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Content Warning & Disclaimer

This book is a work of adult fiction intended for mature readers only (18+). It contains explicit themes of female domination, spanking, humiliation, and erotic power exchange between consenting adults.

All characters depicted are over the age of eighteen. The events, places, and characters described are entirely fictional and are not intended to depict real individuals.

This story explores fantasies of control, discipline, and humiliation. These scenarios are designed purely for entertainment and do not reflect healthy real-world relationships or recommended behaviour. Always practice safe, sane, and consensual activities in real life.

Reader discretion is strongly advised. If you are offended by themes of erotic domination, corporal punishment, or humiliation, you should not read this book.
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Chapter One

Jamie staggered up the last flight of stairs, arms weighed down with glossy shopping bags from the mall. His attic flat on the third floor was small, cramped even, but it was his own space, for now. Dropping the bags in the middle of the room, he let out a sigh of relief.

New trainers, two fitted shirts, a jacket he couldn’t really afford, and cologne that had eaten half the envelope of cash his parents sent for rent and food. But it was worth it, he told himself. Looking the part mattered, especially if he ever wanted to get one of the hot girls at work to notice him.

The flat was warm and stuffy, so he stripped quickly, leaving a trail of clothes across the little room, and stepped into the shower. The hot water washed away the sweat of the afternoon, and when he emerged, towel slung loosely at his hips, steam followed him back into the bedroom.

In front of the full-length mirror by the wardrobe, he paused, studying himself. His slim chest, narrow shoulders, and soft, flat stomach looked almost boyish. He flexed his biceps, frowning. Definitely more time in the gym. He needed to fill out, get stronger, otherwise no girl was going to give him a second glance.

With a little huff, he let the towel drop. His cock, slender and slightly below average, hung limp between his thighs. Wisps of dark pubic hair curled untidily above his small balls. Turning sideways, he caught sight of his bum. Rounder than he liked. Too round. The girls at uni used to tease him about it, said he had a bubble butt, almost girlish.

The memory of one of his few flings flickered across his mind: that night in her room, fumbling and awkward, when she had suddenly smacked his bare bottom. The sting had shocked him, but it had also sent a hot pulse through him, making him harder than her kisses ever had.

Smiling faintly at the memory, Jamie lifted his palm and gave his own bum a smack. Soft at first, then firmer. The third strike left a rosy handprint across the pale curve. He hissed through his teeth, surprised at the way the sharp sting shot straight to his groin.

When he glanced down, his cock was stiffening, rising quickly, until it stood at its full 5½ inches, jutting out proudly. His cheeks burned, even though he was alone. He smacked himself again, watching the marks bloom on his backside in the mirror, and his cock throbbed at the sight.

Jamie’s palm cracked against the soft swell of his bum again, and this time he couldn’t resist, his other hand curled around his hard length, slender fingers sliding over the flushed shaft. His breath quickened as he stared at his reflection, at the faint rosy handprint glowing across his bubble-butt.

So caught up in the sight, he didn’t hear the soft pad of footsteps climbing the last narrow flight of stairs. Didn’t hear the careful pause just outside his door.

Until…..

Knock. Knock. Knock.

He froze, hand flying from his cock. His heart slammed against his ribs.

“Jamie,” a woman’s voice called through the door, calm but firm. “I know you’re in.”

Ms. Hale. His landlady.

Panic surged. Oh God. Did she hear? He snatched up his towel and fumbled it around his waist, trying desperately to push his erection down. The cotton barely hid the outline, the bulge unmistakable.

Another knock, sharper this time.

“One moment!” His voice cracked as he tied the towel awkwardly, breathless with embarrassment.

When he finally pulled the door open, she stood there, poised as ever, dark hair pinned back, slim-fitting blouse and skirt hugging her figure, a folder tucked under one arm. She looked him over once, head tilting, eyes travelling down his bare chest to the hasty knot of the towel at his hips.

And then she saw it, the obvious bulge straining beneath. Her lips curved, the faintest smirk tugging at the corner of her mouth.

“Mm,” she murmured, her gaze lingering for a moment longer than polite. “I see I’ve caught you… busy.”

Jamie’s cheeks flamed crimson. “N-no! I was just…. Showering….” He clutched the towel tighter, as though that would hide anything.

Her smirk deepened. “Of course you were.”

She let him squirm for a beat before stepping past him into the little flat, her perfume brushing the air between them.

Victoria’s heels clicked softly on the bare floorboards as she stepped into the cramped attic studio. Jamie hovered by the door, clutching the towel tighter, face burning.

She cast a cool glance at the shopping bags strewn across the floor. “Busy day?”

His stomach dropped. “Uh… just… essentials.”

Her brow arched. “Mm. Designer shirts and trainers look very essential.” She set the folder down on the little counter, turning back to him. “Meanwhile, three months of rent remain unpaid.”

Jamie’s throat worked. “I….I’ll get it, I promise. I just need a little more time. I’ve got shifts coming up at the café…..”

She cut him off with a raised hand. “Enough. I’m not a charity, Jamie. And I’m certainly not your parents.”

He wilted under her gaze, mumbling, “I’ll sort it out.”

Victoria stepped closer, her perfume brushing over him, her voice lowering with cool finality. “You have until next Saturday afternoon to come up with at least half of what you owe. Half, Jamie. Or you’re out. Clear?”

His heart thudded. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

Her eyes flicked deliberately down to the bulge straining beneath his towel, then back up to his flushed face. The corner of her mouth curved in that faint, knowing smirk.

“Good boy,” she murmured. Then, with perfect composure, she picked up her folder and turned for the stairs, leaving him trembling, half-naked, and painfully aware of just how deep in trouble he really was.

Victoria’s eyes lingered on him a beat too long before she drifted past, her heels clicking softly against the floorboards. She circled his small studio with a slow, critical gaze, as though inspecting a hotel room.

“Do you clean Jamie?”

He swallowed, tugging the towel tighter around his hips. “I….I try. It’s just… with the internship, and my shifts at the café….”

She cut across his excuses smoothly, her voice calm but with an edge of steel. “Jamie, you must do better. Especially if you want me to let you stay, provided you manage to pay what you owe.” She let the pause hang. “Otherwise, I’ll simply have to chuck you out.”

When she turned back to face him, her eyes fell once more, deliberately, to the bulge straining against the thin cotton of his towel. For Jamie, it was agony. Instead of fading, his erection seemed to throb harder under her gaze, his cock twitching as though betraying him outright. The humiliation burned through him, this beautiful, sophisticated woman, standing in his little flat, looking straight at what he was trying to hide.

His breath caught. She looked up, their eyes locking, and he thought, no, knew, she was about to say something. Tease him. Call him out. Maybe worse.

But she only held his gaze a moment longer, then her lips curved faintly.
“Next Saturday, Jamie.”

And with that, she turned, collected her folder, and swept toward the stairs, leaving him trembling in the doorway, painfully hard, his heart hammering in his chest.

The door closed behind her with a soft click. Silence fell over the tiny attic flat, broken only by the hammer of Jamie’s pulse in his ears.

He stood frozen for a long moment; towel knotted desperately around his hips. Then, slowly, he let it fall to the floor.

His cock jutted out, hard and slender, the flushed head gleaming with need. Every nerve in his body still tingled from the way Ms. Hale’s eyes had dropped so casually to the bulge, as if she had stripped him bare with nothing but a look.

Jamie moved back to the mirror, heart racing. His reflection stared back: slim chest, narrow shoulders, his bubble-butt still faintly pink from the smacks he’d given himself. And his cock; red, swollen, throbbing, betraying exactly how much her presence had shaken him.

His fingers curled around it almost without thought. A shaky breath escaped him as he began to stroke, slow at first, then harder, imagining her standing where she had been only moments ago. Her smirk. Her voice. The way her gaze had flicked down, unhurried, knowing.

The image burned into him, and the pressure built fast. He imagined her leaning against the doorframe, arms folded, watching him squirm, watching him show himself off like this.

“Oh God…” he gasped, his strokes quickening. His thighs trembled, his balls tightening, the need unbearable.

Then it broke. He groaned, jerking helplessly as hot streaks spurted against the mirror, splattering across the glass and running down over his reflection.

Breathing hard, he sagged forward, palm pressed against the cold frame. His cock twitched weakly in his hand, still slick.

Shame flooded him in the aftermath. What am I doing? He had just gotten off thinking about his landlady, a woman nearly twice his age, beautiful, untouchable. And worse: she had almost certainly seen his erection, maybe even guessed what was going through his head.

He closed his eyes, groaning softly. If she ever knew what he had just done, he’d never be able to look her in the eye again.


Chapter Two

The office lights buzzed faintly as the meeting broke up, papers shuffled, laptops closed. Jamie gathered his notes, relieved to slip back into the background, when a voice stopped him.

“Jamie.”

