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Neither the cold key flopping against my Adam's apple, nor the tight chain around my neck were at the forefront of my mind. Instead it was the memory of her words to me; words and actions that worked towards keeping me in an erotic stupor. I couldn't concentrate; I couldn't think, and I couldn’t believe what I was considering. Work was getting ahead of me. My thoughts continually drifted and drifted to the feeling of her thumb on my lips and the expectations of what was to come. She was completely inside my head.

This was silly, I said to myself. This was dumb. But then I would just get aroused again. My mind wound itself around these tiring circles until I was emotionally exhausted.

I ran off to the bathroom, the pink plastic cage rustling around in my pocket as I moved.

But you’re probably a little confused right now. Trust me, so am I. So let me back up to the beginning of the week…

MONDAY

"Noah, you can go in now," the secretary, Isabella, smiled at me.

I stood and moved to the double doors of our boss’s office, trying not to stare at the busty Latina woman’s enormous breasts. She always wore such low cut tops. I wondered if that was her choice… or someone else's. I shivered at the thought.

Slowly and hesitantly, I opened the large door to my boss's office. The firm was organized in such a way that I had never even seen her, let alone meet her.

"Come in, Noah" a confident, sexy voice boomed.

The tall and stunning Christina Maxwell stood as I entered, rising from her massive desk and strutting over to me, heels clicking as she moved. After approaching, she took my hand in hers and shook it lightly, all while staring deep into my eyes.

The head of our company was a picturesque blonde of Nordic or Swedish ancestry. She was lithe and athletic, but owned an eye-catching hourglass figure, with a titanic bust, tiny waist and flared hips. Her jawline was sharp and narrow, and her makeup was immaculately pristine.

"Pleasure to meet you in person," she said softly.

She was even taller up close, with a massive set of tits barely confined inside a white blouse. Her short pencil skirt hugged her curvy hips like a second skin, and her shapely legs were clad in dark hosiery. I was nearly a foot shorter than her, but perhaps her six inch heels added to her imposing stature.

Her slender hand lingered on mine for just a bit too long, and I felt my cheeks begin to smolder.

"Remind me, how long have you been with the company?"

It was like I didn't exist. Immediately I knew my hard work and patience with the company had gone unnoticed.

"Fou--four years, ma’am," I struggled to get out.

"Mmhmm, and in all that time you've had the same position here, correct?" She asked matter-of-factly.

Finally she released my tiny mitten, stepped back and put her hands around her slender waist. Her icy blue eyes scanned me top to bottom a few times, and I could feel her sizing me up.

"That's right, M-Miss Maxwell."

"I see, I see," she smiled, "I think that's all about to change."

She went on to explain that she was going to be shooting a series of commercials for the law firm in the coming weeks, and how she needed someone with tailoring experience to help ensure her clothing (i.e. suits, jackets, blouses and skirts) all fit perfectly. Instead of hiring an outsider, someone had apparently told her I did such work, as I majored in seamster and tailoring in college but now only really did it as a hobby. Either way, she said I piqued her interest, and decided to promote from within. If I did a good job, and my performance was adequate, then I would be handsomely rewarded. This new responsibility would be the entirety of my promotion, and coupled with a substantial salary increase, I didn't hesitate to say yes.

"Great!" She exclaimed. "Let's begin. I have an outfit I need altered immediately."

A bit caught off guard at starting so soon, but filled with eagerness, I readily agreed.

She stepped up to me, big bouncy breasts barely missing the tip of my nose. "You can start by taking my measurements."

I froze. The idea of being so close to such a beautiful, busty woman touched my core. And knowing what I knew about tailoring and taking measurements, I was about to get VERY close to her.

"Noah?" She asked with some curiosity. “Is something wrong?

"Oh, no-no, ma’am!” I blurted. “Of course not. But I… I don’t have my measuring tape."

Miss Maxwell chuckled, then pointed to the corner of her desk.

Sure enough, there was a brand new roll of tailor's tape waiting for me.

My boss stood ready, hands on her hips, staring me down.

When I approached, I was once again met with the faint, feminine smell of her skin and perfume. The aphrodisiac scent stunted my movement, literally making me light headed.

Kneeling, I reached up to measure her tiny waist first, I felt utterly small, undersized. Her massive breasts hung wide overhead, blocking out the lights from the ceiling and casting a pair of enormous shadows over me. She was so close to me, yet her face seemed so far away... so far above me. Whether it was just me not paying attention, or because my hands were shaking so much, when I reached up to cinch the tape around completely, I accidentally brushed against her breast.

"Ohmygawd! I’m so sorry!" I shrieked, backing away.

She giggled softly.

“It’s quite alright, Noah. Don’t be embarrassed. It was bound to happen. I often change right here in my office, so you’re bound to see me in my bra or panties from time to time.”

Her words and demeanor were soothing. She was so relaxed and confident. Which put me at ease. So I swallowed hard and crept back towards her.

"Very good," she offered.

From there, we proceeded with her measurements. Alterations were going to be a nightmare because her figure was positively insane! She had narrow shoulders but a titanic bust, a tiny waist but robust hips. I was certainly going to have my work cut out for me.

