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Thomas had just finished his shift at the bank, not that he'd been able to concentrate for more than a few minutes. 

Everything was a jumbled mess of nerves and guilt. In the last few weeks federal agents had come in and out of the building. He wasn’t sure what they were looking at but according to the whispered gossip he picked up at the office water fountain it was something big. 

Sure he knew that some of the money that came in and out of the accounts he dealt with every day was less than clean, but that was the case for any financial institution anywhere in the world. 

And yet now his employment was at stake, he had been interviewed by two less than friendly FBI officers and it seemed like his life was about to be ruined.

He pushed away from his desk and stood up from his chair. The air seemed to be closing in on him and he tugged on the collar of his shirt, feverish and sweating despite the frigid air conditioning. The phone rang and he answered it, startled out of his dark thoughts. His supervisor had terrible news.The bank was under investigation for money laundering and had been shut down.

Thomas hung up the phone and slumped back, his mind spinning. He'd lost his job and savings. In one afternoon his life had been turned upside down.

He couldn't face the prospect of home. He'd never felt welcomed there, after all. Instead he decided to walk, to clear his head and find some peace.

The day was unseasonably hot and the air felt heavy on his skin. Thomas soon felt that he wasn't getting any farther, but seemed to be moving in a spiral. He stepped out of the sun to cool down and found himself in the square where he used to sit as a young boy and watch the world go by.

Desperately he tried to work out a plan for his future. Preferably one that didn't involve losing his home and begging on the street. 

Without any job opportunities in sight, his options were limited. Getting money from his family wasn't one of them as it would create strain on their already tense relationship. He was not in a position to take out a loan due to the lack of collateral he would be able to offer and selling off his possessions wouldn't be of much help as they had no real value. And nobody would employ him now. Not with the giant red flag of having worked at a crooked institution under investigation by the FBI hanging around his neck.

He was about to give up hope when a familiar figure swiftly walked past his bench.

"Mel, is that you?", he asked.

Melinda stopped and turned around, her eyes squinting in the bright afternoon light.

"Thomas? Is that really you?" she said.

"It's me. I'd recognize you anywhere. You haven't changed    a bit," he said.

"Oh you barely look a day older yourself", she replied.

"What are you doing here in the middle of the day?"

He thought about lying to her; after all he'd probably never see her again and how would she know his life had gone to shit if he didn't tell her. 

He shrugged. Maybe it'd be good to tell someone, especially someone sympathetic who he might never see again. 

"I've just lost my job. I have no idea what to do next."

Her lips split into a wide smile. 

"It just so happens that this morning I fired the barista at my coffee shop," she looked at him with the same beautiful eyes he had fallen in love with as a horny teenager, "I know it's nothing fancy but you could come work for me until you're back on your feet."

Thomas' jaw dropped open.

"Really?"

She smiled and took his hand, her touch sending sparks of pleasure straight to his cock.

"Absolutely, in fact, you'd be doing me a favor. Finding new staff is the worst part of owning your own business."

He laughed, "Well, I'm happy to volunteer. It'll be a lot better than sitting around my apartment all day."

"Great. I'll give you the address and you can come in tomorrow to start your training."

"Thanks Mel!"

She let go of his hand and glanced at her watch. 

"I'm so happy I ran into you," she said, gritting her teeth, "but I really have to go if I don't want to be late for an appointment with my accountant. He already hates me for always forgetting half of the receipts," she fake whispered and grinned at him once more. 

He smiled, feeling the weight that had seemed to settle on his chest for the last weeks finally lift a little.

"See you then."

"Yeah, see you tomorrow."

His heart was pounding and his dick was hardening at the thought of working with her.

Thomas walked into the back room of the cafe early the next morning, nerves jangling. 

He was wearing a bright pink apron that Mel had given him when he arrived for his first shift - it was the standard uniform for the bakery and he hated it. 

It felt emasculating, like he was being made a mockery of. He was about to protest when Mel gave him a stern look, almost daring him to argue. 

