
        
            
                
            
        

    
Truth or Dare Goes Too Far

BOOK TWO

The Taboo Story of a Reluctant Sissy!

Written & published by Emma Sluttily


Copyright © 2025 All rights reserved

No part of this publication can be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the owner and the publisher of this book.


Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.

This book contains explicit sexual content including:

	BDSM themes (dominance, submission, spanking, restraints) 
	Humiliation, degradation, and rough sex 
	Anal play and anal sex 
	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 


If you are under 18, or if any of the above themes may offend you, please do not purchase or read this book.

This is an erotic fantasy. It does not depict real-life practices, and it should not be taken as an example of safe or healthy sexual relationships. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual sex in reality.


INTRO

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Epilogue

Book Three Teaser


INTRO

Funny thing about life, you don’t realise the moment everything changes until you’re already halfway past it. You think you’re just having a laugh, playing a stupid drinking game in your student house on a Sunday night, and then bam… your whole world tips sideways.

That’s what happened to me.
And her.
Ellie.

We’d been best mates since first year. The kind of friendship that came easy, no effort, no awkwardness, just pure, chaotic, head-first fun. She was the girl everyone noticed when she walked into a room. Dark brunette hair that tumbled down her back in soft waves, hazel eyes that looked golden in certain lights, and a curvy, hourglass figure that made blokes trip over themselves to get her attention.

And me?
Well, I was the one she never saw that way.

I’m Simon, second-year English Lit student, 5’8”, slim as hell, and what Ellie liked to call a ‘pretty boy’. Sharp cheekbones, annoyingly thick hair, and apparently too sensitive for my own good. When we first met, Ellie actually thought I was gay. Not because I’d said anything, but because I wasn’t her usual type. No towering frame, no bulging biceps, none of that rugged blokeish charm she fell for every bloody time.

She told me I wasn’t her type.
Said she liked ‘big, rough, rugby lads who could throw her over their shoulder’.
And I, because I’m a glutton for punishment, fell for her anyway.

For a while, it was fine. I kept it to myself, happy to just have her in my life. We shared dinners, crappy hangovers, stupid jokes about our lecturers. She’d tell me about her dates, and I’d pretend I didn’t want to be one of them.

Then one night, after too much wine, a bottle of cheap rosé, and a dangerous game of Truth or Dare. One dare too far and she watched me masturbate and filmed me, too turned on to do the right thing and stop. I didn’t stop until I came all over myself.

It should’ve been harmless. A throwaway dare. But it wasn’t. Not for me.

And in the days that followed, everything fell apart.
Ellie pulled away.
Started spending more time with her mates, especially Lottie, a petite blonde with a sharp tongue and a permanent glass of Prosecco in her hand.

And me?
I kept hoping she’d come back.

Volume 1 of this mess ended with a stupid inappropriate dare that should never have happened, a friendship on life support, and a house full of awkward silences.

Now, here in Book Two, I’m trying to pick up the pieces.
Trying to live with the fact that the girl I’ve loved for the last year won’t look me in the eye anymore.
And worse, she’s bringing blokes home.

Rugby lads. The type who could bench-press me without breaking a sweat.

But if you think I’m going to quietly bow out, you don’t know me.
Because some part of me still believes there’s something worth fighting for.
Even if it’s just the memory of what we used to be.


Chapter One

A week.
Seven long, awkward, miserable days since that stupid messy dare.

You’d think by now it would have blown over. That we’d laugh about it, brush it off like one of the countless dumb things we’d done after too much wine. But it hadn’t. Not even close.

Ellie barely spoke to me.
And when she did, it was clipped, polite, and painfully distant.
No teasing, no inside jokes, no late-night kitchen chats.
Just… silence.

I spent most of the week listening to her laugh with Lottie in the living room or upstairs in her room, their voices low and conspiratorial like they were fifteen again. Lottie was always around now. Nearly every other night. Bringing bottles of rosé or chocolate or face masks. Whispering things I couldn’t quite make out, though I didn’t need to, I knew it was about me.

Could feel it in the way Ellie wouldn’t meet my eye when she passed me on the stairs.
Could see it in the pitying look Lottie gave me as she slipped into Ellie’s room, shutting the door behind her.

It was like I’d become invisible in my own house.
A ghost floating around the kitchen, pretending to be fine.

By Friday, I was so sick of it I considered just packing a bag and crashing at Adam’s for the weekend. But something held me here. Some pathetic hope that maybe Ellie would want to talk, that we could fix it. Go back.

I made myself pasta, ate it alone, and listened to their voices drift down the stairs.
Then, around half nine, there was a knock at the door.

I opened it to find a tall, broad, ginger-bearded bloke standing there. The type Ellie always went for, thick arms, big shoulders, a rugby lad through and through. He barely glanced at me before stepping inside like he owned the place.

Ellie appeared at the top of the stairs, grinning like it was Christmas. “Oi oi, you made it!” she called, bounding down in one of those tiny crop tops she wore when she wanted to get laid. I knew it too well.

She came down, hugged him, pressing herself against him in a way that made my stomach clench, and led him into the living room without so much as a glance in my direction.

I stood there for a second, heat prickling at the back of my neck, then grabbed my headphones and locked myself in my room.

I tried to watch something, read, scroll on my phone, but my head was a mess.

And then the worst bit.
Around midnight, the noises started.
Muffled thumps. Soft, breathless moans. Ellie’s voice, sweet and needy in a way I’d only ever heard in my head.

Muffled at first, then unmistakeable. The thump of the headboard. The half-laugh, half-moan I knew too bloody well. Ellie’s voice. Soft and breathless and not meant for me.

I yanked my headphones on, cranked the volume, but it didn’t matter.
I could still hear her.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, every part of me aching. Not just for what I couldn’t have, but for how easy it was for her to give it to someone else.

It shouldn’t have hurt.
She wasn’t mine.
She’d made that clear.

But hearing it, knowing she was right there on the other side of the wall with some bloke whose name I didn’t even know, made something in me crack wide open.

This wasn’t a crush anymore.
Wasn’t harmless.

It was something darker.
Something sharp and ugly that made my chest hurt.

I don’t know how long it went on. The headboard banging, Ellie’s moans getting louder.

