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Disclaimer & Content Warning

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only (18+). All characters depicted are over the age of 18.
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	Dubious-consent scenarios within a consensual fantasy context 
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	Encouraged Bi 
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Prelude

She stood naked before the full-length mirror, sunlight slanting through the blinds to trace golden lines across her skin. At thirty-one, she was every inch the woman she had worked to become, slender and toned, her body a study in careful discipline.

Her breasts were small but perfectly shaped, high and perky, with dusky nipples that seemed to beg for attention. A narrow waist curved down into slim hips, her bottom rounded just enough to give a delicious contrast to her long, slender legs. Those legs, toned, shapely, the kind that whispered hours of barre, Pilates, and quiet self-control. Between them, smooth and bare, her sex was as polished as the rest of her; waxed to perfection, glistening faintly in the morning light.

She let herself admire it for a moment. Not vanity, not really. More a reminder. This was the body of a woman who owned things. Who commanded. Who expected others, men especially, to bend.

Turning from her reflection, she reached for the armour that made boardrooms fall silent: sheer stockings slid over her legs with a silken hiss; a lace bra hugged her breasts, sculpting them subtly; then the crisp white blouse, the pencil-tight skirt, and the sharp black jacket tailored to her waist.

Her heels were Louboutin, black, glossy, lethal.

By the time she fastened the slim diamond watch around her wrist and smoothed a hand down her suit, the naked woman in the mirror was gone. In her place stood the CEO of one of the city’s fastest-rising tech firms. Beautiful. Untouchable. Dangerous.

And this Monday morning, she had a brand-new intern to break in.


Chapter One: Tristan’s First Day

Steam still clung to the edges of the mirror as Tristan stepped out of the shower, a towel slung around his narrow hips. He hesitated before pulling it away, staring at his reflection as though hoping it had changed overnight.

Slim shoulders, pale skin, wiry limbs with little definition. He raised an arm and flexed, his bicep barely twitching. He shook his head, lips curling in a self-conscious smile. More gym time. Definitely.

His gaze drifted lower. His chest was flat, boyish, tapering down to a waist that lacked any of the broad masculinity he secretly wished for. Between his legs, his dick hung small and soft, the thin shaft half-hidden beneath its foreskin. It made him flush just looking at it, pathetic, he thought, not the kind of thing a woman would ever be impressed by. Turning, he caught the reflection of his backside: rounder than he liked, almost girlish, his pale cheeks tight and soft above his slim legs.

“What girl would find this attractive?” he muttered under his breath.

The answer wasn’t kind.

With a sigh, he reached for his underwear: briefs with a bright red Spiderman logo stretched across the front. They were snug, embarrassingly so, the kind of childish pair he’d worn back in year six. He pulled them on anyway. Next came the cheap trousers, too loose in the waist, cinched tight with a plastic belt that looked like it had come from a supermarket multi-pack. Finally, he buttoned himself into a short-sleeved shirt, its fabric creased from being left too long in a drawer.

Not exactly CEO material. Not exactly anything, really.

And yet in a couple of hours, he’d be standing in front of Alexandra Cross, one of the most powerful, beautiful women in the city.

He swallowed, tugged the hem of his shirt down, and hoped she wouldn’t notice.


Chapter Two: The Interview

The glass tower of CrossTech Innovations loomed over him, sunlight flashing across its mirrored surface. Tristan stopped outside the revolving doors, his stomach knotted tight. He tugged at his shirt, still creased, still short in the sleeves, and wished he’d borrowed something sharper from his older brother. Too late now.

Inside, the lobby buzzed with quiet efficiency. Sleek marble floors, chrome fixtures, receptionists in perfectly pressed uniforms. Tristan felt every scuff on his cheap shoes, every tug of his plastic belt.

“Can I help you?” one of the receptionists asked, her eyes flicking briefly over him.

“Uh, yes. Tristan… Tristan James. I’m here for the internship. With Ms. Cross.”

Her brows lifted a fraction, then she tapped something into her screen. “Of course. Take the lift to the twenty-first floor. Ms. Cross is expecting you.”

Expecting him. The words made his pulse stumble.

The lift ride was silent except for the soft ping of ascending floors. He caught his reflection in the mirrored walls and tried to square his shoulders, to look like someone who belonged in a place like this. But his Spiderman briefs clung beneath his trousers, a secret humiliation he couldn’t shake.

When the doors slid open, he stepped onto plush carpet and hushed corridors. The air smelled faintly of expensive perfume and fresh coffee. A single glass door stood at the end of the hall, marked with polished steel letters: Alexandra Cross  CEO.

He knocked lightly.

“Enter.”

Her voice was low, calm, threaded with authority.

He pushed the door open and stepped inside.

She was standing by the window, tall and poised in a sharp black suit that sculpted her waist and hips, the white of her blouse bright against her skin. Long legs ended in glossy black Louboutins, her dark hair swept into a precise knot. The city skyline framed her like a portrait of power.

For a moment, Tristan forgot to breathe. She was more beautiful, more intimidating, than he had imagined.

Alexandra turned, her gaze sweeping over him in a single, clinical pass that seemed to strip him bare more effectively than any mirror. One eyebrow arched, the faintest ghost of amusement touching her lips.

“So,” she said, her voice smooth as glass, “you’re my new intern.”

Tristan swallowed, his mouth dry. “Yes, Ms. Cross. Tristan James.”

“Mm.” She let his name linger on her tongue, as though testing its weight. Her eyes dipped briefly to his ill-fitting shirt, the belt, the nervous way his hands fidgeted at his sides. Then she smiled, slow, knowing, predatory.

“This should be… interesting.”

Alexandra moved behind her desk with a liquid grace, lowering herself into the high-backed leather chair. She crossed one long leg over the other, the hem of her skirt sliding just enough to tease a glimpse of sheer stocking. She gestured toward the chair opposite her.

“Sit.”

Tristan obeyed, lowering himself carefully, hands clasped too tightly in his lap. His heart hammered in his chest.

Her gaze lingered on him, cool and deliberate. “Tell me, Tristan. Do you always dress like this for professional work?”

Heat rushed to his face. He glanced down at himself, the creased shirt, the too-short sleeves, the cheap trousers that pooled slightly around his ankles. “I….I tried. I mean, I thought…” He trailed off, fumbling.

Her lips curved. Not kindly. “You thought it would be acceptable to meet me looking like a schoolboy on his first day back after summer holidays.”

His ears burned. He wanted to shrink into the chair.

Alexandra leaned forward, resting her chin on her steepled fingers. “Presentation matters, Tristan. In this building, image is as important as talent. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Cross,” he mumbled.

Her eyes narrowed, as if weighing him. “Stand up.”

He did, awkwardly, pushing the chair back with a scrape.

“Turn around.”

Confusion flickered across his face, but he obeyed. Slowly, he pivoted, cheeks blazing as her eyes tracked over him like a scanner. He felt exposed, ridiculous, standing there while she appraised every crease and misfit seam.

“Mmm.” Alexandra’s voice was thoughtful. “You have potential. But the presentation is lacking.” A pause. “I expect you to come to work tomorrow better prepared. Pressed shirts. Polished shoes. A belt that doesn’t look like it was cut from plastic packaging.”

“Yes, Ms. Cross,” he stammered.

Her smile sharpened. “Good boy.”

The words shot through him like a jolt, praise, but laced with something that made his stomach flip and his cock twitch shamefully in his Spiderman briefs.

She leaned back, as though satisfied. “Now. Fetch me a coffee from the machine outside. Black, no sugar. Consider it your first assignment.”

Tristan nodded quickly, relief flooding him at such a simple task. He hurried out of her office, heart racing, desperate to do it right.

Behind him, Alexandra watched the door close, her smile lingering. This one would be very easy to train.

Tristan found the machine easily enough, sleek, chrome, intimidating, like everything else in the building. He fumbled through the options, pressing the buttons too quickly. At last the cup filled, steaming and dark.

Tristan returned, holding the cup carefully in both hands. He set it down on her desk like an offering, nerves buzzing in his chest.

“Your coffee, Ms. Cross.”

Alexandra lifted it with delicate fingers, her lipstick grazing the rim as she took a slow sip. For a moment she said nothing, her eyes fixed on him over the cup. His breath caught.

Then she lowered it, her head tilting slightly. “Mm. Milk.”

Tristan blinked, panic flaring. “Oh…. I….I’m sorry, I must have….”

She raised a hand, stopping him mid-stammer. “Relax.” Her tone was smooth, almost soothing. “It’s a small mistake. You’re nervous. That’s natural.”

He swallowed hard, relief mingling with shame.