He turned. His boss, Ms. Saunders, mid-forties, elegant in a fitted navy dress, pearls at her throat. Her presence filled the glass-walled conference room.

“Yes, Ms. Saunders?”

She closed the door behind the last straggler, then fixed him with a steady gaze. “You seem distracted this week. If you want any chance of staying on when this internship ends, you’ll need to focus. You’re not at university anymore, no late nights, no partying every evening. I need you bright-eyed and sharp every morning.”

He flushed, stammering, “Yes, of course. I’ll do better.”

“See that you do,” she said crisply, then dismissed him with a nod.

On the bus ride home, her words played in his head, but so did the image of her, standing tall and commanding, eyes on him alone. His imagination twisted it: Ms. Saunders keeping him back after hours, the office empty, him standing before her desk. In the fantasy, she told him to strip, to prove he could be obedient, disciplined.

His cock hardened in his trousers before his stop. He hurried off the bus, clutching his bag in front of him, heat crawling up his neck.

Back in the attic studio, he kicked the door shut and yanked his clothes off, tossing them onto the chair. He stood naked in front of the mirror, his erection jutting from his slender frame.

The fantasy replayed itself: Ms. Saunders at her desk, cool eyes sweeping over him, then Ms. Hale in the doorway, arms folded, both of them watching him squirm, watching him try to hide what he couldn’t.

A groan slipped from his throat as his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking fast, hips jerking. His reflection stared back, cheeks flushed, his bubble-butt tensing with each thrust of his palm.

The climax built quickly, sharp and urgent. With a helpless cry, he spilled again, streaking the mirror, splattering across his chest. His legs trembled as he leaned against the glass, panting.

And then the shame hit, hot and crushing. Twice in one week, he’d stood here, jerking off to thoughts of women who would be horrified if they knew. His landlady. His boss. Mature, beautiful, out of reach. He sagged against the mirror, cock softening, sticky evidence dripping down the glass.

“Pathetic,” he whispered to himself, hating the rush of weakness even as his body still shivered from release.




Chapter Three

Saturday afternoon, Jamie stood in the hallway clutching an envelope, palms damp with sweat. Inside was the money he’d scraped together, one third of the rent arrears, begged from his parents under the excuse of needing a new suit and briefcase for work. He told himself it might be enough, if he begged. Maybe Ms. Hale would give him another fortnight.

He raised his fist and knocked.

The door opened a moment later. Victoria Hale stood there, immaculate as always, in a cream silk blouse and slim trousers that seemed to lengthen her already tall frame. Her eyes flicked over him once, and that faint smirk touched her lips.

“Jamie,” she said, her voice smooth. “Come in.”

His heart hammered as he followed her through the hallway into the kitchen. Everything gleamed, polished wood, spotless counters, the faint scent of lilies in the air. She motioned him to sit opposite her at the small round table.

“Alright,” she began, folding her hands. “Do you have what you owe?”

Jamie fumbled with the envelope, sliding it across to her. “It’s… it’s something, Ms. Hale. One third. Please. I’ll get the rest if you can give me another couple of weeks….”

She opened the flap and counted with precise fingers. Then she set the notes down in a neat pile, eyes narrowing just slightly. “This,” she said quietly, “is only a third. Not good enough, Jamie.”

Panic rose in his chest. “Please….please don’t throw me out. I’ll work more shifts, I promise. Just a little more time.”

Victoria gazed at him for a long moment. Not angry, not cold, but something softer, tinged with disappointment. A look that made him squirm worse than if she had shouted.

Finally, she leaned back, crossing one elegant leg over the other. “I’ll give you more time. But…” Her eyes fixed on his, steady and unblinking. “I need you to beg properly. Naked. On your knees.”

Jamie’s breath caught. He blinked at her, sure he’d misheard. “Naked?”

Her smirk returned, this time sharper. “Yes, Jamie. Naked. On your knees before me. If you want my mercy, you’ll show me how badly you need it.”

The words sent a hot rush of shame and something else through him, and his whole body trembled as he stared back at her, trapped.

Jamie felt the first rush of blood between his legs. His cock swelled instantly, hardening against the thin cotton of his boxers. No, no, not now… The betrayal of his own body burned hotter than the shame.

But beneath the panic there was something else, the awareness that she was offering him an opportunity. If he did as she said, if he stripped and dropped to his knees, she would give him another chance.

His breath came shallow. He pushed back his chair, legs trembling, and rose to his feet.

Victoria didn’t move. She leaned back slightly in her chair, hands resting elegantly on her lap, eyes never leaving him.

Jamie’s fingers fumbled at his shirt buttons. He pulled it off, dropped it onto the floor. His shoes and socks followed, then his jeans. Each garment seemed louder in the silence of her immaculate kitchen, the scrape of denim on tile like a confession.

Now he stood before her in just his tight boxers. The bulge of his cock was obvious, straining, the head pushing the fabric forward. His cheeks burned as her eyes lingered there, her smirk widening almost imperceptibly.

He swallowed hard, the humiliation making him throb all the more. He couldn’t hide it. The more he thought of her gaze, her smirk, the more insistent his erection grew, twitching beneath the thin cotton.

Victoria tilted her head, voice smooth, unhurried.
“Go on, Jamie. All of it.”

Jamie’s breath rattled in his chest. Her words; All of it, left no room for misunderstanding.

Jamie’s fingers shook as he hooked them into the waistband of his boxers. He hesitated, cheeks flaming, every nerve screaming against the humiliation.

But then his eyes flicked up to her, and the sight hit him like a rush of heat.

Victoria sat poised, her dark hair swept neatly back, her silk blouse skimming the elegant curve of her figure. Her long legs were crossed with casual grace, one pointed heel tapping softly against the floor. Her gaze, cool, unwavering, framed by lashes so dark they seemed painted on, lips faintly glossed, curved in that knowing smirk.

She was breathtaking. Mature, experienced, sophisticated in a way the girls at university never had been. To be standing there, naked and trembling, exposed before a woman like her, it made his chest tighten, his cock throb all the harder.

The faint curve of her mouth told him she was enjoying every second of his torment.

He pushed the fabric down. He pushed the fabric down.

His slender cock sprang free, flushed and rigid, jutting from his narrow hips.

Victoria’s eyes flicked to it instantly, and for the first time, her composure slipped. She lifted one elegant hand to her mouth, stifling a soft giggle. The sound was quiet but devastating.

Jamie’s cheeks burned scarlet. His cock throbbed helplessly, as though mocking him, betraying his arousal even under her laughter.

Victoria recovered almost immediately, her hand lowering again, the faint smirk back in place as though nothing had happened. But the damage was done, he knew she had laughed at him, at his slender size, at the shame of standing hard before her.

Victoria leaned back a little further, one elegant hand lifting to rest under her chin as if she were inspecting a painting. Her smirk deepened, her eyes lingering deliberately on his erection until Jamie thought he would die of embarrassment.

“Now,” she said softly, her voice edged with command. “On your knees.”

His throat worked. For a heartbeat he stood frozen, then slowly, miserably, he lowered himself down. The hard tile pressed cold against his knees, his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides.

Naked. Kneeling. His cock still stiff, pointing up as though betraying him in the worst possible way.

Victoria regarded him in silence for a long, unbearable moment. Then she let out a faint hum of approval.

“That’s better.”

Jamie’s head swam, a dizzy mix of shame, relief, and the terrifying thrill of what he had just done.

Victoria let the silence stretch, her eyes lingering on his cock until Jamie thought he would collapse with shame. Then, slowly, she leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table, chin balanced on her elegant hand.

“Now then,” she said softly. “If you want more time, I need to hear you beg properly. Out loud. On your knees. No more half-muttered excuses.”

Jamie’s lips parted, but no sound came. His throat felt tight, his cheeks burning.

Her brows arched. “Well? You wanted another chance, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Ms. Hale,” he whispered.

“Then prove it. Beg me. Tell me why I should let you stay.”

His knees pressed hard into the cold tile. He clasped his hands together without thinking, like a child praying. “Please, Ms. Hale… please don’t throw me out. I’ll do anything. I’ll work harder, I’ll obey all the rules, I’ll… I’ll pay you every penny I owe, I promise.”

She tilted her head, expression unreadable, though the faintest curve tugged at her lips again. “Anything, Jamie?”

“Yes, anything.” His voice cracked with desperation. “Please. Just let me stay.”

Victoria let out a thoughtful hum, eyes sweeping over his naked, kneeling body, his cock twitching helplessly in the air. She drew in a slow breath, as if tasting his humiliation.

“That,” she murmured at last, “was more like it.”

Victoria let him squirm a moment longer, her smirk deepening as his cock twitched miserably in the silence. Then she sat back, eyes glinting.

“I heard you, you know.”

Jamie blinked, startled. “H-heard me?”

