternoon.”

Freya stretched, grinning. “Perfect. Quiet. No one to interrupt us.”

Chloe smirked, tapping the screen. “He doesn’t know the rooms aren’t really locked. We can just… slip in.”



The next day, Oliver sat hunched in the tiny study room, notes spread across the desk, trying to bury himself in work. His heart still raced every time he thought about that humiliating moment in the library. He couldn’t let it happen again.

The door creaked open.

“Oliver!” Chloe’s voice was bright with false surprise as she slipped inside, Freya close behind her. “What a coincidence.”

Oliver’s stomach dropped. “H-how did you….this room is….”

“Private?” Freya finished, shutting the door behind them with a click. She smiled, stepping closer. “Don’t worry. We won’t tell.”

Chloe perched on the edge of the desk, her skirt riding just a little higher as she settled, her bare thighs brushing the corner of his notes. “Relax,” she said softly. “We just wanted a little… extra tutoring. After all, you’re so good at explaining things.”

She was close enough that his arm brushed against her warm skin. He caught the faint trace of her perfume when she leaned in, light and distracting, and suddenly the quiet of the library felt overwhelming. It was too much, her nearness, her smile, the way she made it all seem so innocent while his thoughts tangled hopelessly.

Oliver stammered, fumbling with his papers, trying to gather them up. “I really….I don’t think….”

Chloe plucked the pen from his hand and set it aside. “You don’t have to think, Oliver. Just… sit there.”

Freya circled behind his chair, her hand brushing the backrest, her perfume warm and close. “Last time was so funny,” she murmured, leaning close to his ear. “You got so worked up; you couldn’t even hide it.”

Oliver’s whole body went rigid. His face burned.

Chloe’s voice dropped, teasing but firm. “Maybe today we’ll take a proper look. Just to see if you’ve learned to control yourself.”

Freya’s laugh was soft, cruel. “Spoiler: he hasn’t.”

Oliver’s pen trembled in his hand, his breath quickening. The walls of the tiny study room seemed to close in, their giggles filling the space. He knew what they were going to do. He also knew he couldn’t stop them.

And for Chloe and Freya, that was the point.

The trap was sprung.

The air in the tiny study room felt heavy, thick with perfume and tension. Oliver sat stiff in his chair, clutching his notes like a shield, while Chloe perched on the desk in front of him, legs crossed, skirt riding dangerously high.

Freya leaned against the wall behind his chair, her arms folded under her breasts, watching him squirm.

“You’re fidgeting again,” she teased. “Exactly like last time. Should we check if you’re… nervous?”

Oliver’s throat worked. “N-no, I’m fine.”

Chloe leaned closer, resting her hands on the desk beside his notes, her blouse gaping just enough to drag his gaze down. “Come on, Oliver. You can’t lie to us. You’re already hard, aren’t you?”

His whole body went rigid. “I….”

Freya laughed softly, circling round to stand at Chloe’s side. “Look at him. He’s blushing so hard it’s practically glowing.” She tilted her head, eyes flicking deliberately to his lap. “Why don’t you show us? Unless you’re scared.”

“I’m not….” Oliver started, but Chloe cut him off with a wicked grin.

“Prove it then.” She leaned back, folding her arms, smirk firmly in place. “Show us.”

Oliver shook his head, mortified, but the weight of their stares, the laughter bubbling just under the surface, pinned him in place. His hands trembled in his lap, betraying him.

Freya’s voice dropped, low and taunting. “We already saw it straining in your trousers last time. Might as well let us get a proper look.”

He looked at the girls, so beautiful, so sexy, their eyes glittering with mischief. His gaze strayed helplessly across the swell of their breasts on display, down the length of their smooth legs. His chest tightened. Oh god… they actually want me to show them.

Silence stretched. Oliver’s chest rose and fell quickly, his nerves and embarrassment tangling together until he could barely think. Finally, with a shaky breath, he straightened in his chair, fingers hesitating at his waist as if unsure what to do with himself.

Chloe tilted her head, her voice gentle, almost reassuring. “Stand up,” she said softly. “It’s all right. We’re not judging. We won’t tell anyone… promise.”

Her smile was warm, convincing, and somehow made the moment feel even more overwhelming.

“Show us,” Freya told him, “We want to see.”

Both girls leaned forward eagerly, eyes sparkling.

The zip slid down. His boxers tented, straining, and then, with a final, reluctant tug, Oliver exposed himself.

The room went quiet for half a heartbeat.

Then Chloe clapped a hand over her mouth, her green eyes wide with mock amazement. “Oh my god. That’s it?”

Freya burst out laughing, her giggles echoing off the walls. She nudged Chloe with her elbow. “No wonder he’s so shy.”

Oliver flushed crimson, fumbling to cover himself, but Chloe caught his wrist. “Uh-uh. Leave it where it is. We want a good look.”

He froze, humiliated, his cock twitching under their gaze.

“It’s average,” he blurted, defensive. “I’m average!”

That set them off again. Freya doubled over, laughing so hard she could barely speak. “You’ve measured? You’ve actually measured yourself?”

Oliver’s face burned crimson, but words tumbled out in his desperation to convince them. “It’s five inches! Five inches is average.”

Freya gasped, clutching her stomach as she laughed even harder. “OMG! You did. You fucking measured it! You were worried it was small. Did it not stack up to the other boys at school?”

Chloe and Freya both burst into another round of laughter, tears pricking at their eyes.

“Hold on,” Chloe choked out between giggles, nudging Freya. “Get that pencil, put it alongside, and I’ll take a snap.” She reached for her phone, her smile wide, eyes gleaming with mischief.