Her gaze lingered, thoughtful. “But I want you to notice something, Tristan. Even the smallest details matter. In business, in presentation, in… everything.” Her smile curved, soft and secretive. “When I ask for black, I expect black.”

Heat flushed his cheeks. “Yes, Ms. Cross.”

“Good.” She let the word sit for a moment, then added, almost playfully, “Besides… I find it telling. You try so hard, but you trip yourself up because you’re thinking about what you imagine I want, instead of listening to what I actually say.”

His mouth went dry. The way she said it, as though she could see straight through him, made his chest tighten.

And yet, there was no anger in her voice. No dismissal. Just that calm, patient authority that made him feel small and clumsy, but also… seen.

Alexandra leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs, the soft slide of her stockings making him ache with an emotion he couldn’t name. “Don’t worry. You’ll learn. You’ll learn to listen, to pay attention, to please.”

Something twisted deep in his gut. She believed in him — he could hear it in her voice, and yet the way she said please sent a shiver down his spine.

Tristan nodded quickly, desperate not to disappoint her again. “Yes, Ms. Cross.”

Her smile deepened, just enough to make his pulse trip. “That’s better.”

For the first time, Tristan let himself breathe. Somewhere in the quiet chaos of his thoughts, a dangerous little certainty took root: she liked him.

She turned back to her screen, the faint smile still ghosting her lips. “That will be all for now. Settle in with the others, and we’ll speak again later.”

Dismissed, Tristan gathered himself, pushing back the chair with careful hands. He managed a stiff little nod before retreating toward the door, trying not to stumble on the plush carpet.

The corridor outside felt strangely cooler, quieter. He exhaled shakily, his pulse still racing from the electric weight of her gaze.

He replayed it all in fragments: the way she’d looked him over, sharp but not cruel; the tilt of her head when she’d caught his mistake; the softness in her voice when she said, Relax.

She could have laughed at him. She could have shredded him with a word. Instead, she had… guided him. Patient. Understanding. Almost kind.

His cheeks still burned at the thought of her smile when she’d said you’ll learn to please. He knew it was about coffee. About details. About being a better intern. But the word please lingered in his chest, heavier, warmer, echoing in places it shouldn’t.

Tristan walked toward the lift, tugging nervously at his creased shirt. He should have felt embarrassed. He did feel embarrassed. And yet, beneath the nerves, another feeling thrummed.

Maybe, just maybe, she liked him.


Chapter Three: Alexandra

The door clicked softly shut behind him.

Alexandra leaned back in her chair, one fingertip resting against her lower lip as she allowed herself the smallest smile. He had all but scurried from her office, shoulders tight, ears pink with embarrassment.

Adorable.

She could still see him in her mind’s eye: the cheap trousers, the plastic belt, the way his shirt had gaped at the collar as though even fabric didn’t want to stay with him. Ill-prepared. Unschooled. Exactly as she had expected.

And yet there had been something else. The way his eyes darted to her legs when he thought she wasn’t looking. The flush in his throat when she’d said good boy. The tremor in his voice, the way it sank into silence the moment she took control.

He wanted to be seen. To be corrected. To be owned.

She swivelled her chair slightly, looking out across the city skyline, glass and steel catching the sunlight. She had built this company from nothing, brick by careful brick, bending markets and people alike to her will. This boy, this Tristan, would be no different.

Not because she needed another intern. She could have filled the role a dozen times over. No, what interested her was his potential. The pliability in him. The hunger to be moulded.

A stray laugh curled her lips. He thought she liked him. She had seen it in the hopeful glances he couldn’t hide, the almost pathetic eagerness in his yes, Ms. Cross. And in a way, he was right. She did like him.

Just not in the way he imagined.

Alexandra reached for her coffee cup, took a deliberate sip of the milky mistake he’d delivered, and let the taste linger. Even his errors amused her. They told her exactly what she needed to know.

This was going to be fun.

She didn’t call him back right away. Instead, Alexandra allowed the boy a half-hour to stew at his desk, surrounded by the quiet hum of the office. She knew exactly how his thoughts would churn: replaying her words, her smile, twisting them into something warmer, something intimate.

Then she pressed the intercom.
“Tristan, would you step back in, please?”

A pause, quick, nervous, then the door opened and he appeared, clutching a notepad as though it were armour.

“Yes, Ms. Cross?”

“Close the door.”

He obeyed, his hands twitching slightly against the notepad’s edge. She gestured toward the chair again, watching the way he perched on its edge like a boy called to the headmistress’s office.

Alexandra let her gaze roam over him, not cruelly, but with the patience of a sculptor appraising raw marble. “You’ve done well, Tristan. You’re attentive. You listen. Those are rarer qualities than you think.”

His eyes flickered up, surprised, almost hopeful. “Thank you, Ms. Cross.”

“But…” She let the word hang as she leaned forward, elbows resting on the desk. “Your presentation undermines you. Clothes that don’t fit. A belt that looks like it belongs on a schoolboy. Creases in your shirt. You’re better than that.”

He flushed, glancing down at himself. “I… I didn’t have much time….”

“Tristan.” Her voice softened, warm but firm. “I don’t need excuses. I need you to look like you belong here. Because you do. You have potential. You’re clever. And you’re mine now, my intern. Which means I want you to reflect me.”

His breath caught. Mine. The word sent a hot rush through his chest.

She smiled, sensing the way it landed. “Tomorrow, I expect you in a freshly pressed shirt. Polished shoes. If you’re not sure what to buy, I can make some suggestions.”

His throat bobbed. “Yes, Ms. Cross.”

“Good boy.” She said it lightly, almost playfully, as though she didn’t know what it did to him. But she saw the way his pupils widened, the faint flush creeping up his neck. Oh yes, he felt it.

Alexandra leaned back, crossing her legs slowly, deliberately. “That’s all for now. Go and settle in. And Tristan?”

He paused in the doorway. “Yes?”

Her smile deepened. “You’ll do just fine here. I can already tell.”

The door clicked shut behind him. She pictured the way his heart must be pounding, the way his thoughts would spin the compliment into a secret confession. Falling for her already. Exactly as she intended.


Chapter Four: Tristan

The lift doors closed, and Tristan let out a shaky breath, his pulse still hammering in his throat. He felt as if he’d been caught in sunlight too long, dazzled, scorched, but craving more.

You have potential.
You’re mine now.
Good boy.

The words looped in his head like a song he couldn’t stop humming. She hadn’t been cruel. She hadn’t laughed at him, even though she could have. No, Alexandra Cross had looked straight through his cheap clothes, his nervous stammering, and still seen something in him. She’d said he belonged.

By the time he stepped off the bus that evening, he was almost trembling with the thought. Belonged to her.

He went straight to the shops, ignoring the sting in his bank balance with every tap of his card. A new white shirt, crisp, slim fit, the kind he’d only ever seen in shop windows. A proper leather belt, smooth and dark, nothing like the flimsy strip of plastic at his waist. Polished shoes that cost more than he’d spent on footwear in his life.

It left his account gasping, his overdraft warning flashing red, but he didn’t care. Alexandra had said he needed to look like he belonged. If that meant spending everything, he would.

At home, he laid the shirt out like it was something sacred. He filled the iron, pressing it carefully until every crease vanished, until the cotton gleamed under the yellow light of his small bedroom. Again and again, he smoothed it, chasing perfection, her voice echoing in his mind.

“You’re mine now.”
“You’ll do just fine here.”

He imagined her smile as she said it, the way her eyes had softened, her lips curved with secret approval. God, she was beautiful. Not just in the way that made his chest tighten, though she was that, too, more than anyone he’d ever seen, but in her presence. Her charisma. She was the kind of woman who could own a room with a glance.

And yet she’d chosen to notice him. To correct him. To guide him.

Tristan set the iron down, staring at the perfect shirt with a dazed, hungry pride. Tomorrow, she’d see. Tomorrow, Alexandra Cross would know he was listening, learning.

And maybe, just maybe, she really did like him.



The next morning, Tristan left his flat half an hour earlier than usual, the starched white shirt crisp against his skin, the new belt snug around his waist. His shoes gleamed with every nervous step.

He felt taller somehow. Sharper. Different.

Still, when the lift doors opened on the twenty-first floor, doubt prickled at him. What if she didn’t notice? What if the shirt looked ridiculous, like he was trying too hard? What if she smiled that soft smile and told him he’d got it wrong again?

He was still fidgeting with his cuffs when her office door swung open.

“Tristan,” Alexandra’s voice carried, smooth and low. “Come in.”

