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Prologue

Saturday night.

Another one spent alone on the sofa, some god-awful reality show flickering on the TV. The kind of programme Ellie and I used to laugh at together, our private little comedy routine, trading snide comments and pouring too much wine.

Now it was just me.
Me and a flat that felt too quiet, too big, too empty.

Liam was out skating with his lot. Ellie and Lottie were God-knows-where, probably out together, probably laughing about me. And me? I sat in the same spot I always seemed to end up in these days, nursing a cheap lager, staring at the screen without really seeing it.

I told myself I liked it this way. Safer. No risks if I stayed here on my own. No more dares, no more laughter turning sharp, no more humiliations I couldn’t undo. But my head wouldn’t let it rest.

It kept replaying the nights I wanted most to forget.

First Ellie, weeks ago, daring me to do the unthinkable. Her phone in her hand, her eyes wide, her voice soft as she filmed me. Filmed me stroking my dick, and catching every details of my slender dick fountaining out my cum. That should’ve been bad enough, something we could lock away as a shameful secret.

But then came Lottie. Ellie had told her everything, shown her the film, and suddenly it wasn’t just one girl watching me. It was two. Two pairs of eyes, two phones, two sharp laughs cutting into me while I lay there naked and humiliated, giving them exactly what they wanted.

The memory burned hot in my chest. Lottie’s cruel smirk. Ellie’s silence. My own shameful need to obey.

And what unsettled me most wasn’t just what they’d made me do. It was the fact I’d done it. Twice. And that somewhere, deep down, I wanted it. Needed it. That was the worst. Discovering that I liked it. Wanted the humiliation. Their stinging remarks. Teasing me, humiliating me. That I’d gone along with it because I wanted to humiliate myself not only with Lottie but with the girl I thought I loved.

That was why I was alone.
Why I sat here on another wasted Saturday night, the taste of bitterness on my tongue. Because I couldn’t face them, couldn’t face myself.

On the screen, some bronzed idiot flexed for the camera while girls in bikinis pretended to swoon. The audience laughed. I laughed too, hollow and sharp, because the joke was always on me.

Pretty Boy.
That’s who I was now.
And part of me knew it was only going to get worse.

I was still sunk into the sofa when I heard the front door bang open.

Heavy footsteps, the scrape of trainers on the floorboards. Then Liam’s voice, loud and slurred:
“Si! My guy! You still alive?”

He staggered into the living room, swaying like a broken lamppost. His hoodie was half off one shoulder, hair sticking up every which way. He grinned at me, eyes glassy.

“Had… had a mad one,” he mumbled, pointing at me with exaggerated seriousness. “Don’t you ever drink tequila with skaters from Medway. Ever.”

He tried to kick off his trainers, missed, and nearly toppled over. I had to grab his arm to stop him hitting the coffee table. He laughed, hiccupped, then stumbled toward the stairs. “You’re a legend, Si. Love you, man.”

And with that, he clattered upstairs, his bedroom door slamming shut a moment later. The flat returned to silence, though now with the faint sound of him snoring already starting.

I sighed, turned back to the TV, and wondered how long until Ellie came home.

I didn’t have to wait long.

The door opened again, quieter this time, and I glanced over my shoulder. Ellie stepped in, and she wasn’t alone.

The man behind her filled the hallway. Tall, broad, easily six foot three. His skin was smooth and dark, his frame muscular in a way that made him look carved from stone. Not Ellie’s usual type, no messy-haired rugby lad, no bearded pint-downing bloke. He looked… sharper. Stronger. Different.

Ellie smiled at me, cheeks flushed from the night air. “Hey, Si. You alright?”

I nodded dumbly. “Yeah. You?”

“Good.” She glanced at the man beside her, then back at me. “This is Marcus.”

Marcus gave me an easy smile, warm and polite. “Alright, mate.” His voice was deep, steady.

Something strange twisted in my chest. Most of Ellie’s guys barely acknowledged me, treating me like I was invisible. But Marcus looked me in the eye. Spoke to me like I mattered. I felt… seen. And for a moment, I couldn’t shake the odd feeling that there was something more behind his smile. I just couldn’t tell what.

Ellie shifted, her hand brushing his arm. “We’re just gonna head up.”

God! She looked beautiful. My heart sank.

I managed another nod, watching as she led him upstairs. The sound of their footsteps faded, the creak of her bedroom door closing.

And then the silence broke.

The rhythmic creak of bedsprings. A muffled moan. Ellie’s voice, high and breathless, spilling through the ceiling.

I froze. My face burned. I shoved a pillow over my head, but it was no use. The sounds filtered through, her gasps, the steady thump of the bed, the low growl of Marcus’s voice.

Every part of me screamed to block it out, to stop listening. But I couldn’t. My chest ached, my throat tight, my stomach twisted. Shame tangled with something hotter, darker, until I felt sick with it.

Ellie’s cries grew louder, sharper, until it was all I could hear. I squeezed my eyes shut, clutching the pillow tighter, but my body betrayed me.

Because the truth was unbearable:
Even as the sounds tore me apart inside, they turned me on.

And I hated myself for it.

I tried to block it out. Pillow over my head, eyes squeezed shut, nothing worked. Ellie’s voice still echoed through the walls, those high, breathless cries that made my chest ache and my stomach twist.

When I finally pulled the pillow away, my mind turned traitor.

I saw her, Ellie, naked in Marcus’s huge arms, her body pale against his broad, dark chest. The image seared itself into me, and I groaned, rolling onto my side.

“No,” I whispered. “Don’t think it.”

But the pictures came faster. Ellie on her knees now, hair tumbling over her shoulders, her lips wrapped around him. I imagined his big black cock, her jaw stretched open, eyes shining as she looked up. The thought of it made my pulse hammer, my breath come harder.

I tried to fight it, but my body betrayed me. Heat surged, a restless urgency building, and before I knew it my hand had slipped down, moving with the rhythm of the shameful movie in my head.

Every image sharpened. Ellie lying back, thighs spread, Marcus between them, his strength consuming her as she cried out, louder and louder. Her body shuddering, surrendering, giving him everything I could never have.

My chest heaved. The pressure in me was unbearable now.

And then I saw it, her face at the peak of it, eyes squeezed shut, mouth open in a scream of release as Marcus drove her over the edge and filled her completely.

That final image broke me. I buckled into it, a groan tearing from my throat as release ripped through me, hot and bitter, tangled with self-loathing.

I collapsed back into the pillows, chest heaving, shame washing over me in waves. The air stank of my weakness.

I’d just satisfied myself to the thought of the girl I loved in another man’s arms.

And worst of all, I knew I’d do it again.


Chapter One

The kitchen smelled of coffee and burnt toast, my usual lonely Saturday breakfast. I was hunched at the table, spoon clinking against my cereal bowl, trying not to think about the night before.

But the images were still there, Ellie’s cries, Marcus’s weight in my imagination, the shame of what I’d done alone on the sofa. My head throbbed with it, even as I tried to stare blankly at my phone.

The creak of the stairs made me look up.

Ellie came in first, her hair a little messy, cheeks glowing, eyes sparkling in that unmistakable way that told me everything. She looked… happy. The kind of happy I hadn’t seen in weeks. And behind her came Marcus, tall, broad, filling the doorway without even trying.

“Morning, Si,” Ellie said, grinning as she put the kettle on. Her voice was light, playful, like the awkwardness of the last week had never happened.