Long enough that I gave up trying to sleep.

Long enough that when it finally went quiet, I just lay there in the dark, more certain than ever that whatever we’d had, whatever ‘us’ had meant, was well and truly gone. And worse still I was rock hard. Listening to the beautiful Ellie shag should’ve had just torn my heart, but it made my prick rock hard. I lay there for an age trying to ignore it.

Twenty minutes later, my dick still fully erect. Small it might be as Ellie had pointed out. But now very hard and then the noises started again. Second time in twenty minutes. FUCK! This time I chose to listen, and my slender finger wrapped around my hard little dick, and I started to stroke, as I imagined the beautiful Ellie, naked, on her back, her legs up and stretched wide, and the big ginger rugby player between her shapely thighs has his long thick cock plunged deep into her again and again.

Somehow, almost like I was still tuned into the woman I loved, I managed to time my own ejaculation with the sound of his deep groan and her last moan, and my spunk sprayed up into the air and splattered down onto my stomach in one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever had.

I lay there awake, listen to the odd stifled giggle next door feeling ashamed. I’d just wanked off listening to the girl I loved having sex with some protein shake-chugging dickhead.

Now everything was quiet. The kind of quiet that feels heavier than noise. I finally dozed off, only to wake up around eight when someone clattered a pan in the kitchen.


Chapter Two

I dragged myself out of bed, hair a mess, eyes gritty with crap sleep, and padded downstairs. The kitchen stank of last night’s wine and whatever takeaway Lottie had left in the bin.

And there was Liam.
Our third housemate.

Now, Liam was alright. Big into skateboarding, video games, and pretending not to give a toss about drama, but you knew he loved it. He was sat at the table, mug of tea in hand, smirking.

“Morning, lover boy,” he said, without looking up from his phone.

I grunted.
“Piss off, Liam.”

He chuckled, sipped his tea, then nodded toward the hallway. “Heard you had a bit of a… late-night concert next door.”

I didn’t answer.

“Christ, mate. Sounded like a bloody wildlife documentary. Thought someone was murdering a dolphin in there.”

“Liam, seriously. Shut up.”

He snorted and went back to his phone, clearly enjoying himself far too much.

A few minutes later, Ellie shuffled in. Barefaced, hair messy, one of her big hoodies thrown over those bare legs. She didn’t look at me. Just grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and mumbled something about feeling rough.

Liam gave her a knowing grin.
“Sleep well, El?”

She shot him a glare, but it was half-hearted.

And me?
I just stood there, clutching my coffee, wishing it didn’t feel like I was watching someone else’s life.

No smile for me.
No inside joke.
Not even a “Hey.”

She disappeared back upstairs without another word.

And in that moment, I realised something I hadn’t wanted to admit all week.

This wasn’t going away.
Whatever we’d had, whatever friendship, closeness, whatever us had meant, it was shattered.

And I didn’t have a clue how to get it back.

The rest of Friday crawled by in a weird, grey haze.

I didn’t see Ellie again after that moment in the kitchen. Not even a glimpse. Just the occasional creak of the stairs, the sound of Lottie’s laugh drifting down the hallway, the slam of a bedroom door. I told myself I was fine. Told myself it was nothing.

But the knot in my chest said otherwise.

I stayed in my room most of the day, playing some mindless FIFA matches with Liam, half-listening while he ranted about a girl ghosting him and a skate comp he’d bombed the week before. He was trying, in his own Liam way, to distract me. I appreciated it, even if I barely spoke.

It was just after eight that evening when my phone buzzed.
I was sprawled on my bed, aimlessly scrolling through TikTok, half a can of lukewarm lager on the floor beside me.

Ellie.
My heart did its usual stupid little leap.

For a second, I let myself imagine it might be a normal message. A Hey idiot, fancy a takeaway? or a dumb meme. Something that meant maybe, maybe; we could still fix it.

But no.

It was one of those long, stiff, formal-looking texts that screamed I’ve overthought every word of this.

Hey Si. Just wanted to say sorry about the other night. I didn’t mean to make things weird. I know things have been a bit off lately and I hate that. You’re important to me and I really don’t want to mess up our friendship. I hope you’re okay. X

I stared at it for ages.
Reading it. Re-reading it.
Picking apart every word like it was some kind of bloody code.

You’re important to me.
Not I miss you. Not I care about you. Not I shouldn’t have kissed you. I shouldn’t have teased you and taken it so far.

And the worst bit?
That X at the end.

Because Ellie always signed off to me with xxx. Three!
Not one.
Not ever one.

It hit me harder than the actual words.

I knew what this was.
Damage control.
A polite peace offering to clear her conscience.

She didn’t miss me.
She missed how easy it was before she knew how I felt.

And God, it hurt.
Not in an explosive, shouting-at-the-wall kind of way.
In that slow, suffocating ache you feel in your stomach when you realise something’s properly over.

I typed out about six different replies.
No worries.
It’s fine.
I’m not okay, El.
I miss you.

Deleted them all.

In the end, I sent:

Yeah. It’s cool. Don’t worry about it.

Didn’t even add a kiss.
Didn’t trust myself to.

Then I threw my phone down, grabbed my jacket, and told Liam I was going for a pint.

Because I needed to get out.
I needed air.
I needed to be somewhere where she wasn’t.

Even if I knew I’d still see her face every time I closed my eyes.

Saturday evening rolled round slower than a Sunday hangover. I spent most of the day nursing a headache and avoiding the kitchen. Liam was out skating, and the house felt too big and too empty all at once. I hated it. Hated the silence, hated the way everything felt unfinished between me and Ellie.

By half five, I was pacing my room like a bloke waiting for bad news.

Then I heard her door open.

I didn’t even think, just bolted out of my room and caught her at the top of the stairs. She was halfway into a black leather jacket, hair done, make-up subtle but perfect in that way she always managed. Tight jeans hugging her curves, a hint of cleavage visible in that little cropped vest top she wore when she wanted to turn heads. I felt it like a punch to the ribs.

“Ellie, wait,” I said, blocking the stairs.

She paused, eyes flicking up to mine, already guarded.

“Hey, Si. Can’t stop, babe, meeting Lottie in town.”