My dick getting hard wasn’t helping the situation either.

At one point, she decided to have my stand on an ottoman to make our work go faster. In my continued nervousness, I teetered over. Thankfully, she caught me, her surprisingly strong hands grasping my hips.

"Oh my! Be careful please, Noah.” She squeezed me. “There you are. You're okay."

Horrified, I realized both at once: that my erection was at full mast, and that her thumb was now resting against it!

"Ah… Uh… thank you." I tried to shift and lean away, but she held me firm.

Like her handshake, her grip lasted just a few seconds longer than normal, sending butterflies aflutter in my stomach and a bright shade of red over my cheeks.

Eventually she released me, and we went about standing there letting me finish her measurements without any further complications.

"Good work today, Noah. But we need to talk.”

“Yes Miss Maxwell?”

“Honestly, everyone in the office knows about you. That's not a problem. But, I'm going to need you to keep that under control if we're to continue.”

She pointed to my crotch, forcing me to look down.

Sure enough, a tent had formed. My dick wasn’t very big, only a few inches, so even at full mast it only jutted out slightly. But it was a raging erection nonetheless.

My cheeks burned bright again.

“Understood?"

"Ohmygod, Mi-Miss Maxwell I'm, I'm not-"

“No need for any excuses,” she cut me off. “Boys have urges, and I know I can have an… effect on certain types. Trust me, I understand more than you know.”

"Y-yes, ma’am. I'm sorry."

“Very good. Now off you go.” She waved me away with a flick of a wrist. "I'll see you tomorrow."

Swallowing hard again, I dipped my head and shamefully left her office.

TUESDAY

"Noah,” the beautiful Christina Maxwell said as soon as I walked into her office. “We won't be doing anything related to fashion today, I'm afraid. There's something else I have to talk to you about."

I gulped.

“It’s about yesterday…”

I gulped harder.

“I'm sure it was… uncomfortable for both of us. I really can't have you being distracted from your work. I can see how a petite young boy like yourself might be intimidated by a woman like me. And how those feelings of excitement might cross over to... other feelings. As a kindred spirit, I have no judgment. But, as your boss, I had to make a choice. So, I've decided on a solution.   You understand, yes?"

I nodded, defeated by such an all-encompassing philosophy, however true.

"So starting today…” Miss Maxwell reached into a desk drawer and retrieved something pink, “You’re going to wear this."

She held it up for me to see, pinching the tiny pink piece of plastic between thumb and forefinger.

“What… is it?” I meeked out.

"It’s a chastity device. It will keep you from any similar… incidents.” She stood and strutted towards me, device in hand. “Like what happened to you yesterday."

"Is that… is this really necessary? It was just one ti-" I tried to ask, but was interrupted.

"Noah… I know what young boys are like, and I see the way you look at me," suddenly, her thumb was pressing down against my lower lip.

I opened my mouth slightly without thinking, and looked up at her. My mind fogged up like a window in the snow, before I backed away, alarmed and confused.

She shook her head. "But, I'm not a tyrant. So, I'll leave the key with you."

She produced a golden chain necklace, like something someone might buy their wife for an anniversary, and held it up beside my face.

On it was a small matching key.

“Decide by tomorrow.”

And now, dear reader, you’re all caught up.

Locking the bathroom stall with a hurried breath, I whipped the cage out from my pocket and sat down. My body began to shake. I was so nervous. Placing the pink, girly cage next to my penis with my other hand seemed to help. It was like being in front of her again. The rush of her command and power over me. Incapable of resisting, I quickly fished out my three inch boner and began jerking it furiously, swiftly arriving to a leg-shaking orgasm.

I had to cover my mouth when I screamed, muffling my high-pitched voice from alerting any passersby. The sticky cum I spilled was the largest load I had ever produced.

What was happening to me? I was miles away from my narrow comfort zone. I'd just rushed to the bathroom (at work!) and jerked off (far harder than normal) to the thought of my ultra-powerful boss. If I was caught or she ever found out, my life would be over.

A woman locking away my manhood.

Laying there, slumped up against the toilet, legs spread with my pants around my ankles, I huffed and puffed, looking at the giant splash of cum I had splattered all over the stall door.

Holy fuck… what was happening to me?

I cleaned up the best I could and hurried home, avoiding eye contact with everyone in the office.

WEDNESDAY

"Noah, thank you for coming to my office." She approached me slowly, deliberately. "Before we get to today’s job, I'm going to need you to decide..." she tenderly grabbed the key from my necklace slightly pulling me towards her "...whether or not you're going to be locked up."

I was outright shaking.

She pulled me in close. So close that our noses touched. For a second I thought she might kiss me, but instead she just held me there, looking down at me, breathing deeply.

"All I need is a nod."

What at first had seemed a complete encroachment on my personal space was now something I felt I needed.

The situation was insane, absurd and beyond inappropriate. It had a strange pull to it I didn't fully understand. Yet, like a schoolchild admitting to their guilt over something.

Despite it all, I nodded looking down.

"Very well,” she chuffed, releasing me. “Take off your pants."

In a flurry of fidgety movements, I scrambled with my belt and zipper. Fumbling awkwardly, my pants came undone and I let them drop unceremoniously. They crumpled around my ankles, leaving me in my tight white briefs.