Her voice dropped, low and certain. “Last Saturday. Up there in your little attic flat. Smacking yourself in front of the mirror. Getting your little dick hard.”

His stomach lurched, heat rushing to his face. “I….I….”

“I heard every smack, Jamie.” Her tone sharpened, just enough to make him flinch. “Tell me, do you like being spanked?”

He opened his mouth, no words forming, only a strangled sound of shame.

Victoria’s gaze slid down his body again, lingering on his cock, flushed and rigid. “I think you do. And I also think naughty little boys who waste their parents’ money on fashionable trinkets instead of paying their rent deserve to be punished. Don’t you agree?”

Jamie’s heart thudded in his chest. He swallowed hard, voice a whisper. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

Her lips curved into a slow smile, as though that was exactly the confession she’d been waiting for.

Victoria let his whispered “yes” hang in the air, savouring the way his cheeks burned. Then she leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs with composed elegance.

“I think,” she said slowly, “that twenty very hard slaps on each round, firm cheek should do it. Enough to make them nice and red.”

Jamie’s breath caught, his cock giving an involuntary twitch at the words.

Her eyes narrowed, studying his reaction. “Is that fair, Jamie?”

His throat worked, the words lodging painfully. The thought of bending over for her, of her hand striking his bare bottom, it filled him with both dread and an ache low in his belly he couldn’t ignore.

“I… I suppose so, Ms. Hale,” he managed, voice barely above a whisper.

Her smirk returned, slow and deliberate. “No, Jamie. Not ‘suppose so.’ I want to hear you say it properly. Is. That. Fair?”

His whole body trembled, but he forced the words out. “Yes, Ms. Hale. That’s fair.”

She gave a satisfied little nod, as though they had just agreed on the terms of a business contract.

Victoria tilted her head, watching him squirm on his knees. Her voice was calm, almost gentle, but her eyes gleamed with authority.

“Jamie, no doubts. You tell me I should spank you for not paying your rent on time. If you’re not sure…” She paused, letting the silence weigh on him, “…we can forget about this, and you can go back to begging.”

Jamie’s heart thudded so hard he thought she must hear it. His cheeks burned hotter than ever, humiliation choking him. But the thought of losing this chance, of being tossed out, of her smirk turning cold and dismissive, was unbearable.

“I… I should be spanked,” he whispered.

Her brow lifted. “Louder.”

His voice cracked as he forced the words out. “I should be spanked for not paying my rent on time, Ms. Hale.”

For the first time, Victoria’s smile widened into something unmistakably pleased. She uncrossed her legs slowly, rising to her feet with elegant composure.

“Very good, Jamie,” she said softly. “Then that’s exactly what you’ll get.”

Victoria pulled out one of the straight-backed kitchen chairs and sat down, smoothing her skirt as though she were about to conduct a perfectly ordinary meeting. Then she looked at him, her smirk softening into a patient command.

“Over my lap, Jamie. Now. Ass up, hands to the floor.”

His breath hitched. He shuffled forward on shaky knees, rising just enough to drape himself across her thighs. His narrow chest pressed awkwardly against the cool tile, his hands splayed flat on the floor to steady himself. With his knees bent and his toes barely brushing the tiles, he felt off-balance, wobbly, utterly vulnerable.

Victoria adjusted him calmly, one hand firm on his lower back, pressing him into place. “That’s better. Stay still.”

Jamie trembled, his round, pale bum raised high, cock dangling between his thighs, already stiff again in spite of his shame.

Then the first sharp smack landed across his right cheek.

He gasped, jerking, the sting blooming hot across his skin.

Victoria’s palm lingered, rubbing slowly over the spot she’d just struck. “Mm. Yes. These cheeks will redden nicely.”

Another smack. Then another, on the opposite side. Jamie whimpered, toes scrabbling for balance.

And then, crack! her hand fell smartly across the tops of his thighs. The pain shot through him differently, sharper, making him yelp. Instinctively, his legs shifted apart, opening him wider.

Victoria’s voice was low, approving. “That’s better. I want you fully exposed, Jamie. Every inch. Do you understand?”

His face burned against the tile. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

The smacks fell in a steady rhythm, Victoria’s hand firm, unhurried, deliberate.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Each one echoed sharply in the polished kitchen, Jamie’s soft gasps and whimpers filling the spaces between. His round bum quickly flushed pink, then deeper red, the sting blooming hotter with every strike.

By the time she reached seven on each side, he was squirming, toes scraping the tiles for balance, cock bouncing helplessly beneath him.

“Stay still, Jamie,” Victoria warned, her palm pressing lightly into the small of his back. “I want every single one to count.”

“Yes, Ms. Hale,” he panted, though his voice cracked, his body trembling with both pain and shame.

She gave him no reprieve.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The last six she delivered differently, alternating, left then right, but each one angled lower, striking the crease where his rounded bum met the tops of his slender thighs.

The sting there was sharper, more intimate, and Jamie couldn’t help it, a muffled sob caught in his throat. His whole body shuddered; face pressed into the cold tile.

Victoria paused, her hand resting lightly on his burning cheek. Her voice was cool, almost amused.

“Don’t be a baby, Jamie. You brought this on yourself. Grown men pay their rent, or they take their punishment like one.”

Jamie swallowed hard, fighting to steady his breath, though tears prickled the corners of his eyes. His cock still twitched stiffly between his thighs, humiliating proof that no matter how much it stung, some part of him wanted it.

Victoria let her palm linger, gliding over the hot, tender swell of his bum. Jamie flinched at the touch, the sting still sharp, but what made him tremble more was the awareness of how completely exposed he was.

Naked. Erect. Bent over her lap with his round cheeks glowing crimson beneath her hand.

She gave a satisfied little hum. “There now. That’s more like it.”

Jamie’s breath came in shaky gasps, the tile cool against his palms, humiliation burning hotter than the sting.

“Up,” Victoria said smoothly, tapping his hip. “Stand. Let me see.”

His legs wobbled as he clambered to his feet. He winced as the air touched his raw skin, his cock still standing stiff in front of him, impossible to hide.

“Turn around,” she instructed.

He obeyed, cheeks burning, and she regarded him like a piece of art she’d just finished painting. His bum was a deep, even red, the handprints clear, the tender crease at the tops of his thighs marked especially bright.

“Beautiful,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Much better. Round, firm, properly disciplined.”

Jamie swallowed hard, fighting the urge to cover himself with his hands. Her eyes moved from his blazing cheeks to his stiff cock, twitching helplessly against his flat stomach, and back again.

“Now you look exactly as you should,” she said, her smirk curling at the corner of her lips. “Marked. Humbled. And very much in debt to me.”

Victoria let her eyes linger on his reddened bum one last time, then lifted her gaze back to his face. The smirk deepened.


Chapter Four

“Now,” she said, her voice smooth as silk, “on your knees again. We need to deal with that little dick of yours.”

Jamie’s eyes widened. Deal with his dick? What does she mean?

His heart slammed in his chest, but her hand made a firm gesture downward. “Kneel.”

He obeyed automatically, dropping to the cold tile once more. She crossed her legs and sat tall in the chair, looking every inch the elegant lady of the house, while he knelt naked before her, thighs trembling.

“Wider,” she ordered.

Shaking, Jamie spread his thighs apart, his erection jutting helplessly from his narrow hips, twitching in the cool air. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but her gaze pinned him in place.

“Good boy,” she murmured, then leaned forward slightly. Her eyes locked on his cock, her words deliberate.

“Now tell me, Little Jamie… last week, when you spanked yourself in front of the mirror, afterwards…” Her voice dipped lower. “Did you masturbate to orgasm?”

Jamie’s whole body flushed crimson. His mouth opened, but no sound came. The humiliation of her knowing, of her asking, made his cock throb even harder, twitching in full view of her eyes.

Victoria’s eyes never left his stiff cock as she spoke, her voice unhurried, almost conversational.

“Well, Jamie,” she said softly, “did you wank your little dick and squirt all over the mirror?”

His stomach dropped. Oh God… it’s like she was there… how does she know?

He couldn’t meet her eyes. His head bowed, shame flooding through him as he stared at the tiles. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale,” he whispered, voice trembling. “I did.”

“Louder.”

“Yes, Ms. Hale. I… I wanked and came on the mirror.”

A slow, satisfied hum slipped from her lips. She leaned back in her chair, her smirk widening.

“Good boy. Honesty becomes you.” Her eyes glittered with amusement. “Now… show me.”

Jamie’s head snapped up, eyes wide with horror. “Sh-show you?”

“Yes,” she said calmly, as though asking him to pass the salt. “I want to see. Right here, on your knees, the way you did it then. Spread your thighs wider and show me exactly how you make yourself spill.”

Jamie’s breath came quick and shallow, his cock throbbing violently at the command, humiliation burning hotter than ever.

Jamie’s lips parted, a horrified whimper catching in his throat. “M-Ms. Hale… I….I can’t….”