Her voice was light, casual. Too bloody casual! And it made something inside me snap.

“No. Seriously, can we talk? Properly, El. Just for a minute.”

She hesitated.
Fiddled with the zip of her jacket.
Did that thing where she chewed her lip when she was uncomfortable.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why not?” I pushed. “We can’t just keep pretending it didn’t happen. It’s been a week, El. And it’s weird. You’re weird. Everything’s weird.”

She sighed, leaning against the banister. “I know. Okay? I know it’s been off. But what do you want me to say, Si?”

“Anything. The truth.”
I swallowed hard. “Do you regret it?”

That landed like a slap between us.

She looked down at her shoes, then back up, and for a second, her face softened, the old Ellie, my Ellie, peeking through the cracks.

“I… I don’t know. It was a mistake, Simon. It was a stupid, drunken dare. I didn’t mean to go so far. Got carried away in the moment. We both agreed it was our kink, and I just let it go to its final conclusion. We should’ve stopped. Better never let it happen in the first place. I didn’t want to hurt you.”

“I’m not hurt,” I lied.

She gave a sad little smile. “You are though. And that’s what’s messing this up. Look, Si, you mean so much to me. You’re my best mate, you’ve always been there for me, and I don’t wanna lose that. But I can’t be what you want me to be.”

I felt my stomach drop.

“I never asked you to be anything,” I said quietly.

“Yeah,” she whispered, “but you did. And I can’t do that, Si. I can’t pretend. I don’t wanna lead you on. That’s why I’ve been keeping my distance, because I care about you. Because I don’t wanna fuck this up any more than we already have.”

For a moment, neither of us spoke. The only sound was some distant bassline from someone’s music in another house down the road.

Then she straightened up, grabbing her bag.

“I’ve gotta go. Lottie’s waiting.”

I tried: “Please, we just need to talk it out.”

She paused again. She reached up and gave me a kiss on the cheek, “We will, Pretty Boy!”

And just like that, she brushed past me, perfume lingering in the air, and was gone. The front door clicked shut behind her, and the house felt emptier than it had all day.

I slumped against the wall, heart pounding, throat tight.

Not the big blow-up I expected.
No shouting, no tears.

Just quiet honesty.
It wasn’t over, we are going to talk. The relief lasted till I was back in my bedroom, over thinking it again. And then worse still I thought back to last night, to the noises and my dick got hard. I tried to ignore it, thinking about my uni work, anything. But my mind kept going back and my dick got harder. Eventually I couldn’t ignore it. I pushed my jeans down and my boxers. Looked at my ‘little’ hard dick, wrapped my hands round it and started to stroke. Worst still my mind flicked between that night, the dare, and last night listening to Ellie getting pounded next door.

Just as I shot my load over myself my mind went to that same moment when Ellie lifted her phone and recorded my orgasm, my spunk shooting up and spattering down on myself.

Afterwards I felt worse again, ashamed. Ashamed about my little dick, ashamed about my inadequacy, I started to feel I wasn’t even a real man. Not like one of those big protein shake-chugging dickheads that Ellie likes to fuck!


Chapter Three

I cleaned myself up, pulled up my boxers and jeans and headed back downstairs feeling extra sorry for myself.

The house felt too quiet. Too cold. The kind of quiet that creeps in under your skin and makes your chest ache. I stood at the bottom of the stairs for a while like an idiot, listening to the distant thump of her footsteps fading down the road.

I didn’t fancy going out. Liam had texted saying he was in the pub with a couple of the skate lads, but I couldn’t face it. Couldn’t handle the fake laughs and pointless small talk. So, I did the next best thing: cracked open a bottle of cheap supermarket wine and slumped onto the sofa.

Some absolute shit reality show was already on, one of those desperate dating things where a load of tanned, vapid blokes try to impress girls in bikinis by flexing their abs and falling off inflatables. Normally, I’d have laughed at it with Ellie. She’d make some savage comment about one of the lads being thick as mince, and we’d end up three episodes deep, howling with wine-fuelled mockery.

Now it just felt… empty.

I watched it anyway.

Glass after glass.
Telling myself it was fine.
That this was normal.
That I didn’t care if she was out with Lottie. Or with some rugby lad. Or whoever the hell else she’d bumped into.

But every time my phone lit up, my stomach flipped. And every time it wasn’t her, I felt that same stupid pang of disappointment.

By midnight, I was well into bottle number two.

The telly was still on, though I’d stopped paying attention. A group of contestants were screaming at each other about loyalty while my head swam in wine-soaked bitterness. The living room smelt of takeaway wrappers and cheap booze. My face felt hot, my throat tight.

I hated feeling like this.
Pathetic.
Pathetic and drunk and hopelessly in love with someone who’d made it perfectly clear she didn’t want me.

And yet, here I was, halfway through my second bottle of very cheap and nasty Shiraz, replaying every second of that conversation on the stairs, every word she’d said, every look, every flicker of guilt in her hazel eyes.

Then, at just after 1 a.m., the front door burst open.

Voices. Laughter.
Ellie’s laugh.
High, tipsy, gorgeous.

And Lottie’s sharper, shrieking cackle right behind her.

I tensed.

Couldn’t help it.
The sound of them stumbling in together, giggling about something that’d happened on the walk home, the way Ellie’s voice carried through the hallway — it made my heart lurch in that horrible, helpless way.

I grabbed the remote and muted the telly, hoping maybe they’d go straight upstairs.

No such luck.

The living room door swung open and there they were, cheeks flushed, hair windswept, that scent of cold night air and cheap prosecco hanging around them. Ellie clocked me on the sofa, eyes widening slightly when she saw the empty bottle on the table and the half-finished second one in my hand.

“Si… you alright, babe?” she asked, voice a little slurred but still too gentle, too careful.

Lottie snorted, already peeling off her heels. “Christ, someone’s on it tonight.”

I forced a smile. “Yeah. Living the dream.”

Ellie hovered in the doorway, as if unsure whether to come in or run for cover. She looked good, too good. Her dark hair messy in a way that only made her prettier, lips glossy, tight jeans showing off her curves, I hated myself for staring at.