"It's just for today, until we get your uniform," Mel said. "You'll look like a real barista, I promise." 

Thomas reluctantly tightened the apron in silence. Mel showed him around the shop, explaining the different machines and how to make the coffee drinks. 

Thomas was trying hard to take it all in, but he was making many mistakes. He felt embarrassed and humiliated, wishing he could just disappear. 

Every time he made a mistake, Mel would give him a stern look, making him feel even more embarrassed. 

Finally Mel declared that he was ready to serve customers. 

Thomas nervously approached the bar, feeling his heart thumping in his chest. He put on a brave face and tried to put his mistakes behind him as he took the first order. 

"What can I get you today?" Thomas asked, his voice quivering slightly. The customer placed their order and Thomas set to work. He was determined to prove to Mel that he could do this job. He took his time to make sure everything was perfect and to his surprise, the customer was more than happy with the result.

Mel watched Thomas closely as he worked, silently critiquing everything he did. She was impressed with his enthusiasm, but she had seen better baristas. 

The customers were happy with Thomas, but she had to wonder if they would be happy if they had seen the same drinks being made by some of her other baristas. All her baristas were beautiful women, but they had other qualities beyond mere looks. 

For example, Ruby was a stunning redhead with long, perfectly coiffed hair. She was far more outgoing and charming than Thomas, and she could make customers feel at ease. Lucy had her own set of charms. She was beautiful, but she was also extraordinarily flexible and used her acrobatic skills to her advantage whenever she served customers. She used her flexible limbs to pour coffee into small cups and teacups, making it look effortless. She would also tie herself up into knots getting stock out of the small spaces under the bar, making her look like a pretzel. 
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He took the bus home after his first exhausting shift at his new job. He wasn't used to being on his feet all day and thankfully fell into one of the many empty seats. 

He closed his eyes and thought about the turmoil he had been through this week. 

A grin spread across his face when he thought of Mel. Hot Mel. Mel, his high school crush. 

Back then he had been a small, nerdy kid with giant glasses and she had been on the cheer team. So far out of his league she may as well have lived on the moon all his former self could do was stare at her parading around the school hallways in her uniform of a tight top and tiny skirt. Beautiful long hair falling down her back. 

He had never even been brave enough to talk to her back then even though she had been nothing but kind to everyone. The humiliation of being rejected by the prettiest girl in class would have been too much to bear. 

But more than once he had come home from school, thrown down his bag, and run up the stairs to his room to clumsily jerk off to the images of Mel's tight, tanned body.

He looked around the almost empty bus. His seat was almost at the very back and the few other people taking public transport this late were at the very front. 

Mel had looked no less amazing today than she did. Her back was a smooth arch, every inch of her flesh toned. Her hips flared out into a perfect hourglass. Her breasts were firm, round globes that begged to be petted and fondled.

Her face was angelic, her eyes sparkled like sapphires. Her lips were soft and sensual and his traitorous cock twitched at the thought of them wrapped around him.

The sight of Mel was still just as mesmerizing as it had been back then. Her body was toned to perfection, her skin like marble. She has long, thick hair that hangs down to her midriff. But more than her body it was her mischievous smile he remembered. 

His cock twitched in his suddenly tight pants. 

He looked around once more to make sure nobody was looking then slowly put one hand on this cock.

He rubbed himself gently for several minutes, reliving the memory of his first glimpse of Mel. He imagined her standing in the kitchen pouring herself a cup of coffee while he stood in the hallway watching her from afar. 

His movements became more desperate.

He was rock hard now and he could feel pre-cum leaking from the tip of his cock.

He started rubbing faster and harder, trying to speed up his arousal without causing suspicion from the other travelers. 

His breathing became ragged. He began panting, staring at the ceiling.

In his mind's eye he saw images of Mel, bent over the counter of the coffee shop, her perfect ass sticking out.

He pictured Mel kneeling before him, sucking his cock. Her laying back on a bed, slowly spreading her thighs to invite him into her warm, wet depths.