Victoria didn’t argue. Instead, she extended one elegant leg, the pointed toe of her stiletto sliding forward until it pressed lightly against his balls.

He gasped, his whole body jerking.

Her voice was low, calm, and firm. “You can. And you will. Or you’re going to be left with some very nasty blue balls.” She gave the slightest nudge, just enough to make him squirm, his cock twitching in her line of sight.

Her eyes glinted. “Now, Little Jamie… wank your little dick.”

Humiliation surged hot through him. His hands trembled, torn between shame and aching arousal, but his cock stood stiff and red, betraying him completely under her gaze.

He swallowed hard, trembling, every nerve screaming at the shame of it. But his cock pulsed stiffly between his thighs, betraying him, aching for the release he dreaded.

With a broken sound, he wrapped his fingers around himself and began to stroke. His breath came ragged, his whole body trembling as her eyes followed every movement.

“Wider,” she reminded him softly, and he spread his knees until he was fully open, exposed.

The pressure built quickly under her gaze, hotter than he could bear. With a desperate groan he climaxed, spurting helplessly across the polished kitchen tiles, the hot streaks splattering on the floor between them.

Victoria’s eyes widened slightly, then she lifted her hand to her lips, stifling a laugh. The sound slipped out anyway, soft, derisive, amused.

“Oh, Jamie…” she purred, her voice dripping with mockery. “You really are pathetic. Can’t even control yourself for a moment, can you? Look at you, hard one second, and spilling all over my clean floor the next.”

Jamie’s face burned scarlet, his chest heaving as his cock twitched weakly, already softening. He dropped his gaze to the mess spreading between them, humiliation crushing down on him.

Victoria leaned back in her chair, smirk firmly in place, and let her laugh linger just a moment longer.

Utter humiliation washed over him, his cock twitching weakly in his hand. He dropped his head, unable to look at her.

Victoria’s voice was steady, composed. “Fetch the cloth.”

Jamie blinked. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me. The cloth. You’ll clean every drop. Now.”

Naked, still flushed from his shame, he rose on wobbly legs and padded across the kitchen, aware of her eyes following his every step. He found the cloth beneath the sink, then crouched down to wipe the floor, mopping furiously until not a trace of his spill remained.

When he was done, he knelt again, clutching the damp cloth in his hands, eyes fixed on the floor.

Victoria regarded him for a long moment before speaking. “Good. Now dress yourself.”

He scrambled into his clothes, fumbling with his trousers, desperate to cover himself, his little dick now quickly softening, looking more pathetic as it swung limply between his thighs.

As he tugged his shirt closed, her voice stopped him cold.

“Next Saturday we’ll do this again,” she said smoothly. “The severity of your spanking will depend entirely on how much rent you bring me. If it’s pitiful…” She tapped her manicured nail against the table. “I will use my wooden spoon.”

Jamie’s throat worked. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

“Good boy.” She lifted her folder, dismissed him with a nod, and turned away.

Jamie stumbled back toward the stairs, cheeks burning, his arse still throbbing, his whole body tingling with shame. He had never felt so humiliated, or so helplessly drawn to her, in his life.


Chapter Five

Later that evening, Jamie slumped onto the narrow sofa in his little attic flat, the television flickering with some forgettable Saturday night talent show. He wasn’t watching. He couldn’t.

All he could think about was her.

Ms. Hale.

The way she had smirked at him as he stripped. The sound of her giggle when his cock sprang free. The sting of her hand striking his bare bum, over and over, until he sobbed against the tiles.

He swallowed hard, his cheeks hot even in the empty room. It was the most humiliating moment of his life, and the most arousing. His biggest fantasy, brought to life by the beautiful woman who owned the very building he lived in.

His cock stiffened almost instantly, pushing at his trousers. With a frustrated groan, he stripped them off, tossing them aside until he stood naked in the glow of the TV.

He turned toward the full-length mirror, unable to resist. His arse was still marked, glowing red with the clear outlines of her handprints. He twisted his body, leaning close to trace a fingertip around the edges of the marks.

“Her hands…” he whispered to himself, shivering.

His cock jutted out hard, the sight of his punished bum in the mirror fuelling a shameful heat low in his belly. He could almost feel her palm again, striking, rubbing, making him obey.

A whimper escaped his lips as his fingers closed around his shaft, stroking slowly, eyes locked on the reflection of those crimson prints.

Jamie’s grip tightened as he stroked, his breath coming faster. Every movement made the marks on his bum sting faintly, each twinge only driving him harder.

In his mind, he was back in the kitchen, bent over her lap, her perfume filling his nose, her voice low and mocking as her hand smacked across his cheeks. He could almost hear it again, sharp and echoing, feel the heat spreading across his skin.

“Twenty very hard slaps,” he whispered to himself, his hand moving faster now, his cock throbbing in his palm.

The thought of her smirk, the way she’d made him kneel, spread, confess his secret… it was too much. His thighs trembled as he stared into the mirror at his own punished body, the glowing handprints a brand of shame and desire.

With a strangled moan, he came, spurting helplessly across the glass. Hot streaks splattered over his reflection, running down over his chest and the faint red bloom of his bum in the background.

He sagged forward, one hand braced against the mirror, cock twitching weakly in his other. His chest heaved, the air hot with the smell of his own release.

Shame swept over him in the aftermath, just as it had before. He stared at the mess dripping down the glass, at his flushed face and marked bottom reflected back.

Humiliation. Arousal. Helplessness. It was all tangled together, and all of it belonged to her now, to Ms. Hale.


Chapter Six

Later that week, Jamie was summoned to Ms. Saunders’ office. She sat behind her immaculate desk, files neatly stacked, glasses perched low on her nose as she scanned a document. Even the way she lifted her pen seemed controlled, polished, perfect.

“Sit down, Jamie,” she said without looking up.

He obeyed, heart thudding.

At last she set the paper aside and fixed him with a steady look. “I’ve noticed you being distracted again. In meetings. And your last report contained three mistakes I shouldn’t have to point out.”

Jamie swallowed hard, his mouth dry.

“If this doesn’t improve,” she went on crisply, “I could terminate your internship early. Send you packing. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Saunders,” he murmured, but his mind was only half on her words. The rest of him was spiralling back to Saturday afternoon, bent naked over Ms. Hale’s lap, his bum blazing red under her hand, his cock aching and stiff.

Now, in this office, with Ms. Saunders’ voice firm and her eyes sharp on him, he imagined the same fate here: her telling him to strip, to bare himself in front of her polished desk. To go over her lap, his trousers around his ankles, her perfect hand smacking him until he cried out.

His cock stirred in his trousers, swelling fast. Panic tightened in his chest, and he dropped his hands into his lap, pressing them down to keep the bulge covered.

“I’m sorry,” he stammered. “I’ll do better, I promise.”

Ms. Saunders studied him a moment longer, then gave a short nod. “See that you do. You may go.”

Relief rushed through him. He stood quickly, eager to escape, but as he reached the door her voice stopped him.

“Jamie.”

He turned.

Her expression had softened, her tone quieter. “Is everything alright at home? Any problems with your accommodation?”

His throat tightened. If she only knew. He shook his head quickly. “No, nothing. Everything’s fine.”

She watched him a beat longer, as if she suspected more, but finally she let it go. “Very well. Off you go.”

He hurried out, heart pounding.

On the bus ride home, the fantasy took hold again. The stern look in Ms. Saunders’ eyes, the authority in her voice, the thought of her chair sliding back and her hand patting her knee. Strip, Jamie. Over my lap. Show me what happens to boys who don’t do their work properly.

By the time the bus pulled up at his stop, his cock was stiff again, straining in his trousers, his whole body flushed with shame. He couldn’t think of Ms. Saunders now without picturing the punishment he’d already received from Ms. Hale, spanking, humiliation, and finally the order to wank himself in front of her.

And on that ride home, all he could think was how badly he wanted it to happen again.

That evening his spreadsheets sat untouched, the TV droned in the corner, but none of it mattered. His head was full of them, Ms. Hale and Ms. Saunders.

Ms. Hale, elegant and smirking as she made him strip naked, her palm reddening his bum. Ms. Saunders, polished and poised, telling him he was distracted and sloppy, threatening to send him packing. Both women so far out of his league, both older, commanding, impossibly beautiful.

And him, weak, trembling, exposed before them.

He stripped quickly, his cock already swelling as he stepped in front of the mirror. The glass still held faint streaks from last time, a reminder he hadn’t cleaned it properly. The sight made his stomach flip with shame and excitement.

He turned sideways, twisting to look at his bum. The redness from Saturday had faded, but his hand rose instinctively. Smack. Smack. Smack. Each sharp crack sent a sting through the round cheeks, his bubble-butt bouncing with every slap. His cock twitched, precum glistening at the tip.