“We, um… we’re just grabbing snacks,” she said, pointing toward the kitchen like it was some kind of excuse.

“Cool.” I lifted my glass in a mock toast. “Don’t let me stop you.”

She gave me a small, sad smile, one of those looks that said a thousand things neither of us had the balls to say out loud, then ducked away.

I heard them in the kitchen, rifling through cupboards, Ellie’s soft voice murmuring something I couldn’t catch, followed by Lottie’s louder, tipsy shriek of laughter.

I tipped back another mouthful of wine and stared at the silent, frozen figures on the telly screen.

The ache in my chest spread wider.

Another night, another reminder that I was still here.
Still stuck.
Still hopelessly tangled up in a girl who didn’t want me.


Chapter Four

I’d just poured the last glass from bottle number two when I heard them coming back down the hall.

Laughter first, then the shuffle of bare feet on the laminate floor.

The living room door swung open again and in they came, Ellie carrying a packet of crisps and Lottie with a smug grin that made me instantly wary.

“What’s this crap you’re watching?” Ellie asked, flopping onto the sofa beside me. She smelled like cold night air and prosecco, her thigh brushing mine for just a second before she curled her legs up underneath her.

“Some dating show,” I said. “Don’t know. Just had it on.”

Lottie made a show of leaning over the back of the sofa to look at the screen. “Oh my God, it’s that one where everyone’s pretending they’re not desperate,” she said, laughing. “Perfect for you, Si.”

Ellie giggled but it was light, harmless. Lottie’s laugh, though, had a sharper edge. The kind of laugh that’s more about the person than the joke.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

“Oh, nothing.” Lottie smirked, walking round to sit on the arm of the chair opposite. She was still in her little party dress, legs crossed, wine glass in hand, eyes glinting. “Just that you strike me as someone who… you know… falls hard.”

Ellie rolled her eyes. “Lottie…”

“What?” Lottie asked innocently, taking a sip. “I’m just saying. You’re a romantic, aren’t you, Si? Bet you’ve got some poor girl in mind already.”

I tried to keep my expression neutral. “Not really.”

Lottie grinned wider. “Oh, come on. We’ve all heard the gossip.”

My stomach tightened. “What gossip?”

She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand, clearly enjoying herself.
“About you and our El here.”

Ellie stiffened slightly beside me. “Lottie, don’t.”

But Lottie was already in full swing. “I mean, she’s told me everything. The whole ‘truth or dare’ thing. I’ve seen the video, Si. The awkward vibes since. She reckons you’ve got it bad for her.”

Heat rose in my face before I could stop it. “Did she now? El, the video? You showed her the video?”

Lottie smirked. “Oh yeah. And I just wanna know… is it true? Are you hopelessly in love with our girl here?”

Ellie groaned. “Jesus, Lottie.”

But she wasn’t stopping her. If anything, she was watching me now, waiting.
Both of them were.

I let out a short laugh, shaking my head. “You’ve had too much to drink.”

“Not an answer,” Lottie said, singsong. “Come on, Si. We’re all friends here.”

I looked at Ellie, trying to read her. But her expression was unreadable, somewhere between embarrassed and curious.

“I think,” I said slowly, “you’re making something out of nothing.”

Lottie raised an eyebrow. “So, you’re saying you don’t fancy her at all?”

I forced a smirk. “I’m saying it’s none of your business.”

She grinned like she’d just won. “Oh my God. That’s a yes.”

Ellie let out a nervous laugh, shaking her head. “Okay, enough. We’re not doing this.”

But the damage was done. My heart was pounding. My wine glass suddenly felt too small, my skin too tight.

I wanted to get up, walk out, disappear. But I stayed there, half-glued to the sofa. Pretending the noise from the telly was more interesting than the fact that the one girl I couldn’t stop thinking about was sitting inches from me. And her best friend had just laid my feelings bare in front of her.

And Ellie?
She didn’t say I was wrong.
She didn’t say Lottie was talking rubbish.
She just… stayed quiet.

Which somehow hurt more than if she’d laughed in my face.

Ellie shifted on the sofa, so she was facing me now, legs tucked under her, glass of wine cradled in both hands. Her cheeks were a little flushed from the booze, eyes glinting in that way they did when she’d decided on something and wasn’t letting go.

“Actually,” she said, her voice soft but deliberate, “maybe we should talk about it.”

I froze. “About what?”

She gave me a look. “You know what.”

Lottie grinned, curling further into the chair like she was settling in for the best bit of the show.

Ellie took a sip, still holding my gaze. “Si… we’ve been dancing around this for over a week now. And it’s ridiculous. You’re acting all wounded and quiet, and I hate it. We used to be fine. Fun. And now you’re… you.”

“Me?” I said.

She nodded. “You. Sulky and weird and… avoiding me unless we have to talk. And yeah, I know it’s because of what happened that night. But we were drunk, Si. It got out of hand. And you…” She hesitated but pushed on. “You went too far.”

I felt my jaw tighten. “It was your dare, and you pushed me all the way. On a dare. Yes, it went ‘too far’?”

“You know it wasn’t just you showing me your willy,” she said. “It was the way you looked at me as you stroked. I’ve never seen anybody so turned on. It was your thing. And the way you’ve been since. Like I owed you something.”

“That’s not fair. You said it was your thing as well.”

“It is,” she said. “And it was fucking hot watching you. I liked pushing you, getting you so turned on that you let me video you.”

I sat back, staring at the muted TV, heat burning behind my eyes. I hated that she was saying this now, in front of Lottie, with that smug little smirk on her face. But Ellie kept going.

“But… I need you to admit you were wrong. That you went too far. And that you’re sorry.”

I shook my head slowly. “You want me to apologise for doing the dare you pushed me to do?”

She leaned forward a little, her voice firmer. “For making it weird. For making me feel weird. For pushing something that was never going to happen.”

The silence between us was loud enough to drown out the TV.

Lottie was watching me like a hawk. I could feel her eyes on me, waiting for me to give in so she could pounce.

I wanted to argue. To tell Ellie she was rewriting what happened to suit herself. That the dare meant something, to me, at least. But I could see she wasn’t letting this go. And some pathetic, self-preserving part of me thought maybe if I gave her what she wanted, we could salvage something from the wreckage.