“Morning,” I muttered, forcing a smile.

Marcus gave me a nod and that easy, deep-voiced warmth again. “Morning, mate. Sleep alright?”

It caught me off guard. Most of Ellie’s blokes barely noticed I existed, brushing past me like I was furniture. But Marcus looked me right in the eye, genuine and polite, like he meant it.

“Yeah. You?” I asked.

“Yeah, good, thanks.” He smiled as he sat down opposite me, big frame crowding the little kitchen chair. “Ellie tells me you’re at uni here too?”

I blinked. He was making conversation. Actual conversation. “Uh… yeah. English Lit. Second year.”

He nodded. “Nice. I did history here a few years back. Good place, Canterbury.”

Ellie set mugs down on the counter, humming to herself, that glow never leaving her face. Every so often her eyes flicked to Marcus, soft and pleased, like she’d already forgotten I was even there.

I sipped my coffee, trying to keep my expression steady, but inside I was reeling.

He was… nice. Too nice. Not the arrogant, rough-around-the-edges type she usually dragged home. He smiled at me, asked me questions, treated me like I mattered. And somehow, that made it worse.

Because as I sat there, watching them move easily around my kitchen, I knew I didn’t stand a chance.

Not against him.
Not against anyone.


Chapter Two

Saturday afternoon.

The flat was quiet again, the way it always seemed to be when the rest of the world was out living their lives. I was slumped on the sofa, half-watching a football match I didn’t care about, the sound low. Ellie was upstairs, I could hear her faintly moving around in her room, but she hadn’t spoken a word to me all day.

When the doorbell rang, I sighed and dragged myself up, not expecting much. Maybe a takeaway for Ellie, maybe one of Liam’s mates.

I swung the door open, and there she was.

Lottie.

That smirk was already plastered across her face, sharp as ever. She didn’t even wait to be invited in, just breezed past me into the hallway, her perfume trailing behind her.

“Well, well. If it isn’t Pretty Boy.” She turned to look at me, eyes glittering. “How are we, Si?”

I shut the door, my chest tightening. “Fine,” I muttered.

Her grin widened. “Fine, eh? How’s your little worm then?” She tilted her head, her voice dropping into a cruel sing-song. “Still jerking off to Ellie when she’s busy upstairs?”

Heat shot to my face instantly. I froze, heart hammering, words stuck in my throat.

Lottie’s laugh rang out, delighted at my silence. “Knew it. God, you’re predictable.” She stepped closer, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper. “Every time you close your eyes, isn’t it? You picture her with someone else. That’s what really gets you going.”

I swallowed hard, shame burning down my neck, wishing I could vanish into the floorboards.

And worst of all, she wasn’t wrong.

Lottie didn’t hang around long in the hallway. After twisting the knife with that smirk of hers, she tilted her chin toward the stairs.

“Ellie in?”

I nodded mutely.

“Good. But no wanking the little maggot, while we’re upstairs.” She winked at me, then marched straight up like she owned the place.

I stood there, listening to her heels on the steps, the knock at Ellie’s door, the muffled voices. Then silence, broken now and then by bursts of laughter. For half an hour I sat on the sofa, the match forgotten, stomach tightening more with every giggle that drifted down from upstairs.

By the time they came back down, I already knew something was off.

They appeared together, shoulders brushing, eyes sparkling with some private joke. Both of them were grinning, their laughter bubbling over as they plonked themselves down on the sofa, one on either side of me.

I stiffened immediately, caught between them, heat rushing to my face.

Ellie nudged me with her shoulder, still giggling. “Hey, Si.”

Lottie leaned back, smirk firmly in place. “You look nervous, Pretty Boy. What’s the matter? Don’t like being the centre of attention?”

Their eyes met over my lap, another quick flicker of laughter passing between them. Whatever they’d been plotting upstairs, I had a horrible feeling I was about to find out.

Ellie was the first to break the silence. She tucked her legs under herself, turning to face me with that too-bright smile that always meant she was nervous.

“Pretty Boy,” she began, her tone light, almost sing-song. “We were thinking…” She glanced at Lottie, who smirked knowingly, then back at me. “…we wanted to make everything up to you. You know, after… all that.”

I swallowed, my chest tightening. “Make up to me? How?”

Her smile widened, though her cheeks flushed pink. “Well, we thought maybe… we could do a makeover.”

Lottie snorted, eyes glittering with mischief. “Yeah. Proper Pretty Boy treatment. Pink, soft, the works.”

My stomach lurched. I tried to laugh it off, but the sound came out strained. “You’re joking.”

“Not at all,” Ellie said quickly, biting her lip. “It’d be fun. Just a bit of dressing up, nothing serious.”

“Fun for who?” I muttered.

They exchanged another look, conspiratorial and sharp, giggling like schoolgirls with a secret.

And suddenly, trapped between them on the sofa, I knew I didn’t stand a chance.

I shook my head, staring at the floor. “No. Absolutely not.”

Ellie leaned closer, her voice soft, coaxing. “Si, come on. It’s not that deep. Just a laugh, like when we used to do dares. Nothing serious.”

I glanced at her, at those wide hazel eyes, the faint blush on her cheeks, and for a second, I almost believed her.

But then Lottie cut in, her smirk sharp as a knife. “Oh, give it a rest, Pretty Boy. You’re already halfway there.” She gestured vaguely toward the pile of humiliations I carried with me. “Ellie’s filmed you. I’ve filmed you. We’ve seen everything. What’s a little dress-up compared to that?”

Heat flooded my face. “That’s different.”

“Different?” Lottie raised an eyebrow. “What’s different about it? You got off on being our little show. You’ll get off on this too.”

Ellie’s hand brushed my arm gently, her tone soothing. “Ignore her. Look, Si, it could actually be nice. Let us style you up, make you look… well, the way we see you. Pretty. Soft. It’s not a punishment. Think of it as… letting us take care of you for once.”

Her words landed differently. Gentle, almost kind, the girl I loved, who I could never have, her voice soft and caring. But I still knew it was a trap.

Lottie chuckled. “She’s right, you know. And we’re not asking. You’re not going to spoil our fun, spoil sport. You Know you love our attention. You’ve already proved it by stripping off and wanking for us.”.”

They exchanged another conspiratorial glance, their laughter bubbling between them.

I sat there, caught between Ellie’s soft pleading and Lottie’s mocking certainty, my heart pounding as the walls closed in.

And deep down, I knew it was only a matter of time before I gave in.

“I’m not doing it,” I said again, though my voice was weaker this time.

Ellie tilted her head, her smile soft, almost pleading. “Si… please. Just for us. No one else has to know. It stays here, between the three of us. I promise.”

Her hand lingered on my arm, gentle, almost affectionate, and my chest ached with it. For a moment, it was like we were back to how we used to be, just me and Ellie, close, safe. Except her words were leading me straight into something I couldn’t escape.

Lottie rolled her eyes, leaning back with her phone in hand, smirk firmly in place. “Don’t flatter yourself, Pretty Boy. It’s not like we’re begging. You’ll do it because you always do. Because you can’t stand to disappoint her.” She jerked her chin toward Ellie. “We both know that’s true.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but nothing came out. Because she was right. She knew it, Ellie knew it, and so did I.

Ellie leaned closer, her voice dropping to a soft whisper only I could hear. “Come on, Si. Trust me. It’ll be fun. And… you’ll make me happy.”