"I'm surprised there isn't more excitement going on right now for you… now that you're little undies."

“Just… a bit nervous Miss Maxwell…”

She stepped forward and smacked my hands away from my crotch, replacing them with her palm!

I shrieked!

She cupped my balls with a strong but delicate hand and said, "Cute. Is it normally this size soft?"

To defend myself and my flaccid, two-inch masculinity would paradoxically mean telling her I had just jerked off this morning to this very experience.

My blushing increased. Suddenly, I had passed into a phase of my life where I had exposed myself to another human being. And she was analyzing me with the dispassionate glance of a medical professional.

"No..." I meekly replied.

"I can understand your being nervous,” she grinned wryly. “But after this, you'll be able to better concentrate on what's important. I need your complete and utter focus."

My thighs tingled as she knelt, running her fingertips over my smooth legs.

Slowly and methodically, she attached the device to me. No one had ever touched me there… or anywhere for that matter, and here my beautiful boss was not sealing my dick and balls in a tiny pink prison!

The locking 'click' of my manhood being put away sent more shivers along my spine.

"There!" She pronounced with not a little satisfaction.

Then, to my confusion, she slowly rose, took my hand, and placed it around the necklace.

"Now say, 'I give you control, mistress.'"

I hesitated. This didn't seem at all necessary.

"I give you control over me…" I swallowed. “Mistress…”

As I inhaled her womanly scent, she started to lean toward me. Unwittingly, I leaned forward in response, my eyes on her full, pouty luscious lips.

This was it! She was going to kiss me! My first ever kiss!

"What are you doing?" She interrupted, stopping me cold.

My eyes darted around me. "Oh, uh… n-nothing!"

"Right, well," she said curtly. “Let’s begin. I have a new skirt for you to hem.”

We continued our work as we had been supposed to. Only, this time she was often naked down to her bra and it was me unbuttoning her blouses, undoing her belts, changing her heeled shoes, and all the rest.

It was here, amidst her various states of undress, that I saw it.

I was on my knees, tugging at her skirt down her legs per her instructions, when the huge round bulge burst out into view. Mere inches from my face, wrapped in lace, was Miss Maxwell’s mammoth python of a cock, coiled up in her underwear like a sleeping dragon.

A pair of smooth, heavy testicles were bunched up beneath it, creating a tangerine-sized bulge that literally had steam wafting off it.

It was mortifying having to be eye level with her crotch as the outline of her soft cock protruded from her panties. She was bigger soft than I was hard!

“Something wrong, Noah?” Miss Maxwell called from on-high.

Eyes-wide with shock and jaw on the floor, I didn’t respond. I couldn’t.

Confusion, fear, anger and arousal all danced in my head. Heat radiated off her swollen, seething package - it was a hot satchel of meat confined inside a tiny pair of panties.

Christina Maxwell, the most powerful woman in the city, wasn’t a woman at all!

She was so much MORE!

“Noah?” She spoke again, this time knocking me from my gazing stupor.

“Ah! I-I’m sorry Miss Maxwell I…” I shook my head, trying to shake off the hold her genitals had on my brain.

But she continued as if it was any other day.

“Very good. Then carry on.”

“Yes ma’am.”

As the day was wrapping up, Miss Maxwell told me that she planned to unlock me once she was fully satisfied with my work, when I could prove I would no longer be distracted.

I couldn't explain the tightness in my cage as she spoke so decisively to me.

Before I left for the day, she stopped me at the door.

“One more thing, Noah.”

I shrank. She was blocking my exit. What the fuck was she going to say now?

“Give me the key,” she said sternly.

“Wha-what? I thought you said I-”

“I can’t have you distracted here or at home.” She held out her hand. “Now give it to me. I won’t ask again.”

Ever-so-slowly, I reached up and moved to unfasten the necklace, but she stopped me again.

“Just the key. I like the necklace on you.”

Un-hooking the key, I placed it in her palm, and watched as she tucked it into her bra. Miss Maxwell then stepped aside, freeing the egress, and I scampered out of her office.

Back at home, all I could think about was her big, juicy cock. I tried watching some porn to ease my horniness, as I typically did after a long day. What a mistake.

For whatever reason, my usual lesbian favorites suddenly seemed boring, and only served to make the discomfort in my cage even worse. So I found myself perusing categories I would never have clicked on otherwise.

You see, I made it a rule to almost never watch any porn with men in it. Why anyone would watch porn with another man's cock was beyond me. I was straight after all, and cocks were gay. I hardly looked at my own when I masturbated, not that I really could now.

Looking back on it now, my insecurity was certainly a factor. Almost every dick in porn was bigger than mine, which always stifled my orgasms. Before I had a chance to make a mistake however, by clicking on something too taboo, I happened upon a video that was very relevant to my interests.

It was two women, one busty older dressed like a nun, and a younger, more petite girl dressed like a schoolgirl. The older woman was slipping her fingers in and out of this tiny, young, kneeling girl's mouth. I was mesmerized. Saliva was spooling out of the petite one's mouth as her mature counterpart calmly filled and emptied her mouth and lips. Total domination by a woman seemingly disinterested in her ability to completely overpower another. This was new, and unbelievably hot.