He stepped inside, his pulse a drumbeat in his ears. She was standing by her desk, jacket off this morning, her blouse tucked neatly into her skirt, the line of her waist accentuated. Her heels clicked softly against the floor as she turned to face him.

Her eyes swept over him, slow, deliberate.
Shirt. Belt. Shoes. Every detail she had commanded.

She didn’t speak.
She didn’t smile.

She just looked, taking her time, making him stand still in the centre of her office like a boy waiting for marks on a test he knew he’d already failed.

Her pause was intentional.
A long, elegant silence designed to stretch him tight, to make him doubt himself, to make him need her approval the same way he needed breath.

Tristan felt heat crawl up his neck. His hands twitched at his sides. His heart thudded painfully against his ribs.

Still, she said nothing.

She assessed him piece by piece, letting the seconds drag until they became something electric and unbearable.

By the time she lifted her gaze to his face at last, he was already hers, anxious, eager, desperate for whatever verdict she chose to give.

“Mmm,” she said at last, her lips curving into a smile that sent heat rushing to his face. “Now that is better.”

Tristan swallowed hard, his chest tightening. “Thank you, Ms. Cross.”

“You listened.” She stepped closer, close enough for him to catch the faint, expensive perfume that clung to her skin. “I like that. It shows promise.”

Her hand reached out, the lightest touch against his sleeve as she adjusted his cuff with delicate precision. The brush of her fingers sent a shiver racing down his arm.

“There,” she murmured, almost to herself, before looking up at him again. “Much better.”

Tristan could barely breathe. She was so close, her eyes bright, her smile soft, her presence overwhelming. And she was touching him. Correcting him. Approving of him.

In that moment, every shred of self-doubt melted. He didn’t just want to belong in her office. He wanted to belong to her.

“Sit,” she said at last, her voice returning to its calm authority. “We have work to do.”

He obeyed instantly, heart pounding, the words echoing in his head long after he sat down: I like that. Much better.

She liked him. He was sure of it now.

She returned to her desk, sliding gracefully into her chair, and gestured to the stack of folders beside her.

“Start with these. Client files, alphabetise them, cross-check the contracts, flag any inconsistencies. Simple enough, yes?”

“Yes, Ms. Cross.”

Her eyes lingered on him a beat longer, lips curving. “Good boy.”

The words curled through him like smoke. He bent quickly over the folders, desperate to prove himself, though his hands trembled slightly as he shuffled the papers. He could feel her gaze on him from time to time, calm, assessing, but not unkind. Every so often, when he dared glance up, she was still watching.

When he hesitated over a clause, she rose, heels clicking softly, and leaned over his shoulder. Her perfume enveloped him, warm and intoxicating. She pointed at the line, her fingertip brushing the edge of the page, her arm grazing his.

“Here,” she murmured, her voice low in his ear. “This is what you’re looking for. Attention to detail, Tristan. It’s all about precision.”

His throat tightened. “Yes, Ms. Cross.”

She straightened, her hand briefly smoothing over his shoulder as though in approval before she returned to her desk. “You learn quickly. That pleases me.”

The words lit him up from the inside. He worked faster, sharper, until the files were ordered in neat stacks. When he carried them back to her, his pulse was wild with hope.

Alexandra looked up, her smile soft. “Perfect. See what happens when you focus?” She accepted the folders, her fingers grazing his as she took them. “You did well.”

Tristan’s chest swelled. “Thank you, Ms. Cross.”

She tilted her head, her eyes catching his and holding them for just a little too long. “You’re welcome.”

For the rest of the morning, the rhythm repeated: her giving instructions, him obeying, her praise warming him until it felt like sunlight on his skin. Good boy. Clever boy. You please me. Each phrase etched itself deeper, until he barely heard the words themselves anymore, only the secret meaning he gave them.

By the time lunch came, Tristan was dizzy with it, half in love already, convinced that beneath the professionalism there was something more.

Something just for him.


Chapter Five: Lunchtime

Alexandra’s eyes lingered on him a little longer than usual. He did look a lot smarter than he had yesterday, his shoes were still shining, but the same trousers sagged awkwardly on his slim frame.

“Tristan,” she said softly, tilting her head. “Is that the only pair of trousers you own?”

His ears went hot. “Yes, Ms. Cross.”

“No others at all?”

He shook his head.

A faint smile touched her lips, patient, almost amused. “You should buy another pair. Something smarter. Better fitted.”

Tristan’s gaze dropped to the floor. “I… I can’t, Ms. Cross.”

Her voice gentled, but she didn’t let it go. “Why not?”

He hesitated, then admitted in a rush, “I don’t have any money left. Not until next month.”

She studied him, weighing him, the silence stretching just long enough to make him squirm. Then she nodded, decision sharp in her eyes.

“Fine. Lunchtime we’ll go out and buy you a new pair. My treat. Consider it… a company investment for your first week.”

Tristan’s head snapped up, stunned. “You’d…. really?”

“Of course,” she said simply, already returning to her work as though it cost her nothing at all. “I don’t let my interns go around looking like lost schoolboys. You represent me now.”

The words lit him up. Represent me. As if he was hers.

[image: ]

The store was everything he wasn’t: sleek, modern, expensive. Tristan trailed behind her like a nervous shadow as Alexandra glided between racks. A male assistant appeared, sharp in his tailored suit, and within minutes Tristan was clutching two pairs of trousers, ushered toward the fitting rooms.

But before he disappeared behind the curtain, the assistant looked him up and down, slowly, appraisingly.

Tristan froze.
It wasn’t just a glance.
It was an assessment.

The man’s eyes travelled from his very shiny shoes to his narrow hips, lingering on the awkward way Tristan held the clothes, then up his slim frame to his unsure face. It was the kind of look that stripped a person bare without removing a single item of clothing.

Tristan’s skin prickled. He shifted from foot to foot, wishing he could shrink into the carpet.

Was the guy… gay?
The thought flashed through his mind, awkward, clumsy, naïve, and somehow made him even more self-conscious. If he was, then surely he could see every flaw. Every shortcoming. Every reason Tristan wasn’t worth looking at.

Alexandra, meanwhile, didn’t seem to notice, or maybe she did.
Maybe she liked seeing him squirm.

The assistant gave a faint, polite smile, too polite to be warm, too clinical to be kind.

“Let’s see how those fit you,” he said, gesturing to the changing stalls.

Tristan swallowed hard and stepped inside, heart already hammering.

Inside, he stripped quickly, heart pounding as he tugged on the first pair. They fit better, sharper lines, but when he turned sideways, his stomach tightened. Too slim, too boyish.

He was halfway through wriggling out of them when he heard Alexandra’s heels click on the polished floor.

“Tristan?”

“Yes, Ms. Cross?” His voice cracked.

“I’ve found a pair I think will suit you.”

Before he could answer, the curtain slid sharply aside.

He froze. Shirt half-buttoned, trousers hanging from one ankle, and his Spiderman briefs stretched across his hips. Childish. Bright. Hugging the small, pathetic bulge of his slender dick.

Alexandra’s eyes flicked down.
She didn’t gasp. She didn’t laugh.
She simply looked, calm, deliberate, absorbing every humiliating detail of the childish briefs clinging to his slim hips.

Then her gaze lifted to his flaming face, her expression unreadable… almost thoughtful.

But she wasn’t alone.

Just behind her shoulder, the sales assistant lingered, too close, too attentive. His eyes dipped to Tristan’s underwear and lingered a fraction too long. Tristan saw it. The tiny tightening of the man’s lips. The way he pretended to adjust his tie to hide the smirk threatening to break through.

He wasn’t subtle.

Tristan’s stomach dropped. His entire body flushed hot. It was one thing to be seen by Alexandra, terrifying, yes, but somehow intimate, special, like she was reshaping him herself. But being seen by this man? A stranger? A polished, confident stranger in a suit that probably cost more than Tristan made in a month? A stranger that might be gay. Was probably gay.

Mortifying.

His breath hitched, and he scrambled instinctively to cover himself, but Alexandra’s voice cut softly across the space.

“Hands down, Tristan.”

He froze.

The sales assistant’s almost-smirk became a full one in his eyes, quickly masked by professional neutrality. But Tristan had already seen it. Felt it.

As if the man had peeled him open with nothing but a glance.

Alexandra stepped just a touch closer.

“Hm,” she murmured, still studying him. “We’ll address this.”

Tristan didn’t know whether he wanted to faint, run, or fall to his knees.

“Adorable,” she said lightly, handing him the new pair. “Try these.”

The curtain swished closed before he could breathe, leaving him trembling, mortified, yet burning with a dizzy, impossible heat.

His face throbbed red, his chest rising and falling too fast. And then, to his shame, he felt it: a faint twitch in his small dick, the childish Spiderman briefs tightening around him.