So, I swallowed it down. All of it. And said, “Yes. I got too turned on. The hottest girl I know watching me, with my dick out masturbating. I’m sorry.”

Ellie’s expression softened, just slightly. “Sorry?”

And that’s when Lottie let out this awful, sharp, cutting laugh.

“God,” she said, grinning like she’d just won a bet, “that was painful. You looked like you’d rather stick pins in your eyes.”

“Lottie,” Ellie muttered, half-smiling despite herself.

But Lottie kept going. “No, seriously. Look at you, Si, all tortured and yet you loved it. What did you think was going to happen? That she would strip naked with a little dicked, pretty boy, who likes girls watch him wank his skinny dick off?”

Her laughter filled the room, loud and ugly. I forced a tight smile, but inside, every word felt like it was peeling me open.

Ellie gave me this searching look, like she was checking to see if I was going to snap. But I didn’t.

I just nodded, drained the last of my wine, and mumbled, “Guess I deserved that.”

Lottie hadn’t finished, “If you found that hot, how about you do it for us now?”

I stared at her in disbelief, then turned to Ellie, did she want this? Surely, she didn’t want me to do it again.

“If we both get our boobs out will you show us your little dick?” Lottie asked.

I couldn’t believe what she was saying, they were going to show me their breasts together and then I wank for them? Wank for the hottest girl I’ve ever known, the one I was in love with and her hot friend.

“You’re hard,” Lottie pointed at my groin, “You geeky perv, you’re already hard. Show us.”

I instinctively covered my groin.

Ellie challenged me now, “Go on, ‘Pretty Boy’, show us. Show me you’re not already hard at the idea. If you’re hard you have to do it. And you don’t even get to see our boobs.”

“NOOOO!” My mind screamed this was so unfair. But I was so turned on. Yes, Lottie was right my dick was rock hard now.


Chapter Five

“You heard me.” She tilted her head, eyes glittering. “Go on. Get it out. Let’s see if you’re worth all this pining.”

Ellie gave a half-laugh, shaking her head. “Lottie, stop. That’s not……” She cut herself off, biting her lip. Then she glanced at me, softer, unsure. “We’re not making you Si, only if want to.”

That pause was worse than anything. Because for the first time all week, Ellie was really looking at me. Not pitying, not brushing me off, actually looking. And some twisted part of me thought maybe, just maybe, she wanted to know.

My chest tightened. Every sensible part of me screamed to tell them both to piss off, that this was too far. But the wine blurred my edges, and the thought of backing down in front of them, in front of her, made my throat burn.

I set my glass down, my hand trembling slightly.

Lottie’s grin widened. “Oh my God, he’s actually going to do it.”

Ellie shifted, pulling her knees up to her chest, watching me with wide eyes. She didn’t stop me. Didn’t move. Just stayed there, lips parted, gaze fixed on mine.

And that was it.

That was enough to tip me over the edge.

Slowly, reluctantly, I reached for the button of my jeans.

My fingers fumbled clumsily at the button of my jeans. The room felt hotter, smaller, the silence almost unbearable.

Lottie leaned forward, eyes bright, like she’d just won a bet. “Well, well, Pretty Boy’s got some guts after all.”

“Lottie…” Ellie said again, softer this time. But she didn’t move. She didn’t stop me.

That look on her face was worse than anything, not mocking, not cruel like Lottie’s, but something else. Wide-eyed, caught somewhere between embarrassment and curiosity. She hugged her knees tighter to her chest, but her gaze never left me.

My throat was dry. Every instinct screamed at me to stop, to laugh it off as a joke, to run upstairs and lock the door. But I couldn’t. Not with both of them staring at me. Not with Ellie’s eyes on me like that.

I slid the zip down.

Lottie let out a sharp laugh, clapping her hands together once. “Oh my God, he’s actually doing it. This is priceless.”

I felt the blood rush to my face, humiliation burning through me. And yet, under it, something else twisted tight in my stomach, that awful, undeniable thrill of being seen.

Ellie bit her lip, whispering just loud enough for me to hear. “Oh, Si…”

Two words. I couldn’t even tell what they meant. Sympathy? Surprise? Something else?

Lottie, of course, didn’t give me time to think. She tipped her head back and laughed, cruel and delighted. “Look at him. He loves it. Absolutely loves it. You’re blushing, Pretty Boy. Can’t even keep a straight face.”

I wanted to deny it, to say something sharp, but the words wouldn’t come. I just sat there, exposed, caught between shame and the unbearable need for Ellie not to look away.

And she didn’t.

Not once.

Lottie leaned back in the chair, her grin wicked, eyes dancing with mischief. She gave a low whistle, dragging the moment out.

“Well, well. Would you look at him,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “I didn’t think you had it in you, Pretty Boy.”

Ellie shifted uncomfortably beside me, cheeks flushed. “Alright, Lottie. Enough.”

“Enough? We’ve only just started.” Lottie leaned forward again, elbows on her knees, her stare fixed on me like I was some specimen under glass. “Go on, Simon, don’t stop now. Stand up. Let us get a proper look.”

My chest tightened. “What?”

“You heard me.” She smirked. “You’ve already come this far. Don’t tell me you’re going shy now.”

I looked to Ellie, desperate for her to shut it down. But she didn’t. She just sat there, hugging her knees, teeth caught in her lip, gaze darting between me and Lottie. Torn.

“Lottie, don’t push him,” she said at last, but her voice lacked conviction.

“Please,” Lottie scoffed, waving a hand. “He’s loving it. Look at his face. Look at the colour in his cheeks. You think he’d have got this far if he wasn’t desperate for you to see?”

Heat roared in my ears. She wasn’t wrong. That was the worst part.

“Stand up, Pretty Boy,” Lottie pressed, her grin stretching wider. “Prove it. Show Ellie how much you want her.”

Ellie let out a quiet sound, half protest, half something else, but still didn’t move to stop it. Her eyes flicked to mine, wide and uncertain, and for a moment we just stared at each other.

My heart hammered. Every instinct screamed no. But the thought of backing down, of giving Lottie the satisfaction of calling me a coward, of losing that fragile thread of Ellie’s attention, it was unbearable.