As my arousal surged, invasive images of my boss sliding her thumb into my mouth assaulted me. I could feel her slender, talented fingers as they effortlessly molded my mouth to her desires. My lips felt moist. The hairs on the nape of my neck stood up, and my legs shook slightly. I could barely concentrate on the video! 

Why was I picturing things that hadn't happened?! I shook my head. She had only placed it on my wet lip… why were these images jumping into my brain?! And why had Miss Maxwell done that?

I couldn't remember the last time I had gone this long without relief. Maybe I was just really, really pent up and it was messing with my brain. But, I had no way to get off. Another video autoplayed, apparently from the 'Domination' category it was already on. A mature man was spanking the same young woman dressed like a schoolgirl. He lifted her skirt as she laid on his lap and proceeded to spank her in her white panties. It was hot (and no cocks in sight!). My head was so far in the clouds that I barely noticed that I began to play with my cage, moving it around slightly. But by the time I realized what I was doing, it was too late. I couldn’t stop now.

Meanwhile the man’s spanking intensified, and I jostled my tiny cage even harder.

Something was welling up inside me.

But then, my hole suddenly started winking in sync with the spankings. The buildup inside me seemed to be reaching a crescendo. Startled and disgusted with myself, I removed my hand quickly from my body.

What was happening to me?

I decided to take a cold shower and went to sleep. I had work in the morning after all.

As my thoughts fell away into sleep, I couldn't stop picturing the man's large, veiny hands as they slapped and slid along that girl's porcelain skin.

THURSDAY

Another day, another few hours of disrobing my boss. I was sitting on the ottoman removing her belt and, as usual, her skirt fell to her shoes, when something touched my agape mouth!

I gasped and abruptly! As her skirt had been removed, her hard, pantied-covered penis had swung out and met my lips, tapping my inadvertent pout. Salt… I tasted bitter salt and flesh behind the porous fabric.

"Oh my god," I mouthed and pulled slightly away.

Her entire cock was visible behind sheer panties. Where the cockhead was (far to the side, still contained), was a wet spot, and I could see a mixture of saliva, and worse: precum. This made the head of her penis seem even more visible, and undeniably large. The moistened fabric left those parts of her naked, exposed. Like some deviant form of a wet t-shirt contest.

"Whoops," she laughed. "That's not supposed to happen. Are you okay, Noah?"

Inadvertently, I licked my lips. Why? I had no idea. But I was shocked and appalled!

Only yesterday, I had been enjoying lesbian porn. Now, a woman's cock had touched my mouth. Another person's cum had gone inside me.

It wasn't gay if it wasn't on purpose I tried to reassure myself. Right?

"Noah?" She reiterated.

I had been lost in my own thoughts, and had been staring at her crotch the entire time.

"I thought we were working on you not being distracted? What's going on?”

Our eyes met as I realized my folly. She peered deeply into my own.

Being made aware again of my locked away manhood, and at this moment, made my soul shrivel inside me.

"You didn't take it off somehow, did you?”

I shook my head. “N-no, Mistress! I would never-”

“Take off your pants!" She ordered, visibly upset.

"Um, er," was all I got out as I stumbled to stand up and take off my pants for her.

I had just barely opened my fly before she was on me, and as they were still sliding down my body, he quickly grabbed my cage.

"Hmmm. The lock is still on..." she turned, crouched, and lifted my genitals as she examined it with a thoroughness I didn't expect.

Having not cum in over a day, her fingers depressing the soft flesh of my testicles made me harden against my will. At least, as much as I could in the tight, pink cage

"Why haven't you been wearing underwear over it?"

I didn't want to explain that none of my white briefs fit me with the cage, so I looked away.

"You know, Isabella, my secretary?” Miss Maxwell said, rather matter-of-factly. “She… left some of her panties in here the other day. Maybe if there was something between your cage and your pants, you wouldn't be as distracted, hmm?"

She was telling me she had been fucking the sexy secretary I had a crush on and to put on her panties all in one go. Geez.

"You see," she went on, "I can be as hard as a rock..." Her engorged tent came dangerously close to my caged penis "...and still focused on what needs to be done. That's the difference between a professional..." she gripped one of my cheeks, her thumb against my small chin, her big, squishy bulge brushing against, setting off alarms in my mind "...and little boys."

This was wrong, this was wrong, this was wrong. But something kept me in place.

She was my boss, and she had the key to my manhood!

Without realizing it, I had given her so much power over me. I needed this job. If I had to wear a girl's stupid underwear to get out of this deeply uncomfortable situation, so be it.

"I-I'll do it" I whimpered.

"Do what?" She rebutted, running a thumb back and forth over my bottom lip.

I gasped and quivered, thinking back to the porn. My head felt like a snow globe as chills spread all across the edges of my brain.

"I'll wear her panties."

Miss Maxwell went to her desk, and I watched her luscious ass switch back and forth as she walked. On her return all I could see was her titanic bulge, jostling slightly with each footfall. I was only knocked from my reverie when she stuffed the panties into my chest.