Those words landed like a blow. Make her happy. That was all I’d ever wanted.

I felt the last of my resistance crumble. My shoulders sagged, and I let out a shaky breath. “Fine. Just… don’t take it too far.”

Lottie barked out a laugh, sharp and triumphant. “Oh, Pretty Boy. That’s the whole point. We all know that this is what you really want. Deep down.”

“I’m not gay!” I blurted back.

Lottie laughed again, “Really!”

Ellie, “No Lottie, please, don’t”

Lottie, “Ellie told me.”

“What? What did she tell you?” I couldn’t think of anything, I hadn’t done or said anything gay. What did she mean?

Lottie: “We’ll make you very pretty. So pretty that Marcus might even fancy you.”

Ellie; “Oh, Lottie, no. You shouldn’t have.”

“I don’t understand,” I told them. I turned to Ellie, what did you think I fancied him or something?”

Lottie: “Ellie told me. You couldn’t take your eyes off of him. Tall, muscular black man. And yes, Ellie will tell you, he’s got a big black cock.”

I had no answer. I hadn’t thought about his cock. Well only in the sense of my fantasy of him fucking Ellie. That surely doesn’t make mem gay.

Lottie, “You must of heard them? Ellie told me she couldn’t stop herself screaming it was so big. And I bet you were stroking little maggot the hole time as you listened.”

I felt the heat flood my face, my embarrassment obvious. 


“I knew it!” Lottie exclaimed. “Little pretty boy stroking himself off to Marcus’s big black cock.” 

Ellie, “Lottie, stop!”


“I wasn’t,” Fighting back, “I did to hearing Ellie, hearing Ellie have sex. I wasn’t thinking o his black cock. It was about Ellie.” 

Ellie actually looked a bit shocked. I was crestfallen straight away. I’d just admitted to masturbating while I listened to her have sex. Lottie had trapped me and I’d spilled it out.

Lottie turned to Ellie, “I told you, he’s a pervert. A peeping Tom!.”

Ellie smiled, a hardness flickering through her eyes. “Now you can’t say no. You can’t refuse me. We’re going to make you look very pretty.”

OMG! I’d fallen into Lottie trap and admitted another humiliating fact: I wanked off to Ellie having sex with Marcus.

Lottie, “We’ll make you the prettiest little wank boy in the whole of uni.”


Chapter Three

Ellie stood, tugging lightly at my arm. “Come on then.”

“Where are we going?” I asked, though I already knew.

She gave me that soft, secretive smile. “My room. It’s easier there.”

My stomach flipped. Ellie’s bedroom. I’d imagined it a thousand times, sneaking glances at her door when it was closed, wondering what it looked like inside, what it would be like to sit on her bed, to be let into her private space. In all those fantasies, though, I wasn’t being led in like this. Not for this.

Lottie trailed behind us, her grin broad. “Big moment, Pretty Boy. First time in the holy of holies.”

I flushed, but Ellie didn’t rise to it. She pushed her door open, and I caught my breath.

It was… so very her. The fairy lights strung along the wall, the framed photos, the pile of throw pillows on the bed. A faint, sweet scent clung to the air, her perfume, the one I always noticed when she brushed past me.

And now I was in here, my heart pounding, my throat dry, not as a boyfriend, not even as a friend. But as their plaything.

Ellie squeezed my hand once before letting go, her voice gentle. “Sit on the bed, Si. We’ll be nice.”

I sat stiffly, perched on the edge, every muscle tight.

Lottie plopped herself into Ellie’s desk chair, spinning once before fixing me with her smirk. “Oh, this is going to be good. You look nervous already. Bet your heart’s racing.”

She wasn’t wrong.

Ellie moved to the wardrobe, pulling out a little bag and placing it on the bed beside me. I didn’t have to open it to know what was inside. Soft fabrics. Pastel colours. The kind of things no bloke I knew would ever wear.

She looked at me with that same coaxing smile. “Ready?”

I swallowed hard, caught between dread and something darker I didn’t want to name. “Do I have a choice?”

Lottie laughed, kicking her feet up on the desk. “Not really, Pretty Boy. Not really.”

“Let’s start simple,” she said gently, reaching in.

She drew out a pair of skimpy bikini panties, soft, pastel pink, tiny in her hands. She held them up with a little smile. “These will fit.”

Heat rushed up my face. “You can’t be serious.”

Lottie’s laugh cut through the room. “Oh, she’s serious. Look at them, Si. Your new uniform. Go on, we’re waiting.”

I stared at the flimsy fabric, my hands frozen. Every instinct screamed to refuse, to bolt out the door. But Ellie’s eyes were on me, wide, coaxing, almost kind.

“Just try them,” she said softly. “For me.”

That was all it took. With clumsy fingers, I reached foer the hem of my t-shirt and slowly pulled it over my head.

Lottie’s gasp, “OMG! He’s actually going to put them on.”


Then my hands went to the button at the top of my jean, I paused and looked at the two young women staring at me expectantly. 

Ellie, “Don’t be shy, Si, we’ve seen everything before. Got it on film, a little late to be shy I think.”

I dragged the jeans down my slender legs and stood in front of them in nothing but my tight cotton boxers.

“OMG! Normally, at this point I’d be checking the man’s bulge, but we all know there won’t be one,” Lottie teased cruelly.

Ellie, “Lottie, don’t….”

I slowly peeled off my boxers off and for a moment I was there once again standing nude before these two beautiful women. Nervously I took the little panties from Ellie and stepped into them. The fabric hugged tight, far too delicate, far too revealing. I felt smaller instantly, exposed in a way I hadn’t thought possible.

Lottie’s eyes dropped, and her grin widened into something wicked. “Oh my God. Look at that, your little dick and balls all cupped up in pink. Like a Ken doll knock-off. Pathetic and kind of hilarious.”

My face burned hot, shame prickling down my neck.

Ellie, “We don’t have time today, but next time we’ll need to shave or wax.”

“Nooo!” My mind screamed.

“Oh! Yes, wax perfect, babe,” Lottie chimed in, “and look how is little dick, actually tents the tight material. Si, I think it actually makes you look bigger. Panties are definitely the way to go, darling, when you’re that small.”

Ellie’s gaze flicked there too, her blush rising as fast as mine. She pressed her lips together.

Ellie, “Give us a twirl, let’s see how your tushy looks.”

Humiliated, but I obey, slowly turning, both girls giving a little giggle as I turn.

Then Ellie whispered, almost guilty: “It… actually makes your bum look really round. It’s… cute.”

Lottie’s laugh rang out sharp. “You’re right, Ells, he does have a round little bum. Girlie, almost.”

Before I could react, she raised her hand and smacked me hard across the backside.

The sting made me squeal, jerking forward instinctively.

Lottie grinned, eyes glittering. “There we go. Our Pretty Boy squeals like a little bitch. That’s exactly what you are now; our bitch.”

Ellie covered her mouth, half laughing, half flustered. “Lottie…”

But she didn’t stop her. And I stood there, burning, humiliated, my body betraying me under their gaze.

Ellie reached back into the bag and pulled out a fitted pastel t-shirt. She passed it to me with a grin. “Next.”

I dragged it over my head. The fabric clung to my chest, slim and snug. I caught Ellie’s eyes flicking up and down, and her blush deepened.

“You’re slimmer than half the girls I know,” she murmured. “It works.”

