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"I think you all understand what I've said and you get you're respective roles," said the tall blonde woman confidently. She oozed attraction and beauty, while her tone and body language burned with bossiness and intense superiority. Brooklyn had just hired a handful of new employees for her financial planning company and was determined to get off on the right foot with them and toe the company line, albeit with her own brand of domination and leadership.

The men all sat in silence and shock, all with a differing amount of persuasion and influence clouding over their turned heads. Matthew had a bit of control of himself and wasn't completely under her power. He followed her instructions and believed in her authority as she was his boss, but he wasn't about to bend over backward for her. He stared as she kept talking.

Brooklyn was sophisticated and elegant, she beamed with an incredible radiance, and her gait screamed with gracefulness and she knew how important and domineering she was. She felt her power being savagely rained upon them with every word as she spoke. Their expensive leather chairs could barely keep them from falling out of them with her intimidation blaring like a siren.

"You'll all dip your feet by taking positions in the PR and communications area, as your skillset and qualifications demand. The chief of the place is Barbara, and I expect you to follow her like sheep and be a model employee for everyone else. However, Norman, you'll be under my wing, and help me personally as I handle the more higher and important things, the actual financials of the whole company. That'll be a good learning experience and you're definitely suited for it more as you have a bit of knowledge in this compared to the rest. Is that okay?"

Norman swelled in his seat with nerve and burned with numbness. Her words were so persuading and she had more than a silver tongue to push him any way she wanted. He adjusted his seat and softly cleared his throat, his tight-fitting and neatly ironed grey chinos and tucked white dress shirt perfectly fitting his slender body. "I… I believe that will be work," he replied soft and uncomfortable.

He knew she was a proper boss and demanded attention like no one else. She was tall and bossy, her sexuality was incredibly vibrant and it seemed as if nothing could downplay it, as the cold and bright fluorescent lights accentuated her position, like a spotlight aimed at her as if she was giving an important political speech in front of thousands of people.

Her eyes turned and she took in his anxiety and felt the power of what she said. Brooklyn felt she had found another submissive male, which she loved beyond anything else, but she wasn't exactly certain. She felt she had to twist the knife deeper and find out, boss him around and see how it goes, see how he'll react. Brooklyn's panties were getting slightly wet at the thought of this as she approached, her posture intimidating and active as her stature covered his vision like a blindfold.

“That’s great,” she said as she leaned in towards him and stared. His face softly jittered and he went slightly red. “Now, my office is down the hallway from the left of the top floor. Look for the sign saying “Head of Finance: Brooklyn Chambers. I hope you’ll do well for me and I hope to see you soon, perhaps even later, but check with one of the managers to see if you have something else to do beforehand, I’ll understand if so. Thank you.” He bit his lips and softly nodded.

"Now the meeting is over. Resign yourselves to your positions. Thank you, everyone," loudly said Brooklyn as she stood as tall as she possibly could, almost like a massive skyscraper, at least that's how everyone else visualized it. The new employees all got up and left the crowded room, the doors noisily aching as they were swiftly opened and shut. With her opening moves done, Brooklyn went to her office in a cheery moody, hopeful for him to come see her, she was feeling obsessed.

Norman took his lunch break later that day and was still unable to think straight. Her words got to him like nothing else and his mind raced with thoughts. The projection of her voice and snarling lips were comically evil and he felt the spell over him like she was a mage. He couldn't resist the smell of her perfume or the vision of her energetic body and mannerism as he was unable to eat, her appetite slowly fading as burnt up with emotions.

Her attractiveness knew no boundaries as he felt himself towering in his pants as an erection tried its best to grow but it was continuously let down by the tight-fitting pink chastity cage snuggly fit around him. He was seriously whipped and controlled, as his partner had put that on as a punishment for being caught watching porn behind her back. He sipped from his bottle of water as he tried to relax as well as he could. The break room was filled with people and he felt uncomfortable.

Brooklyn had been working for a while and was a bit spent. She needed to cool herself and regain her composure so she raced to the bathroom and planted herself in front of the mirror. She stared at her beautiful and dolled-up reflection, her wavy blonde locks resting just beneath her shoulders, and loved herself tremendously. She knew how much of a queen she was. She turned the tap and covered her hands with water and ran it all over her face, more than enough to mentally ease her and erase some sweat from her tired face. She immediately felt relieved and refreshed and had to dry her hands now.

