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Taboo: Truth or Dare goes too far!

INTRO

From the very first moment I saw Ellie, I knew I was in trouble.

It was the start of first year, early autumn in Canterbury, the kind of afternoon where the sun was still warm, but you could feel the edge of cold creeping into the air. I was sat outside the student union café, pretending to read some handout about welcome week activities, and she walked past with two other girls. Laughing. Hair catching the light. And everything else in the world just sort of… muted.

I’d never seen anyone quite like her.

Ellie was beautiful in that effortless, natural way some girls just are. She wasn’t one of those made-up, Instagram-filtered types. No. She was real. Warm. Alive. She had this thick, dark brunette hair that she never seemed to bother with, always shoved up in a messy bun or falling loose around her shoulders. Big, hazel eyes that sparkled when she laughed and seemed to flash dangerously when she was about to say something wicked.

And her body…
God.

Ellie wasn’t skinny like so many girls at uni tried to be. She was soft in all the right places. Curvy, shapely, with a waist that dipped in and hips that flared out in a way that made my pulse skip every time she stretched or bent over to grab something. Her thighs were thick, the kind you could grab hold of, and she had this sweet, peachy arse that I tried very hard not to stare at — and failed. Often.

She didn’t dress to show off, but she didn’t have to. Leggings and oversized jumpers. Little floral dresses in summer. Trainers or beat-up Converse on her feet. And every now and then, when she dressed up for a night out, in something clingy or low-cut, it was genuinely dangerous.

Ellie wasn’t just beautiful, though.
She was funny.
Sharp as hell.
A little bit reckless in the best way.

She had this way of teasing people — especially me — with a wicked grin and a raised brow, like she was daring you to rise to it. She swore like a sailor, drank like a lad, but there was this soft, sweet core underneath all the bravado. She cried at sad songs. She kept old birthday cards in a shoebox under her bed. She loved trashy reality TV and had a weird thing for old horror films.

That first week, we somehow ended up in the same fresher’s pub quiz team. I made a joke about one of the lecturers looking like a Poundland David Beckham, and she nearly spat her drink everywhere. We clicked instantly.

But the thing no one tells you about falling for your best mate is that it isn’t a big, dramatic thing. It’s quiet. It’s sitting across from them in the pub while they tell you about some bloke they’ve matched with, and your stomach twists, but you smile anyway. It’s noticing how the light catches their eyes, the way they chew their lip when they’re nervous, the little freckle on the back of their neck.

It’s knowing you don’t stand a chance but being too hooked on them to walk away.

That was me.
That was Ellie.

And no matter how many times I told myself to move on, or to stop imagining what it might be like to kiss her, to wake up with her tangled in my sheets, or to hear her whisper my name like she meant it — I never quite could.

Because she wasn’t just beautiful.
She was my best friend.
And that made her irresistible.


Chapter One

I still remember the first time I met Ellie. It was during Freshers’ Week, a chaotic blur of cheap drinks, dodgy takeaways, and awkward conversations with strangers you swore you’d stay in touch with but never did. I was standing in a queue at the student bar, debating whether to order another pint of watered-down lager or call it a night, when she appeared beside me like she owned the place. Brunette, big hazel eyes, a curvy figure that turned heads wherever she went, and a laugh that somehow managed to be both loud and charming. She looked at me, grinned, and said, “You look lost.”

And I was. Not just in the bar, but in life. Starting university in a new city, hundreds of miles from home, trying to figure out who I was meant to be. She was bold where I was quiet, confident where I hesitated. But somehow, we clicked. She told me her name was Ellie, and within ten minutes, it felt like we’d known each other for years.

What I didn’t know until much later — about a month after we met — was that Ellie had initially assumed I was gay. Apparently, between my slender build, my slightly too-good-for-my-own-good cheekbones, and the fact that I wasn’t leering at every girl who walked past, she’d just filed me under safe, sweet, probably into boys. I found this out one night when we were sat on the grass outside the library after a late lecture, eating chips out of a paper bag and watching drunk people stumble past.

She’d turned to me, casual as anything, and said, “You know, I’m so glad I met you. It’s nice having a gay best friend.”

I nearly choked on my chip. “Wait— what?”

She blinked at me. “Aren’t you?”

I laughed so hard I almost tipped over backwards. “Ellie, no! I mean — nothing against it, but I’m not.”

She looked genuinely surprised. “Really? But you’re so… pretty.”

“Thanks, I think?”

“And sensitive. And you dress well.”

I shook my head, grinning. “Not gay. Fully into girls.”

She smirked, nudging me with her elbow. “Well, colour me corrected.”

After that, it became a running joke between us. She called me ‘pretty boy’ and made digs about my hair taking longer to style than hers, and I teased her about her type — the big, muscly, rugged blokes who looked like they could wrestle a bear and win.

Fast forward a year and a bit, and there we were, best friends living in a shared student house on a quiet road just off the university campus in Canterbury. It was a battered old place with damp patches on the ceiling, dodgy plumbing, and furniture that looked like it had been dragged out of a skip. But it was ours, and somehow, it felt like home.

It was a cold Tuesday evening in early November when this story really began. I’d finished a dull day of lectures and dragged myself back to the house through sheets of icy drizzle. My jeans stuck to my legs, my hair was plastered to my forehead, and I was already fantasising about wrapping myself in a blanket and binge-watching some mindless series.

When I opened the front door, the smell hit me first. Garlic, herbs, something warm and inviting. It made my stomach growl in protest because, of course, I’d completely forgotten to eat lunch.

“Ellie?” I called, dumping my soaked bag in the hallway and kicking off my trainers.

“In the kitchen!” came her voice, bright as ever.

I shrugged off my jacket, which was about as useful against the rain as tissue paper and made my way through to the kitchen. There she was, standing at the stove, a wooden spoon in one hand, a glass of wine in the other, and music playing quietly from her phone on the counter. She wore an old, oversized jumper and leggings, her dark hair tied up in a messy bun. Even like that, she looked incredible. It was annoying, really.