Oliver’s heart slammed in his chest. “No! You can’t….”

Chloe tilted her head, smirking. “Oh, babe, we can.”

Freya plucked a pencil from the desk and held it up alongside his shaft, her eyes sparkling with wicked amusement. “Oh my god,” she whispered, barely able to contain her laughter. “It’s actually shorter.”

Chloe leaned in with her phone, snapping a quick picture before Oliver could move. The sharp click of the camera made his stomach twist.

“Chloe!” he gasped, reaching to cover himself, but Freya slapped his hand away playfully.

“Uh-uh,” she teased. “No hiding. Not until we’ve finished our experiment.”

Chloe tilted the pencil against him again, her smirk widening. “Tell me, Oliver… when you measured, did you do it along the top or underneath?” She slid the pencil from the base across the top of his shaft, then underneath, giggling. “See? It makes a difference. Maybe you cheated a little.”

Oliver squirmed, his face blazing red. “I didn’t….I….”

“Better push your boxers down,” Chloe said sweetly, her tone mock-innocent. “We want a proper view. Otherwise, how can we be sure?”

Oliver’s breath caught, his hands trembling as he hesitated.

Freya leaned in close, her whisper wicked. “Come on, Oliver. Don’t be shy. We’ve already seen it. Might as well let us enjoy the full show.”

Chloe raised her phone again, grin wide. “That’s it, Oliver. Let’s make it official.”

His stomach churned, shame and arousal knotted tight, but the weight of their stares crushed any resistance. With a trembling hand, Oliver hooked his thumbs under the waistband of his boxers and tugged them down.

The fabric slipped past his hips, past the base, until at last there was nothing to shield him. His dick stood bare, hard, twitching helplessly under the bright, merciless light of the study room.

Both girls leaned in at once, their laughter bubbling up instantly.

“Oh my god,” Chloe gasped, clutching her chest as though she couldn’t believe it. “That’s the full thing? Seriously?”

Freya covered her mouth, her shoulders shaking with laughter. “It’s even smaller without the boxers in the way! Babe, it looks like it’s hiding.”

Oliver’s face burned crimson. He fought the urge to cover himself, but Chloe’s eyes glittered, daring him. She lifted the pencil again, pressing it against him with mock precision.

“Yep,” she said with a wicked smirk, snapping another picture. “Confirmed. We’ve officially found the world’s saddest ‘average.’”

Freya nearly fell against the desk, laughing so hard she wheezed. “Imagine him pulling his pants down for the first time with a girl… and this is what she sees.” She wiped tears from her eyes, gasping through her laughter. “No wonder you measured it, Oliver. Deep down, you knew.”

Chloe tilted her head, her voice dropping into a purr. “I told you, babe… if that’s average, then I’ve been spoiled. Because honestly? I don’t think that little thing would even touch the sides.”

“It definitely wouldn’t bottom out!” Freya added.

They collapsed into laughter again, holding onto each other, their voices echoing in the tiny room.

Oliver sat frozen, exposed, humiliated, his erection wilting under their relentless mockery. His chest heaved with shallow breaths, the sting of their words burning deeper than the exposure itself.

They had seen everything.
They had laughed.
And now they had pictures.

Chloe lowered her phone, still giggling, and tapped Oliver’s knee with the pencil. “Alright, Ollie. Stand up straight. Let’s have the full view. Hands by your side.”

Oliver froze. “What? No….I can’t….”

Freya leaned in, her smirk sharp. “You can. Straighten up. You can even if your little dick doesn’t measure up.”

The command in her voice left no room for argument. With trembling legs, Oliver straightened his body, arms hanging loosely by his sides, his boxers tangled around his thighs, his dick bobbing awkwardly in the open air.

The girls’ laughter was instant, cruel and bright. Chloe clutched her stomach, nearly falling off the desk. “Oh my god, look at him! Standing there like it’s show-and-tell.”

Freya circled slowly, her eyes raking over him as though she were appraising an exhibit. “It’s even funnier with his trousers halfway down. He looks so… helpless.”

Walking behind him, “He’s got a cute butt, though. Round, like a bubble butt.“ And she gave his ass a very hard smack, making yelp and the girls burst into laughter again.

Oliver’s face burned hotter than ever. He fidgeted, unsure where to put his hands, his cock twitching pathetically under their stares.

Freya stopped in front of him, her grin wicked. “Look, Oliver, we’ll give you the benefit of the doubt. Maybe it is average.” She let the pause drag, then added with a smirk, “But only if you prove it.”

Oliver swallowed, his throat dry. “P-prove it?”

Freya tilted her head, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “If you stroke it… maybe it’ll grow to its full average size.”

Chloe burst out laughing so hard she nearly toppled from the desk, clutching at her sides. “Stop! Freya, stop….I can’t breathe!”

Oliver stood frozen, humiliated beyond belief, their words echoing in his ears. His chest heaved, his dick twitching helplessly as both girls leaned forward, waiting, daring him to obey.

He knew they wouldn’t stop until he did.

“If you stroke it and it grows, we can tell the other girls how big it really is,” Chloe explained, “but at the moment if we show them these pictures, they’ll all know your quite small.”

Oliver stood frozen, every muscle tight, his face burning. “No, you can’t. You… can’t…. you mustn’t. I could lose my job.”

The weight of their stares pressed down on him, the sound of their giggles closing off every escape.

“Go on,” Freya coaxed, her voice soft but merciless. “Show us. Maybe then we’ll believe you.”