She turned her head left and saw the sign saying “OUT OF ORDER” on the blow dryer and felt a bit frustrated she moved to the paper towel dispenser against the wall. Her eyes widened with annoyance as her hand moved inside it but felt nothing. Out of options, she moved to the opened toilet stall and angrily reached for the toilet paper. She gripped it so hard she tore it and it escaped her hand and splatted onto the floor. Brooklyn leaned down and as her head rose up she saw a sight she wasn’t expecting. A pair of hairy legs slacked over the toilet seat. Did a man really enter the woman’s bathroom? How could they?

She stared with anger the slightness of her eye noticed the small hole above her and she moved her face towards it. Her eye was so close to the small hole that it was like it was glued onto it. Her vision turned to horniness and happiness as the sight of a pink chastity cage was there, glistening as she took it in. She couldn't believe it. A man wearing a cage at work? Such a naughty and wonderful slave. She needed to dig deeper and play with her newfound toy.

Brooklyn angled her eye more and could make it the outfit of him and knew who it was. It was Norman, the shy one from earlier was the submissive thing who wore chastity? She wasn't surprised given his demeanor and attitude so far. She was incredibly turned and her panties were getting wet, much wetter than before. She was lost in sexy thoughts as he finished up and put his pants on, clicking his leather belt into place with a loud metallic sound.

Not wanting to get caught yet, she closed the toilet stall door and leaned under the other side of it, watching intently as he washed his hands and dried them by patting them on his clothing. He quickly left and Brooklyn knew what her new goal was. Brooklyn opened the door and walked out, her vision of him fading as he got lost in the crowd of employees at such a large company.

Brooklyn sat at her oak desk with amazement flowing through her. She felt so turned on and obsessed with what she saw. She knew she had a toy worth taking for a spin and she was desperately horny. The pink cage was flashing through her mind, a persistent and pleasant visual that she couldn't stop thinking about. Her panties were so wet and fortunately for her new plaything, she had a collection of treasures to shower him with.

Brooklyn pondered how she’d make the first move. She was his boss, and he was easy to control, she didn’t need to concoct much persuasion to push him around and he had the downside of being weak. She rattled with thoughts and just came to the most simple and bare conclusion: Just order him here and start the fun, play with him like a doll and use him for her own selfish pleasure.

Typically she'd need to put some effort into getting a 'man' into a cage. Sometimes just by upping the ante gradually, one step until the final one was tightly encased around his perfectly shaved and limp genitals, humiliating and dominating him as she desired and intensely craved. Other times it'd need to be some kind of leverage or agreement, such as a bet or punishment for something dirty he did, such as being caught watching porn at work, having some negative words about women being weaker than men, or just by helping them discovered they had a side for being controlled.

She happily pulled her phone from the top of her desk and clicked the switch to unlock the screen. She smashed the ‘Messages’ icon and scrolled down until she got to Norman, she pattered her nimble fingers quickly along the letters icons and hit ‘Send’ when she was done, her phone vibrating in response.

Brooklyn sat in silence as she waited for his response. She aimlessly stared at the brightness of her computer screen, her eyes lit up like a flare in the cold darkness of a midnight forest. She cleared her throat and began to softly tap her desk out of boredom, rhythmically pounding away like the keys on a piano.

She glanced at the time in the bottom corner of her computer and sighed, feeling disappointed. It was only slightly past three in the afternoon, and she was feeling a bit drained from everything, but she hoped things were about to lighten up and fill her excitement meter to the brim. Brooklyn grabbed her insulated silver bottle in front of her and downed a healthy chug of it when her phone suddenly vibrated again, with no time to waste, she planted her bottle down and quickly checked her phone.

I’ll be right up, read Norman’s reply to her text message and she burned with eagerness. Her mouth was smiling so wide it seemed as if her skin was about to tear off her face. Her eyes widened like an opening drawer and she sat waiting for him. The noisy sounds of a crowded office environment murmured and echoed as was as still as a statue and quiet as a mouse, patiently anticipating Norman.