In the mirror, it wasn’t just his reflection staring back. In his head, Ms. Hale stood behind him, smirking as she counted each smack. Then Ms. Saunders appeared at her side, arms folded, telling him sternly he hadn’t worked hard enough, that he deserved another twenty.

The fantasy sent him reeling. He spread his thighs wider, gripping his cock tightly, stroking fast as he whispered to himself: “Yes, Ms. Hale… I’m sorry, Ms. Saunders… punish me, I’ll be good…”

His reflection flushed scarlet, eyes glazed, his arse wobbling with every thrust of his hips.

The climax built too quickly to stop. With a broken cry, he came, hot streaks splattering across the mirror, dripping down over his reflection’s chest and thighs.

He sagged against the glass, panting, his cock softening, sticky cum sliding down the glass at eye level.

The shame hit instantly. What had started as a secret thrill was now an obsession. Ms. Hale. Ms. Saunders. The spanking, the humiliation, the wanking. He couldn’t stop himself — and he knew by Saturday he’d be desperate for more.




Chapter Seven

Saturday afternoon came, and Jamie’s heart hammered as he made his way down to the ground floor. In his pocket was all he’d managed to scrape together, two hundred pounds, half of what he’d promised himself he’d have by now. It felt pitiful, and he knew it.

Victoria Hale was waiting in her kitchen, as elegant as ever in a silk blouse and tailored trousers. She gestured for him to sit opposite her at the round table.

“Well, Jamie,” she said smoothly, extending her hand. “Let’s see what you’ve brought me.”

With shaking fingers he set the folded notes on the table. They looked small and lonely against the polished wood.

Victoria counted quickly, lips curving into a faint, amused smile. “Really, Little Jamie? Is that all you’ve managed this week from all your café shifts?”

He flushed scarlet. “It’s half, Ms. Hale. I swear, I’ll get the other half….”

Her eyebrow arched. “Oh, you’ll get it. But not before you’ve had your punishment. Because either way, Jamie, this is pitiful.”

His breath caught, shame and arousal colliding.

“Strip,” she said simply.

His hands shook as he obeyed, peeling off his clothes one by one until he stood naked before her. His cock stiffened instantly, bobbing helplessly as he tried to cover himself with his hands.

“Hands at your sides,” she ordered, her tone sharp.

He obeyed, his erection twitching in the cool air, his bubble-butt tightening with tension.

Victoria’s smirk deepened. She pointed toward the counter. “Now. Go to the kitchen drawer. Bring me the wooden spoon.”

Jamie’s stomach lurched. “Th-the spoon?”

“Yes, Jamie.” Her tone was calm, patient, as if she were explaining something obvious to a child. “The spoon. Go on.”

His legs felt wooden as he crossed the kitchen, every step humiliating under her gaze. He opened the drawer, found the heavy wooden spoon lying on top of neatly stacked tea towels, and picked it up with trembling fingers.

When he turned back, naked, cock throbbing, spoon in hand, Victoria’s smirk turned positively wicked.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Now come back here, and hand it to me.”

Victoria set the spoon down on her lap and patted her knee. “Over you go, Jamie. You know your place by now.”

His legs felt weak as he shuffled forward, bending awkwardly before lowering himself over her lap. His chest pressed against her thighs, toes barely brushing the tiles, his cock dangling uselessly beneath him.

She rested one elegant hand on the small of his back, the other smoothing tenderly over the swell of his round, firm bum. Her palm glided across his skin, still faintly pink from his own midweek smacking, cupping each cheek in turn as though weighing them.

“Such a pretty bottom,” she murmured, almost to herself. “And such a waste, letting it go undisciplined.”

Then he heard it, the faint swish through the air, and a heartbeat later the first crack landed square across his right cheek.

The pain shot through him, sharp and biting, and he squealed, high and shocked, like a girl might.

Victoria’s lips curled into a smirk. “Oh, Jamie. Do you always make such a girlish noise? Pathetic.”

Before he could answer, the spoon came down again.

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

He yelped and squirmed with each blow, but her firm hand on his back held him in place. The kitchen rang with the rhythm of the spoon, each strike landing squarely on his tender cheeks, turning them a deep, angry red.

By the time she reached fourteen, he was whimpering openly, toes scrabbling on the tiles, cock twitching pathetically beneath him.

And then came the last six.

Victoria shifted her aim, bringing the spoon down right at the crease where his round bum met the tops of his slender thighs.

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

The sting there was unbearable, white-hot, searing deeper than before. Jamie sobbed into the air, his voice breaking with every blow.

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK.

The final three landed in perfect alternation, left then right, each on that tender fold, until he let out a choked, stifled sob.

Victoria smoothed her hand over his burning cheeks once more, admiring the vivid marks. “There now,” she said lightly. “Much better. Red and sore, just as you deserve.”

Victoria’s hand lingered on his hot, punished cheeks, then she spoke smoothly.

“Now, before we finish…, you must go and get me the rest of the money you have.”

Jamie winced, reaching instinctively for his jeans on the floor.

Her voice cut him off at once. “No. Not dressed. You go like that.”

His head snapped up, eyes wide with horror. “N-naked?”

She smiled, almost sweetly. “Yes. Naked. Hard little dick bobbing in front of you as you climb the stairs. Off you go.”

Jamie’s stomach flipped. He pictured it, running up three flights with his cock stiff and bouncing, his red arse glowing, and neighbours possibly catching sight of him on the stairs. Humiliation flooded him, and desperation showed plainly on his face.

Victoria chuckled, catching the look. “Stay exactly where you are.” She rose smoothly, left the room, and returned moments later holding something small and folded.

“You’re right, Jamie. You can’t run about naked, not with that silly little hard dick on show. So embarrassing.” She shook out the garment, a little pink satin thong, delicate, girlish.

Jamie’s mouth fell open. “Wh…what….?”

Her smirk widened. “Your choice, Little Jamie. You either go naked, or you cover yourself with this. Either way, I want that freshly spanked bottom on show.”

His face burned, mortification flooding him. Naked, he couldn’t risk being seen by the neighbours, not like this, not with his cock stiff and twitching. He couldn’t.

With shaking hands, he took the thong from her and stepped into it. The satin stretched tight as he tucked his cock pressing against the tiny pouch, barely able to contain himself. His bum cheeks completely bared, crimson and marked from her spoon.

Victoria’s laugh was soft, delighted. She lifted her hand to her lips to stifle it, but the giggle slipped out anyway. “Oh, I love it. Maybe we’ll make this a permanent feature for you, Little Jamie.”

Jamie’s cheeks burned hotter than his punished arse. He could only bow his head, mortified, as his cock twitched inside the satin, betraying him all over again.

The satin thong dug uncomfortably into his hips as Jamie climbed the first flight, the cool stairwell air brushing against his bare cheeks. His cock throbbed inside the tiny pouch, trapped and twitching, every step making the fabric cling tighter.

He reached the attic flat without incident, fumbling inside to snatch up the little envelope of notes. His hands shook as he shoved the cash inside, then steeled himself for the trip back down. Just make it to her door. Quick, quiet, no one will see…

Halfway down to the ground floor, his luck ran out.

The door on the first floor opened, and out stepped the young couple who rented there, early thirties, dressed smart for a Saturday night at the pub. The woman laughed at something her partner said, then stopped dead.

Jamie froze. His heart lurched into his throat.

“Sorry….excuse me…..sorry,” he stammered, ducking his head as he tried to dart past, one hand clutching the envelope, the other instinctively reaching behind to cover himself.

But it was hopeless. The thong left his round, crimson bum fully on display, the angry red marks stark against pale skin. His cheeks clenched as he hurried past them, muttering apologies, trying to vanish down the next flight.

He risked a glance back. They were staring after him, mouths half open in shock, eyes fixed on his exposed, spanked bottom. The man looked bewildered; the woman’s eyebrows had shot up, her lips parting in surprise.

Mortification flooded Jamie so hot he thought he might faint.

By the time he reached the ground floor, he was trembling, the envelope of cash crumpled in his fist. He knocked quickly at Ms. Hale’s door, praying she’d answer before the couple came down.

The latch clicked.

As the door opened, Jamie heard their footsteps on the stairs behind him. He stood there, naked but for the ridiculous pink thong, red arse on show, cock still rock hard and twitching in its satin pouch, and felt their gaze burning into him as they passed by.

His whole body ached with humiliation. And then Victoria Hale’s cool, elegant voice cut the silence:

“Well, Little Jamie… looks like half the building knows your business now.”

Victoria opened the door just as the couple reached the bottom of the stairs. They stopped dead again, gawping openly at the sight of Jamie, standing outside her flat in nothing but a shiny little pink thong, his crimson bum on show, the clear handprints glowing across both cheeks.

Jamie’s head dropped, the envelope trembling in his hands. He wanted the floor to swallow him whole.