“I… I can’t….” Oliver stammered, his throat dry.

Chloe leaned forward, her eyes glinting with wicked delight. “Oh, you can. Unless you’d rather, we tell everyone what we saw just now?” She tapped her phone against her thigh, smirking. “I’ve got proof, remember.”

“Oh! Well, we can and we will. But if you stroke it for us and it grows and it gets to a proper size, we’ve got nothing to tell,” Freya explained.

The threat hung in the air. Oliver’s stomach lurched. But something else, his felt the heat, the need. To have these two stunningly beautiful eighteen-year-old girls watch him. It was such a turn on even though every strand of his body and mind was telling him he shouldn’t. It won’t end here!

Slowly, shakily, his hand moved down. His fingers curled around himself.

Both girls gasped theatrically, then burst into laughter.

“Oh my god, he’s actually doing it,” Chloe squealed, nearly falling off the desk again. “Freya, look at him!”

Freya folded her arms, her smirk sharp. “Pathetic. He looks like he’s been caught stealing biscuits.” She tilted her head, studying his hand. “Faster, Oliver. Let’s see if it actually gets any bigger.”

Oliver’s hand moved, shame burning through every nerve. His dick twitched, straining under their gaze, but the laughter made it impossible to fully harden.

“Is that it?” Chloe asked between giggles, raising her phone and snapping another picture. The click of the camera made his stomach twist. “Nope….still tiny.”

Freya leaned closer, her eyes gleaming. “Honestly, I’ve seen pinky fingers with more presence.”

Oliver’s chest heaved, his breaths ragged, humiliation and arousal crashing together until he thought he might collapse. His dick throbbed weakly in his grip, each stroke only fuelling their laughter.

“Careful,” Chloe teased, covering her mouth with a wicked grin. “Don’t finish too soon, Ollie. You’d make a mess on the carpet.”

That sent Freya into another fit of laughter, wiping tears from her eyes. “Imagine explaining that to the janitor: ‘sorry, I couldn’t control myself in front of two girls.’”

With a strangled gasp, Oliver jerked forward, his cock twitching violently as he spilled across the desk. Thick white spurts splattered over his open notes, streaking the wood in front of the girls.

Chloe squealed with laughter, snapping photo after photo as his climax painted the table. “Oh my god….I got it! I actually caught the whole thing!”

Oliver groaned, collapsing back into his chair, mortified beyond words, his hand sticky, his face scarlet.

Chloe doubled over, almost dropping her phone as she wheezed with laughter. “You’re insane, Oliver. Honestly, I can’t believe you just did that.”

Freya, still smirking, dug into her bag and pulled out a packet of tissues. She leaned across the desk, casually mopping up the thick mess. Then, with a wicked glint in her eyes, she balled the soggy tissues tight, turned, and shoved them deep into his laptop bag.

“There,” she said sweetly, brushing her hands together. “You don’t want the cleaners to find the evidence.”

Chloe nearly fell off the desk again, clutching her stomach. “Freya! You didn’t….oh my god, you did!”

Oliver sat frozen, humiliated beyond imagination, his orgasm still pulsing faintly through him but drowned beneath the tidal wave of shame.

The girls grabbed their bags, still giggling, and sauntered toward the door.

“Bye, Ollie,” Chloe sing-songed, waving her phone. “Thanks for the show.”

Freya’s laugh echoed behind her as she blew him a mocking kiss. “Next time, maybe aim better.”

They pulled the door open. For a moment, both paused, glancing back at him slumped in the chair, trousers and boxers tangled around his ankles, his cock soft and small now, lying pathetically against his slim thighs.

Chloe’s lips curled into one last smirk. “Better tuck tiny Ollie away before someone else sees, perv.”

Then, with a peal of laughter, they stepped out into the corridor, leaving the door wide open behind them.

Oliver sat frozen, chest heaving, humiliation burning through him in hot waves. He couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t believe what had just happened.

He was exposed.
He was broken.
And the world could see.


Chapter Six

The corridor was almost empty now, their laughter still echoing as Chloe and Freya strolled arm-in-arm toward the exit. Chloe swiped through her phone one more time, pausing on the photo that caught Oliver mid-climax, his face twisted, his notes streaked with his own mess. She shook her head, grinning.

“God, this is gold. He’d do anything to stop these getting out.”

Freya leaned over to peek, giggling. “Anything. He’s our little puppet now.”

Chloe slipped the phone into her bag, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. “So, the question is… what’s the worst thing we can make him do?”

They walked in silence for a beat, both smirking, both scheming. Then Chloe snapped her fingers.

“This Sunday. It’s the women’s inter-uni rugby match, isn’t it?”

Freya’s grin widened instantly. “Oh my god…yes.”

Chloe leaned in, lowering her voice as though sharing a delicious secret. “We’ll tell him to meet us there. At half time. Then, when the girls start playing in the second half…” She paused for dramatic effect, her smirk wicked. “…we make him streak across the pitch.”

Freya burst into laughter so loud it bounced off the walls. “You’re evil! Can you imagine? Tiny Ollie, bare-ass naked, wobbling across the field with the whole stadium watching?”

She clutched Chloe’s arm, eyes shining with cruel delight. “I can’t wait to see one of the girls tackle him and bring him down in the middle of the pitch… then march him off in disgrace, naked, everybody seeing little Ollie.”

Chloe’s laugh was sharper, meaner. “And the best part? With all these photos, he can’t say no. If he does, we hit send and everyone sees what we’ve already got.”