“You cooking?” I asked, leaning against the doorframe.

She shot me a grin over her shoulder. “Well spotted, Sherlock.”

I laughed and moved closer, peering into the saucepan. It was some kind of pasta dish, creamy sauce, bits of chicken and bacon, mushrooms, and a heap of grated cheese.

“That smells amazing.”

“I know. And you’re welcome, by the way.” She nudged me with her elbow. “Did you have a good day?”

“Not really. Double history lectures this morning, which was a yawn-fest. Then spent two hours in the library trying to get the printer to work. And I’m pretty sure I’ve come down with pneumonia from walking home in that monsoon.”

She rolled her eyes and passed me the glass of wine she wasn’t using. “You’re so dramatic.”

“You love it.”

“Sadly, I do.”

And that was us. Always like that. Teasing, bickering, finishing each other’s sentences. She knew exactly how to wind me up, and I was annoyingly good at getting under her skin. We were inseparable, and yet, never quite what I wanted us to be.

When I say curvy, I don’t mean curvy as many people think. Ellie isn’t at all chubby she literally has curves in all the right places. Amazing boobs, 34C at a guess but so damn firm. I mean like two torpedoes. And big nipples. I’ve seen her once or twice down in the kitchen, early, before breakfast in a skimpy bra. And I’ve seen her far too often, or maybe not often enough, in a tight t-shirt and no bra. But she’s also slim, I mean a waist, even I with relatively small hands could get my hand around. Then there is her ass. Not big, but sticking out, I think the term is bubble but. Always looks amazing in a tight of pair of jeans or her ‘boy-shorts’ she often wears around the kitchen.

See, when I first met Ellie, I’d fancied her. Of course I had. Most blokes did. She had this easy kind of confidence, the kind that made you want to impress her, just to see her laugh. We flirted a bit, messed around, and for a while I thought maybe something would happen. But then, one evening during our first term, when we were sat on the floor of my room sharing a bottle of cheap rosé, I tried to kiss her.

She pulled back, gently, like she didn’t want to hurt my feelings, and said, “You’re lovely, Sam. You know you are. But you’re not really my type.”

I remember the sting of it, though she said it kindly. I asked, half-joking, “What is your type, then?”

She grinned and said, “Big, muscly, rugged blokes. The kind who look like they could chop wood and wrestle bears. You’re more… pretty boy.”

I was only half offended. I mean, it was true. I’ve always been on the slim side, barely 5'8", with a face my gran used to call ‘angelic’ and hair that refuses to behave no matter how much gel I use. I wasn’t built like a rugby player. More like a Victorian poet who dies of consumption in a drafty attic.

When I brought up the whole thinking I was gay thing again, she just shrugged, grinning. “I mean… you ticked a lot of boxes at first. Sensitive, well-dressed, nice hair, didn’t immediately try to hit on me. It’s not my fault!”

I rolled my eyes. “Charming.”

But after that conversation, we never let it get weird. If anything, it made us closer. I stopped trying to be someone I wasn’t, and she never made it awkward. And somewhere along the way, we became best friends.

I took a sip of the wine and flopped down into one of the kitchen chairs. The pasta bubbled away on the stove, and the whole place felt warm and cosy in a way that made you forget about the outside world.

“You’re a saint for cooking, you know that?” I said.

She shrugged. “I was bored. And I figured you’d come home complaining about the rain and needing to be fed.”

“Rude.”

“Accurate, though.”

“Fair.”

She grinned and drained the rest of her glass, then reached for the colander in the sink to drain the pasta. I watched her move around the kitchen, humming along to the music, and felt that familiar ache in my chest. Not because I was still in love with her. I’d made my peace with that. Mostly. But because she was my person. The one constant in the mess of deadlines, hangovers, and bad decisions that made up my student life.

We ate at the little table by the window, the rain streaking the glass and the wind rattling the frame. She told me about her day — a seminar that turned into a debate about feminism in horror films, a girl in her class crying in the toilets over a boy, and the old guy who ran the corner shop trying to give her a free chocolate bar “because you’re too skinny, love.”

I laughed in all the right places, made the appropriate outraged noises, and for a while, it felt like nothing else mattered. Just us, two mates sharing dinner and stories.

After we finished eating, she cleared the plates and shoved them in the sink, ignoring my protests about washing up. I slouched back in my chair, nursing the last of my wine, and she perched on the counter, legs swinging.

“You know,” she said, “we should do something fun this weekend.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”

She shrugged. “I don’t know. Go to the coast? Or have a proper night out? We’ve been so boring lately.”

“I’m not sure my liver can handle a night out.”

“Come on, pretty boy. You’re twenty-one. You’ve got years of bad decisions ahead of you.”

I laughed. “Alright, alright. We’ll do something. I’ll even let you pick.”

She raised her glass in a mock toast. “To bad decisions.”

I clinked my glass against hers. “To bad decisions.”

The thing about Ellie was that she made everything seem brighter. Even the dullest days felt bearable with her around. She had this way of making you feel like you were the most important person in the room, even when she was surrounded by people who wanted her attention. And yeah, maybe it still hurt a little, knowing she’d never look at me the way I’d once looked at her. But having her in my life, even as just a friend, was better than not having her at all.

The evening stretched out, lazy and comfortable. We moved to the living room, sprawled on the mismatched sofas, and watched some terrible reality show while half-heartedly scrolling through our phones. She fell asleep halfway through, curled up under a blanket, her head resting on my shoulder. And I just sat there, listening to the rain against the window, thinking how lucky I was to have her.

Not in the way I’d first wanted. But maybe in a better way.

Eventually, I nudged her awake, and she groaned and muttered something about moving to her bed. I stood up and offered her a hand, and she took it, letting me pull her to her feet.

“Night, pretty boy,” she mumbled, pressing a kiss to my cheek.

“Night, trouble.”

And that was it. Just another ordinary evening in a battered student house, in a quiet city where nothing much ever happened. At least, not yet. But leaving me with a erection I would have to sort out once in bed.