Lottie leaned forward, smirking. “Works? He’s practically one of us now.”

My face burned, but I didn’t argue.

Then came the jeans, skinny, tight, hugging me in ways I hated. Ellie helped with the button, close enough that her perfume made my chest ache. As she leaned in, her eyes flicked down for just a second, and her cheeks coloured.

“You might be small,” she murmured with an awkward little laugh, “but these jeans are tight. I’ve got to push you in just to do them up.”

Her fingertip brushed against me through the thin barrier of the pink panties as she worked the button closed. It was the first time she had ever touched me there, even if it was only through fabric. My whole body jolted, heat shooting to my face.

Lottie let out a sharp bark of laughter. “Oh my God! Ells, you actually had to tuck him in….. That’s priceless.”

Ellie ducked her head, biting her lip, half-embarrassed, half-amused.

And me? I could barely breathe. That single accidental touch burned hotter than anything before, and it was humiliating beyond words. “There,” she said softly. “Almost done.”

Lottie snapped a photo on her phone. “He’s going to cry. Or maybe he likes it.”

“Lottie,” Ellie scolded, but her smile betrayed her.

Finally, Ellie sat me down at her desk. She brushed powder across my cheeks, dabbed gloss on my lips. Her touch was light, careful.

“Hold still,” she whispered, her face close to mine. “You’re actually… kind of cute like this. But we need to keep it light, we don’t want to make you like a cheap whore.”

I couldn’t breathe.

Lottie leaned on the desk, snapping another picture. “Oh, this is priceless.”

Then Ellie stood, tugging me gently up to my feet, guiding me toward the mirror.

I froze when I saw him, the stranger staring back.

Slim, delicate, dressed in pink and pastel, lips shining faintly, eyes wide with shame.

Me.

Ellie giggled, covering her mouth. “Told you, Pretty Boy.”

Lottie clapped her hands once, triumphant. “He looks like a doll! Our little doll.”

I wanted to look away, but I couldn’t. My gut twisted with horror, and with something darker I couldn’t admit, not even to myself. And then I looked down. “Noooo!” My mind screamed. The shirt finished an inch above the tight hipster jeans. The hipster jeans low on my hips, as the design was meant to be. But there between the two. The shocking part, the waist band of the skimpy pink panties was clearly visible. Anybody that saw me like this would I know I was wearing little pink panties. .

Ellie stepped back, clasping her hands together, her eyes sparkling as if she couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing. “See, Si? I told you, it suits you.”

I stared at the mirror, my stomach turning. The reflection staring back wasn’t me, not really. Pink panties visible above the skinny jeans, pastel top clinging to my chest, a faint sheen on my lips from Ellie’s gloss. My body looked smaller, softer, almost fragile. And, yes, very feminine.

Lottie’s laugh split the air. “God, this is priceless. Our Pretty Boy turned into a proper doll.” She whipped out her phone again, snapping a photo. “I swear, I’ll never get tired of this.”

“Lottie,” Ellie said sharply, though she was still smiling.

“What?” Lottie grinned, eyes glinting. “He looks adorable. Doesn’t he?”

Ellie pressed her lips together, then nodded once, cheeks colouring. “Yeah… he does.”

My chest burned. I wanted the floor to open up.

And then Lottie leaned back in Ellie’s desk chair, swinging it side to side, that wicked smirk widening. “You know what would make this even better?”

I already hated the sound of it. “What?” I muttered.

“Taking him out.”

The words landed like a punch. “Out?”

“Yeah. Out. To the pub, dressed just like this.” She spread her arms wide as though presenting me. “Can you imagine? Pretty Boy here, sitting with a pint, everyone turning their heads, wondering which team he plays for. God, it’d be hilarious.”

“No,” I said instantly, panic shooting through me. “Absolutely not. You can’t be serious.”

Ellie bit her lip. “Lottie…” Her voice was uncertain, but her eyes flicked to me, then back to the mirror, and the faintest smile tugged at her lips. “It would… it would only be for one drink.”

“One drink?” I spluttered. “Are you insane? People will….. they’ll….”

Lottie laughed, sharp and triumphant. “Exactly. They’ll look. They’ll laugh. That’s the point, Pretty Boy. You’re our little doll now, and dolls don’t get to decide where they go.”

Ellie touched my arm gently, her voice softer. “Si… no one’s going to hurt you. We’ll be with you the whole time. Just one drink. Trust me.”

I looked between them, Ellie’s soft, coaxing eyes, Lottie’s smirk daring me to refuse, and felt the walls closing in.

And the worst part was, some dark, twisted part of me wanted it. Wanted the eyes, the laughter, the humiliation.

Lottie gave the punch line, “And if you come out and stay in the pub with us for one whole drink, when we get back, we’ll let you….. you know…. Do the thing you like us to watch.”

Ellie. “Lottie, no. Well, only if he wants to. You are excited in those panties, Si. We can help you out. When we get back.”

My mind went wild. Help me out? Did that mean Ellie might, actually help, with her hand, her mouth. Would she?

Even as my mouth whispered, “No, I can’t,” my body betrayed me. I knew with that offer I couldn’t refuse.


Chapter Four

The pub was already buzzing when we walked in, students crammed around sticky tables, the low roar of laughter and clinking glasses filling the air. I felt naked, every eye in the place burning into me, though most barely looked up. My cheeks burned all the same.

Ellie slid into a booth quickly, tugging me in beside her, putting herself between me and the rest of the room. “See?” she whispered, her smile soft. “No one cares.”

“Right then, Simone,” she purred. “Since you’re making friends tonight… you can be useful.”

My stomach clenched. “Lottie, please….”

“Go to the bar and get us a bottle of Prosecco,” she said brightly. “And glasses. Three of them.”

I blinked at her. “What? No, Lottie….”

She leaned forward, smirking.
“Come on, Pretty Boy. Be a gentleman.”

Then she giggled, the sound sharp as a pin.

“Well… gentle-sissy is more accurate.”

Ellie’s jaw tensed, but she didn’t tell Lottie to stop. She didn’t tell me I could stay.

Instead, she murmured softly, “It’s just a drink, Si. Go on.”

That was enough.

I swallowed hard and stood up.
And instantly regretted it.

My skinny hipster jeans rode low on my hips, Ellie had chosen them deliberately, and the waistband of the pink panties they’d dressed me in back at the house peeked over the top in a humiliating strip of pastel lace.
The tight pastel top clung to my chest.
The light make-up Ellie had put on me caught the pub’s low lighting, a faint shimmer on my cheeks, my lips glossy and embarrassingly pink.

I felt eyes on me the second I stepped away from the booth.
Or maybe I imagined them.
Either way, it didn’t matter, my face was burning either way, darker than the blusher Ellie had applied earlier.

I walked through the crowd, weaving between tables of students. Eyes down making sure I didn’t make any eye contact.
A few glanced up.
Some frowned.
Some whispered.

A couple of girls near the fruit machine nudged each other, giggling as I passed.

My heart thudded painfully as I approached the bar.
And then I saw them.

A group of rugby lads were leaning against the counter, pints in hand, big shoulders, loud voices, sweat-darkened shirts. Exactly the kind of men Ellie usually went for.

One of them nudged his mate when he saw me coming.
“Oi, look,” he muttered. “Twink alert.”

Another snorted, not even bothering to hide it.
“Who the hell dressed him?”

