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	Chapter 1: The New Normal

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Sneak Preview

	 

	She had not told anyone. He peeked over his monitor and saw the back of her long blonde hair as she talked with friends. Relief washed over him, followed by growing hope that she had actually enjoyed it. A smug grin started to form until his eyes landed on a small padded envelope on his desk.

	 

	His name was written in black marker across the front. He opened it in confusion. A note fell out: "put these on and take a picture as proof or else." He looked inside and his stomach sank. A tiny pair of pink panties waited there.

	 

	Color drained from his face as he looked up to see his young tormentor grinning at him. "Now," she mouthed. Shame-faced, he stuffed the panties in his pocket and walked past her pleased expression to the toilets.

	 

	He locked the cubicle door and struggled to pull the small panties over his thick thighs. He finally stretched them around his flabby backside. His balls bulged out the sides, and his cock strained against the tight fabric. He took a quick photo, shuddered at the humiliating sight, and pulled his trousers back on.

	 

	By the time he returned to the office, the panties had wedged into a thong, the back disappearing between his cheeks. The material dug into his waist as he walked. He hurried past the smirking girl and returned to his desk for some relief.

	 

	"I want my picture now," an email appeared instantly. Her phone number followed: “send me it or I'll tell Miss Colton what a pervert you are.”

	 

	Thad slumped in defeat. He knew he could not trust Carissa, but he had no choice. One more incident and he was finished. He gloomily entered her number and sent the embarrassing photo.

	 

	His phone lit up in reply: "Good boy, and so sexy." She mocked him from across the room. "Keep those sexy panties on all day and I will check later to see if you have, sissy."

	 

	Despair dulled the pain of the tight fabric around his groin. He forced himself not to look at her smug, beautiful face.

	 

	At the end of the day Thad watched her put on her coat and say goodbyes. She gave him a sly nod to follow. Her long blonde hair swayed as she disappeared into the disabled toilet.

	 

	He cautiously opened the door to find her grinning maliciously. "Lock the door, dickhead." Blood rushed to his face at the nerve of this young woman speaking to him that way.

	 

	"Now, show us your knickers, sissyboy." Her sparkling blue eyes gleamed with delight at his discomfort. "Get a move on, some of us have homes to go to."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Feminizing the Office Creep

	Mistress DJ & Kylie Gable

	 

	Thad was the longest-serving employee in the office. He had recently marked his thirtieth year with the company. When he started as a teenager straight out of school, he was a boy surrounded by grown men. A fresh-faced youth sat among desks filled with beards and heavy mustaches in a room thick with cigarette smoke. The walls were stained yellow from decades of tobacco, and the windows stayed heavily fogged. The only woman who ever entered their space was usually the manager's secretary, always a carefully chosen attractive young woman. She had to hurry through a daily obstacle course of pickup lines and snickered double meanings. It was in this rough setting that Thad learned office life, and he soon became the energetic center of the group.

	 

	By Friday the office crowd flowed into local pubs. Every female staff member became the focus of their roaming eyes. Any woman who fell for their smooth talk regretted it right away. She turned into Monday's office gossip. Several had quit in tears after one night out led to endless ridicule that forced them out of their jobs.

	 

	Monday mornings found Thad ready with his stories. He described massive drinking and wild sexual adventures. He took the spotlight and walked them through every exaggerated detail. At first he did it to fit in and be one of the boys. Over time it became his way to claim the top spot in the group.

	 

	Times had certainly changed since then. The old boy’s network that ran the company from the beginning had been dismantled. In recent years senior roles once reserved for men had gone to women. Quietly and steadily the male-dominated company had been overtaken by a younger, mostly female workforce.

	 

	The change happened so gradually that Thad hardly noticed until he looked around and saw he was the last man left. As each male team member left or transferred, his replacement arrived with a confident stride. Eager young beauties caught his eye and made him forget the men they replaced almost instantly.

	 

	When Thad walked through the door each day, he knew he was one of the last of the old type, almost an endangered species. That did not bother him much. Work was simply to pay the bills. He had never been ambitious about climbing ranks. Thad just kept going steadily, never making trouble or missing deadlines.

	 

	Only recently had he started receiving negative comments about his office attitude. His crude jokes and obvious staring at the more attractive women now earned warnings instead of approving slaps on the back. He could probably control the jokes. But how could any normal man be expected to ignore the sight of beautiful women sharing his workspace?