Brooklyn’s office door was slightly open and her eyes focused on it, occasionally a person or a group of employees could be seen brushing past it, their feet aimless stepping towards their predetermined goal or location as they made their way through the workplace, not even noticing or caring about the small hallway that leads to the door that is the entrance to her place.

An odd feeling and sensation hit Brooklyn's body and she wondered if was implying that he had arrived on her floor and was almost there. She has an odd sixth sense for submissive boys, and as she kept staring at her entranceway, Norman entered the frame and she glanced with precision at him as his legs moved until he was halfway between her desk and the doorway.

"I'm here boss," he blurted with nerve, his body shimmering slightly as if he was about to fall over. "Thanks for coming," she replied as she stared with cold eyes, all the while thinking about what is underneath his tight-fitting dress pants. She imagined bursting out of her chair, rushing towards him, and groping his crotch as if her life depended on it, holding on for all hope as she uncovered his dirty secret in front of him. She thought it’d probably embarrass him, but she imagined he wouldn’t hate that.

“I hope I haven’t screwed up so soon,” he said. “I’m trying to do my best, boss.” Brooklyn smiled and leaned in her leather chair, a soft squeak emitting as a result. Norman smirked slightly, trying to infer some happiness and lighten up everything. "There's something we must discuss," she said confidently and clearly, sounding very professional, her enunciation and tone incredibly clear. "It's about you and something you've done," she continued. Norman's lips lowered and he looked confused, he wasn't sure what to expect. "As I said, I'm trying. If I did something wrong or bad, it wasn't intentional."

“It’s a two-parter. It’s something you did, intentional or not I’m not sure, but something about your appearance is also of note, I couldn't help but stare. I have a strong interest in it, I won't lie," she replied sounding sultry, a seductive snarl curled her bright red lips as she got up from her seat. Her dark-shaded flats bounced along the wooden flooring until she was nearly face-to-face with him. His face turned nerves to uncomfortable along the way, his eyelids tensed up, his mouth slightly exposed, his perfectly white straight teeth appeared, and his jaw dropped a bit.

She could see the sweat running from his face and she absolutely loved it. She adored it, Brooklyn loved being a boss over a weak and pathetic man. She was so excited about confronting him about what she saw, she couldn't wait any longer as her lips began to move again, her eyes aimed at him like she was about burst into flames from them.

“I saw you earlier, I saw what you did and what you had on, your little kinky secret.” “My what?” Uh, well what do you mean?” He asked panicking a fair amount, a bit out of breath. "I saw you in the toilets before," she replied. "What were you doing in the men's toilets?" He replied with a sly grin, trying to turn the tables when he wasn't fully aware of the situation. "Are you joking? That's your best shot? You were in the ladies toilet's, you dirty boy," she said as she squeezed his cheek and softly smacked it.

His face had turned even redder as she kept staring at him, he looked completely lost in thought. “Are you… are you sure?” He asked in a weak whisper, sounding hoarse. Did I seriously go into the girl's toilet by mistake? I feel so damn embarrassed, he thought to himself. “I’m absolutely certain. Do you know how I know? Because I saw the damn large sign indicating female right by the entrance, and you clearly didn’t.

Holy shit, I wonder what else she saw? “You’re in bad luck so far, as I saw more than that while I was there. I peeked under the stall next to you and I saw tight fitting and naughty pink surprise nested above those cute legs of yours, and believe me, I couldn’t take my eyes off of it,” she said as raised her eyebrows.

"Oh my god!" he said shockingly, unsure of what to do next. "My girlfriend made me do it, wear a chastity cage as punishment for something I did, and try to spice our sex up as well." "What did you do, you naughty boy?" she sexily asked as she gripped his hips firmly. "I uhh… well I was caught jerking off to some porn, and she really doesn't like that. She was pretty pissed and locked me up tight.”

"It's really sexy, you in a cute little cage. It's so girly and hot, I love feminine boys way too much, they're my favorite toys to play with." Norman's face looked slightly relieved, but he was not sure where she was going with this. "As punishment for doing something like this at work, you'll need to follow some of my rules and instructions," she replied with such an impeccable cadence stern look, he was not about to say no.