Freya wiped tears from her eyes, still laughing. “I love it. Oh my god, Chloe, this is going to be legendary.”

They pushed through the doors into the crisp evening air, already planning the details, already drunk on the thrill of power.

Oliver thought today had been humiliating.

He had no idea what was coming next.


Chapter Seven

The roar of the crowd carried faintly across the sports field. Behind the changing rooms, out of sight of the bleachers, Chloe and Freya leaned against the wall, arms folded, scanning the path.

“Think he’ll show?” Freya smirked, adjusting her jacket.

Chloe didn’t hesitate. “He’ll show. We’ve got him by the balls. Literally. Even if they are the tinniest balls we’ve ever seen!” They both laughed.

And sure enough, with barely a minute to spare, Oliver shuffled into view. His shoulders were hunched, his hands jammed into his pockets, eyes flicking nervously between them. He looked pale, strung tight with dread.

“You came,” Chloe said sweetly, pushing off the wall. “Good boy.”

Oliver swallowed hard. “What do you want from me? Please… just delete the photos.”

Freya’s laugh was sharp, merciless. “Delete them? Babe, they’re priceless. You gave us the best entertainment we’ve had all semester.”

Chloe stepped closer, her green eyes glittering. “It’s simple, Ollie. You’re going to streak across the pitch.”

Oliver’s mouth dropped open. “What? No. Absolutely not!”

“Then every girl in year one,” Chloe said calmly, pulling out her phone. “Every. Single. One. We’ll send them the full collection. Your pathetic little dick, and that adorable clip of you spurting your cummies all over the table.”

Freya leaned in close, whispering mockingly in his ear. “So, what’s it going to be, Oliver? Either the rugby players get to see you nude…” She pulled back, grinning wickedly. “…or every girl in the first year gets to watch you jerk and squirt like the perv you are.”

Oliver’s stomach lurched, his breath shallow. He stared at them, torn between two nightmares. The pitch, or the entire year group. Public shame, or eternal exposure. Students he had to face every day of term. He’d have to leave. Drop out, restart his PHD at another uni.

Chloe tilted her head, smiling sweetly. “Clock’s ticking, babe. Second half’s about to start.”

Oliver’s chest rose and fell in shallow, panicked breaths. The noise from the pitch swelled, the whistle blowing, the players trotting back out. Time was almost up.

“Decision time,” Chloe said, holding up her phone. “Either give us a show, or this little video of you cumming all over the desk goes viral with the entire first year.”

Oliver’s face twisted with shame. His hands shook. Then, slowly, he bent to untie his trainers.

Freya clapped her hands together, grinning. “Oh my god, he’s actually doing it.”

Piece by piece, Oliver stripped. Shoes. Socks. Hoodie. Jeans. Each item folded into a miserable pile by his feet until only his boxers remained. His whole body trembled, the cold air prickling his skin.

“Boxers too, Ollie,” Chloe prompted sweetly, her smirk sharp. “Don’t be shy.”

Freya stood next to her friend, her phone out ready to capture the moment.

He hesitated, then hooked his thumbs under the waistband and pushed them down.

The girls burst into giggles instantly.

“Oh, Ollie, is it cold?” Freya smirked; eyes locked on his groin. “Poor thing’s barely even there.”

Chloe laughed, circling him slowly, phone raised as she snapped another picture. “Stand still. Let us admire all of you.”

Oliver’s face burned crimson. He tried to cover himself, but every move just made their laughter worse. And then, despite the humiliation, despite the cold, his body betrayed him. His cock twitched, hardening under their gaze.

Both girls howled with laughter.

“He’s getting off on this!” Chloe squealed, clutching her stomach. “He actually loves the torture!”

Freya leaned in, smirking wickedly. “Of course he does. Look at him. Our pathetic little exhibitionist.” She straightened, folding her arms. “Alright then, little dick Ollie… time to streak.”

Oliver stood frozen, humiliated, painfully hard, as the roar of the crowd swelled just beyond the wall.

Chloe gestured toward the pitch, her smile razor-sharp. “Run, Ollie. Run.”

Chloe and Freya lingered at the corner of the changing block, phones raised, giggling like schoolgirls as Oliver broke into a desperate, awkward sprint. His pale body streaked across the green, cock bouncing pathetically as the crowd roared in shock.

Cheers, whistles, and boos rose up in waves. The game ground to a halt. Players turned, jaws dropping as the naked figure tore across the halfway line.

“Look at him go!” Chloe laughed, zooming in on her screen. “Tiny Ollie in all his glory!”

But he didn’t make it far.

From the far wing, one of the bigger rugby girls angled in, muscles pumping. She launched herself with a perfect tackle, wrapping Oliver’s thighs and slamming him down square on the centre spot. The crowd exploded, half in cheers, half in laughter.

Oliver hit the turf with a squeal, limbs flailing. Before he could scramble up, two more girls piled on, pinning him down in the grass.

Chloe and Freya screamed with laughter from the sideline, filming every second.

“Wait, look!” Freya cackled. “They’ve got him in a bloody ruck!”

The players dragged him upright, red-faced, struggling uselessly. One tall, broad-shouldered girl stepped in behind him, snapping his arms up into a full nelson, locking him in place. His chest was thrust forward, his hard little dick jutting out helplessly as the crowd whistled and roared.

Every phone in the stands seemed to be pointed at him. Cameras flashed. Laughter rang around the pitch. Oliver’s humiliation was no longer private, it was viral before it had even ended.

Still in the nelson hold, he was frog-marched toward the sideline, his erection bobbing pathetically with every step. The crowd jeered, some cheering him on, most laughing at his disgrace.