With a loud moan he came all over his lap.

Two women at the back of the bus turned around and stared at him and he awkwardly tried to disguise his moan of pure pleasure as a cough. 

Embarrassed, he cleaned up his mess and pulled his trousers back up. 

Thoughts of Mel wouldn't leave his head and he was more than a little hard again by the time he got off the bus and walked home. 

Mel had promised that by the next day the black barista uniform she had ordered for him would have been delivered. So he was more than a little surprised when by the time he got to work she met him with the pink apron he had come to dislike yesterday and a bright pink t-shirt with the company logo.  "What's going on Mel, I thought I'd have the black uniform by now?"  "Yes I know, and I am so, so sorry. I was trying to get the uniform here yesterday, but this shirt was the only thing I could find in your size in any of our usual suppliers."   "Great, just great,"  he said dryly.  "Come on, dress me up like the girls."

"Oh, um sure." Mel said, looking a little embarrassed.  "There's a change room in the back of the shop."  "Thanks." he said with an edge of sarcasm. In the cramped, dark room he pulled on the t-shirt and buttoned up the shirt, sighing at the tightness of the material.  He hated this short- sleeved shirt, but pulling on a long sleeved shirt over out of place black pants would look ridiculous. 

The t-shirt was tight, feeling almost like it was hugging him around the chest. 

He stared into the small mirror above the sink and barely recognized the man that up until a few days ago would never have even left the house in anything other than a suit and tie. 

Now he stood in a coffee shop in a barbie pink shirt that molded around his chest and an equally pink apron Mel insisted be tied so tightly it almost gave him an hourglass shape. 

He couldn't help but blush when he stepped back out into the main room. 

Mel immediately started to laugh. "Oh my God, you look so cute!"  Trying not to blush further he simply said "Yeah, if you like that sort of thing."  Mel, who had been trying to stifle her giggles all this time, finally cracked up laughing, stumbling over to a chair near the door as she tried to catch her breath.  "Oh, you're just too much." she said once she had managed to gulp in enough air to talk. "Oh man...You look just like the other girls."  He felt his cheeks flush red with embarrassment and had to force himself to stop before he said something hurtful.  Mel had been nothing but nice, but he was still finding it hard to get used to the idea of her treating him like a girl. 

Mel seemed to notice his discomfort and changed the topic. 

The day crawled by. After the lunch rush was done he and Mel were the only staff left in the shop and she asked him to serve customers at their table while she manned the bar. 

He hadn't noticed yesterday but it seemed like almost all of the patrons were men. Most of them ignored him completely but whenever he turned around he seemed to catch one or two of them staring hungrily at his ass.  He refilled coffees and served pastries to them, feeling his cheeks burn every time he felt a pair of eyes on him. 

Mel breezed past him every so often, rubbing against his chest as she went. Her touch would leave a hot tingling sensation where she had run herself across his body. 

"You're doing an awesome job." she said with a wink.  "Really?" he said, admittedly surprised. "I mean, I guess I'm doing fine." he said, the words tasting bitter in his mouth. "You know, you really should be more confident, you're a great worker."   "You're just saying that because you want me to keep doing my job, you don't actually think I'm any good at this." he said, slowly turning back to his work.  "Hey, hey, I am not just saying that. You're doing much better than yesterday and I've been getting compliments from the guests about you. 
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The days went by slowly as he was getting used to his new role. 

He soon stopped even looking for new jobs in his old profession after the first scathing rejections hit his mailbox. 

The black uniform Mel had promised somehow never turned up and after a while he got used to the pink. 

Mel slowly began to suggest other changes to his appearance. She preferred him clean shaven  so in between going to work he used the electric shaver she had bought him to keep his face smooth.

Mel had a habit of stroking his face when they were talking and he found himself looking forward to those moments.

Mel seemed to have a thing for his hair and had asked him several times if he wouldn't mind letting her cut it. 