Heat roared up my neck.
I fixed my eyes on a spot just behind the bar staff’s head, pretending I didn’t hear a thing.

When it was finally my turn, I cleared my throat, voice barely functioning.

“Uh… hi. Can I… can I get a bottle of Prosecco, please? And… three glasses?”

The bartender raised one eyebrow, then nodded and turned away.
Behind me, one of the rugby lads laughed low and mean.

“Lip gloss too. Christ.”

I squeezed my hands together, wishing desperately for the ground to open.

That was when one of the other rugby lads, tall, broad, pint half-raised, called across the bar with a grin that made my stomach drop.

“Give us a kiss, luv!”

A burst of laughter erupted from his mates.
My face flamed so hot it almost hurt.
I stared straight ahead at the row of bottles, pretending I hadn’t heard him, pretending I wasn’t the one everyone was looking at.

Another lad added, “Come on, sweetheart, don’t be shy!”

More laughter. The sound buzzed in my ears, my legs shaking inside the too-tight jeans, the waistband of the pink panties digging into my hips as if reminding me exactly what I looked like to them, small, soft, ridiculous.

I tried to straighten my posture, pretend none of it reached me, but another whistle cut through the noise.

“Look at ’em blush!” one of the lads shouted, elbowing his mate.

Another grinning like he’d been handed a gift.
“I’ll tell you what, boys, those pretty lips would look perfect wrapped round my fat cock.” He held his groin with one big hand, thrusting his hips forward obscenely, to illustrate.

The group exploded in howls of laughter, a low chorus of jeers and filthy chuckles that clawed straight up my spine.

A different one cupped his hands around his mouth.
“Strut it, princess! Don’t forget to smile!”

They weren’t even talking to me anymore, they were talking about me, loudly, like I was part of the entertainment.

I felt every stare slide across me, felt the heat rising under the faint shimmer Ellie had dusted onto my cheeks. My heart hammered so hard I thought it might shake the glassware on the bar.

The bartender finally placed the bottle and glasses down with a noise that sounded far too loud.

“There you go, luv” he said neutrally, though his eyes flicked once to my lip gloss before he looked away.

I grabbed the tray with trembling hands, murmuring a thank-you I barely heard myself say. The laughter from the rugby lads followed me as I turned, head down, walking as fast as the too-tight jeans allowed.

“Shake that booty, pretty boy!” Another called after me.

Ellie and Lottie were watching from the booth, Ellie biting her lip, eyes wide and conflicted, Lottie practically glowing with excitement.

Finally I reached the booth.

Lottie leaned back, delighted.

“Good girl,” she said brightly, loud enough for the tables around us to hear.

Ellie flushed, looking anywhere but at my face.

And I sat down back down next to Ellie, heart pounding, knowing I had survived the walk…
but that my humiliation that night was far from over.

But Lottie wasn’t content. She lounged on the opposite side, eyes scanning the room, her grin widening like a cat spotting prey.

“Actually,” she said, raising her voice just enough, “Look at that table.”

I followed her gaze. A group of lads, big, loud, laughing too hard. One of them glanced over and smirked before turning back to his pint.

My stomach dropped.

Before I could say anything, Lottie was already sliding out of the booth. “Back in a sec,” she called over her shoulder.

“Lottie….” Ellie began, but it was too late.

I watched in horror as she strode right up to their table, leaning casually on the back of a chair. She gestured toward me, I could feel it, and the lads turned to look. One of them raised his eyebrows, another chuckled into his glass.

The blood roared in my ears.

Moments later, Lottie was back, her grin triumphant. “Good news, Simone.” She deliberately used the feminine version, her voice sing-song. “One of them fancies you.”

I froze. “What?”

She nodded toward their table. One of the lads, tall, broad, with a cheeky grin plastered across his face, was standing, making his way over.

“Go on, Simone,” Lottie purred. “Be polite. Ask him if you can buy him a drink.”

“No,” I hissed, my pulse thundering. “Absolutely not.”

Ellie’s hand brushed my arm, her voice low. “You don’t have to…..”

But then the lad was at our table, his grin widening as he looked me up and down. “So, your mate reckons you want to mingle?”

I wanted the floor to open and swallow me whole.

Lottie leaned forward, her smirk wicked. “Go on then, Simone. Don’t be rude. Buy the nice lad a drink.”

I shook my head, my throat tight. “I can’t….”

“Yes, you can,” she cut in, sing-song but firm. “Up you get. Pint for him, pint for you. Off you go.”

The lad grinned, folding his arms as he watched me squirm. “Don’t keep me waiting, princess.”

Ellie touched my arm, her voice low. “Si, you don’t have to….”

But Lottie was already sliding out of the booth, her voice rising, slicing through the pub chatter. “Of course he does. Go on, Simone. Be a good girl.”

My legs felt like lead, but I stood again. The room tilted around me as I walked stiffly toward the bar, heat crawling up my neck. Every step felt like the whole place was watching, even if most people weren’t.

Behind me, Lottie’s voice rang out, deliberately loud enough for the lads’ table to hear. “Check out that ass, boys. Round and spankable, isn’t it?”

The group erupted in laughter. Thankfully the group of rugby lads had moved over to the fruit machines and lost interest.

The lad who’d followed me grinned wider, leaning back in his chair. “She’s right,” he called after me. “Proper spankable.”

My face burned so hot I thought I might pass out. I gripped the bar hard, my hands trembling as I waited to order, praying the ground would open and swallow me whole.

I shuffled back to the table, two pints clutched in my shaking hands. My face was still burning from the walk to the bar, from the laughter that had followed me, from the way the lads had looked at me when Lottie made her little announcement.

The lad was right behind me, sliding into the booth beside Lottie with a grin that hadn’t faded. “Cheers, princess,” he said as I set his pint down.

I tried not to flinch at the nickname, sinking into the bench seat between Ellie and the wall, wishing harder than ever to disappear.

Ellie fiddled with her straw, cheeks pink, her eyes fixed on the table. She wasn’t laughing, but she wasn’t stopping it either.

Lottie, of course, was glowing with triumph. She raised her glass, smirk broad. “To Simone,” she said, loud enough for the nearby tables to hear. “Our little doll.”

The lad chuckled, clinking glasses with her before taking a long sip of his pint. His eyes slid back to me, appraising, playful.

And then Lottie dropped the next bomb.

“You know,” she said casually, leaning back, “Simone’s never even kissed a boy before.”

My head snapped toward her, horror flooding me. “Lottie….!”

The lad’s grin widened, his eyebrows shooting up. “Never?”

Lottie shook her head, smirking. “Not once. She’s innocent as they come. Aren’t you, Pretty Boy?”

Heat roared in my ears, words tumbling out uselessly. “I’m not…. I don’t….”

The lad laughed, leaning his elbow on the table, eyes never leaving mine. “Well, maybe it’s time she learned, eh?”

Ellie’s cheeks flamed red. “Lottie, stop….” she murmured, but her voice was thin, uncertain, and she didn’t say it loud enough to cut through.

And me? My chest pounded, my stomach twisted, and I couldn’t tell if I was about to bolt from the pub… or let it happen.

The laughter around the table buzzed in my ears. My cheeks burned so hot they could’ve lit the room.

“Go on then,” Lottie said brightly, her smirk sharp as glass. “One little kiss. Nothing scary. Just a peck.”

“No,” I croaked, shaking my head. “No way.”