Chloe lowered her phone, her grin devilish. “That’s it, Ollie. Centre stage. You’ll be famous before sunset.”

Freya held up his clothes, waving them mockingly before tossing them over her shoulder. “Not that you’ll need these anymore.”

They didn’t follow the mob dragging Oliver off. Instead, they slipped away, giggling arm-in-arm, back toward the dorms.

“We need to be online,” Chloe said, eyes sparkling. “The second those posts hit Insta and TikTok, I want to see the comments.”

Freya laughed, already unlocking her phone. “Tiny Ollie, streaker of the year. God, this is going to be everywhere.”

And as the roar of the crowd echoed behind them, Oliver’s shame was already spreading, captured, shared, replayed, and laughed at across the entire campus.


Chapter Eight

Back in Chloe’s dorm room, the girls sprawled across the bed, still in their jackets, snacks scattered between them. Their phones buzzed nonstop, the notifications pouring in.

“Oh my god, look!” Chloe squealed, shoving her screen in Freya’s face. “Someone’s already uploaded it. Two angles. One’s from the stands, the other’s right from the sideline.”

Freya burst out laughing, nearly spilling crisps everywhere. “Tiny Ollie, front and centre. Look at him squirm when that girl’s got him in the nelson. His little stiffy bouncing around like it’s trying to escape!”

Chloe tapped play again, wheezing with laughter as Oliver was frog-marched off the field, naked, writhing, his dick on full display. “God, the comments…. ‘who let their kid streak?’ and, oh my god, this one: ‘looks like he borrowed it from Ken the doll!’”

Freya clapped a hand over her mouth, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Stop! Stop….I can’t breathe!” She snatched her phone back up. “Hashtags already: #TinyOllie, #StreakerFail, #LittleNelson. Babe, he’s trending!”

The two of them collapsed into each other, laughing uncontrollably, replaying the clips again and again. Every time Oliver’s pale backside flashed on screen, every time his dick jutted awkwardly as the rugby girls dragged him, their laughter only grew louder.

“He’s ruined,” Chloe said at last, wiping her eyes and catching her breath. “He can’t walk across campus now without people laughing.”

Freya stretched luxuriously, smirking. “And the best part? He let us film him before all this. We’ve still got more ammo, if we ever get bored.”

Chloe grinned wickedly. “Poor Ollie. He thought today was bad.” She reached for another crisp, her eyes dancing. “He has no idea what we’re planning next.”

Freya cackled, rolling onto her back, her phone still playing the clip of Oliver’s downfall on loop. “Our little toy. And now he belongs to the whole uni.”

The sound of their laughter filled the room, mingling with the echo of Oliver’s humiliation, now immortalised online for everyone to see.

Chloe sprawled on her stomach, legs kicking in the air, phone in hand. She grinned at Freya. “You know what would make this even better?”

Freya smirked. “What?”

Chloe tapped furiously at her screen, then read aloud with a laugh. “‘Girls, your opinion matters, is he small, big, or just average?’” She hit post, her eyes glittering.

Freya shrieked with laughter. “Chloe! You didn’t….”

“Oh, I did,” Chloe said smugly, tossing her phone onto the bed. “Give it two minutes.”

It didn’t even take one. Notifications buzzed, the comments rolling in.

Freya snatched the phone back up, scrolling fast. “Oh my god, listen to this. ‘Def small.’ ‘That’s a worm.’ ‘Shrimp dick.’” She dissolved into laughter, gasping for air. “Babe, someone actually wrote, ‘Never seen one so small in real life.’”

Chloe buried her face in the pillow, laughing so hard her shoulders shook. “Stop, stop….I can’t cope! He’s done! It’s everywhere now.”

Freya leaned back against the headboard, smirking as she flicked through more replies. “Tiny Ollie is officially a campus legend. And not in the way he’d want.”

The two of them collapsed into giggles again, the glow of their screens lighting their faces as Oliver’s humiliation spread wider and wider with every refresh.


Chapter Nine

Oliver tried to keep his head down all week. Whispers followed him across campus, phones tilted suspiciously when he passed, laughter echoing behind his back. “Tiny Ollie” had gone from a cruel nickname whispered in the shadows to a meme, a hashtag, a punchline.

When he ducked into a quiet corridor after his seminar, hoping for escape, Chloe and Freya were already there.

“Oliver,” Chloe called softly.

He froze. His stomach dropped, his chest tightening.

Freya stepped forward, her smile softer than usual. “Wait. Don’t run. We just… wanted to talk.”

Oliver turned slowly, wary. “Talk? Haven’t you done enough?” His voice cracked, his hands curling into fists at his sides. “You’ve ruined my life.”

Chloe’s expression flickered, almost guilty, though her green eyes still glittered with mischief. “We know. And maybe we went too far.”

Freya nodded, stepping closer. “We just… we want to apologise. Honestly.”

Oliver blinked, stunned. “Apologise?”

“Size isn’t everything,” Chloe said gently, tilting her head. “Really, it isn’t. We were just… having fun.”

Freya’s smirk returned, sly but playful. “And besides, you’re not hopeless. You’re actually kinda cute. Don’t you think we’re hot?”

Oliver stammered, his ears burning. “I…well….of course I do. You’re… you’re both gorgeous. But…..”

Chloe interrupted with a smile, sliding her hand lightly along his sleeve. “Then let us make it up to you. You take us out on a date.”

Oliver’s mouth fell open. “A… a date?”