	 

	Time had not treated Thad kindly. His waist had grown wider, his hair had thinned, and his jaw now carried extra chins. He loved looking at the women, but he never fooled himself into thinking he had any chance with them. Those days were long behind him. His sex life had shrunk to porn and masturbation, or as he joked, sex with someone he loved.

	 

	His marriage had lasted less than a year. It was a bad decision triggered by an unplanned pregnancy. Dislike grew quickly between them. They agreed to divorce while feelings were still only mild resentment. The only lasting results were monthly support payments and short, sullen visits from his daughter, usually to ask for more money.

	 

	New young faces came and went like a revolving door. As soon as Thad got used to one attractive newcomer, another took her place. They moved on to different departments, likely filling spots left by the shrinking number of older men. Thad told his friends it felt like working in a Stepford Wives office where someone kept producing perfect women just to tease him.

	 

	Memories of the old days, surrounded by hairy men in a dark, smelly building, were fading from his mind. The room now smelled of a pleasant mix of perfumes that drifted by and tempted him to look. In his fifties Thad felt like a dinosaur among these lively young beauties. He barely understood their conversations, and their personal lives were a total mystery to him.

	 

	A few overheard remarks and quick glances had given him new ideas for entertainment. He had joined Instagram and Facebook because of it. One bikini vacation photo he glimpsed pushed him to search further. He enjoyed exploring their private albums. If he could not stare openly at work, he could certainly enjoy them privately at home.

	 

	He did not dislike how they looked in the office. But those tight skirts drove him wild. The women who moved around him now would have given the old guys heart attacks. He had even gotten used to taking orders from female managers, a huge change from the past. Over the past few years he had several female supervisors, starting with older ones and moving to younger, more attractive ones. The current one could easily be his daughter.

	 

	The first was a tough older woman who ruled everyone with an iron hand and a sour mood. Fortunately the supervisors grew younger and prettier over time, much easier to deal with. Thad could list their names: Miss Lord, Miss Carlise, Miss Brown, Miss Jones, and now Miss Colton.

	 

	She was a recent arrival, promoted from another department as had become common. Barely in her twenties and already rising fast, her confidence matched her beauty almost perfectly. Many attractive women had come through the office, but she stood clearly above the rest. Thad thought that if he were thirty years younger, though even then she would never give him a second look.

	 

	This woman was wasted in a dull office. She should have wealthy men competing for her attention. Instead she stood before him, making a worn-out old man feel alive again. Since she arrived Thad had been masturbating like a teenager, sometimes even at work just like the old days. How was anyone supposed to behave properly with that kind of temptation?

	 

	Once again he had been called to Miss Colton's office for another scolding. As she flicked her long dark hair and tried to stare him down, Thad melted into her deep brown eyes. Decades of harsh older women had tried to scare him. This young beauty was never going to succeed where they failed. Thad held back a smirk as she tried to intimidate him. Her perfect olive skin showed hardly a wrinkle.

	 

	"Well, here we are again, Mister Morgan,” she said, holding him in her steady stare. “It seems you don't learn to control your behavior, or do you think you're above the ladies in this office.” Miss Colton raised her voice and her tone grew stern. "The ladies are not here for your entertainment."

	 

	Thad nodded as she lectured him, quietly impressed by her increasing firmness. His eyes soon dropped to her impressive pert breasts visible through her buttoned blouse, breaking his focus. “I'm sure I don't know what you mean."

	 

	"The bosoms and bottoms of the female staff are not here for you to leer at all day," she said as she slammed the file on the desk to regain his attention. Miss Colton smirked as he jumped at the sound. "You can keep your wandering eyes on your work and nothing else."

	 

	Recovering himself, Thad squirmed uncomfortably before this sharp young woman. “Of course, I'm sure it's all a mistake."

	 

	"One more mistake, Mister Morgan, and it will be a disciplinary matter. Your file is quite full of little mistakes." Her smirk widened into a broad grin. "We don't want to be organizing a leaving party for you."

	 

	"No, no, I'll be on my best behavior, you have my word," Thad said. For the first time he felt flustered by his pretty superior.

	 

	"Good boy. Then I hope I won't see you again in my office," Miss Colton said as she waved him away with her hand. "Please close the door on the way out."

	 

	"Good boy," Thad seethed as he stomped back to his desk. Her words echoed in his head: barely as old as his daughter and calling him a good boy. His female coworkers snickered as he muttered silent curses to himself for the rest of the day.

	 

	Once home Thad turned on his laptop and searched through the Facebook profiles of his coworkers, looking for the stuck-up Miss Colton. With her superior attitude and stunning looks, he was sure she would be online showing off her life. Through his usual private material of Carissa Jones, the cute blonde who joined after Christmas, he found a link.