She always seemed to enjoy running her fingers through his hair, so he had no problem letting her snip at it while he was washing his hands between serving customers. 

It didn't take her any time at all to reduce his hair to a cute bob that left his ears exposed. 

She had also requested that he leave a few strands of hair at the front of his head over his forehead. He was sure he was already going to look like a girl with his new hair cut so he didn't mind leaving a few strands of hair at the front.

He hadn't touched himself in the week he had been working here. Feeling like he was insulting Mel by jerking off to the image of her. 

The patrons seemed to be getting more bold. One day he could have sworn that a man in a business suit grabbed his ass as he walked past. Another day one called him "sweetie" as he ordered his morning coffee. Today a young man in jeans and a button down shirt stroked his side gently as he paid his bill. 

He was sure he must be imagining it but with every day the apron seemed to be getting tighter, cinching around his waist almost like a corset. The effect was a perfectly feminine figure. His small waist flared out in a way that looked very much like hips and tits.

One morning after the first rush of customers had passed Mel took him to one side. 

"I've seen the way you look at me," she said. 

"I don't know what you mean" he said blushing, a nervous chuckle escaping his lips. 

"I mean, I've seen the way you look at me. I know you want me," she said, a seductive smile spreading across her face. 

"I...I don't I..." he stuttered. 

"Look, what I'm trying to say is you don't have to hide it anymore," Mel interrupted.  "I like you too." 

He stared at her. His mouth suddenly dry.  Those words had felt like a dream, but before he could respond she leaned in and kissed him. He felt his nerves kick into overdrive and his heart raced as he kissed her back. Her soft lips pressed against his and she slipped her tongue softly past them and into his mouth.  He felt her hand grab his erection as they kissed. 

She pulled away and he immediately felt an immense sense of disappointment. She laughed a little and said "You definitely want me."  

"There's just one thing," she looked at him earnestly,"I've been cheated on before and I don't think I could take it again. So everyone who dates me has to agree to wear a chastity cage for me."

He blinked and stared at her, sure that he must not have heard her correctly.  

"A what?" he said.  She smiled and said "You'll see."  He stared at her, completely unsure as to what he should say to that.

She smiled and said, "Just think about it okay" and wandered off to wait on another customer.  He watched her ass as she walked away. He had always thought she had an amazing ass and her uniform really showed it off, the way her ass jutted out from behind the counter.

He was about to turn away when he felt someone grab his ass. He yelped and spinning around he found himself face to face with a smirking man in a business suit.  "You'd better watch where you put your hands buddy." he said.  The man's smirk turned into a sneer."Like you don't want this," the man growled as he made his way out of the coffee shop. 

The day went by torturously slowly. Mel seemed to take every opportunity to tease him.  When he poured her a cup of coffee she slipped her hand under her skirt and ran her fingers across her pussy as she thanked him.  When she came round to collect payment she rubbed her ass up against his crotch as she said goodbye. The name tag she had put around his neck said "Sara" and for the entire day he had been forced to wear it since she claimed his got lost.  

Now that he had been kissed by Mel he did not want to remove it.

She had such an effect on him that he didn't even stop her when she removed the tag from around his neck, putting it back on its hook by the door as she said "I'll see you tomorrow Sara." She winked but he wasn't so sure she was joking.

Looking at the tag he read his name again. Sara. The name made him want to shudder.  He fought to keep his composure.  Just because he was wearing a girly uniform now did not mean he should lose his masculinity. 

He lasted two more days before he finally gave in. 

"I'll do it," he nearly shouted at her, "I'll wear the cage for you." 

Mel wasted no time. She went to the back of the store and came back with a small, black box. When she opened it he saw a glinting metal chastity cage complete with a professional looking lock and one key. 

She took his hand and sat down at one of the tables. She lifted the lock and unfastened the top of his pink uniform, carefully pulling it away from his chest. She unfastened his trousers with nimble fingers.

She smiled as she said, "I'm glad you decided to do this." 