Freya laughed softly, brushing her hair back. “That’s right. A proper date. Two hot girls on your arm. Imagine the looks you’ll get.”

Chloe leaned in, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, “We’ll even give you a kiss. With people watching. That’ll raise your cred, Ollie.”

Oliver’s heart hammered in his chest. His humiliation, his anger, his shame warred with something else entirely: disbelief.

A date. With Chloe and Freya. The two girls who’d destroyed him.

He couldn’t tell if it was a lifeline or another trap.


Chapter Ten

Friday night. The pub buzzed with music and chatter, one of the busiest hangouts on campus, full of second-years, athletes, and the effortlessly cool crowd Oliver normally avoided. Tonight, though, he’d chosen it on purpose. Tonight, he wanted to be seen.

And then they walked in.

Every head turned as Chloe and Freya slipped through the door, linked arm in arm, heels clicking on the floorboards. Both wore tiny skirts that didn’t even reach mid thigh, low-cut tops that flaunted smooth skin and teasing curves. Hair curled, makeup flawless, they looked like they’d stepped out of a magazine spread.

Oliver nearly choked on his drink. They were more stunning than he’d ever dared imagine.

“Hey, Ollie,” Chloe sang, sliding up to him with a dazzling smile. “Miss us?”

Freya leaned in close, pressing a kiss to his cheek. “Mmm, you look nice.”

For a moment, the room seemed to tilt. Oliver caught the stares from the nearby tables, the whispers as people realised who had just walked in. Chloe and Freya, with him.

He straightened in his seat, his chest swelling with something unfamiliar: pride.

They sat on either side of him, skirts riding up as they crossed their legs. Chloe brushed her arm against his, her perfume warm and sweet. Freya leaned close, laughing at every word he stammered out, her hand resting lightly on his thigh.

Around them, the pub buzzed louder. Oliver saw the looks, envy from the guys, surprise from the girls. He could almost hear the unspoken thought running through the room: how did he pull this off?

Chloe leaned toward him, her voice low and sweet. “See? Told you we’d make it up to you.”

Freya giggled, flicking her hair back. “Everyone’s watching, Ollie. You’re the star tonight.”

When Chloe pressed a quick kiss to his lips, the nearby table erupted in hoots and whistles. Oliver’s face burned, but this time with something dangerously close to joy.

For the first time in weeks, he didn’t feel humiliated. He felt… wanted. Important.

And that, of course, was exactly how Chloe and Freya wanted him to feel.

The evening rolled on in a blur of laughter and clinking glasses. Chloe and Freya were magnetic, drawing attention with every toss of hair, every giggle, every teasing touch. And Oliver, Oliver was at the centre of it all, basking in a spotlight he’d never known before.

Another round of drinks arrived, and Oliver was starting to feel it. Warmth spread through his chest, loosening his tongue, blurring the sharp edges of his fear. For the first time, he almost believed this wasn’t a trick.

Chloe leaned into him again, her lips brushing his cheek before finding his mouth for another kiss. The room erupted with another cheer from a nearby table. Oliver’s face flushed, pride blooming.

But then he felt her hand. Sliding down, resting casually on his lap… right over the small bulge in his jeans.

His breath caught, his body stiffening.

Chloe’s lips grazed his ear, her whisper soft and intimate. “Take it out, Ollie. Under the table. Take it out.”

Oliver froze, his mind spinning. Around them, the pub roared with chatter and music, no one paying attention. To anyone else, it looked like Chloe was just kissing him, whispering something sweet.

But under the table, her fingers pressed lightly against him, her words daring him.

His throat went dry. “I…I can’t….”

Chloe smiled against his ear, her voice like honey laced with poison. “Yes, you can. You want to, don’t you? Prove to us you’re not just our little toy.”

Across the table, Freya sipped her drink, her eyes glittering with amusement. “What’s wrong, Ollie? Scared?”

Oliver’s pulse hammered, his palms sweaty, the trap closing tighter with every passing second.

Oliver’s chest heaved, his pulse thundering in his ears. Chloe’s hand pressed down firmly on his lap, her lips still brushing his ear.

“Do it,” she whispered, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Take it out, Ollie. Show us.”

His eyes darted around the pub. Everyone was lost in their own drinks and laughter, not one pair of eyes on their table. And yet the thought of being caught made his stomach twist.

Freya tilted her glass toward him, smirking. “Come on, Ollie. Don’t keep us waiting.”

His trembling fingers fumbled at his belt. He hesitated, then glanced at Chloe. Her smile was warm, encouraging, but her eyes glittered with wicked delight.

Slowly, shakily, Oliver tugged at his zip. The sound was deafening in his ears, though the pub drowned it easily. He slipped his hand into his jeans, hooked his boxers down, and with a desperate swallow… eased himself out.

Chloe’s hand slid from his thigh to his bare dick, her palm warm against the stiff flesh. She smirked, her nails tracing lightly up the length of him. “Mmm. Good boy.”

Oliver’s face flamed, his breath shallow.

He felt like he was floating. Chloe was right there, impossibly close, the hottest girl in first year with her hand on him! No one had ever touched him like this or looked at him the way she did. The closeness alone was intoxicating, enough to make his head spin and his thoughts scatter completely.

Freya leaned across, her eyes dropping beneath the table. She stifled a giggle behind her drink. “Oh my god, he actually did it.”

Chloe pressed another kiss to Oliver’s lips, her hand still curled lazily around him. To anyone watching, it looked romantic, two beautiful girls kissing their date. But under the table, Oliver was exposed, his cock twitching helplessly in Chloe’s grip.