"Such as?" "Firstly, those hairy legs are bothering me, baby. Shave it, in fact, shave everything for me. You're going to listen to me because I'm your boss and you'll do what I say." "If you say so," he replied. “Damn right,” she said loudly. She turned him around still by holding his hips and placed him against her desk, a soft bump sound bursting out. Despite her penchant for domination, she often couldn’t resist a splash of more sensual and soft loving, just to appreciate her fresh meat.

Brooklyn nibbled and lick the side of his neck softly, covering one side with her luscious wetness, in between the soft kisses on his thin lips and weak cheeks. Norman moaned softly and felt turned on, his body shivering as the locked cage built the horny sensations to his cock and balls but prevented them from growing in size. She reached and undid his belt and removed his pants, turning her eyes to his crotch and loving it.

She groped his thighs and loved the soft feeling of his skin, kissing it a couple of times as well, trying to build some seduction and sensuality over him. Her body purred and her pussy tingled, making her wet again inside of her panties. She strongly squeezed his slender ass cheeks and pushed her head back towards and enacted a final kiss on his lips, this time a bit longer and wetter, a bit more intense. “I love playing softly with my cute little boy toy,” she said with a zestful tone, emitting a raunchy tone. “That felt great,” he replied, feeling a bit taken back with a hint of pleasure flowing inside of him.

“Put your pants back on,” she ordered as she walked around to the other side of the desk, and he pulled his chinos to his waist and clicked his belt together. He got up properly and eagerly watched a couple steps back as Brooklyn rustled and waded through a couple of drawers in her desk as she pulled out a small black bag and threw it on the table before jotting some words on paper that she had just torn in half.

“Follow these,” she said as she handed him the paper and he took it. “And take this as well, just some spare things I keep in case I need them, we’re basically the same height, so it should work. I’ll see you tomorrow.” Norman took those things and left the room feeling clouded and shocked, he was not expecting this, but he was pleasantly surprised and looked forward to what would come.

Norman went back home and didn't bother to mention this to his partner so as to not upset her. He felt his allegiance and thoughts dwelled on Brooklyn and not on her. Her influence was incredibly alluring he couldn't resist her horny spell. As he stood in his bathroom looking at himself in the mirror he kept thinking about what she wrote down as instructions. Shave everything, try on these clothes, don't lose my makeup, if you're feeling adventurous, maybe try doing some yourself, keep your cage on, and most importantly, don't tell your partner about us.

He stashed her gifts and placed them under their bed on his side, hiding them sufficiently. He felt happiness over tomorrow and couldn't wait for what would happen, his mind was popping with ideas and fantasies. He was incredibly appreciative of what she had done for him today, opening a new pathway for him.

He washed his face with a gentle and soft cleanser, patting it dry with a crisp white towel. He finished by brushing his teeth before heading to bed, easily sleeping the night away.

Brooklyn again sat in her office, a bit distracted but mostly able to tend to her duties and work commitments for today. She was obviously excited and as a result of her seniority, she was able to have an extra long lunch with special requests not to be disturbed for anything, not even having anyone knock on her door. She planned to lock it anyway.

That morning they had both gotten up with massive smiles on their faces and they couldn't contain their excitement for each other, they were both heavily craving it. Brooklyn lived by herself so she didn't have anyone to hide her intentions or desires from and brought a couple of things from home to play with at work for her pretty doll. Norman had neatly placed her gifts from yesterday into his regular work backpack, makings sure not to mess up anything, and headed into the office for another interesting day. After showering and drying himself off, he spent a couple of minutes in front of the tall mirror in their bedroom as his partner in the kitchen.

He admired and loved the look of his slender and girly body especially not that it was completely shaved. He was hairless and he looked incredibly delicious, he gathered that she would lust over his smoothness and her hands would get more than a healthy serving of his pale and delicate skin as she raced around it.

Brooklyn was face down at her desk, looking at reports and other statistics for the department, and was feeling only slightly swamped with work. She hadn't checked the time for a while but imagined it was nearly lunch, and she was feeling butterflies in her stomach, with a great smack of eagerness as well for good measure. A blissful smile emerged on her face as she stayed buried in her desk, her eyes squinting and her brows lowering as a result of this.