	 

	Sure enough, there she was, posing with friends and male admirers. Even though he had started to despise her, he could not shake his attraction to the gorgeous woman. From her profile header he found her Instagram page and the bikini photos he wanted. Thad freed his cock and stroked while swiping through endless pictures of her perfect bronze body.

	 

	Her tight business suits had hidden an athletic, toned figure. His eyes devoured every inch. Those concealed pert breasts bounced lightly in skimpy tops, and her firm thonged backside pushed him to the edge. As he finished with a loud groan, Thad knew it would not be the last time he came thinking of Miss Colton.

	 

	His small cock had not been this hard in decades. It grew with every new picture. By Sunday he still scrolled through her photos, still rock hard in his hand.

	 

	Horny enough, he checked Carissa's page and stroked to his favorite shot of her in a tiny red bikini. Her curves burst from the thin material, hiding nothing of her golden body. "Hi, Thad, enjoying the view."

	 

	The message appeared in the corner of his screen. Thad froze, stunned by the words. His first instinct was to close the window. He lunged for the keyboard. "Don't be shy, we're not at work now."

	 

	The second message stopped him. His fingers hovered over the keys. His mind raced for what to say. She had caught him staring at her picture. "Don't be rude, Thad, say hi."

	 

	Tentatively he typed, "Hi." The wait for her next reply felt endless. His hands shook with excitement. “Did you like my picture?”

	 

	Blood rushed from his brain to his cock. Thad typed quickly, "Yes it's amazing."

	 

	"Glad you like it, I think it's my sexiest," she wrote. Thad grinned in agreement.

	 

	He typed back in a flash, “It absolutely is."

	 

	"I bet you're wanking over it right now," she said. Thad freed his cock again as he read. In panic he glanced at the webcam, afraid she could see him. "It's ok, you can admit it. I want to know how I make you feel."

	 

	As his cock stiffened, Thad's caution vanished. "My cock's bouncing looking at you."

	 

	His hand moved below the desk to stroke.

	 

	"MMM Thad, I want to see that.” His fingers froze as he considered her request. Did she really want a picture of his cock? Could he actually send it?

	 

	"Please Thad, give me something to rub myself to." His eyes widened as he read. “Don't make a girl beg."

	 

	Against better judgment, Thad grabbed his phone, snapped a picture of his throbbing erection, attached it, and sent it quickly. He waited anxiously for her reply.

	 

	Minutes passed with no response. The sick realization grew that he had been tricked. His cock softened as regret set in. He banged his head on the desk, cursing himself as an idiot.

	 

	How could he believe a hot twenty-year-old wanted a photo of his old cock? How easily she had lured him into sending it. He was now officially the office joke. She would have shared it with everyone by Monday morning.

	 

	The last bit of his dignity was gone, and he had handed it over himself. He shuddered at the thought of facing mocking smiles and slumped in defeat.

	 

	Only now did he remember Miss Colton's final warning. His blood chilled at the memory of her smirk. Surely Carissa would not show her supervisor the picture. That would be the end of his job.

	 

	Amazingly, when Thad crept into the office the next day, no one reacted. Conversations continued as normal. No comments came his way as he hurried to his desk and hid behind his screen.

	 

	She had not told anyone. He peeked over his monitor and saw the back of her long blonde hair as she talked with friends. Relief washed over him, followed by growing hope that she had actually enjoyed it. A smug grin started to form until his eyes landed on a small padded envelope on his desk.

	 

	His name was written in black marker across the front. He opened it in confusion. A note fell out: "put these on and take a picture as proof or else." He looked inside and his stomach sank. A tiny pair of pink panties waited there.

	 

	Color drained from his face as he looked up to see his young tormentor grinning at him. "Now," she mouthed. Shame-faced, he stuffed the panties in his pocket and walked past her pleased expression to the toilets.

	 

	He locked the cubicle door and struggled to pull the small panties over his thick thighs. He finally stretched them around his flabby backside. His balls bulged out the sides, and his cock strained against the tight fabric. He took a quick photo, shuddered at the humiliating sight, and pulled his trousers back on.

	 

	By the time he returned to the office, the panties had wedged into a thong, the back disappearing between his cheeks. The material dug into his waist as he walked. He hurried past the smirking girl and returned to his desk for some relief.

	 

	"I want my picture now," an email appeared instantly. Her phone number followed: "send me it or I'll tell Miss Colton what a pervert you are."