But looking back, I realise now — that was the night everything started to change.


Chapter Two

Saturday mornings in our house usually started around midday. Nobody was much good at mornings, least of all me. I was half-asleep, wrapped in my duvet like a burrito, when I heard the front door slam. It made the walls shudder, followed by the unmistakable thud of someone dropping their keys on the hallway table.

I glanced at my phone. 11:48 AM.

The house had been quiet all night, which meant Ellie hadn’t come home. I’d figured she was probably at Liam’s — her latest crush. Some brick shithouse rugby lad from her course who looked like he bench-pressed cars for fun. She’d been giddy about their first proper date all week. Non-stop talk about what she was going to wear, whether to straighten or curl her hair, whether ordering a burger was “too much” on a first date. I’d rolled my eyes at most of it, as best friends do, but secretly, I’d hoped he’d turn out alright. Because no matter how much I teased her about her terrible taste in men, I hated seeing her hurt.

I rolled out of bed, dragged a hoodie over my head, and padded downstairs. The kitchen was bright with late-morning sun, the kettle boiling, and the smell of toast hanging in the air. Ellie stood by the counter, hair still in last night’s waves, makeup smudged beneath her eyes. She wore one of my old band t-shirts — The 1975 — and a pair of shorts.

She looked… deflated. Not hungover exactly, but like the life had been knocked out of her a bit.

“Morning, stranger,” I said, rubbing my eyes.

She gave me a weak smile. “Hey.”

I flopped into a chair and reached for the box of cereal on the table. “Good night?”

She didn’t answer right away, just poured herself a mug of tea and sat down opposite me. For a second, she fiddled with the teabag string, her gaze somewhere on the worn wooden tabletop. That was the thing with Ellie — always so loud, so full of life, but when something got to her, she went quiet.

I didn’t push. I knew her well enough to wait it out.

Eventually, she sighed. “It was… shit, actually.”

I raised my eyebrows. “Yeah?”

She nodded; lips pressed into a line. “We went to that place on St. Dunstan’s — The Dog and Bear. It was fine. Drinks, a bit of food, chatted about classes, music, usual first date stuff. He was funny, I guess. Kept calling me ‘babe’ though, which was… I don’t know, a bit much.”

I smirked. “Nothing says romance like casual pet names on a first date.”

She let out a small laugh, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “Anyway, then we went back to his. Said he had this ‘amazing playlist’ he wanted to show me. Which — classic. And I went, because… well, I don’t know. I liked him. Thought maybe it’d be different this time.”

I poured milk into my cereal and kept my mouth shut. This wasn’t new. Ellie’s type was always the same: big lads with nice smiles and zero emotional maturity.

She kept going. “We get there, and ten minutes in, he’s trying it on. Not in a cute, can-I-kiss-you way. Just full-on hands everywhere, pulling me onto his lap, telling me how ‘fit’ I looked.”

I winced. “Smooth.”

“Yeah.” She took a sip of tea. “I told him to slow down. Said I wasn’t that kind of girl. And he went all moody. Like, properly sulking. Said he thought I was ‘up for it’ because of how flirty I’d been.”

I felt my stomach tighten. I hated this part. The good girl, bad girl bullshit lads pulled when they didn’t get what they wanted.

Ellie shrugged. “I left. Told him it wasn’t happening, and he said ‘no worries’ like it was nothing. Haven’t heard from him since.”

I reached across the table and nudged her foot with mine. “I’m sorry, El.”

She gave me a small smile. “It’s not even him. Not really. It’s just… why is it always like this? Why do I always pick these guys who only want one thing?”

I didn’t answer straight away because the honest answer was because you go for blokes built like nightclub bouncers with the emotional range of a teaspoon. But I couldn’t say that. Not now.

“Because they’re idiots,” I said instead. “Because you’re funny and smart and a ten out of ten, and they don’t know what to do with that.”

She huffed a laugh. “Thanks, Pretty Boy.”

I grinned. That nickname had stuck like glue since our first year. Half the house called me that now. I didn’t even mind.

Ellie pulled her knees up onto the chair and hugged them, her mug balanced on top. “I just thought maybe this one would be different. I dunno. Maybe I’m just not cut out for relationships.”

I leaned back, watching her. She looked so different like this — no bravado, no loud laugh, just Ellie. My best mate, the one person who could always make me laugh even when everything else was falling apart.

“Listen,” I said, serious now. “One dickhead doesn’t get to decide that. Or the half-dozen before him. You’ll find someone, El. Someone who gets you, all of you. Not just your body, but your weird obsession with 90s girl bands and your inability to reverse park.”

She laughed properly at that. “Oi.”

I shrugged. “It’s true.”

She rolled her eyes, but the smile lingered this time. “Maybe I should just date you.”

The words hung in the air for a second too long, and for a weird, flickering moment, it was like the room shifted.

I smirked, covering the strange tightness in my chest. “I mean… I am a catch.”

She snorted. “You’d drive me mental. Too tidy. You’d probably make us a colour-coded calendar for the relationship.”

“Nothing wrong with a bit of organisation.”

She grinned. “And you’d make me watch weird French films about existential dread.”

“Only on Sundays.”

We both laughed, and just like that, the weird moment passed. That was the thing about us — it always did.

Ellie set her mug down and stretched, her t-shirt riding up to reveal a flash of skin. I couldn’t help to look but did my best to pretend not to notice.

“Right,” she said. “Let’s do something today. I need cheering up.”

“Cinema?” I offered. “Something with explosions and zero emotional depth?”

She considered it. “Deal. But you’re buying the popcorn.”

“Done.”

And that was us. Picking up the pieces, making jokes, gluing the cracks together. We weren’t perfect, and maybe we both carried a few unspoken things around with us, but it worked. It always did.

As we got ready to leave, she grabbed her jacket and glanced back at me. “Thanks, Pretty Boy.”

I shrugged, grabbing my keys. “What are best friends for?”