It was humiliating having to hold myself onto her bare shoulders as she stood there before me. My slim legs slid down into the soft material while electricity ran up my body.

Seconds later a black, sheer material now held my caged cock in place. Simultaneously, a thin string of fabric wedged itself up between the cleft of my ass, striking my asshole with a sensual tingle I had never known until then.

Miss Maxwell stepped back and looked down at me.

"Very cute," she said, pausing, her eyes lingering on my crotch.. "But how such a little thing can cause so much trouble is beyond me."

That night I couldn't sleep at all. My penis kept getting hard (well, as hard as it could) as I shifted around my bed leaving the panties to caress my cage and its exposed parts.

God I need to cum. I need to cum so bad. I had never gone this long without an orgasm. The slightest breeze was making my cage tighten. I noticed that my nipples were even more sensitive, and when my shirt brushed against them my spine tingled. My whole body seemed to be tightening! My skin was just another cage withholding my orgasm...

Fuck it. I leapt from bed and started looking at porn again. There was a lot of catching up to do now that my tastes had expanded. I desperately searched to find that spanking video, my heart racing with anticipation.

Thankfully, my internet history was intact, and in no time at all I was watching the man's big hands relentlessly smacking the hot little schoolgirl’s backside. Her moans were my favorite part.

That and the man's comments like, "You like that, you dirty girl?"

The thought of this girl going about her day being prim and proper, nobody the least suspecting her need to be viciously spanked and manhandled: walking about her day, smiling and nodding, the wind caressing her smooth legs below the skirt where a dampness spreads at the thought of an older man taking control of her.

SLAP! WHAP! SLAP!

My butthole began to wink again in time with the spanks. As her ass increasingly reddened, my twitching hole pulsed harder. The panties felt tighter around my cage. I was as hard as I could get.

Peeling my panties off of my sticky cage, a hand absent mindedly gathers some of my wetness onto my fingers. I tenderly rub myself through the slotted plastic, gathering even more. The sensation sends chills up my spine and butt; my thighs jiggle. I'm not even thinking but I'm scooping cum onto my lips, and into my mouth. The taste makes me so horny. I slurp up more and more as my mind drifts, my body acting of its own accord.

Without a thought, my hand went to my little hole, rubbing it in slow, circular movements. I felt that same feeling working its way through my tiny body again. My head felt light, my heart heavy, and my loins aflame. Despite all this, I rubbed my hole vigorously.

Intrusive thoughts of my boss's hand being the one touching my hole caught me in my rapture. I shook my head and continued to pleasure myself in this new and exciting way. Only, and yet again, the man's hand in the video began to be confused with Miss Maxwell’s, the girl's ass with my own… As if she would soothingly caress her soft cheeks in between blows.

I tossed my head back in ecstasy! Fuck. Everytime I would close my eyes, I would see Miss Christina Maxwell’s eyes, appraising me in the typical way, slight reproach and amusement staring down at me.

As the new sensations and the video consumed me, the man in the porno slipped the schoolgirl’s panties aside.

I salivated at the thought of the wet pussy I was about to see.

However… The sight of a pink hole, smooth balls, and a little cock were there instead.

The school ‘girl’ was not a girl at all! She was a boy!

The images burned into my mind. This wasn't my first straight porno, instead, the video was of a feminine boy being spanked by an older, muscular man.

"Oh...oh...oh!" I involuntarily screamed out as my cum dribbled out from my cage onto my panties on the floor.

Holy shit… did I just cum?

I passed out before I could decide.

The sun slowly warmed my body awake. Slight heat felt good on my cage. As my body came to, my eyes drifted to the clock.

SHIT! I was late for work! I hadn't set my alarm the night before...

All I could think about on the way in was about how I had accidentally cum to gay porn. My identity was in crisis. Of course, I reassured myself, I was still straight, but how had this happened? My mind's eye lingered on the strong hands, the bottom's… bottom, the moans…

Oh fuck the moans!

FRIDAY

Slinking past Isabella, who gave me a wry smile, I, as slowly as I could, opened the broad door to Miss Maxwell’s office. She was inside, sitting on the front portion of her desk, arms folded with an angry look, waiting for me. She was silent until the door closed and stood when the lock latched.

"I can't have you arriving late like this Noah. This simply won't do."

She approached me, her towering figure overshadowing my own.

"I think for a change, today, I'm going to undress you. Come here." Deft hands took my outfit apart so readily and casually had my tiny balls constricting, all while the chastity tightening around my arousal.

Aside from the panties and chastity, I was quickly naked in front of my fully clothed boss. "When you were late today, I suspected you might be being distracted at home now too. I see you still have on your panties. Very good. This means you pass that part of the inspection, at least.

“However…" her finger went to the tip of my caged cock "it seems like you made a mess recently. Someone's been a naughty girl."

She ran her finger up the tip of the cage, right where my slit had oozed out a dribble of cum. She then brought that same finger up to my face, and I could see the shiny pearl of DNA resting atop her fingertip.

I needed so badly to run away at that moment. But I was frozen with fear. Her words were so similar to the porn. My cage began to feel the way it had last night. Then she cupped my balls and I squealed.

“Can’t have you making a mess.”

"Mmff" I let out.