	 

	Thad slumped in defeat. He knew he could not trust Carissa, but he had no choice. One more incident and he was finished. He gloomily entered her number and sent the embarrassing photo.

	 

	His phone lit up in reply: “Good boy, and so sexy." She mocked him from across the room. "Keep those sexy panties on all day and I will check later to see if you have, sissy."

	 

	Despair dulled the pain of the tight fabric around his groin. He forced himself not to look at her smug, beautiful face.

	 

	At the end of the day Thad watched her put on her coat and say goodbyes. She gave him a sly nod to follow. Her long blonde hair swayed as she disappeared into the disabled toilet.

	 

	He cautiously opened the door to find her grinning maliciously. "Lock the door, dickhead." Blood rushed to his face at the nerve of this young woman speaking to him that way.

	 

	"Now, show us your knickers, sissyboy." Her sparkling blue eyes gleamed with delight at his discomfort. "Get a move on, some of us have homes to go to."

	 

	Reluctantly Thad exposed himself again. His soft body looked ridiculous in the too-small panties. "Look, I'm sorry, but can we please end this."

	 

	Carissa giggled at the pathetic sight of the nearly naked man crouched before her. “No, I'll decide when it ends, not you." She stepped closer and stared into his eyes. "You'll wear these again tomorrow and I'll check or else."

	 

	With a firm poke of her finger she unlocked the door and left him alone. The sting of the poke and the lingering scent of her perfume were all that remained. Thad dressed sullenly and limped to his bus home.

	 

	Aside from occasional smirks and rude gestures, Carissa stayed quiet. The painful panties dug into his waist as he waited for whatever came next.

	 

	By midmorning he buried himself in work to ignore the brat. That peace ended with an email from Miss Colton summoning him. Never a good sign. He walked slowly to her office, passing the gesturing blonde nuisance.

	 

	He knocked nervously and entered at her stern command, closing the door on the girl mouthing insults behind him. Miss Colton ignored him at first, focused on her work while he waited anxiously.

	 

	Thad fidgeted, squirming in the tightening panties. "You wanted to see me." He reached for the chair to sit.

	 

	"I don't remember asking you to sit," Miss Colton snapped. "Stand there until I say otherwise."

	 

	Mumbling an apology, Thad returned to standing awkwardly. His face burned with embarrassment and anger. This young woman ordered him around like a child. The urge to snap back grew, held only by fear of what she might know. Had Carissa told her everything?

	 

	She leaned back and let out a long, exasperated breath. "I have summoned you here once again because I have yet another complaint about you." Miss Colton stood and leaned toward him, locking her dark brown eyes on his. "It seems you did not understand your last warning, or don't care. Is that it, you don't care?"

	 

	"Y-yes, of course I understand and care," he stammered, frustration building.

	 

	"So you simply chose to ignore it then," her tone sharpened with each word. “I told you to stop leering and treating the women here as sexual objects. What do you have to say for yourself?"

	 

	"I haven't done anything," he blurted out, his voice cracking. "I've been on my best behavior."

	 

	"Really?" she said, her voice dripping with sarcasm. "Then perhaps you can explain this." She held up her phone, displaying the picture of him in the pink panties.

	 

	Thad's world crumbled. He stared at the image, his face a mask of horror. "Where did you get that?"

	 

	"Carissa was kind enough to share it with me," she said, a triumphant smile playing on her lips. "Along with the picture of your pathetic little cock."

	 

	The word made him stumble. He gripped the desk for support. The girl had played him completely, and he had proven her right. “But she made me."

	 

	"How dare you," her voice rose in full fury. “That innocent young girl forced a grown man to act indecently? Don't make me laugh."

	 

	"But it's true. She forced me to wear them." Thad's voice shook with desperation. “She said she'd show the penis picture to everyone if I didn't."

	 

	"So you admit the cock picture, but expect me to believe the rest of your lies." Her calm composure returned as she glared. "The girl with the perfect record, or you on your final warning."

	 

	Thad slumped, shoulders dropping in defeat. Both women had led him straight to ruin, and he had jumped willingly.

	 

	"Trousers," she said, snapping her fingers. "Drop them."

	 

	"W-what?" Thad looked up from his despair, mouth slack.

	 

	Miss Colton raised her voice. “Drop the trousers now or I'll call HR for your immediate dismissal. Now!"

	 

	His shaking fingers undid his belt and button. His trousers fell to his feet. The bright pink sheer panties came into view.