Mortification flooded him, but it didn’t stop the pulse low in his belly. Alexandra Cross had seen him at his most pathetic… and yet she hadn’t laughed, hadn’t sneered. She’d only handed him the trousers, her voice calm, almost indulgent.

That calmness was worse. Better. Both.

Tristan swallowed hard, his hands shaking as he tugged on the new pair she’d chosen, trying to focus on the fabric, the fit, anything but the traitorous twitch in his briefs and the memory of her eyes lingering just a moment too long.



The office thinned as evening drew in, colleagues filing out with easy laughter and swinging briefcases. Tristan lingered, packing his bag with slow, deliberate care, reluctant to leave the glow of Alexandra’s presence.

At last, he stepped out into the cooling dusk, his new trousers hugging his legs, the leather belt smooth and solid at his waist. He caught sight of himself in a shop window on the walk to the bus stop and barely recognised the reflection. Smart. Presentable. Almost… like a man.

On the bus, with the rumble of the engine beneath him and the dim flicker of passing streetlamps, the images returned.

Her eyes as the curtain swished back.
Her calm, assessing gaze on his bare thighs.
The ridiculous Spiderman briefs clinging to his hips.
The humiliating, undeniable smallness of his dick, framed in bright childish cotton.

His stomach twisted. His face burned just remembering it.

But beneath the shame, something darker stirred. He remembered the heat in his groin, the involuntary twitch that had betrayed him. He could feel it now, echoing, as if the memory itself had the power to stiffen him.

Humiliation and arousal tangled until he couldn’t separate them. She had seen him at his weakest, exposed, pathetic, and she hadn’t laughed. She had touched his waist, chosen his clothes, told him he belonged at her side.

Tristan pressed his thighs together, his breath shallow, his mind caught between shame and a dizzying, impossible thrill.

What kind of man got hard remembering that?

And yet, as the bus carried him home, his dick stirred again inside those expensive new trousers.


Chapter Six: Friday

By Friday, Tristan was a knot of nerves and anticipation. Every correction from Alexandra, every good boy she’d given him, had sunk into his chest like a brand.

At lunch, she summoned him in. A small designer bag sat on her desk.

“Close the door.”

He obeyed, throat tight.

Her gaze swept over him, lips curving. “Those Spiderman briefs you wear… you don’t own anything more grown-up, do you?”

He flushed, staring at the floor, and shook his head.

“I thought so.” She tapped the bag. “I’ve guessed your size. Proper boxers. Try them on.”

His breath caught. “Here?”

Her smile deepened. “Don’t be silly. You’re my intern. You’re mine. You can try them on here.”

His chest seized.

“Tristan,” she coaxed, soft but certain, “I’m ten years older than you. Do you think I haven’t seen a man naked before? Don’t be shy.”

There was no way out. His hands shook as he slipped off his trousers, folded them neatly on the chair, and stood in just his shirt and those childish briefs.

Alexandra’s eyes roamed over him, amused. “Adorable.”

Tristan wished the floor would swallow him. Standing there in nothing but his shirt and those ridiculous briefs had been bad enough. Doing it in front of her, elegant, immaculate Alexandra, had made his whole body prickle with embarrassment.

But the presence of the shop assistant…
That made it almost unbearable.

The man’s eyes had swept over him, quick but unmistakably appraising. Tristan had felt stripped even before Alexandra had pulled back the curtain. It was mortifying, feeling that exposed in front of a stranger who clearly saw straight through him, his awkwardness, his inexperience, his childish underwear, all of it. And the man wasn’t just looking, he was assessing. Assessing his body.

Alexandra stepped closer, voice soft but impossible to disobey.

“Tell me, Tristan… what do you think the shop assistant thought of your boyish briefs in the store?”

He lowered his gaze, his voice barely a whisper. “He… probably thought I looked… childish.”

“Look at me.”

He did.

Alexandra’s expression was calm, thoughtful, as if he were a puzzle she was slowly unlocking.

“Of course he did,” she said. “And you felt every second of it, didn’t you? That mix of embarrassment and… something else you don’t quite understand yet.”

Tristan’s throat tightened. She was right. She always was.

Her fingers brushed his sleeve, barely there, but enough to send a shiver through him.

“That’s good,” she said softly. “Awareness is the beginning of obedience. And obedience…” her voice dipped, “…is where everything starts for you.” She looked at him. Now take them off.

Heat swamped him. Still, under her gaze, he tugged them down.

The humiliation was unbearable, worse because his body betrayed him, his dick growing under her gaze, stiffening, twitching, shamefully eager.

Her brows arched delicately. “Oh. Poor boy. Does this… excite you?”

He couldn’t speak. His whole body shook with it.

She stepped closer, the click of her heels echoing, her perfume flooding his senses. Calmly, deliberately, her hand closed around him.

Tristan gasped, knees nearly buckling.

Her fingers moved in slow strokes, steady and confident, each pass sending fire through him. Her eyes never left his face.

“Look at me,” she whispered. “Always look at me.”

He obeyed, caught in her gaze, shame burning hotter with every stroke. His breath hitched, ragged, his body trembling.

Her lips curved in that serene smile, indulgent, amused. “Good boy. That’s it. You’re going to give in for me. Right here.”

Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate strokes, each pass making Tristan’s breath catch harder. His legs trembled; his whole body caught between terror and the dizzying heat she was drawing out of him.

“Look at me,” Alexandra whispered, her voice smooth and commanding. “Always look at me.”

His eyes clung to hers, wide and helpless. The room seemed to narrow to nothing but her perfume, her touch, and the soft curve of her smile as she toyed with him.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her strokes tightening their rhythm. “That’s it. You’re going to give in for me.”

The pressure inside him broke like a dam. Tristan gasped, his body jolting forward, helpless as his climax tore through him. Hot spurts spilled across the polished desk, splattering papers, shame marking everything he touched.

Alexandra’s soft laugh filled the room, indulgent, amused, not a trace of surprise. She let him shudder it out, then withdrew her hand with elegant precision, as if she’d simply tested the fabric of a suit.

“Messy boy,” she said lightly, picking up the fresh boxers from the bag. “Now, put these on, dress properly. And fetch a cloth. You’ll clean up after yourself.”

Tristan fumbled with the boxers, face flaming, trousers tugged back on over shaky legs. His hands shook as he wiped at the streaks on her desk, the humiliation searing.

And yet… beneath it all, the thought pulsed, relentless and sweet:

She liked him.


Chapter Seven: Saturday Night

The studio smelled faintly of reheated pasta sauce, the kind that came in foil trays stacked two-for-five at the corner shop. Tristan poked at it half-heartedly with his fork, perched on the edge of his narrow bed as the familiar scroll of Star Wars: A New Hope lit up his battered television.

It was his usual Saturday night. Quiet. Predictable. Comforting, in its way.

But tonight, the film barely registered. His mind was elsewhere.

Alexandra.

Her face, her smile, the way her voice curled around his name. The memory of her perfume, sharp and expensive, still clung to him like smoke. He saw her eyes again, steady and knowing, locking him in place.

And then yesterday! God! Yesterday at lunchtime.

His cheeks burned hot even in the privacy of his little room. She’d seen him. Naked from the waist down, childish briefs in a heap on the chair, his pathetic little cock standing to attention as though begging for her.

And she hadn’t laughed. She hadn’t dismissed him. She had touched him. Guided him. Taken him in hand like it was the most natural thing in the world.

His first time. His first anything.

Tristan groaned softly, pressing the heel of his hand to his forehead. The humiliation should have destroyed him. Instead, every detail replayed itself with agonising clarity: her calm tone, her cool fingers, her command to look at me.

He shifted on the bed, heat building in his belly. Just thinking about it made him stiff again, pressing against the thin fabric of his joggers.

What was she doing now? Alexandra Cross, beautiful, brilliant, ten years older, with a penthouse and a life full of power and glamour, what did her Saturday nights look like? Wine with friends? A glittering dinner party? Another man?

The thought twisted in his chest. Jealousy? Longing? He didn’t even know.

All he knew was that the memory of her hand on him, her voice in his ear, had ruined him for everything else.

The film played on, lightsabres flashing across the screen, but Tristan barely noticed. His fork dangled forgotten in his hand. His body pulsed with the same terrible need, the same humiliating certainty:

He belonged to her now.

The film blurred into background noise, the glow from the screen casting pale light across his small room. Tristan leaned back against the wall, his dinner plate abandoned on the floor. His chest rose and fell too fast, his mind spinning in circles around a single thought: Alexandra.