She lifted up the metal cage and gently slipped it over his cock, locking it into place. He had to admit it felt good to be locked in that cage. His dick began to swell, pushing against its metal prison when he saw her slip the key to his lock into her pocket. 

When she was done she put her hand on his head.  He looked down at her, a little nervous.  He found himself thinking "this is it."  He was finally getting to be with the girl of his dreams. He was submitting to Mel and he couldn't be happier. 

She grasped his head firmly and pulled him into a deep kiss.  He felt his body go limp in her arms.  He was completely at her mercy now and he was loving every second of it.  

The rest of the day went by like a whirlwind. Just before she locked up Mel came up behind him and grabbed his ass with both hands. 

He nodded. "Yes," he said, his voice quivering, "You don't know how much."

She smiled a devilish grin and they made their way to her apartment. He didn't care that her apartment was small, it was cozy and a place full of personality. She took him to her bedroom and locked the door. His heart was beating fast as she turned to face him.

Words failed him as she kissed him. He wanted to tell her how much he liked her but as always had trouble finding the words.  

She turned and walked towards the bedroom door. "I'll be right back," she whispered. "Undress and get ready for me." 
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Light from the hallway streaming in through the open door, a dark figure moving toward the bed. Hearing the soft click of the door closing and the soft patter of feet across the floor. The sound of the straps of a dress falling to the floor.

The bed around him seemed to blur as he felt himself caught in a wave of pleasure, hearing a moan escape.

The bedroom curtains had been drawn, and the only illumination came from the sliver of moonlight peeking through the window. She stood still against the wall, her breathing rhythmic and peaceful, her slender arms and hips creating subtle shapes in the darkness.

She reached the bed, her hand lightly brushing against his chest as she leaned in and whispered in his ear.

"You are mine," she said, her voice low and commanding.

He let out a low, deep sigh as a wave of pleasure rippled from his head to his toes as her tongue lapped at his chest, his lips, his shoulder.

Her lips on his neck and her tongue darting into his mouth, savoring the taste and feel of her, swallowing as she pulled away. His body quivered and he released a soft moan that echoed throughout the room.

She pulled away and he heard the sound of her unzipping her pants and slipping them off. Her legs were slender, her hips lean and her thighs covered in sexy, expensive stockings.

The shimmer of a soft, silky material touching her skin, the sheen of a light, rare material that hugs her thigh at just the right place, solid colors of dark and light that pop against the tanned leg.

The shadow of the stocking, long and thin, with a tapered shape that starts at her knee and continues down her shapely thigh. The smooth silky texture of nylon, the shining of the fabric, black and iridescent.

She rubbed her warm, smooth body along his until her breasts were mere inches from his face, and then reached behind her back to unsnap the delicate little bra. The two black straps glistened in the dim light.

The soft sheets shifted as she straddled him and for the first time he noticed the sleek, black strap-on that hung heavily between her legs.

She leaned forward and grabbed his wrists, holding them above his head. He felt utterly controlled. She began to move against him, her hips rocking back and forth as she ground her pelvis against his. Her giant cock pushing against his tight virgin entrance with every movement.

He was too scared to say anything. His mind was reeling from the idea of being taken by this sexy creature.

"Open your mouth," she whispered.

He looked at her uncertainly as she began to crawl up his body every one of his nerves electrified by her warm touch. His eyes widened in shock when the tip of her huge strap-on gently tapped against his lips. Without hesitation, he opened wide and let her slowly push inside. It filled his mouth, stretching it open until the thick head popped past his lips. The warmth of the saliva that dribbled out around the edges took his mind off of the invasion for only a moment.

His jaw felt painfully stretched around the plastic cock as she began to rock her hips back and forth, sawing the intruder further into his throat with every movement. After a few moments, she withdrew it just enough for him to breathe comfortably before sliding it back inside again.

As the pressure increased she began to push deeper with each slow thrust. Soon he could feel the smooth shaft all the way down his throat, forcing him to take more than he would have ever thought possible. No matter how deep he went, there was still more to go. He had no choice but to continue swallowing.