	 

	"You sent the picture on Monday and you're still wearing them, you utter pervert." Anger hid the amusement in her smirk as she saw the see-through fabric.

	 

	His hands tried uselessly to cover the tiny lingerie. He longed for the ordeal to end. Thad could hardly meet the beautiful woman's eyes, humiliated beyond words.

	 

	"Oh don't hide it now. I like a man in touch with his feminine side." She bit her lip to hold back a smile. "Give me a twirl."

	 

	"Is that really necessary," Thad groaned.

	 

	"I think your chance to argue is over, don't you?" Her confidence grew. “Now, for once in your pathetic life, do as you're told."

	 

	Without a word Thad turned slowly, eyes fixed on the floor.

	 

	As his flabby backside came into view, the panties wedged deep between his cheeks, Miss Colton turned away to hide a laugh. She took a breath and composed herself. "Very sexy."

	 

	The words stung like a blade. He winced. The click of her phone taking a photo jolted him.

	 

	"Just proof for HR," she said, slipping the phone back into her jacket. Miss Colton sat again and crossed one smooth leg over the other. "Now lose the panties."

	 

	“What?” His eyes widened in fear.

	 

	She slammed her fist on the desk. He jumped. "Do not make me repeat myself.”

	 

	Nervously he peeled the tight panties down his thick thighs until they dropped to his heels.

	 

	Normally the sight of such an alluring woman would make his cock stand erect. Instead it shrank and hid under her gaze. The glint in her eyes and slight curl of her lip showed her mockery of his soft member.

	 

	Thad looked down at his shrinking cock and cursed it silently. The heater's hum was the only sound as he stood exposed, praying for the silence to break. His face flushed as he saw her barely hidden amusement. He finally covered himself with trembling hands.

	 

	"Oh no, get those hands away," her sharp voice cut through. "You were so proud of that cock before. Don't be ashamed now." Miss Colton leaned forward to inspect his trembling penis. "Not so impressive in the flesh, is it."

	 

	With a confident stride she opened a cabinet drawer and removed a small pink cardboard box. "It's clear you are completely untrustworthy," she smirked as she set the box before him.

	 

	Thad shifted awkwardly, goosebumps rising on his bare skin. His eyes fixed on the mysterious box.

	 

	"But it would be a shame to lose your productivity, so the time has come to handle this once and for all." She tapped a red fingernail on the box. "You may open your present."

	 

	Puzzled, he shuffled forward and lifted the lid. A strange bright pink plastic device sat inside. He looked to Miss Colton for explanation.

	 

	Her grin widened at his confusion. “It's a cock cage, for boys who can't be trusted."

	 

	The words hit him hard. He had heard of such things but never seen one. The thought of being forced to wear it horrified him.

	 

	Miss Colton stepped close and silenced any protest. "You will wear this every day in the office without question." She took a pink ring and slipped it over his soft cock, pulling it roughly over his balls.

	 

	Thad let out a small whimper as his balls popped through. He avoided her arrogant smirk. Her breath brushed his face, her perfume filling the air.

	 

	She fitted the main cage over his cock head, pushed the soft shaft inside, and locked it to the ring with a click. “Now I feel safer already," she said, twirling the key in front of him.

	 

	He looked down at the bright pink cage, shame equal to the tight discomfort.

	 

	"Just one more thing," Miss Colton said as she knelt.

	 

	Thad had fantasized about this woman on her knees looking up at him with those eyes, but never like this.

	 

	She attached a small bell to the cage. "So the ladies can hear you coming." She stood, no longer hiding her delight. Her smile lit her face. “At the end of the day I will unlock you. If you control your behavior, this becomes the daily routine."

	 

	"Daily?" The bell jingled as he stirred.

	 

	"Of course. I will watch you put on the cage every morning. Then I lock it and keep the key until the end of the day." She showed the key before locking it in her drawer. "You've proven this is the only way you can be trusted."

	 

	The new routine sank in. He shivered. Every small movement made the bell ring, the sound making him cringe.

	 

	"Now, Tinker Bell, pull up your knickers and get back to work."

	 

	Thad yanked up his pants and fled her sharp tongue. His fingers fumbled the belt as he rushed to the door, her laughter following him.

	 

	Miss Colton dropped all professionalism. Tears of laughter streaked her makeup as the chubby subordinate hurried away, the muffled tinkling still audible.

	 

	Derisive faces greeted him. Carissa had told everyone every detail. Insults and jeers followed him to his desk. The bell's chimes only fueled the mockery.