She was concentrating so hard she didn’t even notice Norman enter her office despite the door making noises and him stepping along. “Boss, I’m here,” he announced as he stopped moving and she bounced her head up and looked directly at him, “I didn’t even notice you,” she blurted loudly. She cocked her eyes towards her computer screen and saw it was only a few minutes before midday and she raised her eyebrows at him.

“Good to see you again,” she replied. “How was your night?” “It went well. I looked at the stuff you gave me and tried it, it fit, and I really liked it.” “And the makeup?” “I didn’t give it a try, it was a bit overwhelming for me,” he replied. “It’s a good thing I’m here then. Get naked for me,” she ordered as she walked to her door and shut it tightly, flicking the lock as well.

Norman eagerly stripped to his pale shaved and skinny body, to the visual and audible pleasure of her. Brooklyn obsessively hungered over him and couldn’t stop staring. “Now get dressed for me.” She kept watching as he emptied his backpack onto the floor and felt through the small pile of clothing he got from her.

Norman gripped the jeans, dark-toned shoes, and a light pink colored blouse with a very happy grip. He threw them on the desk and put them on one at a time. Brooklyn happily watched as he pulled the tight-fitting jeans onto to his thin legs, sexily putting in one leg and then the other until it up to his waist. The top rested perfectly as the large circular golden button was put into place.

He buttoned up his pretty blouse and it looked immaculate, perfectly crisp and the color was beautifully vibrant. Brooklyn was enjoying it tremendously, she slipped a hand down her skirt and into her panties. She was as wet as yesterday as she kept rubber her pussy, softly moaning as Norman finished getting dressed up for both of their enjoyment, a cute red lingerie set underneath to top it off.

Norman loved the soft feeling of the comfortable and fulfilling lace fabric resting against his shaved girly body. His small chest was firmly encased by the sexy bra and the material tingled against his well-maintained skin. He ran his hands against his crotch area covered by the tight jeans and felt against his locked cage covered by his matching panties. The tiny crotch band was wonderful as it nestled between his bubble butt cheeks, he grew more turned on by the prospect of something riding up his crack, he doubted it be the end of that feeling and he'd crave it more.

“You look really pretty baby, let me add some more touches to your appearance, you’ll love it.” Norman’s face turned to delightful happiness as he watched on. Brooklyn rushed to her desk and removed a small black leather bag, in the same shape as a duffel bag just much smaller. She loudly roared the zipper open, and the makeup products, sponges, and brushes all tipped out onto the desk and clacked against the dark oak wood as she looked up at him and smiled from ear to ear, "This'll be fun."

Norman took a seat in her chair and let her put her skills to work. She lavishly dolled him up with makeup, not missing a single spot or area on his face, blending her knowledge, his skin tone, and the colors of her tools to create a palette and variety of tones that would perfectly apply and work with his small face and pale skin. Brooklyn finished her work by adding on a luscious blonde wig parted down the middle, with shapely wavy locks running throughout down to his chest.

Brooklyn held her phone in front of him and switched the camera to the front, allowing him to look at the beautiful magic she had done to him. He loudly gasped and couldn’t believe what he saw. He looked so incredibly feminine, he was nearly unrecognizable from his true identity. Brooklyn was head over heels for what appeared in front of her, she was in love with the sight and couldn’t stop admiring what she did.

"I don't believe it," he emotionally cried, feeling beyond shocked at what he saw. "I'm… I'm damn beautiful, thank you so much, Boss." Brooklyn smiled hard and patted his shoulders with excitement, energetically echoing loud thumping noises. "It's fine, it's my absolute pleasure, the first step comes from your partner of course so don't forget. But we're not done here."

Norman turned his head towards her and looked confused. "How do you mean, Boss?" He asked sounding obedient and loyal. "I have a couple more things, hold on," she replied as she moved back to her desk and opened another drawer, this time pulling out a large bottle and a purple sex toy. Her face burned with horniness and she looked at her prey with passionate eyes.

Norman blurred and felt so horny and lost. He couldn’t think of anything apart from the massive fake cock in front of him, standing tall on the desk like a statue. The tip appealed with a shining brightness as the lights on the ceiling accentuated it like the shot of a flare gun. "Are you gonna…?" "Use it on you? Absolutely! It's part of the training and fun I have for you. Get on the desk now!" she demanded by raising her voice.