She smiled, and for a second, I wondered if maybe — just maybe — one day she’d stop chasing the bear wrestlers and realise the bloke who actually gave a shit was right here.

But that was a thought for another day.

Today was for popcorn and bad films. And sometimes, that was enough. And as we went out through the door, she gave my ass a light smack and jokingly called: “Nice butt, Pretty Boy.”


Chapter Three

Sunday evenings had a particular feel to them in our house. A sort of lazy, contented hush, where the weekend’s chaos finally settled and everyone retreated to their own little corners. The rain had started around five, tapping against the kitchen window as I pulled open a bottle of wine. It was Ellie’s turn to pick the music, so obviously we had some mellow indie band crooning about heartbreak playing softly in the background.

The kitchen was warm, smells of garlic and tomato thick in the air as we half-heartedly made dinner together. Pasta again — it was always pasta with us. Cheap, easy, and neither of us could really be bothered with anything fancy.

Ellie was dancing barefoot by the hob, one hand cradling her glass of wine, the other stirring sauce. She was wearing this old knitted jumper of mine she’d nicked last winter and never given back. It hung off one shoulder, her legs bare beneath it. Her hair was tied up in a messy knot on top of her head, a few dark strands falling loose, framing her face. And she looked beautiful. The kind of beautiful that sneaks up on you when someone’s not trying.

I watched her for a moment, feeling that quiet ache in my chest again — the one I always buried, the one I pretended wasn’t there.

“God, men are trash,” she declared, turning to top up our glasses.

I grinned. “Another bold statement from Professor Ellie Harris.”

She flicked me with a tea towel. “I’m serious. I don’t think I’ve met a single decent one in the last two years.”

I raised my hand. “Excuse you. I’m literally standing right here.”

She gave me a crooked smile. “You don’t count. You’re basically one of the girls. Specially with your cute bubble butt.”

I laughed, though there was always a part of me that stung when she said stuff like that. I knew she didn’t mean it badly. It was just… Ellie. But it still left that little hollow spot somewhere under my ribs. And she had always teased me about my ass. Saying that it looked like a girls and if I had been gay I would had all the hot guys queued out the door just for my butt.

“You’ll find someone,” I told her, draining my glass. “And when you do, he’ll probably be like… a schoolteacher or an accountant. Not some protein shake-chugging dickhead.”

She wrinkled her nose. “An accountant?”

I shrugged. “Okay, maybe not. But you’ll find him.”

She was quiet for a second, eyes on the rain sliding down the windowpane. “I dunno, Pretty Boy. I think maybe I’m broken or something. Or maybe my picker’s just busted.”

I moved beside her, leaning against the counter. “You’re not broken. You’re just looking in the wrong places.”

She gave me a tired little smile, and for a second her head rested against my shoulder. It was the kind of small, casual touch we’d done a hundred times before, but tonight it felt… heavier somehow.

“I’m glad I’ve got you,” she murmured.

“Same,” I said, meaning it more than she probably realised.

The sauce was done, the pasta boiled over slightly because we’d both forgotten about it while drinking. We served it up anyway, two steaming bowls, and carried them through to the living room. The wine came with us, along with another bottle from the kitchen.

We ate cross-legged on the sofa, plates balanced on our knees, and bitched about uni deadlines, awful dating apps, and that weird smell in the upstairs bathroom no one could seem to locate.

The second bottle of wine disappeared quicker than it should have, and by the time we were scraping the last bits of pasta from our bowls, both of us were a little hazy around the edges. That soft, tipsy warmth where the world feels kinder, and everything’s just that little bit funnier.

Ellie was curled up at one end of the sofa, her hair now fully loose, a lazy smile playing on her lips. I felt that ache again watching her. Not the sharp, unbearable kind, but the dull, constant one I’d learned to live with. The kind that came from loving your best friend a little too much.

She stretched, letting out a small groan. “I don’t wanna move. Ever.”

“Then don’t,” I said. “We live here now. This sofa is our home.”

She laughed. “Deal.”

A comfortable silence settled between us, broken only by the hum of whatever playlist was still going and the clink of wine glasses being topped up.

Then Ellie grinned, eyes sparkling mischievously. “Wanna play a game?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Should I be worried?”

She smirked. “Truth or dare.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “What are we, fifteen?”

“Come on, Pretty Boy. It’s a classic. Besides, you’ve had two bottles of wine. You’ll be crap at lying.”

I hesitated, though I wasn’t sure why. Maybe because I knew games like this had a habit of unearthing things you’d rather leave buried. But her face was so hopeful, so full of that playful, reckless energy I loved about her.

I sighed, pretending to be reluctant. “Alright. You’re on.”

She clapped her hands, looking way too pleased with herself. “Yes! Right, I’ll go first.”

She grabbed the wine, poured us both a fresh glass, and settled back into the cushions, eyes locked on mine.

“Truth or dare, Pretty Boy?”

And just like that, the game began.


Chapter Four

We settled back into the sofa, our legs tangled, the wine warming our cheeks and making everything feel a little fuzzier, a little braver. The rain still tapped against the window and the kitchen light spilled through, but in the living room it was just us and the soft flicker of candles we’d forgotten to blow out after dinner.

“Right,” I said, swirling the wine in my glass like some poncey sommelier. “Truth or dare?”

Ellie grinned, her eyes half-lidded and glassy. “Truth.”

I thought for a second, then smirked. “Okay… how many sexual partners have you had?”

She burst out laughing. “Going in big, aren’t you?”

“Hey — house rules.”

She stretched her legs out across mine and took a sip of wine, thinking for a moment like she was counting on her fingers in her head. Then she looked at me with a grin that was equal parts smug and daring.

“Five.”

I blinked. “Wait, what?”

“Five,” she repeated, deadpan.

I sat up a bit straighter. For some reason, I’d expected her to say maybe two or three. Not that it mattered, not that I had any right to care. But still — it caught me off guard.

“Seriously?”

She grinned wider. “Why do you sound so shocked?”