"Oh my god. You're leaking again," she said with a throaty laugh.

As surprised as she was, my eyes darted down. My tiny nuts looked so fragile in her hands. And indeed, a tiny thread of cum was leaking out of me and into her palm.

"I'm-I'm sorry, Miss Maxwell" I replied, confused.

“Mistress!”

“Ah! Yes. I’m sorry, Mistress.”

"I put you in panties, and not even sixteen hours later, you make them wet like a girl. How am I supposed to give these back to Isabella?! I might just have to tell her what happened..." She trailed off.

If Izzy found out, I didn't doubt that the whole office would know soon after!

Fuck.

"Imagine her shock when she finds out about how in touch with your girly side you are, how you can't even use your cock right now." Her grip tightened around my pink caged cock and an accidental moan escaped my lips. It felt...good.

"How it'd make her gasp and laugh. Those big glossy lips of hers…" She began to tenderly apply the cum to my lips like makeup "Mmmm… just like your lips."

I trembled under her taboo touch.

"Get on your knees."

I wasn't sure I wanted this to continue but I couldn't stop. So I knelt.

Her hand returned to its motions on my lips. I strangely missed the sensation of her holding me in my panties. I was beyond exposed: nearly naked with my big ass resting on my feet.

"Noah… with the cage, you've already given me your cock; with the panties, you've given me your masculinity; so what does it change… if you give me your mouth?" Her thumb began to slide between my lips, slowly slipping in and out, petting my wet tongue, curving through the folds of my lips.

I gulped. It was JUST like the lesbian porno!

"I think your mouth has been mine for a long time now, hmm? Wasn't it just a matter of my asking?" She switched to her two forefingers. I was soon nearly deepthroating them as she looked down at me ponderously.

"Wait." She announced coldly, "take off my skirt."

I wasn't sure I was ready for this either! Nevertheless, I fumbled with her belt’s clasp, then the zipper along the side of her skirt.

Released from her bottoms, her massive cock unfurled like the mast of a ship. It was right in front of me, again.

The outline alone made me feel so insignificant. I thought about how Izzy must respond to a cock this big; I thought about the sensation it had made on my lips before and the bitter cum I had accidentally tasted before.

I swear I could almost taste her seed again. Oh god. I realized: I had just licked my cum plastered lips. As I noticed what I had done, I made fleeting eye contact with my now wide grinning boss. More drool pooled into my panties. My body was betraying me while my brain wanted to scream.

"My belt. Give it to me."

She held out her hand, palm up, much like she did when asking for the key.

Obeying, I handed her the belt.

She was soon wrapping the belt around my neck and pulling it taut. Everything was warm. I felt dizzy. I hadn't even held a girl's hand yet and now… oh God. I just needed to cum and then I'd be released from this bizarre fever dream. I would be free, all I needed was her cock to hit that special spot deep inside of me and then I can go back to being a straight boy. 

My lips gave way to an… "Ughh."

I was approaching the point of no return.

My knees wobbled as she pulled my face into her crotch with the belt, mashing my cheek against the hot, steamy muscle.

"Nuzzle my cock with the side of your face, then take off my underwear with your teeth."

"Yes, nghh…" she pulled on the makeshift leash, "...ma’am"

"WHAT did I tell you, whore?” Miss Maxwell seethed, tightening the belt around my throat. “It's no longer ma’am to you, Noah. Izzy calls me ma’am anytime she wants my cock up her ass. You, on the other hand, will call me Mistress! Understand?”

I nodded weakly, feeling the belt tightening each time I took a breath.

“Because, in this case, I've made you into a pussy. My pretty, pantied sissy.” Her tone was one of mockery. “You know what you need to call me."

I felt like the panties were going to rip against the cage, it was so tight. The outline of her thick cock was hardening against the side of my face. Images of that petite girly boy being spanked rushed to my mind as I spoke…

"Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl," she said, patting my head adoringly.

My spine tingled. The tug on the makeshift leash made it clear it was time to take off her underwear. My mouth grazed her waist as my teeth braced around her waistband. Sweat musk, perfume, tangy sex and all their tastes and associations flooded my weakening mind.

But I managed to bite down on her elastic band.

Pulling so far away that I had to strain myself, her cock finally sprung free, slapping against my cheek before sticking out from her pubis. More leaking ensued. My god it was fucking huge.

"Hah, don't be shy. Give it a kiss, baby. Right on the tip."

I was low on air from the belt around my neck as she pulled me closer. My lips enfolded her soft flesh like a flower yielding to a bee.

It was softer than I imagined: the tip moved with my mouth, as her fruity precum met my own cum-covered lips. A barrier went up behind my previous life. Now I was a person who had voluntarily kissed a cock (my older, more confident, more dominant boss's cock no less).

Was I gay? Was I just confused? Was I too afraid to say no? Did I want to say no?

"Too bad we didn't get you some pretty lipstick before you two met," she taunted, interrupting my thoughts.

I blushed. My cage was radiating heat. How my own tip looked in its cage compared to the one in front of me caused me terrible shame. I began to lean forward, allowing her cockhead to spread my lips.

"Whoa, whoa," she withdrew himself from me. "Did I say to do anything but kiss my cock?"