Victoria, however, seemed thoroughly entertained. She stepped forward, resting one manicured hand lightly on Jamie’s bare shoulder, her smirk firmly in place.

“Oh, don’t look so shocked,” she said sweetly to the couple. “Young men and their… needs, these days.”

The woman’s mouth twitched as if she were fighting a smile; the man blinked, still baffled.

Victoria gave a soft, knowing laugh. “He’s in arrears, you see. A firm hand is sometimes the only language they understand. Isn’t that right, Jamie?”

Jamie whimpered, cheeks flaming hotter than his bum, but managed a stammered, “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

She patted his shoulder fondly, letting her hand drift briefly down his back toward the waistband of the thong. “Don’t worry. I’ll help him get used to being seen like this. A little shame can do wonders for a boy’s discipline.”

The couple exchanged a glance, still staring, before the man cleared his throat and ushered his partner out the door, both of them still sneaking looks at Jamie as they went past.

Victoria waited until the latch clicked shut behind them. Then she leaned closer, her voice low and amused in Jamie’s ear.

“You hear that silence, Little Jamie? That was the sound of your neighbours gaping at your bare, spanked bottom. Perhaps we should make this a regular thing… help you get used to being seen just like this.”

Jamie’s whole body trembled, cock twitching pathetically in its satin pouch, humiliation and arousal twisting together until he could hardly breathe.

Victoria plucked the crumpled envelope from Jamie’s hands and tucked it neatly under her arm. Then, without giving him a chance to recover, she nudged him firmly through the doorway.

“Inside, Little Jamie.”

The kitchen was warm, the polished tiles gleaming, the very place he’d knelt, been spanked, and spilled before. She closed the door with a soft click, then turned to face him, her eyes glinting with wicked amusement.

“Now,” she said smoothly, gesturing toward the centre of the room, “stand there. Hands by your sides.”

Jamie obeyed, trembling, the little pink thong digging into his hips, his cock straining against the tight satin pouch.

Victoria circled him slowly, heels clicking on the floor, eyes drinking in the sight of his crimson cheeks framed so prettily by the thong. She chuckled under her breath.

“Well then, Little Jamie,” she murmured, coming to a stop before him. “Do you want to rub yourself till you spill wearing your cute new underwear… or do you want to strip them off and stroke yourself properly?”

Her words hit him like a slap. His face burned, his cock twitched, his mouth opened soundlessly. Either way, the humiliation would be total, forced to wank in her kitchen, in his girlish thong or naked again, while she watched.

Victoria tilted her head, smirk curling her lips. “Choose. And choose quickly. I haven’t all day.”

Jamie’s throat worked, his eyes flicking to the floor. The thong felt unbearable, the satin pouch clinging to his cock, the straps cutting into his hips. With shaking hands, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and slowly peeled it down.

His slender cock sprang free, flushed and rigid, bobbing in the cool air.

Victoria’s smirk widened into a delighted smile. “Oh, Jamie… so eager to show yourself off again. And look at that little thing, already leaking, and no one has touched you.”

Jamie whimpered, his cheeks burning hotter than his bum.

“On your knees,” she said firmly, taking her chair once more. “Back where you belong. On the floor, like you’re begging me for release.”

His legs shook as he sank down, knees pressing into the hard tiles, cock jutting up obscenely.

“Spread,” Victoria ordered, flicking her fingers.

Jamie shuffled his knees wider apart, cock twitching stiffly in the cool air, his crimson bum on full display.

Victoria bent, plucked up the discarded thong between two elegant fingers, and lifted it in front of him. The satin pouch bore a darkened wet patch where his cock had strained, a little glisten betraying how much he’d leaked.

She clicked her tongue softly. “Look at this, Jamie. Dirty boy. No control at all.” Her smirk deepened as she dangled it before his eyes. “You’ll take this with you… and ensure it’s clean by next week.”

Then she let it drop onto the tiles in front of him.

Jamie’s face burned hotter than ever. The sight of the stained satin between his knees only made his cock throb harder, humiliation and arousal twisting together in his chest until he could barely breathe.

Victoria settled back in her chair, folding her hands neatly in her lap. “Now then. Back on your knees. Stroke until you spurt, Little Jamie. Let me see exactly how pathetic you are.”

He parted his thighs, fully exposed, his punished cheeks glowing red behind him, his cock twitching helplessly in front.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Now stroke. Until you spurt, Little Jamie.”

A strangled sound tore from his throat as his hand wrapped around his shaft. He stroked slowly at first, then faster, humiliation burning in every nerve as she leaned back, one elbow resting on the table, her eyes never leaving him.

“Beg for it,” she murmured. “I want to hear how much you need it.”

Jamie’s breath came ragged, his voice cracking. “P-please, Ms. Hale… please let me finish… please let me spill for you…”

Victoria chuckled softly, her smirk cool and amused. “Yes, that’s better. Beg while you stroke. Beg like the little boy you are.”

His thighs trembled, his cock jerking in his fist as he neared the edge, humiliation and arousal colliding into one desperate need.

Jamie’s hand wrapped tight around his cock, pumping in quick, desperate strokes. The humiliation of kneeling there, naked, thighs spread, Ms. Hale’s eyes fixed on him, it was unbearable. And the little thong lying on the tiles in front of him, marked with his own leaking, only drove him faster.

“Go on, Little Jamie,” Victoria murmured, her voice smooth, coaxing. “Spurt for me. Show me what a dirty boy you are.”

A whimper tore from his throat. His hips jerked, thighs trembling, and with a choked cry he climaxed, spurting helplessly across her gleaming kitchen floor. Thick streaks splattered the tiles, spreading in messy arcs between his knees.

Victoria gave a soft laugh. “Hopeless. Absolutely no control.”

Shame crushed him. He sagged forward, cock twitching weakly, his own mess glistening beneath him.

“Cloth,” she said briskly.

Jamie scrambled up, still naked, fetching the cloth from beneath the sink. On his knees again, he wiped furiously at the mess, every drag of the rag another sting of humiliation. Victoria sat back, watching calmly, her smirk never fading, until the last streak had vanished.

“Better,” she said at last. “Now dress.”

Relief washed through him. He grabbed his trousers, then reached for his boxers on the chair…..

“Wait.” Her voice cut sharp.

He froze, turning to her.

Victoria’s finger pointed at the little pink thong still lying on the floor. “That suits you much better. Put the boxers in the trash. Men’s underwear isn’t for boys.”

His breath caught. “Ms. Hale…..”

“Now, Jamie.”

With shaking hands, he picked up his boxers, dropped them into the kitchen bin, then bent to retrieve the thong. The satin felt small, ridiculous in his fingers. Slowly, miserably, he stepped into it and pulled it up, tucking himself into the snug pouch, his raw red cheeks left bare behind.

Victoria’s smirk widened. “Perfect. That’s your uniform from now on.”

Jamie’s face burned, but he could only nod, thighs trembling as the satin clung to him.


Chapter Eight

Saturday morning, Jamie lay sprawled in bed, enjoying the rare luxury of a lie-in. The flat was quiet, the faint hum of the city drifting in from the street below. As ever, when he let himself rest, his cock stood stiff and needy, tenting his thin boxers.

With a sigh he slid his hand inside, wrapping his fingers around the slender shaft, stroking lazily as his eyes drifted half-shut.

A sudden sharp knock jolted him upright.

“Jamie!” Ms. Hale’s voice rang out from the other side of the door, firm and impatient. “Answer quickly.”

Panic surged. He scrambled out of bed, still in his boxers, his erection pressing obviously against the thin cotton. He fumbled with the lock and pulled the door open.

Victoria stood in the corridor, elegant as ever in a fitted blouse and trousers, her dark eyes sweeping over him. At once her gaze dropped to the bulge in his shorts.

She tut-tutted, lips pursing in mock disappointment. “Really, Jamie.”

His face burned crimson. He tried to tug the fabric down, but it only made the stiff outline more obvious.

“Our meeting this afternoon will be earlier,” she said smoothly. “Four o’clock sharp. Don’t be late.”

Then her eyes flicked downward again, catching the twitch in his boxers. Another tut, sharper this time.

“Honestly! No control at all.”

Her smirk lingered as she turned gracefully away, leaving Jamie frozen in the doorway, his cock still straining pathetically in his shorts, humiliation pulsing hotter than the arousal itself.



By four o’clock, Jamie had done his best to make himself presentable. He’d showered, combed his hair, and chosen his smartest shirt and trousers. It didn’t help. The envelope in his pocket felt pitifully light, and he knew it wasn’t enough.

Two café shifts missed this week, one because he’d gone for a drink with mates after work, telling himself he deserved it, even as a little voice reminded him he didn’t. Now, here he was, about to face Ms. Hale again with nothing but two hundred pounds.

He stood at her door, heart hammering, and knocked.