Then to my horror, Ellie stood and indicated to switch seats with the lad. He moved in next to me with a big grin and Ellie sat next to Lottie, both now watching. The only saving grace was that now in the corning of the booth I was out of sight of the rest of the pub.

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, don’t be such a baby. Everyone’s had a first kiss, Simone. You might as well get it over with. He doesn’t mind, do you?”

The lad chuckled, leaning back, watching me squirm. “Not at all. She’s cute when she blushes.”

My stomach flipped.

Ellie shifted awkwardly, biting her lip. “Lottie… this is too much.”

“Too much?” Lottie barked a laugh. “It’s perfect. Look at him, trembling. He loves it.” She leaned forward, her eyes glittering. “Come on, Simone. Make us happy. Kiss him.”

“I….” My voice caught. My chest pounded.

Ellie’s hand brushed mine under the table, soft and uncertain. “It’s just a kiss, Si. Then it’s over.”

Her voice, her eyes, that was all it took.

The lad leaned closer, grin wide, clearly enjoying the spectacle. I froze, every muscle locked tight, until Lottie clapped her hands once, sharp and commanding.

“Kiss. Him. Now.”

My body betrayed me. Slowly, shakily, I leaned forward. The lad met me halfway, his lips pressing firmly against mine.

It was brief, clumsy, humiliating, and yet the sound of the girls’ stifled laughter made my stomach twist.

Lottie clapped again, triumphant. “There we go! Our Simone’s had her first kiss. Adorable.”

Ellie covered her mouth, cheeks flaming, eyes darting anywhere but me. But she didn’t stop it. She hadn’t stopped any of it.

And me? I sat frozen, lips tingling, shame flooding every inch of me, while some darker part of me ached for more.

Lottie wasn’t finished. She never was.

She leaned back in her seat, smirk widening, and clapped once more. “Cute. But that was nothing. Barely a kiss at all. Do it properly this time.”

My head jerked up. “What?”

She arched an eyebrow. “What do you think? A real kiss. Mouth open. Tongues and all that.”

Heat surged to my face. “No way.”

The lad chuckled, clearly entertained. “Don’t worry, love. I’ll go easy on you.”

Ellie’s cheeks flushed scarlet. “Lottie…” she whispered, her voice trembling. “This is… too much.”

But she didn’t stop her. She didn’t stop me.

Lottie leaned across the table, her voice sharp. “Come on, Simone. We all know you want to. You’ve kissed Ellie in your dreams a hundred times, but this is the real thing. Don’t make me spell it out.”

Her eyes pinned me, daring me to refuse.

I swallowed hard, my whole body shaking. “I can’t…”

Ellie’s hand brushed mine again, her touch soft, her whisper softer still. “Si… it’s alright. It doesn’t count; it’s just another dare.”

That was enough.

The lad leaned in, one arm draped casually over the back of the booth, his grin easy and confident. This time when our lips met, he pressed harder, his mouth opening against mine. I froze for a moment, then felt the hot press of his tongue.

The girls’ laughter bubbled at the edge of my hearing, Lottie’s sharp and delighted, Ellie’s nervous and breathless.

I kissed him back, awkward, clumsy, burning with shame, our tongues briefly entwined, and unable to pull away until he finally did.

When he sat back, grinning, Lottie’s clap cut through the air like a whip. “Now that’s a kiss! Our little Simone all grown up.”

Ellie covered her face with her hands, shoulders shaking as though she couldn’t decide whether to laugh or cry.

And me? I sat there trembling, lips tingling, my whole body on fire with humiliation, and that awful, secret thrill I couldn’t deny. Worst still I could feel my small dick rock hard in the pink panties. The whole humiliation pushing me to my limits.

As we squeezed out of the booth, the lads were still chuckling among themselves. I kept my head down, willing myself invisible.

But just as I passed their table, one of them reached out with a grin and smacked me hard across the backside. The sharp sting made me yelp, stumbling forward.

The table roared with laughter. “Couldn’t resist, princess!” the lad called after me.

My face blazed crimson.

Lottie clapped her hands together, delighted. “Well, well. Another suitor for Simone! You’re very popular tonight.”

I wanted to sink through the floor. But Ellie grabbed my wrist and pulled me toward the door, her face set, her pace brisk. I followed her out without a word, desperate to get away from the laughter ringing in my ears.

The cool night air felt like a lifeline, but it didn’t last long.

Back at the house, the three of us stepped inside, the silence thick. I was heading straight for the stairs when Lottie’s voice snapped through the hallway.

“Hold it.”

I froze.

Her smirk widened. “Show us.”

I blinked at her. “What?”

“The mark,” she said sweetly, sing-song. “From that lovely slap. Bet your round little bum’s glowing.”

Ellie shifted uncomfortably, setting her bag down. “Lottie….”

“Oh, don’t look so shocked,” Lottie cut her off. “We all heard it. Might as well see the evidence.” She grinned at me, eyes glittering. “Drop ‘em, Pretty Boy. Panties too, if we have to. Let us admire the handiwork. And don’t forget we promised out little princess a happy ending.”

My throat went dry, heat rushing up my neck as I stood frozen in the hallway, two girls waiting, one merciless, one silent.

And I knew, even before I moved, that I would obey.

“Come on then,” she coaxed, her voice light and cruel. “Skinnies off. Let’s see that cheeky red handprint.”

“I’m not….” I began, but the words came out thin, useless.

Lottie arched an eyebrow. “Not what? Not our Pretty Boy? Not the lad in pink panties we dressed up. Don’t waste my time, Simone. Jeans off. Now.”

Ellie shifted, hugging her bag to her chest, cheeks flushed. “Lottie, maybe….”

“Don’t maybe me,” Lottie snapped, though her smirk never wavered. “You want to see it too, Ells. Don’t pretend you don’t.”

Ellie’s silence was answer enough.

My hands trembled as I lifted the tight top over my head and then fumbled at the button of the jeans Ellie herself had fastened earlier. The denim slid down my legs, pooling at my ankles. The room felt colder instantly, the skimpy pink panties clinging tight, leaving nothing hidden.

My face flamed as I stood there in nothing but the tight top and skimpy little garment, my arousal straining against the fabric.

Lottie whistled. “God, look at that. Rock hard in pink panties. Our little doll can’t hide a thing, can he?”

Ellie bit her lip, her eyes flicking down before darting away again, colour rising in her cheeks.

“Good,” Lottie went on briskly. “Now be useful. Go open a bottle of wine and bring it out with glasses. All dressed up for us.”

My chest squeezed tight. “Like this?”

“Of course, like this,” she snapped, grinning. “Panties only. Doll’s duty.”

Humiliation burned through me as I shuffled off to the kitchen. Every step felt wrong, the waistband digging into my hips, my hardness pressed tight against the fabric. The cool air brushed against my bare legs, my skin prickling with exposure. I knew my round ass cheeks were on show.

I fumbled with the corkscrew, poured out three glasses, and carried the tray back to the living room. Their eyes locked on me instantly, Ellie’s wide and conflicted, Lottie’s sparkling with wicked delight.

“Well done,” Lottie said, plucking a glass from the tray. “Our Pretty Boy serves well.”

My face flamed hotter.

Then her grin sharpened. “But one thing bothers me, Simone.”

I froze. “What?”

“That,” she said, nodding at the bulge straining against the panties. “All that excitement. Which one of the lads was that for, hmm?”