Oliver felt dizzy. Her lips were warm, confident, nothing like the teasing brushes he’d expected. When they’d played with him before, he’d been sure it would end in mockery, a laugh, and being left behind.

Instead, Chloe was actually kissing him; lips to lips.

The contrast overwhelmed him, the attention, the intimacy, the impossible fact that one of the most beautiful girls in first year was touching, holding his dick, making him feel seen and undone all at once. His thoughts scattered, his body buzzing, caught somewhere between disbelief and absolute, breathless heaven.

Freya set her glass down, her smirk wicked. “Careful, Ollie. Don’t get too excited. You wouldn’t want to make a mess in front of everyone.”

Chloe’s thumb teased lightly, her whisper soft and cruel. “Or maybe you would.”

Oliver’s thighs shook; his whole body caught between the dizzying thrill of being touched by two gorgeous girls and the gut-wrenching terror that someone might notice.

Then Chloe and Freya, they just sat back, sipping their drinks, laughing with each other, playing sweet to the room, while secretly making him their little toy under the table.

Another round of drinks landed on the table, the low thrum of chatter and music filling the pub. Chloe leaned close, brushing her lips across Oliver’s cheek before whispering against his ear, her voice sweet but sharp.

“Ollie, Do it yourself.”

His breath caught. “Wh-what?”

Freya smirked over her glass, eyes glinting. “You heard her. Stroke it for us. Right here. Right now.”

Oliver’s chest heaved. His eyes darted nervously around the pub, but nobody was paying them any attention. To the world, it looked like he was just out on a date with two gorgeous girls. Only the three of them knew the truth.

And he had never been more aroused. Chloe’s touching, her kisses. She’d left him in an almost painful state.

Freya rested her chin on her hand, her tone mock-innocent. “That’s it, Ollie. Nice and slow. Don’t forget we’re watching.”

Oliver’s face burned, his thighs trembling as his hand moved frantically beneath the table. The pressure of their stares, their knowing smiles, was unbearable. Every time Chloe leaned close as if to kiss him, every time Freya laughed lightly as if sharing a secret, he felt himself spiralling closer.

“You’re really doing it,” Chloe whispered, her lips brushing his ear for show. “Stroking yourself like a dirty little perv in the middle of a pub. Surrounded by people.”

Freya stifled a giggle. “I bet if they knew, they’d be horrified. Tiny Ollie, getting himself off in public.”

Oliver groaned softly, his body betraying him. His hand jerked faster, his breath sharp. The tension snapped.

With a muffled gasp, he exploded under the table, hot spurts painting his boxers and smart trousers, soaking the fabric. His whole body shuddered, his humiliation complete.

Chloe glanced sideways at him, her smile razor-sharp. “Pathetic. Couldn’t even control yourself.”

Freya leaned closer, whispering sweetly as she set her empty glass down. “Hope you enjoy sitting in your mess, Ollie.”

She rose gracefully, brushing her skirt smooth. “Come on, Chloe. Time to go.”

Before leaving, they leaned in one after the other, pressing lingering kisses to his lips. To the pub, it looked like two stunning girls saying goodnight to their lucky date.

To Oliver, sticky and broken under the table, it was one more twist of the knife.

Freya slid a fresh pint in front of him as she stood. “There you go, darling. I’d make it last till closing time, you don’t want to stand up too soon and let everyone see the state of your trousers.”

Arm in arm, laughing and greeting other people on their way out, Chloe and Freya strolled from the pub like queens.

Oliver stayed behind, trembling, soaked in his own shame, the crowd none the wiser.


Chapter Eleven

Oliver’s phone buzzed late in the afternoon. A message from Chloe.

Hey Ollie ?? we need some extra study time tonight. Think you could help us with the subject?

A second followed almost instantly, from Freya.

Seminar Room B, 8pm. It’s usually empty, but not locked 😉

Oliver stared at the screen, his stomach twisting. He knew by now it was never just about study. And yet — he still went.



The seminar room was dim, the blinds drawn, the quiet hum of voices faint down the corridor. Chloe and Freya were already there, perched on a desk, their legs crossed, laughing softly as he entered.

They had dressed to kill; tiny skirts showing long smooth thighs, low-cut tops that left no doubt they’d skipped bras. Hair glossy, lips painted, perfume thick in the air.

“Right on time,” Chloe purred, hopping down from the desk. “Such a good boy.”

Freya smirked, sliding off the desk to join her. “We said study time, Ollie. But first…” Her eyes swept over him like a challenge. “Strip. All of it. Now.”

Oliver hesitated, his chest tight, but Chloe’s smile sharpened. “You know better than to argue.”

With trembling hands, Oliver undressed, piece by piece, until his clothes lay in a heap at his feet. He stood naked under the bright strip lights, his dick twitching already under their hungry stares.

The girls circled him slowly, eyes glittering.

“God,” Freya laughed. “I can’t get over it. Tiny Ollie, bouncing across the rugby pitch, bare as the day he was born.”

Chloe smirked. “Did any of those rugby girls cop a feel while they tackled you? Grab your little nuts?”

Freya leaned in, whispering mockingly. “Maybe they smacked your bum for being naughty… maybe one of them stroked little Ollie when they dragged you off.”

Both girls dissolved into giggles as Oliver flushed crimson, his cock stiffening further in spite of himself.

“See?” Chloe teased, her eyes dropping. “Even just talking about it gets him hard again.”

Freya slipped a wooden ruler from her bag, tapping it against her palm with a wicked grin. “Perfect. Let’s see if he can measure up…”

She pointed at the desk. “Bend over, Ollie. Hands flat. Ass out.”