Her eyes, sharp and calm.
Her voice, low and certain.
Look at me, Tristan.

His hand drifted down into the waistband of his joggers before he realised what he was doing. Heat pulsed through him, his dick already rock hard at the memory. He closed his eyes and let it play again, yesterday, her office, the curtain of authority she’d drawn around him.

Standing there, naked from the waist down.
His childish briefs in a heap.
Her slender hand closing around him as though she owned him.

Tristan swallowed hard, shame and need tangling as he wrapped his fingers around himself. He moved slowly, copying the rhythm she had set, the way she had guided him with effortless certainty.

Good boy. That’s it. You’re going to give in for me.

He groaned quietly, his head tipping back against the wall. In his mind she was right there in front of him, flawless, beautiful, untouchable, and yet somehow his. She had chosen to see him. Chosen to touch him. She must like him. She had to.

His strokes grew faster, desperate, lonely. The film credits rolled on the screen, unheeded, as he replayed the same few minutes again and again: her eyes holding his, her smile as he came, thick powerful spurts across her desk.

And when the pressure built to the breaking point, his body shuddered with release, but the loneliness of it hit almost at once. No Alexandra. No guiding hand. Just Tristan, in his cramped studio, sticky and breathless, whispering her name into the empty room.

He wiped his hand on an old T-shirt, staring at the ceiling, his heart aching even as his body slowly settled.

She owned him now. Entirely.


Chapter Eight: Monday Morning

Tristan stood straighter than usual as he stepped into the glass tower of CrossTech. His shoes clicked against the marble floor, polished to a mirror shine. His shirt was crisp, the cuffs sharp from the iron. His new trousers hugged his legs neatly, cinched with the smooth leather belt Alexandra had insisted upon.

He looked… different. Smart. Almost confident.

But beneath the armour of cotton and wool, another reminder clung close to his skin: the new boxers Alexandra had given him on Friday. Sleek, expensive, a world apart from his childish Spiderman briefs.

Every step reminded him. Every stretch of fabric whispered of her hand sliding them across the desk toward him, her voice calm, certain: Now. Put these on.

Heat prickled at the back of his neck. He could still feel it, the humiliation of standing bare in her office, her fingers circling him, stroking until he broke across the polished desk. His first time, his first touch from anyone, and it had been Alexandra.

God, she was beautiful. And she had chosen him.

He swallowed, heading for the lifts, the memory burning like fire under his clothes. Outwardly, he looked sharp, presentable, professional. But beneath the fabric, the boxers held him in a private loop of memory and obsession.

Every time he shifted in them, he thought of her.

Every time he sat down, he remembered her words.

He belonged to her now, dressed by her, guided by her, marked by her.

And as the lift doors opened onto the twenty-first floor, Tristan couldn’t help the tiny, dizzy thought that carried him forward:

Maybe she would notice. Maybe she would remember too.

The office had thinned to silence by the time Tristan packed away his last stack of files. Just as he was slipping his notepad into his bag, the intercom buzzed.

“Tristan, come to my office before you leave.”

His chest tightened, that same familiar mix of dread and anticipation. He smoothed his shirt, tugged his belt straight, and hurried down the hushed corridor.

He knocked lightly.

“Come in.”

The door swung open, and Tristan froze.

Leaning casually against Alexandra’s desk was a man unlike anyone Tristan had ever seen in real life. Tall, easily over six feet. Broad-shouldered, sharply cut suit hugging his muscular frame as though it had been tailored on Savile Row just for him. Dark skin smooth against the white collar of his shirt, cufflinks flashing faintly in the lamplight.

His smile was easy, confident, the kind of smile that made people want to follow him.

“Tristan,” Alexandra said smoothly, her voice as steady as ever. “Meet my fiancé, Elias Grant.”

The word hit Tristan like a stone dropped into water, fiancé.

Elias extended a hand, his grip firm, steady, leaving Tristan feeling small, insubstantial. His cologne was expensive, subtle, everything about him radiating success.

“Good to meet you,” Elias said warmly, his deep voice carrying the kind of authority that didn’t need to be raised. He held Tristan’s hand a beat longer than expected, steady and sure.

“Alexandra has told me good things about you. How you’re fitting in.”

Tristan blinked, caught between pride and panic. Good things? His chest tightened.

Did he imagine it, that flicker of a smirk exchanged between them? Elias’s brow raised just so, Alexandra’s lips curving faintly, a secret passed silently in the space between them.

Tristan’s stomach lurched. Good things. Did she mean his work? Or… did she tell him about Friday? Did she tell her fiancé about the shameful moment in her office, her hand on him, his climax spilling across her desk?

The thought scorched through him, humiliation and arousal colliding in one dizzy rush. His throat was too dry to answer. He muttered something polite, but his mind wouldn’t let go.

Had she told Elias? Was he standing here, shaking hands with a man who knew, who really knew, what had happened?

Tristan’s ears rang with the possibility. And yet, when Alexandra’s calm gaze met his, her smile gave nothing away.




Chapter Seven:  Tuesday

The intercom buzzed just as Tristan was finishing his sandwich at his desk.

“Tristan, come to my office.”

He nearly knocked over his water bottle in his rush to obey.

Alexandra was waiting, standing beside her desk in a fitted navy dress, her heels gleaming in the soft light. She didn’t waste time with small talk. Her eyes swept him once, sharp and deliberate.

“Are you wearing the new boxers I bought you?”

Tristan froze, heat climbing into his face. “Y-yes, Ms. Cross.”

Her lips curved. “Show me.”

His stomach lurched, but her gaze was steady, expectant. With trembling fingers, he unfastened his belt, lowered his trousers to his thighs, and stood awkwardly before her in just the sleek black boxers she had chosen.

She stepped closer, circling slowly, her eyes roaming with calm precision. When she came behind him, her voice lowered, amused.

“Mmm. They fit snugly, don’t they? Especially across this.”

Her palm brushed lightly over the curve of his backside, making him jolt. “A very round, very spankable bum.”

Tristan’s breath hitched.

She came back around to face him, her eyes flicking down, and pausing at the obvious bulge straining against the fabric, small but insistent.

Her gaze lifted to his face again, her smile dangerous. “Maybe next time you bring me the wrong coffee… it won’t be a gentle reminder.”

A beat.

“It’ll be a hard, bare-assed spanking. Right here. On your cute, round butt.”

Tristan’s whole body trembled. Humiliation and heat surged through him until he could hardly stand. He nodded quickly, desperate to please, unable to tear his eyes from hers.

Alexandra laughed softly, straightening his waistband with the lightest tug. “Good boy. Now pull your trousers up and get back to work.”


Chapter Nine: Evening

The office was quiet, emptied of staff, when the intercom buzzed again.

“Tristan, my office.”

He swallowed, heart pounding. All afternoon he’d been distracted, his body buzzing, his mind replaying her words from lunch. Spankable bum. Hard, bare-assed spanking. The thought of it had left him aching, throbbing, desperate.

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. Alexandra was seated at her desk, perfectly composed, a faint smile playing at her lips.

“Tell me, Tristan,” she said softly. “Have you been hard since lunchtime?”

His breath caught. The question pierced straight through him. “I…” His voice faltered.

Her brow arched. “Well?”

“Y-yes, Ms. Cross.”

Her smile deepened. “Do you have blue balls? Does it hurt?”

The bluntness of it sent a shiver down his spine. God, yes! It did hurt, that constant ache. Just hearing her say it made him stiffen all over again. He nodded, barely whispering, “Yes.”

Her eyes glittered. “Poor boy. Do you want me to help you out again?”

Tristan’s chest lurched. FUCK. Is she really….? The most beautiful woman he had ever seen, the woman he was already hopelessly in love with, offering to… again?

“Yes,” he croaked, the word spilling out before he could stop it.

She leaned back in her chair, perfectly calm. “Take it out. Show me how hard you are.”

His hands shook as he unfastened his trousers, tugging them open just enough to free himself. He stood there, exposed, trembling with need, the air cool on his flushed skin.

Alexandra’s gaze drifted lazily down, then back up to his face. She made no move to touch him this time. She simply sat, elegant and composed, one ankle crossed over the other.

“Go on,” she murmured. “Stroke it. I’ll watch.”

What?

Tristan’s heart lurched, his mind spinning. She wanted him to… touch himself? Here? In front of her? She wasn’t even going to lay a hand on him.

Heat flooded his cheeks. The humiliation was unbearable. Wanking was something he did alone, in the dark of his grotty studio room, never in the light, never in front of anyone. Certainly not in front of her.

But the ache in his body was sharp, relentless. He’d been hard since lunch, since her voice had wrapped around the word spankable. He needed release. He needed her.

