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This story contains explicit sexual content involving consensual power exchange (including oral and anal sex), themes of submission, humiliation, and non-verbal compliance. While depicted as consensual, the power dynamics are intense and may not be suitable for all readers. Please engage only if you're comfortable with sexually dominant/submissive roleplay, degradation, and scenes involving control and restraint without explicit safewording or aftercare shown.


​***

The shop was bustling, filled with the soft hum of chatter and the rustling of clothes being sifted through the rails. We had picked up a few items for you to try on, and I instructed you to go ahead and make your way to the changing rooms; informing you that I'd catch up with you soon - I had something special in mind for you to try. A quick glance showed several booths with their latches firmly secured - except one. The door seemed slightly ajar, a clear sign it was empty.  

Without a second thought, you pushed the door open, stepping inside-and froze.  

Standing there, mid-turn, was a tall man. His shirt and pants were tossed carelessly onto the bench, leaving him clad in nothing but snug, dark boxer briefs.  Unlike what you expected, he didn’t panic or scramble to cover himself. Instead, he turned to you with a slow, amused smile, leaning casually against the wall.

“Can I help you?” he asked, one eyebrow quirking up, completely unbothered.

You took a step back, heat creeping into your own cheeks. “Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry! I thought this one was empty!” you stammered, your hand flying to the door.

“No-it’s fine! My fault! I should’ve locked the door!” he said confidently, clearly entertained by your reaction. 

His toned chest rose and fell, showing off his defined torso. Meanwhile, you stood glued to the spot, half-turning to leave but too stunned to make a clean getaway.  The tension a mix of mortification and absurdity as the moment stretched uncomfortably.

Against your better judgement, your gaze faltered. Not intending to stare but catching more than you meant to. The snug fabric of his navy underwear left little to the imagination, the outline unmistakably noticeable. Your stomach flipped at the sight of it, cheeks burning as you quickly darted your eyes away, only to find yourself making accidental eye contact. 

It was too late, he had noticed your momentary slip. His eyes dropped to his own waist, and a smirk formed when he realised exactly what you’d seen. 

“Again, so sorry,” you said hastily, fumbling for the door. 

“No need to rush off,” his tone casual and teasing... “Though I’d appreciate a little knock next time.” 

You quickly stepped back, trying to make a hasty exit, as I burst in suddenly behind you...

“Here! These are the-” I started, holding up the items I’d picked out for you to try.

I stopped mid-sentence, my eyes locking on the man. He didn’t look surprised to see me either, though his smirk widened slightly as his gaze shifted to what I was holding.

A lacy pink bra dangled from one of my fingers, along with matching knickers.

“Interesting choice,” the man said, his voice rich with amusement. “Didn’t peg you as the lacy type, mate.”

“Oh. My. God,” you blurted, realising too late what I’d brought in.

“I told you I had something special in mind...”  I said smoothly, exchanging a glance with the man. We both shared an amused look before I gave you a playful grin. 

The man, clearly enjoying himself, raised an eyebrow. “You’ve got the right idea,” he chuckled, nodding towards the lingerie in my hands. “Why don’t you try them on? I think they’d look great on you.”

You looked between us both, eyes wide, and tried to find your words. “Uh... I-what?”

“Go on,” I said with a teasing smile, still unfazed. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

The man gave a quiet laugh, his posture relaxed as he leaned back against the booth. “Yeah, don’t be shy. We’re all friends here.”

You shrank back, clearly mortified, your face as red as ever. You hesitated for a moment before mumbling, “I-uh-I don’t know about this...” 

We both continued to look at you with playful encouragement.

“Come on, you’re in good company,” the man said with a grin “You’ll feel better once you put them on.”

Still overwhelmed by the situation and blushing, you mumbled, “Fine, fine..”

You sighed and took the undies from my hands and then paused, waiting for us to leave you alone.

But we didn't move, leaning casually against the wall, our eyes still on you with amused grins.

“Uh... what are you two doing?” you asked, blinking in confusion.

“We’re waiting,” I said with a shrug, grinning playfully. “We didn’t say we were leaving!”

The man raised an eyebrow, his smile wide. “You didn’t think we’d leave you alone with these, did you?”

You stood frozen for a moment, your cheeks flushed with embarrassment, realising you had no choice but to try the lingerie on with both of us watching.