Fuck. Why had I done more than she asked?! I was just trying to do what she wanted…

"I can see you want some more," she continued. “But, when my sissy girl wants something from her Mistress, she has to ask.”

It was just like every time I messed up on the job. Words escaped me, my heart sped up, and I nearly felt like crying. Yet simultaneously I was filled with an incredibly, hungry lust.

Reaching out to me with her free hand, she playfully ran a dainty finger down my cheek, sliding until she cupped my chin. Her thumb found my lips again and she patted her pad against my puffy lower lip.

"Hey, hey," she soothed. "It's alright, just ask me. You already know how, sweetie, like when I locked up your tiny dick in its pink, pathetic cage. You asked for it."

Her playful insults pierced me to my core. Everything I feared to be true about myself was being repeated back to me. What were the odds my same insecurities would be sounded out by a near-stranger, unless they happened to be true. This unpreparedness for self-knowledge made me feel like my soul was shaking. Yet, as she talked down to me, my panties were getting wetter and wetter, tighter and tighter. I needed to know what it was like to have such a big cock, to be a real man. And if my mouth was the only way....

"May I please suck your cock, Mistress?" I asked, defeated.

She smiled.

"Hmph. And why do you want to suck my cock?" She countered.

"Because your cock is superior… it looks so good… I wanna taste it."

"Is that all?"

My face was practically on fire.

The tension building in my body, especially my panties… was surreal. So I just let it out.

"Mistress, I need to feel your massive cock filling my dirty mouth with your thick, sticky load. Please…"

"Hah. What a fucking slut," she pulled the leash, yanking me forward, and my needy mouth was suddenly filled my hot, footlong girlcock.

I tried swallowing her swollen dick, but my throat wouldn’t open wide enough. Instead it was stunted just a few inches in, wedding itself to the back of my mouth with another ten inches left to go.

It was less like I was sucking her off, and more like she was fucking my mouth. In and out; in and out. Veins and flesh and spit were pistoning in and out of my lips. The leash and my lips serving as twin vices, each constricting my air. I was being used like a sexy toy. One hand on the leash, the other gripping my hair.

"Keep swallowing my cock, baby. Thaaat's it. Oh, you're making me so hard. Do you feel my veins pressing against your lips as I fill and empty your slutty little mouth?"

Her balls were slapping against my chin like I didn't matter at all. Every slap made my cage pulse with excitement. The wet, dirty, slurping sounds filled my ears and mind as the lack of air made my mind go blank. I was approaching a sort of fog.

I was only making muffled vowels.

She was much more vocal. "Mmff...uggg...mmmm…"

"No girl's gonna be making noises like that around your little clit, Noah."

Despite her stinging words, I moaned… loudly.

"That's why you're wearing those panties. You're not a man. You're my little toy, my sissy bitch, to play with as I please."

Her cock was taking up even more space in my throat and mouth. My cheeks and lips became even more strained. This was it. She was going to cum inside my waiting mouth. I was ready. I needed this so bad. But I was losing consciousness. I just needed to stay awake long enough, fight the encroaching darkness, and then her creamy cum would be mine.

It was so close…

But then my world went black.

And suddenly, I was waking up. My cage was being played with. My panties were gone. Miss Maxwell was slapping her meaty cock against my little pink cage. The heavy slap of meat hit hard, then soft, and she alternated between playful and sadistic. 

"I'm very disappointed with you, toy. If you can't please me with your mouth, we'll just have to use your pussy instead."

With her cock towering over my own, caged, forcibly constrained erection… her demeaning words, her cool control over the entire situation drove me crazy.

Insane with lust, I turned over and got on all fours.

She laughed. "So eager now, hmm? Now that you've gotten a taste. But I won't be doing all the work now."

I looked back at her with a whimper, watching the beautiful blonde sit back on her desk stroking her twelve inch hole destroyer.

She wanted me to ride her? I would have to stare down at her and she would be looking up at my pale, naked, petite, hairless body.

I hesitantly mounted her, my legs quivering with anxiety. Her broad musculature brushing and rubbing against my soft, admittedly weak, body made it even worse. It was like we were two different species.

Hovering over her, I aligned my thick booty to the wet, waiting spear below.

"Are you ready for me to make you into a woman, to make you cum like a girl?" She asked.

And I nodded.

"You know how I said if you want something, you have to ask for it, slut."

Heat radiated from the tip of her hardness onto my wet, waiting hole.

"Make me your girl, Mistress."

Her hands gripped my hips decisively.

"Look me in the fuckin’ eyes while I make you mine," she demanded.

She controlled everything, slowly lowering me onto her spit-covered cock. It touched my slippery hole and I bit my lip.

"Thaaat's it… thaaat's it," she repeated as my mouth lay agape, stunned at the world-changing sensation of being penetrated for the first time. "I'm gonna take you nice and slow Noah, I want you to have a memorable first time."

I was sinking onto her spear, succumbing to her power.

As her cock stretched me out, I felt the rest of my body shrink. I realized I was so small, so insignificant compared to this beautiful she-adonis. She could do anything she wanted to me. Anything she wanted WITH me. I was afraid. I was excited. I didn't want this to ever stop.