“I dunno, I just—” I shrugged, trying to play it off. “Guess I thought you were pickier.”

“Oi!” She swatted my arm. “I am picky. I just also have needs, thank you very much.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Fair play.”

She wiggled her eyebrows. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

I sighed. “Truth.”

Ellie leaned in, a wicked gleam in her eye. “How many sexual partners have you had, Pretty Boy?”

I immediately felt my face go hot. I fiddled with my wine glass, looking anywhere but at her.

“Um…”

She sat up, grinning like she’d just struck gold. “Wait — are you blushing?”

“I’m not blushing.”

“You totally are! Come on, spill.”

I cleared my throat, mumbling it into my glass. “Zero.”

The room went quiet for a second, except for the rain and the low hum of the music. I didn’t look at her, just kept fiddling with the cuff of my hoodie.

“Wait, what?” she said, softer this time.

I sighed. “Zero. Okay? None. No one.”

I risked a glance at her. Ellie wasn’t laughing or pulling a face. She just looked… surprised. And maybe a little guilty.

“Oh, babe,” she said, her voice gentle now. “Why didn’t you ever tell me?”

I shrugged. “Didn’t exactly come up in conversation, did it? And it’s not like it’s some big thing. I’ve just… never found the right moment. Or person.”

She reached over and squeezed my hand, and for a second we just sat there like that. It was stupid how much that tiny touch made my chest tighten.

“I didn’t mean to take the piss,” she said. “I just… you’re so fit, I guess I assumed…”

I laughed, the awkwardness breaking a little. “Yeah, well. Turns out not everyone’s queuing up to shag the sensitive pretty boy.”

She rolled her eyes. “They should be.”

I gave her a look. “Don’t humour me.”

“I’m not!” She grabbed the wine bottle and topped up both our glasses. “Okay, your turn. Hit me.”

I grinned, feeling braver now. “Alright… of those five — who was the best?”

Ellie groaned, covering her face with her hands. “Oh my God.”

“No backing out.”

She peeked at me between her fingers, then sighed. “Alright, fine. His name was Dan. Second year, back when I lived in the old house on Whitstable Road. He was this Scottish guy, did marine biology or something.”

“Dan from Whitstable Road,” I repeated, making a mental note I absolutely shouldn’t have.

She grinned, propping her chin on her hand. “He was a good one. You know when it’s like… easy? No awkward fumbling, no trying to impress each other. Just… fun.”

I swallowed a weird knot in my throat and forced a smirk. “Well, cheers to Dan.”

She laughed, clinking her glass against mine. “May he live on in fond memory.”

I knocked back a bit more wine and grinned. “Right, your turn.”

Ellie thought for a second, her expression turning sly. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” I said again.

She gave me a look. “You’re such a chicken.”

“I’m easing in.”

“Okay,” she said, leaning in a little, eyes sparkling. “Is there anyone in our year you fancy?”

My stomach flipped. I stared at her, heart thudding stupidly hard against my ribs. And for a split second, I almost said it. Almost told her that I’d been in love with her since the first week we met, since the first time she stole my hoodie and fell asleep next to me on the sofa. Since she’d grinned at me that night in the pub and said, “You’re not my type, but you’re bloody lovely.”

But I didn’t. I bottled it.

I grinned instead, pretending to think about it. “Yeah, actually.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “Who?”

I hesitated just long enough to make it believable. “Lottie.”

Her face scrunched up in surprise. “Lottie? Really?”

I shrugged. “Yeah. She’s… cute.”

Ellie burst out laughing. “Mate, she’s about as interesting as plain rice.”

I chuckled, hiding the twist in my stomach. “Still cute though.”

Ellie shook her head, grinning. “You’ve got weird taste.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Says the girl who went home with Liam Protein Shake McAllister.”

She snorted. “Fair.”

The moment stretched between us again, heavy with the things we weren’t saying, the wine making everything feel a little louder in my head. But then Ellie grinned and nudged my leg with hers.

“Okay,” she said. “Truth.”

I groaned. “Time for a dare.”


Chapter Five

She wiggled her eyebrows. “I’m not there yet. Maybe another glass.” She lifted her half full glass in a mock toast and took another sip.

“Time for something more interesting then!” I challenged, “What’s your kink?”

“Oooo! Now you’re getting very personal.” She pursed her lips in the sexy way I’ve seen her do a thousand times. She gave me a long look as if assessing whether I really wanted to know.

What she said next made my world shake: “I like to watch a man wank!” She gave a giggle having confessed something super personal.

I was shocked, it was like she was reading my mind. She couldn’t know, could she?

“I can’t believe I just told you that. No one else knows!” She looked down slightly but then her eyes rolled up to peak at me to see my reaction.

But I was shocked she basically just told me one of my own fantasies. It was like she was inside my head reading my mind and teasing me with it.

“You like to watch him wank?”

“Well, I look to watch him do it till he cums. I like to watch when he cums. But not just his thing squirting, it’s the face as well. Their cum face,” Like she was trying to justify something too freaky.

“But now it’s your turn; Truth or dare?” She came back at me before I had time to recover or to get mor information.

I almost mumbled the word; “Truth,” She wouldn’t, would she? Could I if she did?

And she did; “Yours! What’s yours. OK! I know you haven’t done it but what would it be if you had someone to do it with. You must have thought about it.”

I threw back at her playing for time: “You’ve done it? You know with one of your five?”

She gave me a naughty knowing smile. God she can be so sexy! “That’s like another ‘Truth’, when it’s your turn. But yes, more than once.”

I couldn’t help myself, I wanted to know: “So you’ve had one of your conquests to wank off while you watch?”

“You want me to kiss and tell?”

“Too right I do, I want to know all the dirt!” How long could I put off the inevitable.

“I don’t just ask outright,” She laughed remembering, “Well, maybe sometimes.”

I couldn’t quite believe what she was telling me, I had to know; “You just ask him to take it out and stroke it?”