For a second, I froze there, caught between them. Two girls, so different, yet both impossibly beautiful. Ellie, with her dark hair falling loose around her flushed face, curves wrapped in that tight little top and jeans, eyes wide with something between curiosity and guilt. And Lottie, blonde, sharp, her short dress riding up her thighs, smirk cutting like a blade. They were stunning, both of them, sexy in completely different ways, and here I was, trembling, about to bare myself to them like some foolish offering.

So, I shifted on the sofa, my hands trembling, and slowly began to rise.

Ellie sucked in a breath. “Si…”

Lottie laughed, loud and cruel. “Oh, this is brilliant.”

The balance had shifted completely. I was no longer in control of anything. They were. And I realised with a jolt of shame, and something darker, that a part of me wanted it that way.

As I pushed myself up from the sofa, my whole body felt shaky, like I was stepping off a ledge I couldn’t climb back onto. The air seemed thicker, heavier, as if the room itself was holding its breath.

Ellie’s eyes widened. She shifted slightly, pulling her knees tighter against her chest, but she didn’t look away. Her lips parted as though she might speak, then closed again, and the sight of her watching, really watching, sent a shiver straight through me. There was no mockery in her face, only confusion, curiosity, maybe even pity. And that was almost worse.

Lottie, on the other hand, burst out laughing. A short, sharp bark of amusement that cut straight through me. “Oh, this is priceless,” she said, clapping her hands together. “Look at you, Pretty Boy, all flustered, desperate to show off for her. God, you’re pathetic.”

I swallowed hard, heat rushing to my cheeks, shame burning under my skin. But even as her laughter stung, I couldn’t pull away from Ellie’s gaze. That soft, uncertain look of hers held me there, caught between humiliation and the faint, twisted hope that maybe, just maybe, she wanted to see me after all.


Chapter Six

Lottie leaned forward, her grin wicked.
“Jeans next,” she said, her voice sharp with amusement. “Come on, Pretty Boy. Don’t be shy now.”

My stomach turned. The air felt heavy, pressing down on me. I glanced at Ellie, silently begging her to stop this, but she only hugged her knees tighter to her chest, her eyes wide and fixed on me.

“Lottie…” she murmured, not much more than a whisper. Then, softer still: “You don’t have to, Si.”

But she didn’t stop me either. And that silence was enough.

I swallowed hard, my hands clumsy as I fumbled with the waistband. The sound of the zip was deafening in the quiet room. I pushed my jeans down slowly, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks as I stepped out of them.

Ellie’s breath caught, the faintest gasp escaping her lips. She didn’t look away.

Lottie, on the other hand, let out a sharp laugh. “Well, well. Would you look at that. He’s really doing it.”

I stood there, trembling, humiliated, but unable to stop.

“Boxers too,” Lottie said, eyes glinting. “Go on. Let’s see the full show.”

My throat went dry. Every nerve in me screamed no, but Ellie’s gaze held me in place. I couldn’t back down. Not now.

With a shaky breath, I hooked my thumbs under the waistband. My heart hammered as I tugged them down.

With my boxer kicked off I knew my slender dick would be standing hard and proud jutting out from under my t-shirt. I knew I was so fucking turned on, probably dribbling shamefully.

The room seemed to hold its breath.

Ellie shifted slightly, her lips parting as though she wanted to speak, but no words came. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes fixed on me, a mix of shock, pity, and something I couldn’t name.

Lottie burst out laughing, cruel and delighted. Lottie leaned forward, eyes widening for effect before she burst out laughing. “Oh my God! You are so small, skinny, and yet look at you, Si, you’re rock hard just from us watching. Pathetic.”

I stood there, face burning, humiliated, exposed in every possible way. And yet, I couldn’t move. Not with Ellie still watching me, not with her eyes on me like that.

Lottie wasn’t done. Her grin widened as she pointed her glass at me like it was a command.
“Alright, Pretty Boy. Shirt off too. If you’re going to give us a show, make it the full thing.”

My pulse quickened. My jeans and boxers were already in a pathetic heap on the floor, and now she wanted more.
“Lottie….” Ellie’s voice was a murmur, somewhere between protest and intrigue.
But she didn’t stop her. She didn’t stop me.

I hesitated only a second before grabbing the hem of my t-shirt, tugging it up over my head. The room felt colder instantly, every inch of my skin prickling under their gaze. I dropped it onto the pile with the rest of my clothes, my face burning as I realised, I was now completely naked in front of them.

Lottie’s laugh rang out, sharp and delighted. “Now that’s better. Now 360, Pretty boy, give us a twirl.”

Slowly I rotated till my back was to them,

There was a gasp, “OMG! His ass, so round and firm, very cute, Si, very smackable!” Lottie remarked. I finished my full rotation till I was once more facing both of them. If possible, my cheeks burned hotter and my little dick even harder.

“Look at it dribble,” Lottie scorned, “He couldn’t be more turned on. You’re loving it, Si, you pervert.”

I looked down at Ellie, to see her response to Lottie’s teasing. But she just looked back. A look of pity but also curiosity. And she said nothing, didn’t try and stop me, or Lottie.

Then, before I could even breathe, she leaned forward and gave me a shove to the chest.

I stumbled back, falling into the sofa cushions, bare skin against the fabric, completely exposed.

The sound of their laughter hit me like a slap. Ellie’s was softer, half-nervous, but Lottie’s was merciless, cutting through me.

And me? I just lay there, heat rushing to my face, unable to hide, unable to move, their eyes on me and nowhere left to go.

Lottie clapped her hands together, her laugh sharp and merciless. “Look at you! Absolutely pathetic. Flopped there like some little toy for us.” Her eyes sparkled with glee as she leaned back, clearly revelling in my humiliation. “And your little dicklet, OMG! It’s so small and the way it flapped as you fell. Cute but very sad.”

Flat on my back, the fabric of the sofa rough against my skin, I stared up at them, Ellie, knees hugged tight to her chest, cheeks flushed, and Lottie, standing over me with that wicked, knowing smirk.

She tilted her head, eyes running over me. “Well, well. Just like the video, isn’t it?”