Shaking, Oliver obeyed. The cold wood pressed against his stomach as he folded forward, his bare backside raised, his dick hanging helplessly against the edge.

Chloe pressed a hand into his back, holding him down. Then, CRACK! The ruler smacked across his cheeks. Oliver yelped, jerking forward.

Freya’s laughter bubbled. “Oh my god, that sound! Do it again.”

Another sharp CRACK rang out. Oliver whimpered, his cock twitching hard against the desk, leaving a streak of pre-cum across the wood.

“Stroke yourself,” Chloe ordered coldly.

Oliver’s hand slid beneath him, trembling as it wrapped around his shaft. He began to pump, his gasps echoing softly in the empty room.

Freya held up her phone, filming every second. “This is gold,” she whispered, zooming in on his red cheeks and desperate stroking.

CRACK! Chloe brought the ruler down again. Oliver groaned, his hand jerking faster, humiliation mingling with arousal until his body shook.

Freya’s giggles filled the air. “Look at him, getting off on it. Our little perv loves being spanked.”

They swapped places, Chloe now holding the phone while Freya raised the ruler. CRACK! Oliver cried out, his cock jerking violently in his hand.

“Harder,” Chloe urged, filming close.

Freya smirked. “Yes, ma’am.” Another blow landed, Oliver’s body quaking, his hand frantic.

The sting, the shame, the heat overwhelmed him. With a strangled gasp, his climax ripped through him.

Thick spurts shot across the desk, streaking his notes, dripping over the ruler itself as his body convulsed. The girls’ laughter rose above his groans, cruel and delighted.

Chloe panned the phone slowly over the mess. “Perfect. Every second caught on video.”

Freya tossed the ruler onto the desk beside his cum-slick stains, leaning close to whisper in his ear. “Good boy, Ollie. You’ve just made your detention tape.”

The girls burst into laughter, swapping phones to admire their recordings. Behind them, Oliver slumped over the desk, sticky, red-bottomed, utterly humiliated.

And all the while, voices still echoed in the corridor outside.

Anyone could have walked in.

That, he knew, was the cruellest humiliation of all.


Epilogue

Oliver was still sprawled naked over the desk, the cold surface sticky beneath his chest. His tight round arse burned crimson from the spanking, each sting a reminder of their laughter. His dick hung limp now, soft and useless, dripping after the messy climax they’d forced out of him.

His body was spent, but his mind wouldn’t stop.

Oh my god. I hate this. I hate the humiliation… so why does it turn me on so much?

He buried his hot face in his arms, but the truth played on loop in his head. Chloe and Freya, their perfect legs, their cleavage spilling from low-cut tops, their voices mocking him mercilessly. Every taunt about his “little dick,” every laugh as they filmed his shame… it had made him rock hard. Every time.

Why do I keep going back?

Because they were so fucking hot.
Because their attention was addictive.
Because the humiliation thrilled him as much as it broke him.

I can’t refuse them. I can’t say no.

A shudder ran through him, half despair, half desperate excitement.

If they told me to strip naked on the main quad, I would. I’d do it. I’d humiliate myself in front of everyone… just to see them laugh, just to have them notice me.

Oliver lay there, naked, sticky, and broken, his thoughts circling in shame and longing.

For Chloe and Freya, he wasn’t a lecturer anymore.
He wasn’t a man.

He was their toy.

And the worst part?
He didn’t want it to stop.


Teaser for Book Two

Oliver thought it couldn’t get worse. Naked over the desk, spanked until he came, filmed by two gorgeous girls who held his dignity in the palm of their hands, surely that was the lowest point.

He was wrong.

Because Chloe and Freya aren’t finished with their toy. They’ve tasted the thrill of owning him, of mocking his “little dick” until he breaks, and now they’re hungry for more. This time, it won’t be just behind closed doors.

They want an audience.
They want Ollie’s humiliation spread wider.
And they know he’ll obey.

No matter how much he hates it.
No matter how hard it makes him.

Because the more they laugh, the harder he falls.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: Little Ollie: Their Humiliated Toy’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: Truth or Dare goes too far!

By Emma Sluttily

One game. One dare. Everything changed.

Simon always knew he wasn’t Ellie’s type. She liked big, rugged blokes with muscles for days. He’s a 5'8" pretty boy with a slender frame, a soft heart, and a talent for making killer pasta. But somehow, somewhere between shared bottles of wine, terrible house parties, and midnight kitchen chats, they became best friends. The kind of inseparable, tell-each-other-everything, no-boundaries kind of friends.

And then came Truth or Dare.

What started as a boozy, harmless Sunday night in quickly turned into a game neither of them were ready to play. A single drunken dare led that neither of them can forget; and now the air between them is thick with everything they’re not saying.

Ellie doesn’t want to date him.

Simon doesn’t want to lose her.

And neither of them knows how to go back.

Now the 'dares' are being upped every time. Now He is their play thing. For them to strip, to tease, to humiliate. They now even play 'dress-up'. Nice things, pink things, pastel colours. Something skimpy. He looks feminine, now they enhance it.

If you love very naughty, kinky, CFNM, bi-encouragement, this book takes it all to a new level. Enjoy the raw and illicit naughtiness we all love! You’ll devour Truth or Dare Goes Too Far! — the steamy, heart-twisting uni erotica you won’t be able to put down.

?? Grab it now and dive into the friend zone disaster you didn’t know you needed. One dare can change everything. Is she being broken?

Or is she being trained?
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