“Yeah, something like that. It’s not that hard when they’re already horny, they’re usually quite eager to get it out and show it off. But that’s enough about my sex life you said ‘Truth’ so spill ‘Pretty Boy’.

Could I. It sounded so contrite. But with the pressure on and her own confession knocking me sideways, I couldn’t think of anything else believable. I knew I was going red again. Could I?

“You’re blushing again?” She giggled; “You’re blushing again, what is it? Is it something really freaky? Go on you have to tell, it’s the game. Otherwise, the cop out dare will be super tough,” She threatened.

What would she make me do? She wouldn’t, would she? Would I?

I mumbled again: “The same!”

“What? Speak up coward. I told you.”

She had a fair point. But hers was kinky but didn’t seem anywhere near as freaky for her as it did for me.

“I like the idea of a girl watching.”

“OMG! It’s like we’re made for each other.” She laughed again and leaned forward and gave me a kiss on the cheek, “You’ve never done it?”

I’m a virgin, I told you.”

“Yeah! But doing that you don’t lose it, silly.” She gave my arm a playful punch.

“Of course I know that.” I could feel my cheeks burning up.

“You’ve never had a girl give you a handshake?” She quizzed me.

“A what?”

“You know, a handjob.”

Again, feeling super embarrassed, “One, yes, but that was back in high school.”

Now she was pressing home for all the details: “How many girls have you kissed?”

If I hadn’t been so very drunk I don’t think I would have told her; “Two!”

“Two!” She blurted like she couldn’t believe it. Did you kiss the girl who wanked you off?”

Yes of course, I’m not like your boyfriend’s I don’t just take it out and wank off for the girl to watch.”

“Ooo! A bit below the belt.” She said playfully again. “Who was the other.”

“It was a girl during freshers’ week.” I didn’t like where this was going.

“The week we first met?” She questioned and now she was interested.

“Yeah, the night before.”

“What? You haven’t kissed a girl since we met?”

I blushed again.

“Oh! You pooh thing,” She said, and she leaned forward to kiss me on the forehead, but being a bit wobbly with the drink, as she did; to balance herself, her hand landed on my lap. Well right on my hard dick!

“Oh!” She looked at me still close enough to kiss and still with her hand on my erection, “Oh!” She repeated and then she giggled again. Then she was back on her side of the sofa looking a little embarrassed. For the first time ever, even being drunk she looked a little embarrassed. Ellie never looked embarrassed.

I’d never seen her look embarrassed before, she was always so sure of herself, even when she said ir did things, got things wrong she knew how to cover herself; “I’m sorry… I… er…. Mmm….. it’s the turn of conversation.” I stammered out, now quite flustered.

But then I saw something else, like she twigged something, and I saw a very naughty look, like she wanted to be mischievous.

“Show me, I want to watch.” And she gave me a challenging stare, “It’s the dare you should be doing anyway.”

“You can’t be serious and anyway, It’s not my turn,” And to save myself I started back and challenged her; “Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” She blurted out but still I knew that look, the look that said she was going to get what she wanted.

I thought about it. I thought she had just felt my erection and that wasn’t fair, and she wants to see it, that’s not fair. I need to even things up. Burt as ever I was about to make it so I couldn’t back out: “Show me your boobs.”

“Oh! We’re going there, are we?” She shot me a hard glare. Then without hesitation she lifted up her t-shirt to reveal her bra, then she reached behind to unclasp the bra.

“OMG!” I thought, this cannot be happening! I’ve lusted after her incredible breasts for the last year and half and now, in a drunken misunderstanding she’s going to show me.

Then, as her bra dropped to her waist, there they were, incredible, firm, perfect, sticking out, defying gravity, with the most perfect hard nipples and areola, larger than I expected.

“FUCK! OMG Ellie, they’re perfect.” Then they were gone as she pulled her t-shirt back down to cover them. But the t-shirt was quite tight, and she no longer had her bra on. Now I couldn’t unsee them and I could clearly, oh so clearly, see exactly their shape. And the nipples. They were like two sharp points. I felt my already hard dick twitch and throb I was so turned on.

“OK! Your turn.” And she gave me her ‘I’m never going to back down stare.

“Truth!” I tried.

“No, you don’t, Pretty Boy,” She punched my arm again. Fuck she was strong. “It’s ‘Dare’ or you just get it out.” She sat back and crossed her arms demonstrating to me that she wasn’t budging.

“Please, Ellie, It’s so embarrassing!” I tried that as well.

“Is it really,” Staring straight at it, “Show me. And anyways, you said you wanted a girl to watch.”

“NO!” I exclaimed, “I might show it to you, but I’m not going to wank for you.”

“Simon!” She never used my name, it was always ‘Pretty Boy’. I knew I was pushing her too far. Do I get it out and show her. Her beautiful breasts were one thing. Showing her my hard dick, my erection, how aroused I was by her, that was completely something else.

“Simon, I know you’re hard and that means your turned on. Do you want blue balls? I can sit here and keep you aroused.” And totally unfairly she brought her crossed arms down just below her incredible breasts then squeezed her arms together pushing her fantastic boobs together, reminding what I just saw a moment ago. “You want me to get them out again, or are you going to show me?”

She was right, if I didn’t do something about it very soon, I would be getting proper blue balls. I could get up and leave but who leaves their best bestie in the middle of Truth or dare, that’s a coward’s way out. And she was right; I’d told her having a beautiful girl watch me wank off was one of my biggest fantasies. It was, but not Ellie as my best friend, if we were now lovers that would be perfect. But we’re still only friends.


Chapter Six

I reached down and undid the buttons on my jeans and then lifted my butt and slid them halfway down my thighs. I looked down and even though I don’t have the biggest dick, probably about average, I think, the bulge of my erection was quite visible in my tight boxers. I looked up at her hoping for a last minute retrieve.

She looked back at me, stared me down and told me: “Come on Sexy, get it out.”

How can I refuse the hottest girl I’d ever met and I was about to fulfil one of my biggest fantasies. I slid my fingers inside the waist band of the boxers, I then started to slide them down and they caught on my dick pulling it slightly downwards.