My stomach clenched. Of course she’d bring it up. Ellie had already told me she’d shown her, the lowest, most humiliating moment of my life replayed for her amusement.

Lottie’s grin widened. “Pathetic little Pretty Boy, tugging himself raw for Ellie. I’ve seen it all already. And look at you now, harder than ever just from us watching. You love this, don’t you?”

I burned under her gaze, shame prickling across my chest, down my arms. I hated the sound of her laughter, hated the way she dragged it out. And yet, lying there with nothing to cover myself, my body betrayed me.

Lottie leaned in closer, voice cutting like a whip. “So come on. Do it again. Give us the live performance this time. No hiding, no excuses. Just a full, pathetic little show for the both of us.”

I looked at Ellie, desperate for her to stop it. I was lying there now totally naked exposed. I don’t know why I didn’t try and cover myself. Some weird masochistic need to humiliate myself in front of them. I waited for Ellie to tell Lottie she’d gone too far. But she didn’t. She just sat there, flushed and silent, eyes flicking down my body and then away again, trapped in her own guilt and curiosity. My little dick throbbing under there attention. I hated it, shamed and humiliated and yet it turned me on so much I couldn’t stop myself. Like a humiliation addict.

The humiliation pressed down on me, sharp and suffocating. I hated it. I wanted to crawl into the floor.

And still, beneath it all, a darker pulse throbbed inside me. The same one that had driven me to obey her camera weeks ago. The same one that wanted their eyes on me now.

God help me, I wanted them to watch. I wanted to do it for both Ellie and now the wicked mean Lottie. I wanted to stroke myself. I just had to wait for Lottie to tell me again. Put on a show for us, wank it.

I thought it couldn’t get worse. I thought the floor had already dropped out from under me.

But Lottie leaned forward, smirk curling at the edges of her mouth.
“Actually… if we’re going to make this count, we’ll need a proper record.” She pulled her phone out of her bag and waved it in front of me. “Different angles this time.”

My blood ran cold. “What?”

Lottie chuckled, wicked and delighted. “Come on, Pretty Boy, you’ve done it once for Ellie. No point being shy now.” She turned to her side. “Ells, get yours out too. We’ll capture the full performance.”

Ellie hesitated, biting her lip again, torn. But after a long moment she reached for her phone, her cheeks flushed pink as she flicked open the camera app.

My chest tightened. Seeing them both poised there, two beautiful girls, phones raised, waiting to film me, it was unbearable. My humiliation was complete.

“See?” Lottie said brightly. “Two cameras. No escape. Now, hands where we can see them.”

Her voice cracked like a whip. My throat was dry, my body trembling, but I obeyed. Slowly, shamefully, I brought my hand down, wrapping my fingers around myself.

Lottie let out a delighted laugh. “Oh my God, he’s actually doing it. Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic. But look at him, so hard, so desperate for us watching.”

Ellie was quieter. Silent, even. But her phone was steady, her eyes locked on me over the screen. That was worse. A thousand times worse.

And there I was, naked, flat on the sofa, my hand moving slowly, shame burning hotter with every second, while two girls I’d wanted more than anything in the world captured it all on camera.


Chapter Seven

I lay back, hand moving in slow, trembling strokes, my face burning as both phones hovered above me, their little red recording lights like cruel eyes.

Lottie’s laugh rang out sharp and merciless. “God, this is priceless. Look at him, filming his own humiliation. Pathetic.”

Ellie said nothing, but her eyes never left me. Over the top of her phone, her expression was unreadable, wide-eyed, flushed, caught between pity and something darker.

Lottie leaned in closer, her tone turning sing-song. “Open your legs, Pretty Boy.”

My stomach dropped. “What?”

“You heard me.” She grinned. “Spread them. We want the full view.” She gave a theatrical sigh. “We want to watch your little balls bounce while you tug your slug.”

Ellie’s cheeks flamed at her words, but she didn’t lower her phone. She just swallowed hard and stayed silent, her gaze locked on me.

I hesitated, shame crashing through me in waves. Every instinct screamed to curl up, to cover myself. But Lottie’s smirk, Ellie’s phone still pointed at me, pinned me in place.

Slowly, miserably, I let my legs fall apart.

Lottie clapped once, delighted. “There it is! Now that’s the angle. Perfect.”

Ellie shifted in her seat, drawing her knees tighter to her chest, but her phone never wavered. Her silence cut deeper than Lottie’s jeers.

And there I was, splayed open, stroking under their command, their cameras capturing every second, humiliated, exposed, but unable to stop.

I lay there, legs spread, their phones aimed at me like weapons. My hand moved in shaky strokes, each one worse than the last, shame and heat burning through me.

Lottie’s laughter filled the room. “Look at him! He’s actually loving it. Face red as a tomato but that little slug of his can’t hide, can it?”

My cheeks burned hotter. I tried to keep my eyes on Ellie, searching for something softer, but she was half-hidden behind her phone screen. Her eyes though, wide, uncertain, they gave her away.

“Go on,” Lottie pressed, her voice sharp, commanding. “Faster. Let us see how desperate you really are.”

Ellie shifted on the sofa, her voice low, almost reluctant. “Si… just do it. Get it over with.”

The words twisted the knife. Gentle enough to sound like care, but still urging me on, still complicit.

I obeyed, my hand quickening, humiliation coursing through me.

Lottie leaned sideways, aiming her camera closer. “God, this is gold. Pretty Boy spread out, tugging away while we film every second. Wait ‘til I show the others….”

“Lottie,” Ellie cut in sharply, lowering her phone for just a second. Her cheeks were crimson. “Don’t you dare.”

Lottie smirked but didn’t argue. “Fine. Our little secret.” She swung the phone back on me, eyes glittering. “Come on then, Si. You’re close, aren’t you? You look like you’re about to beg for it.”

Ellie’s voice was softer, almost a whisper, like she was ashamed of herself even as she spoke: “It’s okay, Si… just finish. For us.”

The sound of her voice, the pity, the strange note of tenderness, made my chest ache and my stomach twist all at once.

And still, with their eyes locked on me, their cameras capturing everything, I couldn’t stop.