"You're doing so good. Your nipples look so hard and your little clit is leaking so much. You don't have to say a word when your cute little body is so very responsive."

"Mmmffhh," I blushed. “Oh gawd!”

Diligent, smooth hands were exploring my soft, smooth body without a hint of inhibition. Sliding from my ass to the small of my back, to my stomach, my chest to my nipples. A seemingly unending cock was plunging into me, exploring every inch of my insides.

Finally, the inches stopped, and I felt her hot nuts on my ass.

“Such a good girl,” Miss Maxwell purred. “Got it all on your first try.”

She returned her hands to my waist, then slowly lifted me. My body reacted, clenching onto the hot pillar of flesh sliding around her thick weapon.

The chiseled amazon loosened her grip and let me sink back down, only to repeat it action over and over, picking up speed each time.

She lifted my light little body as she fucked me, bouncing me in the air.

"Oh my god! Oh God!" I screamed between gasps.

My hands braced her legs behind me and I held on tight for dear life. On a dime, my impersonal, degrading fucking was transformed into intimate lovemaking. And I couldn't do a thing about it. My eyes rolled to the back of my head. Then suddenly, her lips were on mine as my boypussy slid up and down her unending cock.

A swarm of sensations were filling my body and mind, but I couldn't fail to notice my cage flopping uselessly against her taut belly with a reliable 'click, click, click.' Her powerful cock pounding away at my pussy while mine was locked away so close by. The peak of her thrusts made me moan, and gurgle, and cry out.

She held my hands together with one of her so I had to embarrassingly bounce on top of her without any leverage. My horniness made up the difference.

"Such a good little slut. Bouncing on Mommy's big cock while you do all the work. Slamming your fat ass into me over and over just to feel me inside you. God, your body was built to be fucked. Smooth, slim, and so tiny. Easily manipulated and manhandled. Mmm."

Her words were making me dizzy.

"Fuck, yes Mistress, don't stop." I had given in completely to the new sensations and her carnal lust for me.

After releasing my hands, my ass sank again and again against her hips, her cock delving deeper and deeper inside me. I held my clenched hands up helplessly as he pounded away at my sensitive hole, moaning like a slut, her slut. I felt complete. But, abruptly, she stopped.

"Do you want my cum, baby?" She knowingly asked.

"Nghhh.....yessss!"

"Ask me to breed you," she commanded

"F-fuck… please fill me with your cum, Mommy, breed me, make me yours!"

She pulled me down to the hilt, pinning me down so that her entire shaft hilted inside my asshole, and wriggled me against her hips.

"Ohhhh...oh God…” I mewled. “Oh fuck!"

"You can have all my cum you want, sweetie, but...you have to agree to something else for me."

"Y-yes anything," I cried out.

"You're NEVER going to cum like a boy again. From now until forever: cumming only in your pink little cage. Only from the pleasure I, and my cock, allow you. Doesn't that sound amazing?"

"Oh God, oh gawd," she was so deep inside me and rotating her hips, boring me out like a powertool on steroids.

I needed the fucking to keep going. I needed to feel her cock sliding against my guts. Something inside me had been welling up.

"Yes! YES! Whatever you want, Mistress! Please cum in me!"

"Good girl," she smiled.

With her still inside me, she put me on my back like I was nothing, put my legs on his shoulders and continued her deep fucking.

"Oh my god! Oh my god" I was hyperventilating. My voice was airy, feminine  and pathetic; her balls slapping against my ass responding to the continuous, 'click, click, click' of the chastity bouncing from her rapid penetration.

No longer having to ride him, I got lost in all these new feelings. Oh god, she was reaching even deeper inside me now. Those big, heavy, semen-churning balls bumping against my soft ass as my leaky clit spilled onto my smooth thighs and stomach. She was everything I wasn't, and I loved it.

Her giant shecock seemed to be reaching its apex. It got bigger?! I was so confused. And then, she was grunting over me as my boypussy filled with her copious seed. Load after load of sperm unloading inside my bowels. It was endless.

Suddenly my testicles hugged my body. I surrendered, shaking violently.

"Oh...oh...yessss...please....ughhh!" I cried out. “AIYE!”

I convulsed in pleasure. My leaking cage dribbled like a broken faucet. Her length shot load after load deep into me, against gravity, and my ass gripped her with each release of my own.

My body went rigid. Chills ran down my neck and spine and ass. My caged clit was spewing excessively, all over the place, painting my flat chest.

Shame pounced upon my body. I had gone so far and done so much, with just one person pushing me to do it all. I was a woman's submissive fucktoy. My boss of all people. My cock was gone. My ass was gaping and leaking cum.

What had happened to my self respect?

But then she was touching me again and all the thoughts went away.

"Wow, you came from me nutting in you… it took Izzy quite a while for that to happen. You just might be my new favorite office slut."

She scooped my cum into my lips as I sucked it up devotedly, licking and sucking her fingers clean.

"Mmm," I cooed.

"Would you like that, Noah?" She said, holding my face while another trickle leaked out of me. “To be my new personal little fucktoy five days a week, nine-to-five?”

I licked the cum from my lips and smiled. "Yes, Mistress!"

THE END
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