My mouth opened, but no words came.

Ellie’s eyes widened, her glass halfway to her lips.

Lottie’s smirk deepened. “Don’t play dumb. Lucky for us, I’ve got proof.” She pulled out her phone, swiped once, and turned the screen to me.

My stomach dropped.

The photo showed me at the bar, slim and painted in Ellie’s clothes, ordering a pint. My cheeks burned seeing myself through her lens, Simone, plain as day.

And then she swiped again.

The second photo hit me like a blow: me and the lad, his tongue down my throat, mine parted to meet him. Captured forever.

Ellie gasped softly. “Lottie…”

But Lottie just laughed, tucking the phone back into her hand. “There it is, Pretty Boy. Hard as a rock in your little pink panties, and don’t tell me it wasn’t for him.”

I couldn’t breathe. My chest heaved, my whole body trembling, humiliation coursing through me in waves.

And the worst part was, I didn’t know if she was wrong.

I stood there, trembling in nothing but the skimpy pink panties, the wine glasses rattling faintly on the tray as my hands shook. Lottie leaned back on the sofa, swirling her drink like she owned the room.

“Come on then, Simone,” she said, voice sharp and playful. “Who’s it for? Which one of the lads made you this hard?”

“I….it’s not…” My throat closed, words dying in the heat of my shame.

Her smirk widened. “Don’t lie. You went red as a beetroot when that one kissed you. And when the other slapped your arse? I swear I saw your little bulge twitch.”

Ellie’s eyes darted up at me, then away again, her cheeks blazing. She gripped her wine glass tight, lips pressed together, silent.

I shook my head desperately. “It wasn’t….I didn’t…..”

“Then who was it for?” Lottie pressed, her voice sing-song. “Come on, Pretty Boy. Was it for him?” She flicked her phone back up, waving the photo of the kiss. “Or…” Her eyes cut sideways to Ellie, her grin sharp as glass. “…was it for her?”

Ellie stiffened beside her, colour draining from her face even as her blush deepened.

My chest pounded. My mouth opened, but nothing came out. The silence stretched, heavy, suffocating.

Lottie leaned forward, her voice dropping low, cruel and certain. “Or maybe, just maybe… it’s not about them at all. Maybe what really gets you hard is this.” She gestured at me, standing there exposed, humiliated, their eyes on me. “Being our little doll. Our Pretty Boy on display.”

Her words cut like a blade, because she was right. Shame twisted deep in my gut, hotter than anything.

Ellie finally spoke, her voice low, almost trembling. “Si… is that true?”

The question hit harder than Lottie’s taunts. Hearing it from Ellie, seeing the uncertainty in her wide eyes, it broke something in me.

I closed my eyes, my voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

The word hung in the air, awful and undeniable.

Lottie’s laugh rang out, sharp and triumphant. “Knew it! Our Simone’s kink is humiliation. He loves it. Can’t get enough.”

Ellie stared down into her glass, her cheeks scarlet, her breath uneven.

And me? I stood there trembling, naked but for the skimpy panties, my secret laid bare in every way and knew there was no going back.

The silence pressed down on me, thick and unbearable. I’d admitted it, confessed the truth Lottie had dragged out of me. And now there was no escape.

“Prove it,” she said at last, her grin sharp as glass.

I blinked at her. “What?”

“Prove it,” Lottie repeated, voice sing-song. “Show us how much you love being our little doll. Go on, Pretty Boy. Touch yourself.”

My stomach dropped. “No…”

Lottie, “We said we would help get you off. We’re not going to back out. Touch yourself, sissy-boy!”

Her phone was already in her hand, the camera open, that little red dot burning into me. “Yes. Right here, right now. Or I’ll send those photos to half the campus. Your choice.”

Ellie shifted uncomfortably, her voice low. “Lottie, maybe….”

But Lottie cut her off. “Don’t pretend you don’t want to see it too. You filmed him twice already. You know you want to see him humiliate himself as much as I do.”

Ellie’s cheeks blazed. She swallowed hard, then, to my horror, pulled her phone from her pocket too, raising it with a trembling hand.

I stare back, knowing how ridiculous I look. Standing there in just the skimpy pink panties and my slender small dick rock hard, tenting them. And I know how turned on I am.

Lottie laughs again and points, “Look, Ells, his maggot dick, is dribbling. Look at the wet patch. His panties are wet he’s so turned on.

“Go on,” Lottie urged, her eyes glittering. “Show us how desperate you are. Make those cute little pink panties earn their keep.”

My whole body burned with shame, but my hands betrayed me. Slowly, miserably, I obeyed, my arousal pressing shamelessly against the flimsy fabric as both cameras locked on me.

The humiliation twisted inside me like fire, their laughter, their eyes, the knowledge that I was being captured again, no way back.

I slid my hand under the delicate fabric and slowly started to stroke.

“Sissy-boy, it’s ok if you want to wank just finger than thumb,” Lottie teased.

Ellie, to my shame, stifled a laugh. I felt even more humiliated and more turned on. I knew from having been so aroused all evening it wasn’t going to take long. Add in, Ellie and Lottie both watching and filming, my climax came quickly and hard. I felt the stream of my cum filling and spilling through the skimpy panties.

“OMG!” both girls cried out in unison.

‘Perfect,” Lottie cried, “the pretty princess has made her panties all wet.”

They were right, it was messy, overwhelming, soaking through the thin barrier of pink that clung to me. I groaned, humiliated beyond words, as the warmth spread and the fabric grew heavy.

Lottie’s laughter rang out, triumphant. “Look at that! Our Pretty Boy’s ruined his panties for us. Absolutely pathetic.”

Ellie lowered her phone slowly, her lips parted, her face scarlet. She didn’t laugh. She just stared, wide-eyed, at the damp, sodden garment clinging to me.

I couldn’t meet her eyes. I couldn’t meet either of their eyes. I just stood there, trembling, drenched in shame, knowing I’d given them everything they wanted.

I stood there trembling, the ruined pink panties clinging to me, every inch of me burning. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, the girls’ eyes still on me, phones still in their hands.

Lottie gave a stern look. “Don’t think you’re done, Pretty Boy. You’re sleeping in that mess tonight.”

My head snapped up. “What? No….”

Lottie gave her support, “Yes,” she cut me off, her tone final. “You made your bed, now lie in it. Those cute little panties stay on until morning.” She leaned back, sipping her wine, her grin widening. “And when you wake up, you’re going to show us. Proof our doll did as she was told.”

Ellie glanced up from her glass, her cheeks scarlet, her lips parted in a guilty little smile. She hesitated, then whispered softly, “I’ll… check, Si. When you come down for breakfast.”

Her eyes met mine for a fleeting second, filled with something torn between shame and curiosity, before she looked quickly away.

Lottie laughed, delighted. “I told you. We would help you get off. Now! March yourself off to bed, Simone. And don’t you dare change.”

I swallowed hard, humiliated beyond words, as I turned and shuffled out of the room. The waistband dug into my hips, the sodden fabric clinging tight, every step a reminder of what I’d become.

Behind me, Lottie’s voice rang out one last time, cruel and sing-song: “God, look at that ass. So round, so girlie in those little pink panties. Our doll’s practically begging to be spanked.”

Their laughter followed me down the hallway as I climbed the stairs, my face burning, my chest tight, knowing the real humiliation was still to come in the morning.