Norman felt a bit shocked to the core by her tone, but he also felt a tidal wave of excitement bursting around him. The feeling of a dildo was getting to him and he had to try it out. The physical sensations of it was zestfully creating a massive craving for him to be filled. He slowly got up from the chair and sat on the table. “Turn around, on your hands and knees for me baby,” she instructed.

Norman did so and felt so eager. His backside and lower body were tingling with good nerves as he anticipated her backdoor pounding. She grabbed the dildo and lube bottle and placed left of his lower leg. Her hands were perfectly calm and gripped well as she reached for the back of her jeans, tugging them down by the waistband, as he unclicked the button at the front for ease of movement.

His dark jeans came down to his to the ends of his perfectly shaved legs and revealed his sexy lower body in some cute panties, the front crotch part all detailed lace covering his caged clit and balls, while the waistband and crotch section was a tiny thin piece of string. The only thing between Brooklyn and her goal was an almost nothing piece of alluring fabric.

“You look so sexy, you’re cute little ass is incredible,” she said as she took the bottle of lube and opened it up, smearing it into his cheeks and hole, the wetness and coldness sent a shiver across his body as he breathing slowed down, waiting for her to enter. "Pull the thong to the side," she ordered as she gripped one of his cheeks firmly, a slight stinging sensation simmering.

Norman adjusted his panties with one hand and spread his other cheek wide open for her. Their hearts raced with pleasure and anxiety as they both knew what would happen. Brooklyn excitedly took the dildo and darted toward his asshole and gently pushed it in, albeit with a firm thrust and a tight grip on his body. “Ooooh,” he vividly moaned as she fucked him. They both gasped and felt the intensity of this situation.

Brooklyn happily plowed away with eagerness flowing throughout and she adored the sight of his stretched hole being continuously used, it was such a sexy and attractive thing. The lube inside and around was being pushed about like a waterfall, it was flowing further down his legs and onto her desk. "You're sexy hole is incredible, I love playing with it you bad boy," she loudly declared and gave him a spank.

Norman groaned and growled with incredible pleasure, his breathing slowing down and sweat beginning to conjure and disperse around his body, racing down his forehead like raindrops on a window during a huge shower. His slutty hole was certainly feeling burning pleasure and heavy passion as Brooklyn played with her submissive doll, speeding up with the thrusting now to the enjoyment of both of them.

His pleasure and fantasies are mixed to create an exciting and memorable ball of sexual energy. The pure ecstasy growing and maintaining around them was pushing him all the way, right to the edge of cumming through the slit of his pink cage and onto his Boss's desk, just as she'd find that relish in and adore it for a long time. The ability to turn a cage-wearing pansy man into a lingerie-clad doll who cums getting their tight asshole used was a deep interest for both of them, but especially Brooklyn.

His caged clit pulsated and ached with incredible pleasure and she loved it. Brooklyn spanked a few times a row, quite hard and left a noticeable red print on his cheek, and he moaned with warm delightfulness. Her pussy was dripping wet at the sexy sight of her naughty toy being played with, she couldn't resist stopping, and again she went even faster and harder with the pounding, Norman was about to explode and he couldn't wait any longer.

Brooklyn leaned up slightly and towered over as his insides were still being fucked and was ready to cum. His clit ached and shook like crazy inside of his cage, her pussy was soaked and it twitched at the sight in front of her. "Oh wow, fuck me"! "I'm gonna cum"! he yelled as his locked genitals peaked and spurts of semen came bursting out of the head of his penis, messily dripping out the slit and all onto her wooden desk, leaving a noticeable pile of sticky goo. “Wow, what a beautiful mess you made honey. Norman, you were incredible,” she said as she planted a kiss on his left ass cheek, spit drooling down slightly. "Thank you for having me Boss, I really enjoyed this. I hope this will better our professional and personal relationship down the line," he replied slightly muffled, feeling out of breath and drained. "I hope so too," she said as she got off the desk and stood a few feet away, elegantly admiring what she created.

If you enjoyed this be sure to check out my other books here: My books!  Thank you!
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