Victoria opened the door almost at once, elegant in a deep green blouse, her dark hair swept back neatly. Her eyes flicked over him, from his polished shoes to the nervous tension in his shoulders, and that faint, knowing smirk curved her lips.

“Come along, Jamie,” she said smoothly.

This time she didn’t guide him to the kitchen. Instead, she led him down the hall and into her living room.

Jamie froze on the threshold.

The space was immaculate, all sleek lines, contemporary furniture, polished glass, and expensive art on the walls. And there, sitting gracefully on one of the sofas, was Ms. Saunders. His boss.

Jamie’s heart stopped.

“Turns out,” Victoria said lightly, as if discussing nothing more serious than the weather, “that I know your boss through the Rotary Club.” She gave a little laugh. “And, would you believe it, we’re both having the same problems with you.”

Jamie’s face flamed crimson. He stood rooted to the spot, mortified, horrified, his stomach dropping through the floor.

Ms. Saunders crossed her legs slowly, her gaze sharp behind her glasses. “Distracted. Sloppy work. Daydreaming when you should be focused.” Her voice was cool, professional, but tinged with unmistakable interest as her eyes flicked over him.

Victoria carried on smoothly. “When I explained how I’d been dealing with you…” She let her smirk widen, eyes glittering. “…Ms. Saunders was intrigued to come and watch.”

Jamie’s breath hitched, his knees wobbling. Both women. Here. Together. And they both knew.

Jamie shuffled forward into the gleaming living room, clutching the slim envelope in his sweating hand. He offered it up to Ms. Hale with a trembling arm.

She opened it, counted briskly, and gave a short laugh. “Two hundred. Again.” Her eyes narrowed. “Pitiful. That means, of course, your punishment must be increased.”

Jamie’s heart lurched.

“Strip.”

He froze, his gaze darting helplessly toward Ms. Saunders. She sat with perfect composure, one leg crossed elegantly over the other, her eyes meeting his with a cool, knowing smile.

Victoria’s voice sharpened. “I won’t ask again.”

Jamie’s hands shook as he set his jacket aside, then unbuttoned his shirt. Piece by piece, he peeled away his clothing, cheeks burning under the twin gazes fixed on him. His shoes, his socks, his trousers, until at last, he stood in nothing but his boxers.

The thin cotton tented unmistakably at the front, his cock stiff and straining.

Ms. Saunders tilted her head slightly, her voice low and clinical. “It seems obvious that this… arouses him.”

Victoria’s smirk widened. “Yes, quite amusing, isn’t it? He loves to be humiliated.” She looked back to Jamie, her tone silk and steel. “Don’t you, Little Jamie?”

Jamie’s lips parted soundlessly, his whole body trembling, caught between shame and desire as both women stared at the evidence straining his shorts.

Jamie swallowed, throat tight, and forced the words out, barely audible.
“Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

Both women chuckled softly, the sound slicing through him.

Victoria’s smirk sharpened. “Off.”

Jamie froze a moment, then hooked trembling fingers into the waistband of his boxers. He peeled them down slowly, exposing himself completely. His slender cock sprang free, stiff and twitching, betraying him utterly as he stood naked in front of them both.

Ms. Saunders’ smile deepened, her eyes flicking from his flushed face to his dick and down to his round, marked bum. She said nothing, but the faint amusement in her gaze made his humiliation unbearable.

Victoria rose smoothly. “Wait here.”

Jamie’s heart thudded in his chest as she disappeared down the hall. He stood trembling, hands useless at his sides, naked under his boss’s gaze.

When Victoria returned, she carried something long and pale in one elegant hand. A metre of polished rattan, whippy and thin.

Jamie gasped.

Victoria gave the cane a soft flex, the air singing faintly. “No over-the-lap today. Not with Ms. Saunders here.” She tapped the cane lightly against her palm. “You’ll be bent over in front of both of us. And I will give you twelve very firm strikes.”

Her smirk widened, eyes glittering. “Believe me, Little Jamie… your cute round bubble butt will burn.”

Victoria swished the cane through the air once more, the sound making Jamie flinch. His cock twitched helplessly, standing stiff despite the terror flooding his chest.

Ms. Saunders shifted slightly on the sofa, her gaze fixed on him with calm detachment. Then she spoke, her tone precise, almost clinical.

“Victoria, you were so right,” she said smoothly. “He has such a sweet little dick. Not like a man’s appendage at all…” Her lips curved into the faintest smirk. “…much closer to a clitty.”

Jamie’s whole body burned scarlet. His cock jerked at her words, humiliating him further, twitching in the silence that followed.

Victoria’s laugh was soft and delighted. “Exactly my thought. Isn’t it amusing, how much he loves showing it off? Well then, let’s see how much he twitches when the cane finds his bottom.”

Victoria’s eyes glittered as she glanced from Jamie to her guest. “Well then, Little Jamie,” she purred. “Did you hear what Ms. Saunders said about you?”

Jamie’s throat worked. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale.”

Her smirk deepened. “Good. Now thank her for her… observation.”

His face burned crimson. He shifted on his bare feet, cock twitching miserably, then stammered, barely audible, “Th-thank you, Ms. Saunders.”

Ms. Saunders’ smile widened, her tone dry, amused. “You’re very welcome, Jamie. We like to acknowledge when a boy is closer to a sissy than a real man.”

Jamie’s head dropped, shame scorching through him. His cock twitched anyway, betraying him in front of them both.

Victoria gave a satisfied nod. “There now. Manners.” She tapped the cane lightly against her palm. “But enough talk. Over you go.”

Jamie’s knees wobbled as she guided him toward the edge of the rug.

“Bend.”

He folded forward, hands braced on the seat of the low sofa, his bubble-butt jutting out, marked cheeks spread and vulnerable. His cock dangled beneath him, twitching despite his terror, on full view of both women.

Victoria stepped behind him, lifted the cane, and let it swish once more through the air.

“Twelve strokes,” she reminded him, her voice cool and assured. “Very firm. Believe me, Jamie, you will feel every one.”

The first crack landed across his cheeks, fiery pain exploding through him. He yelped, his voice high, girlish, and both women chuckled softly at the sound.

Jamie bent low, hands braced on the sofa seat, bum pushed up and out. His cock swayed gently, helplessly beneath him, hard and twitching, on full display.

Victoria stepped behind, lifted the cane, and let it whistle once through the air. The sound alone made him flinch.

“Hold still, Little Jamie. Twelve strokes. Very firm.”

CRACK!
The first landed square across both cheeks. The fire bloomed instantly, and Jamie yelped, high and girlish.

Both women chuckled softly.

CRACK!
The second came low, across the under-curve. His knees buckled, toes scrabbling against the rug. “Aaah….!”

Victoria pressed her free hand into his back. “Stay still.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!
Three in quick succession, the cane biting deeper each time. Jamie squealed with every one, his voice cracking higher, until he was gasping, thighs trembling.

Ms. Saunders’ tone was cool, amused. “Just listen to him, Victoria. Like a schoolgirl.”

CRACK!
The sixth stripe landed across the tops of his thighs, making him shriek and kick, his round bum clenching furiously.

Victoria laughed lightly. “Perfect. Halfway, Jamie.”

CRACK! CRACK!
The next two painted fresh welts higher, striping his round cheeks. Tears pricked his eyes; his dick twitched wildly, stiff despite the pain.

“Seven… eight…” Victoria counted, voice calm, precise.

CRACK!
The ninth stroke whistled in at an angle, catching the tender crease. Jamie gave a strangled sob.

Victoria leaned closer, smirk curling her lips. “Don’t be a baby. Three more.”

CRACK!
Ten. His whole body jerked. A sob caught in his throat.

CRACK!
Eleven. His toes left the floor, his voice a sharp, girlish squeal that drew open laughter from both women.

CRACK!
The twelfth and final stroke landed squarely, hard and true, right across the middle of his bubble-butt, overlapping the others. Jamie cried out, tears streaking down his face, his dick jerking helplessly beneath him.

Silence fell, broken only by his ragged breathing. His bottom was striped in vivid red, welts raised, the round curves trembling.

Victoria rested the cane across the marks, admiring her work. “There now. Twelve. Just as promised.”

Ms. Saunders’ chuckle was soft, approving. “Beautifully done, Victoria. He’ll remember that.”

Victoria let the cane rest a moment longer against the blazing welts, then lifted it away.

“Up, Jamie.”

He whimpered, but pushed himself upright, hands shaking. His legs wobbled as he turned to face them, dick still stiff and twitching, dribbling, tears streaking his flushed cheeks.

Victoria’s voice was firm. “No. Show her properly. Turn around.”

Jamie swallowed hard, then slowly turned, presenting his striped, burning bum. The vivid red lines stood out sharply across the round curves, each welt raised and angry.

Ms. Saunders leaned forward slightly, adjusting her glasses, her expression cool and appraising. “Mm. Very thorough, Victoria. He’s quite beautifully marked.”