The pressure built with every stroke, shame and heat twisting tighter in my chest until I could barely breathe. I wanted to stop, to push their phones away, to run, but I couldn’t. Not with Ellie watching. Not with her eyes fixed on me, steady even as her cheeks burned.

Lottie’s voice cut sharp through the haze. “That’s it, Pretty Boy. Show us how pathetic you are. Make a mess for us.”

I groaned, humiliated, knowing she was right, knowing they could both see how close I was.

Ellie shifted, her voice quiet, almost trembling. “Si… just let go. It’s alright.”

Those words undid me.

I felt it, I was right there, my balls tightened, I could feel the rise in my slender little dick, then the release, the first spurt host high and splattered down on my chest, then  the next, the third came with even more power, and with Lottie’s shocked laughter, it splattered down across my lips and chin.

“OMG! He gave himself a facial,” Lottie laughed so loud. The next spurts smaller and shorted splattered down onto my flat stomach.

The moment it hit, a flood of shame followed, hotter and sharper than the release itself. I slumped back into the cushions, chest heaving, every nerve in me screaming at what I’d just done, naked, spread, filmed by both of them.

Lottie’s laughter rang out first, sharp and merciless. “Oh my God! That was pathetic. You couldn’t wait to show off, could you? And you loved every second. Absolutely tragic.”

Ellie’s phone lowered slowly. She didn’t laugh. She just sat there, lips pressed tight, eyes wide and unreadable. Her silence hurt more than Lottie’s mockery.

I couldn’t look at either of them. My face burned as I dragged an arm over my eyes, wishing the ground would swallow me whole.

For a long, awful moment, the only sounds were Lottie’s laughter, Ellie’s uneven breathing, and my own ragged heartbeat. Then to my absolute horror Ellie reached forward running her finger over my chin and lips scooping up my mess, then pressed her finger against my lips.

I couldn’t! Not my own cum. Not anybody’s cum! Her fingers rested against my lips. I slowly shook my head.

“Be a good boy,” Ellie persuaded me. I saw Lottie staring, her phone still raised. Still filming. I couldn’t. That would be a step to far. Eating my own cum. No!

“For me, Si. Be a good boy, open up and clean for me,” Ellie calmly told me.

I opened and took her finger in my mouth.

“Clean,” Pretty-Boy. I automatically licked and cleaned tasting myself.

“Suck them,” She encouraged.

I pursed my lips around her fingers and sucked.

“OMG! Els, he’s giving your fingers a blowjob and he looks so pretty doing it. The perfect cock sucker, eating his own cum,” Her laugh, if it was possible seemed even more wicked.

I looked at Ellie for some pity some sympathy. But nothing she held my eye contact and simply said, “My perfect, Pretty Boy"

Lottie’s wicked laughter again. “Oh, Els, you’ve made him eat his own cum, this is a gift that just keeps giving. Pathetic cum swallower!”

Then they were silent till staring at me, I knew there was no going back.

OMG! I’d done it. I’ d stripped naked in front of them. I’d wanked my slender dick to one of my most powerful ever orgasms. Coated myself with my own cum. Then I had sucked it from Ellie’s fingers, like a real sissy boy!


Epilogue

When the house finally fell quiet, I stayed where I was on the sofa, the fabric still warm against my bare skin, my clothes in a pathetic heap on the floor. My body felt hollow, drained, but my head wouldn’t stop racing.

It had happened again.
First with Ellie, that night a couple of weeks ago, when I thought I was giving her something private, a secret between us. She’d filmed me then, her eyes bright with something I couldn’t name, and I’d told myself it was a one-off. Something we could bury.

But tonight proved me wrong.

Tonight, she hadn’t just kept the secret, she’d shared it. And worse, she’d sat there, phone in hand, as I did it all over again. With Lottie beside her, laughing, mocking, directing me like I was some cheap show put on for their amusement.

I told myself I hated it. The shame, the sting of their laughter, the way Lottie’s cruel words cut deeper than she knew. And I did hate it.

But I also hated the truth that burned even hotter: some part of me wanted it. Needed it. The humiliation, the exposure, Ellie’s wide eyes never leaving me… it twisted inside me in a way I couldn’t untangle.

And now the damage was done. Twice.
The first time had been bad enough. But the first time, had been a random spontaneous drunken dare. Not this time. This time they’d persuaded me to do it again. And this time? Two cameras. Two witnesses. Two pairs of eyes that had seen everything.

There was no going back to being “just friends.”
No going back to easy laughter over pasta and wine.
No going back to being the boy Ellie could lean on without seeing this. I was her little pretty boy, submissive now.

I lay there in the dark, every nerve raw, and wondered if this was what I was now; their secret joke, their little show, their Pretty Boy who couldn’t say no.

And the worst part was, I wasn’t sure I wanted to say no anymore.


Book Three Teaser

I thought being filmed was as low as it could get.
I thought the shame of Ellie and Lottie watching me, mocking me, capturing everything on their phones, was the worst I’d ever feel.

But I was wrong.

Because now they wanted more.

It started with Lottie’s laugh, sharp and cruel, cutting through the silence. “You’re such a Pretty Boy, Si. Maybe it’s time you actually looked the part.”

Ellie bit her lip, her eyes flicking to mine, but she didn’t disagree. She just smiled that nervous little smile and said softly, “We could… give you a makeover.”

And I let them.
I let them pull me into Ellie’s room, where they spread out the clothes they’d already chosen, skimpy pink bikini-style panties, tight jeans that could have belonged to either of them, soft pastel tops with sleeves that clung to my arms, even a little makeup. Lottie’s hands were quick and ruthless; Ellie’s gentler but no less insistent.

When they were finished, I barely recognised myself in the mirror. Feminine, fragile, a doll dressed for their amusement.

And then came the worst part.
They took me out. Down the pub.

Every laugh, every look, every whispered comment burned into me as I sat there in those clothes, my face hot with makeup, Ellie and Lottie grinning either side of me.

And when we came back to the house, it didn’t end. They stripped me down again, laughing, until all I had left was the skimpy little pink panties clinging tight to me. And under their eyes, their phones recording once more, I gave them the final humiliation they demanded.

If I thought I’d been theirs before, I was wrong.
Book Three would prove it.
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