“Fuck! Pretty Boy, stop teasing and take them off.” Ellie demanded.

I lifted my butt again and pulled them further down and my hard dick was released, and it flicked back up against my stomach.

Ellie stifled a giggle.

“What’s wrong, why are you laughing?” I was totally embarrassed.

“No, babe, it’s all good. It was just the way it flicked up from your pants.”

But I knew her too well she was trying her darndest not to laugh; “You’re laughing at me. At my dick!”

“No. I’m not laughing. I’m not, baby.” She was trying so hard not to it was making it impossible for her and she turned away and stifled another giggle.

“What’s wrong with it?” And I started as quickly as I could to pull my boxers and jeans back up, but she was too quick for me.

“Oh! No, you don’t,” She turned back and grabbed the waist band of my boxers and a handful of jeans with both hands and yanked them really hard out of my hands and down till they were both around my ankles.

I gave up the fight. She’d seen it now and so I flopped back, my dick standing upright and fully on show.

She looked at it, then up at me; “It’s cute.”

“Oh My God, CUTE!” I exclaimed, “Really? Cute?” I was devastated. “You don’t tell a guy that his dick is cute. Please.”

“What’s wrong with cute. Why is that bad?” She looked amused by my taking offence.

“El, you say cute, makes it sound like you think it’s small.” I argued.

“Men!” Ellie huffed, “They are so sensitive about the size of their dicks. Not just size, like everything to do with their manliness is wrapped up in their penis.”

Then to my horror she pointed to the tip: “Is that pre-cum?” And she reached out and scooped up the droplet with her finger and took it to her beautiful, sexy mouth and licked it off. Fuck! She’d touched m. A very brief featherlight touch as she had scooped the pre-cum up. But she had touched my dick!

FUCK! I nearly came at the sight; I know my dick throbbed again. OMG! This beautiful girl knew how to tease a guy.

“You better start wanking otherwise your balls are going to burst.”

I’d never seen this side of El before; she could be such a mean tease. But then she always knew how to get what she wanted, especially when it came to me.

Wrapping my hand around my dick I started to stroke just slowly at first.

She slid her finger into her mouth and sucked, pursing her lips together mocking a blowjob. Bringing her finger out again she ran her tongue around the finger as she would if she was giving the greatest ever blowjob.

“That is so hot, Pretty Boy. I can’t believe you’re actually doing it.” She stifled another giggle. I took it as a giggle of insecurity about how she should behave watching her best friend wank. So, I didn’t stop.

“Come on, Pretty Boy, you must be needing it now, I want to see you cum!”

I moaned a little, and she gave another awkward giggle. I was too drunk and far too turned on to understand what was actually happening.

“Come on, baby, I want to see, I want to see you shoot your load.”

If I had been sober or even just tipsy and too so stupidly turned on, I would have seen how out of character this behaviour was for my bestie.

I stroked a little harder, a little faster.

“Go on Pretty Boy, that’s eat beat those balls. Spunk for me baby!”

Oh! God! I was so close now, nothing would stop me, even if she shouted for me to stop and told me how wrong this all was. As it was wrong! So wrong!

But she didn’t she did something else I totally didn’t expect. She picked up her phone and pointed the camera at me, first of all my face and then my hand stroking my slender dick.

“NO, El, YOU CAN’T FILM ME!” I shouted. But I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop now I was about to shoot.

“Baby, shoot for me, I want to see it. I want to see you cum for me, Pretty Boy!” And she pointed the camera at my face again and then back to my hand thrusting up and down on my dick.

Then it happened. I came, I groaned and my spunk shot up into the air. I’d never cum so hard before. The first spurt probably shot about ten inches straight up and then splattered down onto my t-shirt covering my stomach.

“OMG!” Shouted Ellie, switching the camera from my first ejaculation to my face to get my ‘cum’ face, then back for the next spurts of thick gooey spunk shooting out over myself. I shot maybe seven or eight times, then there was a dribble that came out over my hand. I looked down at my mess. It was all over the lower part of my t-shirt. It was all over my pubic hair and my balls and across my upper thighs. I’d never seen so much cum.

Ellie was still filming the mess ensuring she captured it all. I looked up at her, completely embarrassed now. Horrified at what we; I had just done.

“I’ll get some tissues,” And she jumped up and ran to the kitchen.

I would have pulled my jeans back up, but I was in a total mess.

Ellie came back from the kitchen with a wad of kitchen towel in her hands and handed it to me. I started to mop up the mess. Halfway through I looked up again and she was filming me again; “Please, El, you can’t.”

“I need this for Lottie. She needs to see what you have to offer, baby, then there’s no way she could refuse a date with you.”

“NO!” I shouted again, “You can’t show that to anyone.” And as I continued to mop up the mess I looked down at my very small, deflated little dick.

Ellie saw where I was looking, and she gave another giggle, “It’s so small now. I don’t think I’ve seen one that small before.”

OMG! Talk about insult upon injury! I was quite angry now. And I was sobering up really quickly. And as, at last, I dragged up my boxers and my jeans: “You cannot show that to anybody. You have to delete that now.”

“Are you joking! That was so hot,” Tilting her head, like she often did, giving me one of her so cute pouts: “I want this for my wank bank, baby. In fact, I’m gonna go to bed now, strip off totally naked, and wank myself off before falling asleep thinking about the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” And with that she jumped up, leaned over me and kissed me on the forehead.

When she got to her bedroom door, she turned, gave me a cheeky smile, she gave a sexy wiggle of her round bum: “OMG! Pretty Boy, I can’t believe you just did that. So, naughty.” Then she closed the bedroom door and left me alone totally mortified and completely embarrassed. The thing was I was sure she was joking about stripping naked and masturbating while watching the film she had of me wanking off.

But the horrible part of it was, I started to get hard again at the thought. After all she was the hottest girl I knew, and I was truly in love with her, and even if she joked about it, it was such a hot fantasy. 