His eyes flicked up to hers. Alexandra sat there calmly, elegant, one ankle crossed over the other, her gaze steady and amused. Not a flicker of doubt. Not a hint of embarrassment.

He was the only one trembling.

Swallowing hard, Tristan curled his fingers around himself, his hand jerking once, awkwardly, almost shamefully.

Alexandra’s lips curved. “That’s it. Good boy. Don’t stop.”

His breath caught, the humiliation scorching and electric all at once. He was really doing this, standing in her office, trousers open, stroking himself like a pathetic schoolboy, while she sat back and watched.

Desperate. Needy. Hers.

His hand moved in a shaky rhythm, every stroke dragging heat higher, tighter, until he thought he might collapse from the shame of it.

Alexandra’s voice cut through the silence, smooth and steady. “Look at me, Tristan. Don’t look away.”

He lifted his eyes, wide and desperate, and found her watching him with that maddening calm. Perfectly composed, perfectly in control.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Good boy. Show me how much you need this. Show me how much you need me.”

His breath broke in ragged gasps. Each word from her lips was a hand on him, a command he couldn’t resist. His thighs trembled, his face burning, but he couldn’t stop. He didn’t want to.

“Faster,” she said softly. “Yes. Just like that. You’re going to come for me, aren’t you?”

A helpless sound tore from his throat. He nodded, whimpering, still stroking, his body taut with need.

“Say it,” Alexandra pressed, her eyes glittering. “Say it for me.”

“I….I’m going to come, Ms. Cross,” he gasped, his voice breaking.

Her smile sharpened. “Good boy. Do it. Right here, in front of me. Let go.”

The words shattered what little control he had left. Tristan’s body jerked forward, his climax breaking over him in hot, humiliating waves. He spilled across his hand, across the polished floor at his feet, his breath ragged, his whole body trembling.

When it was over, silence pressed in heavy.

Alexandra leaned back in her chair, serene, unruffled, her lips curving in faint amusement. “Messy,” she said at last. “Fetch a cloth. Clean yourself up. Then dress properly.”

Tristan fumbled, face crimson, trousers still loose around his thighs as he reached for tissues from the side table. His heart raced, his chest aching with shame and something darker, sweeter.

Because even as he wiped himself clean, one thought burned brighter than the rest:

She made him do it. She wanted him. She liked him.


Chapter Ten: The Bare Assed Spanking

It was only one sugar packet. A stupid slip of his fingers.

But when Alexandra sipped, her eyes flicked up at him, cool and steady. “Tristan… what did I tell you would happen if you got my coffee wrong again?”

His chest tightened. He remembered every word. A hard, bare-assed spanking on your cute, round butt.

His voice barely carried. “You… you said you’d spank me, Ms. Cross.”

“That’s right.” She set the cup down with perfect calm. “So, strip. All of it. Shirt, trousers, boxers. I said bare.”

Tristan’s breath caught. His hands trembled at his buttons, but her gaze never wavered, and resistance was impossible. Piece by piece, he undressed until he stood naked before her desk, his face blazing.

His little cock jutted forward, hard and desperate, a pitiful show of his need. There was no hiding it, his arousal was on full display, as humiliating as it was undeniable.

“Good boy,” she said softly, rising from her chair and gesturing to her lap as she sat again. “Now come here. Over.”

His legs felt like water as he obeyed, lowering himself across her knees, the cool silk of her skirt shocking against his bare skin.

“Such a spankable little bum,” she murmured, her hand smoothing briefly over the round curves. Then she lifted her palm.

The first smack landed sharp, ringing through the office. Tristan gasped, jerking forward.

“Count.”

“One,” he choked.

Another slap, firmer.

“Two.”

She found a rhythm, each strike deliberate, punctuated by her low voice. “That’s it. Good boy. Learn to listen. Learn to please.”

By the seventh, his backside burned, his thighs quivered, and humiliation scorched through him. But worse, or better, he was hard again, grinding helplessly against her lap, body betraying him.

Alexandra gave him four more hard slaps, two on the crease of one buttock as it met his slim thigh then two on the other side. These stung extra on the soft part of his ass cheek and thigh.

Alexandra’s hand stilled at last, stroking over the red heat she had left behind. “Mmm. Very good. You took that well.”

Her fingers lingered a moment longer, soothing, almost tender. “Up you get. Dress yourself.”

But as Tristan fumbled for his shirt, she held up a hand. “No. Leave it for now.”

He froze.

“As a naughty boy, you’ll stand in the corner.” She pointed to the far end of the office, her tone light but firm. “Go on. Think about your mistake.”

Tristan’s cheeks burned hotter than his backside as he shuffled toward the corner, completely bare. The sting on his round, reddened bum made him wince with every step, and yet Alexandra’s eyes followed him, weighing him down, watching.

“Hands on your head, Tristan,” she instructed.

He obeyed, interlacing his fingers at his crown. His face was to the wall, but he could feel her gaze like a brand on his naked body. His cock twitched, stiff and dripping, need dripping out of him in betrayal of his shame.

He had never felt so humiliated.
He had never felt so aroused.

Behind him, Alexandra’s voice was a low purr. “Good boy. Stay just like that.”

The office was silent except for the faint ticking of the clock and the rush of blood in his ears, his body straining, desperate for release, desperate for her.

She had stripped him. Spanked him. Corrected him.

She must like him.

Tristan stood rigid in the corner, hands laced over his head, his skin burning with shame and arousal. His backside throbbed from the spanking, his cock straining, dripping, desperate.

Then, a knock at the door.

“Come in,” Alexandra said smoothly, as if nothing were out of place.

Tristan’s mind screamed: No. No no no. I’m bare, I’m hard, I’m….

The door opened.

It was Ms. Harding, the company’s senior accountant. Early fifties, severe suit, reading glasses perched low on her nose. She stepped inside briskly; papers tucked under one arm.

Her gaze landed on Tristan instantly. She paused, then gave a faint smile, adjusting her glasses. “Ah. So, Alexandra… teaching the new recruit his place. Always good to see.”

Tristan’s knees nearly buckled.

Ms. Harding’s eyes lingered with clinical detachment, and then, with the barest smirk: “And what a very cute, round butt.”

Heat surged through Tristan’s chest, humiliation pouring into every vein. He wanted the floor to swallow him whole.

But Alexandra didn’t miss a beat. She simply gestured Ms. Harding to a chair and began discussing figures, margins, projections. For twenty endless minutes, Tristan stood in the corner, naked, hard, his cock dripping, while the two women talked calmly of balance sheets and growth models.

At last, Alexandra’s voice cut through: “Tristan. Come here. Get dressed.”

He turned, his face scarlet, every step across the room a torment. His little cock bobbed with the motion, a pathetic display of his arousal, every drop of precum betraying him further under their steady eyes.

He reached for the smart, snug boxers folded neatly on the chair. As he bent to pull them on, Alexandra’s voice brushed over him like silk.

Her eyes dipped meaningfully to his rigid length. “We’ll deal with that later.”

Ms. Harding eyes didn’t miss a thing, “Small, slender, but quite cute for a boy’s dick.”

Tristan’s breath hitched, his hands fumbling. Ms. Harding’s faint chuckle echoed in his ears.

Humiliation seared him… but beneath it, the heat of need only deepened.


Chapter Eleven: Friday Evening

The office was deserted, the city outside glowing with the first signs of the weekend. Tristan had just packed his bag when Alexandra’s voice came through the intercom.

“Tristan, my office.”

He entered quickly, nerves tight. Alexandra was behind her desk, poised as ever. Elias was there too, standing by one of the armchairs, broad-shouldered and immaculate, a faint smirk tugging at his lips.

Tristan’s pulse stumbled.

“Tristan,” Alexandra said, her tone smooth but cool, “you’ve made too many mistakes this week. You need time to reflect on the standards I expect.” She paused, letting the words sink in. “And I find a red, sore bum focuses the mind beautifully. Strip and come over my knee.”

Tristan froze, his eyes darting between her calm gaze and Elias’s smirk.

“Alexandra….” His voice cracked.

“Tristan,” she said more firmly, “he is my fiancé. He has no problem with me punishing naughty boys, so they learn their place. Don’t keep me waiting.”

The room seemed to tilt. Tristan’s face burned as his fingers fumbled at his shirt buttons. Piece by piece, he stripped, humiliation biting deep, yet his cock betrayed him, stiffening with every garment he shed.

When at last he stood naked, his little cock jutting forward pathetically, Tristan dared a glance at Elias. The man’s dark eyes flicked down, and a low chuckle rumbled in his chest, stifled behind the curve of his hand.