This is really happening...

A surge of pleasure shot through his insides, making him moan in surprise. His body tensed up as his muscles clenched involuntarily, trying to resist. But he couldn't stop her even as he tried to catch his breath.

Each time she pulled back, his throat became less tense—but not enough. 

With a moan she pulled back, her fiery eyes filled with lust.

"Look at that, you made it wet enough to fuck you," she said. An evil glint came into her eye and she stood above him.

"Does it turn you on to know that you lubed up the cock that is about to claim your virgin ass?"

She mounted him and slid her crotch against his. He felt the cool air hit his exposed skin as she rubbed herself against him, her hands keeping his arms over his head.

She gently thrust forward barely breaching the rim of his asshole. He felt her stretch him out as she pressed against it, her cock brushing against the sensitive flesh. And then—she pushed.

His asshole stretched open painfully as she forced her way into him. As the head of her massive dick passed his sphincter, she paused.

Her expression changed as she looked down at his face.

"Shit! You're so tight!"

There was  gentleness and love in her voice. Her raspy breath telling him she was almost as desperate as he was.

With a gasp, she began moving her hips again, pushing her cock deeper into his tight hole. Each thrust pushed an inch of her shaft into his bowels. With every thrust, he felt something different. The pain slowly subsided, turning into pleasurable, tingly sensations. She was penetrating him deeply and steadily, the friction of the plastic cock stimulating his nerve endings.

Pleasure began to pool deep in his stomach, shooting little stars up from his cock straight to his brain every time the strap-on grazed that special spot deep inside him.

"You're going to make me cum if you keep that up..."

She didn't answer but continued to stroke him, digging her heels into the bed. Her hands moved to his ass and grabbed his thighs. 

He strained against her, pushing his ass hard against the intruder, matching her every thrust. 

His breath came in desperate, urgent gasps. Just as he thought he could take no more, his hard, throbbing cock straining painfully against his chastity cage she withdrew. 

A sheen of sweat covered her body as she towered above him. Suddenly her lips split into a wide grin and she giggled, grabbing his poor caged cock in one hand.

"Aww...is my little chastity boy desperate for release?" she giggled.

The sudden urge to please her was overwhelming. He nodded his head eagerly.

"Too bad, only one of us gets to cum today."

Before he could think about what she meant, she took off the strap-on and lowered herself onto his face.

"Eat my pussy," she commanded, "and you better do a good job if you want to cum any time soon." 

He was about to protest when she grabbed his hair and started moving her hips against his tongue. His eyes widened as he tasted her sweet, tangy juices. 

Her perfectly plump pussy was clean shaven and warm. The taste was intoxicating, like nothing he'd ever experienced before. With every lick, his cock pulsated with need, begging to be released. But she kept him on his knees, driving him mad with unfulfilled desire. 

Her orgasm was magnificent. He had never seen a woman come so hard before. Her body shook and trembled as she moaned out loud, her fingers digging into his scalp and pulling him tighter to her pussy. Her juices flowed freely as she rode his face, moaning uncontrollably. 

Slowly she released her grip and lowered herself off of him. To his surprise she leaned down and kissed him, tasting herself on his lips.

"Mmm," she purred, "that's what I'm talking about. Now get on your back and spread your legs."

His heart pounding in his chest, he obeyed.

She bent over him and sank her long nails into his thighs, spreading them as far apart as she could. 

His heart fluttered and hope rose in him that maybe she would finally let him cum. She dug her fingernails gently into the bulging flesh of his cock desperately trying to escape its metal prison then leaned back with a sigh. 

"You did well today," she said, stroking his hair and pressing her body against his. 

He barely dared to breathe. His unfulfilled need and the closeness of her delicious pussy the only things on his mind. 

Eventually her breaths evened out and her grip grew lax as she fell asleep. 

He lay awake for most of the night, desperately horny and happier than he ever thought he could be. 
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