“Seriously?” you muttered under your breath, feeling your nerves rise.

“Oh, definitely,” I said, giving you a reassuring smile. “You’re not getting out of this one so easily.”

The man chuckled, clearly enjoying the situation. “Go ahead,” he said smoothly. “We’ll wait. No rush.”

You sighed, trying to shake off the awkwardness, but the realisation that we were staying put made the situation even more uncomfortable. You couldn’t back out now.

You stood there, flustered, trying to gather your thoughts as the man and I exchanged glances, clearly enjoying your discomfort. You hadn’t expected to be in this situation, but now, the reality of it was sinking in-you had no choice but to go through with it.

“Come on, don’t keep us waiting,” I said with a teasing grin, my arms crossed as I leaned against the doorframe.

The man smirked, leaning casually against the wall. “I’m sure you’ll look great. You’ve got the right build for it.”

I let out a cackle.

You hesitated, your nerves escalating, but you knew you couldn’t back down. Slowly, you turned and unbuttoned your shirt, trying to avoid looking at either of us as you stripped it off.

Slipping into the lacey pink bra, you could feel both our eyes on you, but you refused to let it get to you-at least, not outwardly.

The way it clung to your body, delicate yet snug, created sensations you hadn’t expected. The light pressure of the fabric seemed to awaken parts of you, leaving you hyperaware of how it felt against every inch of your skin.

“Whit whoo” You heard a sharp wolf whistle from the man. “Now that’s what I’m talking about!” he giggled.

You couldn’t help but feel a mix of embarrassment and something else you couldn’t quite place. 

“Time to get the knickers on!” I exclaimed.

You hesitated, feeling a mix of nerves and embarrassment, and you paused. A strange, uncomfortable awareness settled deep in your stomach. It wasn’t just the vulnerability of the situation-it was something more, something physical, making you reluctant to follow through.

Then, it hit you. There was a noticeable tightness between your legs-something that hadn’t been there before. You tried to shift your posture slightly, hoping it would help, but the moment you did, you realized the growing bulge in your pants was becoming impossible to hide.

The fabric of your trousers felt too tight in the wrong places, and you could feel the heat in your body rising. It was almost as if your body was betraying you-your legs were shaking slightly. And between them - there was no mistaking it - your cock was growing. And you didn’t want either of us to see it.

You were excited by the weight of both of us watching you, the pink knickers in your hands and the sensation of the bra against your chest. The reality of the moment was making you painfully aware of how exposed you already were.

You hesitated, feeling a mix of nerves and embarrassment. “I... I don’t know if I can,” you muttered, your face flushing with shyness. You tried to ignore the growing feeling of self-consciousness alongside your growing erection. Your heart raced, and your palms were slick with sweat, as though your body wasn’t sure how to react to the strange blend of excitement and embarrassment surging through you.

“It’s not going to poke our eyes out,” I said with a playful nudge. “You’ve already made it this far. Just take them off, we’re not going anywhere til you do.”

The man chuckled, giving you an encouraging smile. “No need to be shy now.”

You hesitated for another moment, but the pressure was on.  Eventually, you took a deep breath and forced yourself to move through your discomfort. With a deep breath, you finally slid your pants down slowly, but you were careful, trying to shield yourself from our view. Your hands shaking slightly as you stepped out of them. The moment you did, the man wolf-whistled again, impressed by your reluctance turning into a moment of boldness.

“There we go,” he said with an approving grin, egging you on.

You bit your lip, your cheeks burning, but you managed to slip the matching pink knickers on, trying to ignore the feeling of their fabric against your skin. Holding your throbbing cock in place with their tightness.

“Look at yourself,” I instructed

You shifted uncomfortably, your hand instinctively trying to cover the growing reaction in your pants as you glanced at both of us, and then turned towards the full-length mirror. You paused, your breath catching as you took in the reflection. The pink lace of the bra fit snugly, and the way the fabric hugged your body.

“Put your hands by your side,” I ordered, and you unwillingly obliged. 

The outline of your hard cock so visible through the lace. Your legs tensed slightly as you shifted, hoping neither of us would notice your erection, but it was impossible to ignore. 

“Looks like you’re liking what you see,” I said with a mischievous grin, glancing at the way your body was reacting to the outfit.

The man raised an eyebrow, “They look
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