The sound cut Tristan to the bone. Heat flooded him, shame boiling up until he thought he might collapse. He wanted to cover himself, to hide, but Alexandra’s voice cut through, smooth and certain.

“Over my knee.”

Tristan obeyed, trembling, lowering himself across her lap, his face burning hot enough to scorch. Elias’s quiet chuckle still echoed in his ears as Alexandra’s palm smoothed across his bare, round cheeks, claiming him entirely.

Naked, trembling, he crossed the room and lowered himself across her lap.

Alexandra’s palm smoothed briefly over the curve of his bare backside. “There we are. Now we begin.”

The first smack cracked across his skin, sharper than before. Then another. She settled into a rhythm, each strike deliberate, doubling what she had given him last time. His backside burned crimson, his voice catching with each number forced from his lips.

By the end, his eyes stung, his chest heaved, his arousal leaked helplessly against her thigh.

Alexandra’s hand softened, stroking the heat she had raised. Her voice was low, almost tender. “That’s better. You’ll learn.”

Her fingers traced idly over the curve of his firm, round ass, then slipped delicately between his cheeks. Tristan jerked, his breath catching.

A single fingertip brushed across his untouched star, light as a whisper.

“Mmm.” Alexandra smiled, her tone thoughtful. “We’ll have to train this as well.”

Her hand lingered, claiming him, before she added, calm as ever: “We’ll start Monday.”

Tristan trembled, humiliated, terrified, and more aroused than he had ever been in his life.


Chapter Twelve: Saturday Night

The flat was silent, save for the faint hum of the fridge and the muted traffic outside. Tristan sat cross-legged on his narrow bed, dinner tray shoved aside, the TV flickering unwatched.

He couldn’t stop hearing it.
We’ll have to train this as well. We’ll start Monday.

The words had haunted him all day, looping in his mind until nothing else could fit. Training. What had she meant, exactly? He knew, in part. But the thought of it, the terrifying, intimate suggestion, set his pulse racing every time it surfaced.

By the time Saturday evening drew in, he couldn’t hold still. He paced his small room, then stripped down to his joggers, then finally pulled those away too, leaving himself bare in the warm lamplight.

He lay back, hand drifting automatically to his cock, stroking slowly, already hard from the memory of Alexandra’s voice, her fingers tracing over him. His breath came faster, the shame and thrill crashing together.

But then, unbidden, his other hand moved. Down past his balls, lingering, curious. His fingertips brushed the place he’d never once thought of in that way, that delicate, hidden star.

He gasped at the sensation. A moan slipped from his lips before he could stop it. His finger traced across it again, lighter, slower, and his cock twitched in his other hand.

“Oh… God…”

Driven by need, by her voice in his head, by the command she had promised, he pressed a little harder. His fingertip teased, circled, then pushed. The tight resistance gave way just enough to let him slip inside, shallow, trembling.

His back arched. His fist pumped faster, desperate, while his finger pressed deeper, the sensations exploding into something he had never felt before.

The room blurred around him as his climax tore through, hard and shaking, his cry muffled into the pillow. He shuddered, pumping out every drop, finger still buried where Alexandra had promised to “train” him.

When it was over, he lay panting, sweat cooling on his skin, his body sticky, his mind stunned.

He had never touched himself like that. Never even considered it.

And yet; Alexandra had said it. Alexandra had planted it.

Now, it was hers.




Chapter Twelve: Monday Morning

The intercom buzzed before Tristan had even opened his laptop.

“My office. Now.”

His pulse raced. He knew what this was. We’ll start Monday.

Alexandra stood waiting, jacket draped neatly on her chair, every line of her body precise and elegant.

“Close the door. Lock it,” she said.

He obeyed, trembling.

“Good boy. Now strip. Everything.”

His hands shook as he peeled his clothes away, one layer at a time, until he stood naked by her desk, flushed, his small dick stiffening despite the shame flooding him.

“Over the desk,” Alexandra instructed. “Hands flat. Reach back and pull those cute little cheeks apart for me.”

The humiliation was unbearable, but he bent, spreading himself, baring everything to her gaze.

“Mmm.” Her voice was low, amused. “Such a pretty sight. But this….” her finger traced lightly over his tight star, making him jolt, “….we’ll need to tidy. All that hair spoils the look. I’ll make an appointment for you this evening. Smooth and bare is much better.”

Before he could breathe, something cool slicked against him. He gasped at the sudden chill.

“Lube,” she murmured, calm as ever. “Relax, Tristan. Otherwise, this will hurt.”

The pressure came next, hard, unyielding. He whimpered, his knuckles white against the polished wood as she pressed firmly. His body fought it, trembling, until with a slow, stretching ache it slid inside.

Tristan cried out, his legs shaking. The fullness shocked him, the strange invasion making his dick twitch helplessly against the desk.

“There.” Alexandra’s palm smoothed over his round firm backside, her tone satisfied. “This is the beginner size. You’ll wear it all day. Each week, we’ll go up one size.”

Her hand traced the base of the plug, adjusting it, making him squirm. “Until you’re ready for Elias.”

Tristan shuddered, his breath ragged, humiliated beyond words, and yet harder than he had ever been.

“Stand up,” Alexandra said briskly.

He obeyed, the plug deep inside him, forcing his body to clench around it with every movement.

“Get dressed. Go to your desk. Do your work. And remember, it’s inside you because I put it there. You’ll keep it there until I tell you otherwise.”

Her eyes met his, calm, unshakable. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Cross,” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

“Good boy.”


Chapter Thirteen: Monday Evening

Tristan arrived at the address Alexandra had written on a slip of paper. The shop front was dark, shutters half-drawn, the sign above reading Silk & Glow Beauty. His stomach twisted.

She had told him to be prompt. So, he knocked.

The door opened a moment later, and a young woman smiled at him. Pretty, perhaps only a year or two older than he was, with glossy hair tied back and a casual sweatshirt over leggings.

“You must be Tristan,” she said. “Come in, we’re expecting you.”

His cheeks burned. Expecting him.

Inside, the air smelled faintly of lavender and wax. Another woman appeared from a back corridor, older, perhaps early forties, with a brisk professional air and the faintest trace of amusement in her eyes.

“This way,” she said, her voice calm, confident.

He followed her down a narrow hallway into a treatment room: bright light, padded table, trays laid neatly with strips, pots of warm wax.

“Clothes off,” she instructed, nodding to a hook on the wall. “Everything from the waist down.”

Tristan’s throat tightened. The plug shifted inside him as he moved, a cruel reminder of Alexandra’s control. They’ll see. They’ll know.

But he couldn’t disobey her.

With trembling hands, he unbuckled his belt, lowering his trousers, his boxers. The cool air kissed his exposed skin as he folded his clothes over the hook. He turned back, naked from the waist down, his dick stirring with shame, and the plug nestled firmly between his cheeks.

The older woman arched a brow. The younger one gave a little laugh, covering it quickly with her hand.

“Someone’s already had some preparation,” the older one remarked dryly, her eyes glinting.

Tristan’s ears rang with humiliation. He wanted the floor to swallow him, but he forced himself onto the padded table, face burning, obeying Alexandra’s command even in her absence.

The older woman snapped on a pair of gloves, her tone brisk, unflustered. “We’ve had instructions from Miss Cross,” she said. “Everything at your groin is to go. Hair over the genitals, all of it. And the crack of your bum as well. Luckily, you’re not very hairy, just light wisps of blonde hair, almost smooth like a girl already.”

Tristan’s eyes went wide, his mouth dry. He could barely nod.

The younger one smiled faintly as she set out fresh strips and a small pot of amber wax. “We’ll take care of the plug too. Remove and replace it for you. Don’t worry, we’ve got lube.”

Tristan’s whole body flushed. They know. They know she put it there.

The older woman gestured to the table. “Lie back. Legs open. Let’s get started.”

His hands shook as he lowered himself onto the padded surface, thighs spreading under their gaze. The plug shifted inside him, every movement a reminder of Alexandra’s control. Humiliation scorched him from head to toe, and yet his dick stirred pathetically, betraying him all over again.

Tristan eased himself back on the padded table, thighs trembling as he spread them under the bright light. The older woman snapped the wax spatula clean, dipping it into the pot, while the younger hovered at her side, eyes flicking down.

The plug shifted inside him, making his dick twitch uselessly.

The younger one’s lips twitched. “Oh… he’s really… little.”

Tristan squeezed his eyes shut, wishing the floor would swallow him whole.

The older woman smirked, her tone brisk but edged with amusement. “Miss Cross did say you were a very modest boy.” Her gloved fingers adjusted him matter-of-factly, leaving him exposed. “Nothing we haven’t seen before, though perhaps not quite so small.”