Chapter Five

I woke before my alarm.

For a moment I didn’t know where I was, then the sensation hit me. The awful, clammy cling between my thighs. The tight elastic digging into my hips. The uncomfortable stiffness of fabric dried out overnight.

The reminder of exactly what I’d fallen asleep in.

Lottie’s order echoed in my head:
You’re sleeping in them. No changing. We’ll check in the morning.

A groan escaped me as I shifted under the covers. The panties felt even worse now than they had last night, tight, stiff, humiliating. Every movement made me wince with the memory of why they were in that state. Worst still I’d woken with a morning wood. Stretching the sticky, crusty material against myself.

I dragged myself upright, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. I wanted nothing more than to rip the things off and throw them in the bin.

But Ellie’s voice from last night cut through the thought.

“I’ll… check, Si. When you come down for breakfast.”

My cheeks burned.
There was no escape.

With a sigh, I reached for the sweatpants on the floor and stepped into them, the waistband brushing over the humiliating little garment beneath. Then a loose T-shirt, hanging low enough that I hoped, prayed, nothing would show.

I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror on the back of my door.
Tired.
Flushed.
Already anxious.

And still wearing the shame Ellie expected to “check.”

I swallowed hard, braced myself, and headed downstairs.

The smell of toast and coffee drifted through the flat as I padded downstairs, sweatpants and an old T-shirt pulled over me like a shield. My stomach churned with nerves, the crusty cling beneath making every step a reminder of what I hadn’t been allowed to change out of.

Ellie and Liam were already at the kitchen table. Liam hunched over a mountain of toast, scrolling his phone, barely glancing up when I came in. Ellie, though, looked straight at me. Her eyes were bright, her expression unreadable, but the faintest smile tugged at her lips.

“Morning,” I muttered, grabbing a mug and pouring coffee.

“Morning, Si,” Ellie said sweetly. Then, louder, in front of Liam: “Been a good boy?”

I froze, heat rushing to my face. Liam snorted at something on his phone, oblivious.

Ellie’s eyes glinted. “Come into the living room a sec.”

My legs felt like lead as I followed her out, heart hammering. The moment we were in the living room, she turned on me, quick as anything, her hand snapping to the waistband of my sweatpants.

“Ellie…..”

Too late. In one tug she yanked them down to my thighs.

Her eyes dropped. The ruined pink panties clung tight, the fabric darkened, sticky and heavy against me. My small dick still hard. For a second her face flushed, her lips parted in surprise. Then she looked up at me, shaking her head, and her eyes flicked back down again.

“And hard again, Si, there’s no saving yourself.”

Ellie’s cheeks flamed, but her voice came out steady. “OK, Pretty Boy. You can clean up after breakfast. But until then, I don’t want you touching your little worm. Understood?”

Shame roared through me. I yanked the sweatpants back up quickly, nodding mutely.

She gave me one last look, sharp, knowing, almost amused, before leading the way back into the kitchen.

I sat opposite Liam, who was still glued to his phone, stuffing toast into his mouth. My heart pounded with every bite of cereal, the sticky fabric pressing against me under the table.

Ellie glanced at me once, then again, little flickers of a smile breaking across her face. She knew. I knew. And the secret between us hummed hot in the silence.

When Liam got up to make more toast, Ellie leaned in, her voice low, her smile wicked. “I’ll message Lottie. Tell her you’ve been a good boy.”

My chest tightened. My spoon rattled against the bowl.

Breakfast had never felt longer.

I tried to focus on my cereal, but my hand shook so badly the spoon rattled against the bowl. Liam was still glued to his phone, completely oblivious. Ellie, though, was watching me, sipping her coffee, eyes glittering with something sharp.

Her phone buzzed. She glanced down, then smiled.

“Lottie messaged back,” she said lightly, setting her mug down. “She wants proof. A picture.”

My heart lurched. “Ellie….no, please….please…..”

She stood, tugging my arm. “Come on, Pretty Boy. Living room. Now.”

I felt Liam’s presence at my back as we left and prayed he hadn’t noticed anything. My legs felt weak as Ellie pulled me into the living room and shut the door behind us.

She crossed her arms, smirk tugging at her lips. “Drop them.”

I swallowed hard, shame flooding me. But I obeyed. My sweatpants slid to the floor, baring the sticky, ruined pink panties clinging to me.

Ellie lifted her phone, her blush rising even as her expression stayed cool. “Hold still.”

The shutter clicked once. Then again. Then a third time. My stomach twisted tighter with each snap, knowing Lottie would see it all within seconds.

Ellie tilted her head, a faint smirk tugging at her lips. “We know how much Lottie loves your girlie round ass. Turn around.”

My face burned hot, but I obeyed, shuffling awkwardly as the ruined pink panties stretched tight across my backside.

Ellie raised the phone again. Click. Click. Two more photos, each one more humiliating than the last.

Ellie lowered the phone slowly, her eyes lingering for just a beat longer than I could bear. Then her smile sharpened. “Cover your little panties, Sissy-Boy.”

The word cut deeper than any slap. I yanked the sweatpants back up, my face burning, my whole body trembling with shame.

Ellie pocketed her phone, her tone bright and casual again. “Good. Now, we can finish our breakfast.”

And just like that, she led me back into the kitchen, where Liam was still buttering toast like nothing had happened. I sat down again, heart hammering, the secret burning hot between us, knowing Lottie’s laughter was already ringing out on the other end of Ellie’s phone.


Epilogue

That night, lying in bed, the flat finally quiet again, I stared at the ceiling in the dark.

Everything felt different now.

Ellie’s voice still echoed in my head, soft, steady, telling me to “cover up, Sissy-Boy.” The way her eyes had lingered when she pulled my sweatpants down. The way she hadn’t laughed like Lottie did but hadn’t stopped either.

And Lottie… even through a phone screen, her presence clung to me. I could almost hear her laughter when Ellie took those photos, when I turned around and bared myself like some obedient doll.

There was no hiding from it anymore. I wasn’t just their friend, their flatmate. I was their Pretty Boy, their Sissy-Boy, their doll they could play with and humiliate.

And the worst part? I knew I couldn’t stop.

Because some dark, shameful part of me wanted it, wanted the sting, the laughter, the way Ellie’s eyes softened even as she held the camera steady.

I turned on my side, the memory of the ruined pink panties still burning against my skin. Tomorrow would bring more. Lottie would see the photos. Ellie would have more to say. The game would go on.

And I knew, with a sinking certainty, that I was already theirs.


Book Four Teaser

Pretty Boy thought he’d reached his limit.
He’d been dressed, humiliated, paraded, and exposed, but Ellie wasn’t done with him yet.

When a fancy-dress party comes around, Ellie decides it’s the perfect chance to take their secret game to the next level. With a wicked smile, she claims the role of pimp… and dresses Simon as her pretty little slut.

Fishnets, heels, skimpy satin, painted lips, nothing is left to chance as Ellie makes her “doll” ready for the night. And when Lottie hears about the plan? She’s more than eager to make sure Simon’s new role gets the attention it deserves.

The party becomes a stage, every look and laugh cutting deeper. Simon’s humiliation is absolute, and yet, beneath the shame, his body betrays him again.

Pretty Boy, Pretty Slut.
In Book Four, Simon’s fall is complete: from best friend to toy, from boy-next-door to Ellie’s trained Reluctant Sissy.
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