Victoria’s smirk widened. “Yes, isn’t he? A proper little canvas for discipline.” She flicked her eyes back to Jamie. “Hands on your head. Let Ms. Saunders enjoy the view.”

Mortified, Jamie obeyed, lifting his arms, which only pushed his chest up and his cock forward, twitching helplessly in front of both women. His bottom, striped and crimson, was fully exposed.

Ms. Saunders gave a faint chuckle. “Well. I can see why you said he loves humiliation. He’s positively… quivering.”

Jamie squeezed his eyes shut, his whole body shuddering under their laughter, every nerve burning with shame and helpless arousal.

Ms. Saunders tilted her head, eyes narrowing with clinical precision. “Look at him, Victoria. He’s positively dribbling. That small, slender little dick leaking like a tap.”

Jamie’s face flamed scarlet. He glanced down, a clear bead of precum glistened at the tip, running slowly down the underside of his shaft.

Victoria gave a low, amused laugh. “Almost the best part. He really can’t help himself.” Her eyes fixed sharply on him. “And it’s so much fun.”

She tapped the cane lightly against her palm, then pointed to the floor.

“Kneel. Spread, Jamie.”

His knees buckled as he sank down, thighs trembling as he shuffled them apart. His striped, throbbing bum burned behind him, his hard dick twitching in front, still dribbling under both their gazes.

Victoria’s smirk deepened. “Now… stroke. Show us your arousal. Show Ms. Saunders just how much you love being humiliated.”

Jamie’s breath hitched, shame flooding through him. But his hand moved anyway, wrapping around his slender shaft, precum slickening his grip as he began to pump slowly, every motion watched, judged, savoured by the two elegant women seated before him.

Jamie’s hand moved in shaky strokes, his dick twitching violently under his own touch. Every stripe across his bum throbbed with heat, a constant reminder of the cane, of their laughter, of the humiliation he couldn’t escape.

Ms. Saunders’ cool, steady gaze never wavered. “Fascinating,” she murmured, her voice precise. “Even after twelve with the cane, he still stiffens at the thought of showing off. Quite the little exhibitionist.”

Then she slipped a hand into her handbag, drew out her phone, and raised it smoothly. The little red light blinked to life as she pressed record.

“Something,” she said calmly, almost clinically, “for other directors to enjoy at work.”

Jamie’s eyes widened in horror, his hand faltering on his shaft. “P-please….!”

Victoria’s smirk sharpened. “Oh yes, Jamie. Stroke. Don’t stop now. Let Ms. Saunders have her little film. Imagine all her colleagues seeing you, naked, marked, desperate.”

Jamie whimpered, dick twitching harder despite the fresh wave of shame. His strokes grew frantic again, every motion captured by Ms. Saunders’ steady, unflinching lens.

Victoria chuckled, crossing one elegant leg over the other. “Oh, yes. He loves it. Don’t you, Little Jamie?”

Jamie whimpered, stroking faster now, precum smearing over his shaft, his voice breaking. “Y-yes, Ms. Hale… I love it…”

Victoria’s smirk widened. “Say it properly.”

“I l-love being humiliated,” Jamie gasped, his hand pumping furiously, thighs trembling as he knelt spread wide before them.

“That’s better.”

The pressure built quickly, unbearable under their eyes, their words, their smirks. His whole body shuddered as he gave a strangled cry and climaxed, spurting hot and helpless across the polished floor. Thick streaks splattered on the wooden floor between his knees, each pulse of release only deepening his shame.

Both women watched calmly as his dick jerked and softened in his hand, strings of cum dripping down his fingers.

Victoria let out a soft laugh, her tone almost indulgent. “See? Hopeless. No control at all.”

Ms. Saunders’ smile was dry, amused. “Quite. And utterly pathetic.”

Jamie sagged forward, panting, tears stinging his eyes, his mess shining on the floor beneath him, the final proof of his weakness, spilled at their feet.

Jamie sagged forward after his climax, panting, his mess shining wet on the floor between his knees.

Victoria’s voice was brisk. “Cloth.”

He scrambled to his feet, still naked, and ran awkwardly to the kitchen. Moments later he was crouched on the floor, scrubbing furiously while both women looked on. His cheeks burned hotter than his stripes, the smell of his own release hanging in the air.

When the last streak was gone, Victoria gave a small nod. “Better. Now, dress.”

Relieved, Jamie reached for his trousers, scooping up his boxers from the chair as he did.

“No.” Victoria’s sharp voice cut him cold.

He froze.

“Don’t you have your little pink thong?”

Ms. Saunders arched a brow, the faintest smile tugging at her lips. “Pink thong?”

Jamie’s face turned scarlet. He shook his head quickly, stammering, “N-no, Ms. Hale.”

Victoria’s smirk returned. “Wait here.”

She disappeared for a moment and returned with something tiny and scarlet draped over her fingers. A pair of Brazilian-style panties, sheer mesh, delicate lace trim, scandalously brief. Completely see-through.

She dangled them before his eyes, letting the fabric sway. “These will do. Scarlet for your scarlet bottom. Now, dress.”

Jamie’s stomach lurched. His cock gave a traitorous twitch as he stared at the flimsy mesh, knowing both women would see everything.

Victoria dropped the panties into his hands, her smirk widening. “On. Now.”

Jamie’s hands shook as he stepped into the delicate scarlet mesh. The fabric was whisper-thin, the waistband riding high on his hips. He pulled them up slowly, his dick growing again at the humiliation, pressing stiffly against the see-through pouch, every detail outlined, nothing hidden. His round, striped bum was barely covered, the marks from the cane visible through the mesh.

Victoria’s smirk was triumphant. “Perfect. Stop there, Jamie. Don’t move.”

He froze; trembling, scarlet panties stretched over him.

“Pose for us,” she said smoothly. “Legs apart. Hands behind your head. Let us see everything.”

Mortified, Jamie obeyed. He spread his thighs, lifted his arms, and stood rigid in front of them, dick straining against the mesh, wet glisten still at the tip, bum striped and on display.

Victoria gave a delighted laugh. “Delicious. Absolutely everything is visible. A sissy-boy dressed up exactly as he should be.”

Ms. Saunders leaned back, her eyes narrowing with cold amusement. “Mm. Yes. I think you should wear panties every day at work, Jamie. And I’ll check.”

Jamie’s stomach dropped. “P-please…” he whispered, face scarlet, dick twitching harder at the thought of being inspected daily by his boss.

Victoria clapped her hands softly, the cane still resting in her lap. “There we have it. Our Little Jamie, spanked, striped, and kept properly in panties.”

Both women chuckled, their eyes devouring him as he stood humiliated in the scarlet mesh.


Epilogue

Monday evening, Jamie let himself into his attic flat, shoulders slumped from the long day. In one hand he carried a very small, very pretty carrier bag from a boutique shop, its pastel ribbon handles betraying its contents.

He set it carefully on the bed, stripped off, and padded into the shower. The hot water sluiced over him, but it did nothing to calm the restless heat simmering in his belly.

When he stepped out, towel draped loosely around his hips, dropped the towel, he turned to the mirror. He twisted, inspecting himself. The red welts from Saturday still glowed viciously across the swell of his round bum, angry stripes standing out against pale skin. His dick stirred at the sight, stiffening quickly, until it was hard and twitching.

He reached for the carrier. His hands shook as he drew out its contents: three neat packs of panties, delicate and skimpy, in soft floral colours. He opened one, pulling out a pair of Brazilian-cut briefs, very skimpy, the satin patterned with tiny blossoms.

Slowly, almost reverently, he stepped into them. The fabric slid up his thighs, clinging snugly as he tugged them into place. At the back, they barely covered any of his bubble-butt, the marks still visible beneath. At the front, they cupped his small balls and slender, rock-hard dick, lifting and framing him obscenely.

Jamie stared at his reflection, breath quick, cheeks burning. His dick throbbed in the delicate pouch, straining against the pretty fabric.

With a trembling hand, he reached down, stroking himself through the thin satin. His eyes glazed as he whispered, “Good boy…” imagining both women’s laughter in his ears.

And in that lonely attic room, wearing panties bought with his own money, Jamie surrendered completely to the humiliating thrill he could no longer resist.




Book Two Teaser

Jamie thought he couldn’t be more humiliated, bent over Ms. Hale’s lap, striped with her cane, forced to spill on her kitchen floor while his boss, Ms. Saunders, watched and laughed.

But Book Two will take him further.

At the office, Ms. Saunders insists on daily panty inspections, making sure her little intern remembers his place beneath her desk. At home, Ms. Hale has harsher punishments in store… and she’s begun to wonder if other neighbours might enjoy seeing Jamie’s red bottom and his “little clitty” twitching in lace.

Panties, punishments, and public shame, Jamie’s new life as their sissy plaything is only just beginning.
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