Heat flooded Tristan’s chest, humiliation searing him, yet his cock only stiffened further under their gaze, pitiful and desperate.

The younger one covered a laugh with her hand. “Cute, though. It bobs when he moves.”

Tristan whimpered, his face crimson. He wanted to disappear, but Alexandra’s voice echoed in his head: Don’t disobey me.

He lay there, naked, plug inside, while the two women prepared the strips, their smirks making it clear they were enjoying every humiliating inch of him.

The older woman stirred the pot of amber wax, testing a small drip on the inside of her wrist before leaning in. “Hold still.”

A spatula spread warm wax across Tristan’s pubic bone. The heat made him flinch, and the plug shifted inside him.

Then; rip.

He cried out, his hands clutching at the edge of the padded table.

The younger one smirked. “That woke him up.”

The older woman laid another strip, pressed firmly, then tore again. Tristan gasped, his hips jerking, his cock twitching pathetically in the air.

“Nearly smooth,” the older woman said, her voice brisk, as though she were commenting on a spreadsheet. “Miss Cross will be pleased.”

Strip after strip, each tug stole another gasp, another whimper. Tristan’s eyes watered, his face burning, his cock bobbing helplessly with every movement.

The younger woman giggled softly. “He sounds like a puppy.”

By the time they finished the front, his groin was red and hairless, smooth as glass. The older woman tugged a glove tighter and gave a small nod. “Turn over. Time for the back.”

Tristan hesitated, mortified, but obeyed, rolling to his stomach, his plug gleaming between his cheeks.

The younger one tilted her head. “So… do we…?”

“Yes,” the older replied calmly. She snapped her glove. “Hold still.”

A gloved hand pressed firmly to the base of the plug, and then it was sliding free, slick and humiliating. Tristan groaned, burying his face in the table.

“Messy,” the older woman muttered. She set it aside and dipped her spatula, spreading warm wax down the centre of his crack.

Rip.

Tristan yelped, his backside clenching.

Rip. Another cry.

“Shhh! Such a child,” the older soothed mockingly. “Almost done. Alexandra will want this perfectly smooth.”

At last, she set the strips aside. The younger one picked up the plug, coating it with fresh lube.

“Go on,” the older instructed.

The younger woman smiled, almost wicked. “Relax, Tristan.”

He whimpered, but the plug pressed back against him, firm, inevitable. It slid home once more, locking him around it.

“There,” the older said, satisfied. “Good as new.”

Tristan’s whole body shook, freshly waxed, plug in place, dick achingly stiff and leaking from shame.

The younger one smirked down at him. “All ready for Miss Cross.”

Tristan lay trembling on the padded table, his groin blazing smooth and bare, the plug freshly seated once more. His dick stuck straight up, small, flushed, and dripping from the humiliation of it all.

The younger woman’s eyes flicked down, and she let out a tiny laugh, quickly covering her mouth.

The older one was more composed, but her smirk was unmistakable. She snapped off a glove and reached for a pump bottle on the tray.

“It’s always best to apply moisturiser straight after a wax,” she said matter-of-factly. Her eyes lingered on his pitiful erection. “It prevents irritation. And…” she tilted the bottle in her hand, “…it looks like you could use a little help with that desperation, too.”

Tristan’s heart slammed against his ribs. No. God. Not this. Not them.

The younger one giggled. “Poor boy’s dripping all over the table.”

She was right he was achingly hard, the small head red with desperation and need and leaking pre-cum, dribbling down his little shaft. He squeezed his eyes shut, face burning crimson, his dick twitching helplessly under their gaze.

The older woman squirted lotion into her palm, spreading it slowly over her gloved fingers. “Don’t worry,” she said, her tone calm, clinical, yet laced with amusement. “We’ll take care of it. Miss Cross wanted you properly looked after.”

The older woman rubbed the lotion between her hands, her expression calm and impersonal, as though she were about to treat a sunburn.

“Hold still,” she said briskly.

Her hand closed around him, firm and steady, working the moisturiser into his newly bare skin. Tristan let out a strangled gasp, his dick jerking in her grip.

“Shh,” she said, not unkindly, but with no warmth either. “Almost done.”

The younger one leaned on the counter, watching with open amusement. “It looks like a lipstick with the bright red head,” she murmured, lips twitching.

Tristan groaned, humiliated beyond words. The hand stroking him never faltered, slow, efficient, clinical, each pass slick with lotion. There was no intimacy, no tenderness, no spark of desire. Just methodical motion, the same detached professionalism they’d shown while ripping the wax from his skin.

His hips bucked despite himself, his body betraying him. His breath came ragged, his hands gripping the edge of the table.

He came hard, shooting copious amounts of cum all over his groin and thighs. The younger woman couldn’t stop herself at the sight, she burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter.

“Messy boy,” the older woman muttered as his climax overtook him. His dick twitched pathetically in her grasp, spilling across her gloved hand, across his freshly waxed skin.

She didn’t pause, didn’t smile. She simply reached for a tissue, wiped him briskly, and pulled off her gloves with a snap.

“There,” she said, tone brisk. “Moisturised, plugged, relieved and finished.”

The younger one giggled behind her hand. “Ready for Miss Cross now.”

Tristan buried his face in his hands, body still shaking, humiliated beyond imagination. But inside, the ache was worse than ever. Alexandra had arranged all of this. She had wanted this.

And somehow, that thought left him harder, needier, than before.


Epilogue

The bus rattled through the darkening streets, half-empty at this late hour. Tristan sat by the window, his reflection ghostly in the glass. His shirt was crisp, his trousers sharp, his shoes gleaming. To anyone else, he looked like a young professional heading home after a long week.

But beneath the smart clothes, his body felt foreign. Changed.

The smoothness of his groin and crack rubbed against the fabric in a way that left him raw and hyper-aware. No hair, no modesty, nothing left untouched. Alexandra had arranged it. Alexandra had wanted it.

He shifted in his seat, the plug nestled inside him a constant, silent reminder.

Owned. That’s what he was now.

He thought of the list, each name like a nail in his pride. Alexandra, who had stripped and spanked him, who had touched and stroked him until he broke. Ms Harding, the senior accountant, who had smirked at his round red bum and watched him obey. Elias, Alexandra’s fiancé, who had chuckled openly at the sight of his pitiful cock. And tonight, the two women at the salon, brisk and professional, yet still smirking as they commented on his “size” while they waxed him bare and forced release from him as if it were part of the treatment.

His face burned hot against the cool bus window.

Humiliated. Exposed. Claimed.

And yet, the ache between his legs only deepened. His cock stirred in his expensive boxers, hard and desperate all over again.

He belonged to Alexandra Cross. Body and mind, every inch of him was hers.

The bus jolted to a stop, but Tristan hardly noticed. All he could hear was her voice, calm and inevitable, echoing through him.

Good boy. You’re mine now.


Book Two Teaser

Tristan stared at himself in Alexandra’s mirror, hardly recognising the smooth, hairless boy staring back. His smart boxers clung neatly to his hips, but Alexandra shook her head with a faint, amused smile.

“Those no longer suit you,” she said. “Not now you’re waxed.”

She opened a drawer and drew out three pairs of skimpy bikini panties; satin, lace-trimmed, in shades that looked designed for a woman’s drawer. She held them up, letting the light catch on the delicate fabric.

“These will do much better. They’ll cup your little dick and your little balls perfectly.” Her eyes gleamed as she pressed them into his hands. “Much prettier. Much more honest.”

Tristan’s chest seized, his face blazing as he fingered the delicate scraps of fabric.

Behind her, Ms Harding’s voice drifted from her chair where she sipped a glass of wine. “Oh yes. Very appropriate. A sissy boy like him doesn’t deserve proper male underwear.”

The laughter that followed burned in Tristan’s ears.

And still, his dick stirred pathetically inside the boxers he would soon be made to discard. In front of the two women, he pulled them down and handed them to Alexandra. Now bare from the waist down.

Alexandra’s hand slid down, smoothing over his bare, reddened bum, still marked from his latest spanking. Her fingers teased lightly across the plug that stretched him wider each week.

“Soon,” she whispered, her tone low and certain. “Soon you’ll be ready. Once you’ve been stretched enough… Elias will take you.”

Tristan’s breath caught, terror and arousal warring in his chest.

More spanking. More humiliations. More panties, more women smirking as he’s stripped bare, displayed, punished, and trained.

His old life was gone.

His new life; Alexandra’s sissy boy, Elias’s toy, their possession: had only just begun.

Book Two to follow soon.
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