I went to bed, but I couldn’t sleep, my dick was rock hard. I ended up stoking my dick to another intense orgasm. Thinking about what had just happened. I was still totally mortified. But having my beautiful best friend watch me wank myself off was so hot. Having her film it, made it even hotter. It had been so humiliating, but it had also been the hottest thing that had ever happened to me. Would Ellie show it to Lottie? Would she show it to anyone? OMG! I’m mortified I had let it happen. Tomorrow I would have to talk to her. She has to delete that film.

On top to the very naughty, kinky sex thing that had happened. And how embarrassed and mortified I am about it. Will this change things between El and me? That was the one thing that should never have happened between us.


Chapter Seven

I woke up with a dry mouth, a pounding headache, and a sick feeling in my stomach that had nothing to do with the wine.

The room was too bright, the sun slanting in through the gap in the curtains, and for a moment I lay there, eyes half-shut, hoping maybe I’d dreamt the whole thing. That if I stayed still long enough, the night before would unravel itself and Ellie would be the same Ellie again — laughing, teasing, barefoot in the kitchen with wine-stained lips and hair in a messy bun.

But I knew I hadn’t dreamt it.
I could still taste the wine on my lips.
And I could still humiliation of the ordeal. And of course I woke up with the hardest erection. My dick reminded me most of all.

I tried to tell myself it just a drunken, stupid, heat-of-the-moment, stupid thing that students do.. But it was enough. Enough to blow a hole in whatever fragile, sweet, easy thing we’d been clinging to.

I lay there for ages, staring at the ceiling, replaying it over and over. The way she’d dared me. The half-dare, half-joke in her voice. The flicker of something in her eyes when I’d agreed. And then… the pause. That awful, silent beat after it happened. When neither of us knew what the hell to do.

And I couldn’t help it. I had to. My dick was so hard, it was throbbing, Even though what had happened was awful and humiliating. My dick was rock hard. I wrapped my fingers around it. Slowly I started to stroke it. Always with the image of Ellie sitting there watching me. Not just watching me, she encouraged me. She had demanded. That had made it an even bigger turn on: “I want to see it. I want to see you cum. I want to see you spunk.” And I did, again. Thinking of the beautiful El watching. Thinking of her filming me.  OMG! Why am I such a fucking freak?

I finally dragged myself out of bed and into the kitchen. She was already there, standing by the kettle in an oversized T-shirt and leggings, hair shoved up, her phone in one hand. But it wasn’t the usual Ellie.

She didn’t grin at me.
Didn’t call me ‘Pretty Boy.’
Didn’t even look up.

“Morning,” I tried.

She mumbled something that might have been ‘morning,’ might have been ‘fuck off.’ Hard to tell.

I busied myself making toast, trying to pretend it was a normal Sunday morning. Except it wasn’t. The air felt heavy, like it was charged with something, and every second that passed without her meeting my eye made my chest tighten.

After a minute, she cleared her throat. “I’m, uh… gonna head out later. Need to get some stuff done.”

I nodded. “Cool.”

Silence.

I couldn’t stand it. I hated how this felt. How we’d gone from being thick as thieves to this… stiff, awkward nothingness in the space of a night.

“Ells,” I said, keeping my voice low, “can we just… talk about last night?”

She finally looked at me, and the expression on her face made my stomach drop. Not anger, not embarrassment — worse than both. Regret.

“There’s nothing to talk about, Simon,” she said. “We were drunk. It was a stupid game. It didn’t mean anything.”

I forced a laugh. “Right. Course. I know that.”

But I didn’t.
Not really.
Because it had meant something to me.
And now I was the idiot who’d let it happen.

She rubbed a hand over her face. “I just… I don’t wanna be weird, you know? I don’t wanna mess this up.”

I nodded, even though it already was. “Yeah. Me neither.”

But it was too late.
Everything was different now.

The easy way we used to move around each other was gone. The way we used to share food, steal each other’s hoodies, crash on the sofa without a second thought. Now every glance felt loaded, every touch awkward.

I tried to clear the air again later that afternoon when she came back. Suggested we go grab a coffee, hit the park, pretend it never happened. She made some excuse about needing to finish coursework and stayed holed up in her room.

That was the thing about Ellie — she was brilliant at running from stuff. Better than anyone I knew. And now, it felt like she was running from me.

The worst part was, I couldn’t even blame her.
Because I’d broken the unspoken rule.
The one where we never crossed that line.
And now we couldn’t uncross it.

By the time evening came, the house felt too quiet, too big. I sat in the living room on my own, pretending to scroll through my phone, knowing full well she was in her room doing the same. Avoiding me.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this.
We were supposed to be us.
Sweet, messy, wine-fuelled, teasing, late-night-talking, pasta-making, us.

And now we weren’t.

I didn’t know how to fix it.
Or if I even could.


Epilogue

Things have changed. Ellie starts to have Lottie over more often. Spends more time in her room by herself or when she has Lottie over.

She barely talks to me anymore. Just polite “hello’s” and “hey there’s. Also, the odd “So how’s you?” but I can tell she doesn’t want to hear the answer. Just being polite.

What hasn’t changed is the men Ellie dates but now she brings them over. She never did that before and sometimes I get to hear them in the bedroom. It’s so awkward for me and worst still, when I’m lying there in bed listening to them, hearing Ellie moan, I get so hard. They’re fucking and I’m wanking off as I listen to them. Then of course there’s the awkward moment when the two of them are int the kitchen next morning having coffee.

Sitting with one of her brick shithouse rugby lad ‘boyfriends’ on the sofa watching tv on a Sunday evening. That before had always been ‘our’ time.

She’s not even my girlfriend and I feel like I’m a cuckold!


BOOK TWO

In Book Two I stupidly challenge her on the whole change, and we get to repeat the previous time but now it becomes a kinky naughty thing that beautiful Ellie gets me to do. But Ellie wants to take things further but not in the way I had ever dreamed. Now things were definitely different. I was her little subby!
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