	 

	The wave of ridicule stopped only when Miss Colton stepped out. "Quiet down now, ladies. Mr. Morgan needs to focus on his work." She gave Thad a sharp glare and returned to her office.

	 

	Tension eased slowly. Thad escaped into his tasks, staying still and silent. At lunch he ate at his desk instead of the canteen, terrified to walk through the group. The days of eating with the few remaining men were over. He could never show them the device locked on him.

	 

	The dreaded moment came gradually. He needed the toilet. He moved quietly toward the door, trying not to make noise. Every step made the bell chime against the cage. Heads turned. Malicious grins spread. By the time he reached the door, a chorus of abuse followed.

	 

	He hurried down the corridor, the bell echoing, and ducked into a cubicle. The urinal was impossible now. No way to hide the bright pink cage. A small slit and side holes existed, but his strong stream sprayed everywhere.

	 

	He pushed the device into the bowl to aim better, but splashes still hit his hands. Finished, he slumped on the seat in despair. This was his life now. He grabbed paper towels to dry his legs, hands, and the cage.

	 

	Pulling up his trousers revealed another problem. Piss had soaked the front, making it look like an accident. Thad peeked out, saw the coast clear, and shuffled to the hand dryer.

	 

	"Fuck," he muttered. The dryer was too high. He would have to remove his trousers. He blocked the door with a bin, stepped out of his pants, and held them under the hot air. He prayed no one walked in and caught him standing in wet pink panties with the cage exposed.

	 

	No one interrupted. He finally dressed again and covered his shame.

	 

	Thad checked his watch before reentering the office. Twenty minutes for a simple piss. He opened the door fearfully. Carissa's beaming smile greeted him first.

	 

	"I heard men your age have trouble in the bathroom," she said, tapping her watch as he passed.

	 

	The tinkling followed him to his desk. He slumped behind his screen, counting down to the end of the day and release from the humiliating cage.

	 

	Carissa stayed until last and blew him a mocking kiss as she left with the final stragglers. At last Thad could approach his tormentor and beg for release.

	 

	He hurried to her door, the bell ringing with every step. His hesitant knock brought an immediate "Come."

	 

	She leaned back like the cat who caught the cream, a cruel smile spreading across her beautiful face. "Why, Mister Morgan, how can I help you?"

	 

	Anger rose inside him. His face flushed as she teased openly. "Could you please release me from this cage so I can go home."

	 

	Miss Colton checked her laptop. “Let's review your behavior today." Her dark brown eyes looked over the screen. "Twenty minutes for a toilet break. Isn't that a bit excessive?"

	 

	"It took time to get used to this thing," he said angrily, pointing to his crotch. Irritation grew knowing Carissa had watched and reported every move.

	 

	"Well, let's hope you learn quickly, though I see no sign of it yet." She closed the laptop and leaned back. "I suppose it's time to release you. Drop your trousers." She snapped her fingers sharply. "Come on, let's not drag this out."

	 

	Forgetting shame, Thad dropped his trousers and panties. His cock bounced in the bright pink cage, the bell ringing in the small room.

	 

	The sight of the pudgy, middle-aged man tinkling in his pretty cage delighted her. She twirled the key around her finger, savoring the view.

	 

	A loud knock at the door broke their moment. Miss Colton composed herself quickly. “Come in."

	 

	Thad froze facing forward as the door opened behind him. Cool air hit his bare backside. He frantically covered his cage as someone entered.

	 

	After a pause the newcomer placed a document on the desk. "Just popped over to give you this, Chloe."

	 

	Thad recognized the voice instantly and sagged. Miss Brown, one of his former managers, defined the term battle-axe. He had never seen her smile once.

	 

	Her cold, stern presence chilled him. He avoided her gaze. He knew her look without looking: short cropped graying hair, fixed black glasses, tightly tailored suit. Years had passed since her promotion. He never wanted to see her again.

	 

	The visitor had the opposite effect on Miss Colton. Her smile widened hugely. “That's so helpful. So glad you stopped by."

	 

	Miss Brown lingered on the trembling naked figure. "I hope I haven't come at a bad time."

	 

	"Oh no, just some personal training for Mister Morgan here." Her laugh filled the room. "You know how some men need taking in hand."

	 

	"You don't have to tell me," she said, glaring at Thad. "No surprise to see this one."

	 

	Miss Brown poked him hard in the side. "Just shocked he's still here."

	 

	Another laugh escaped Miss Colton. "Only by the skin of his teeth." She pointed to Thad's covering hands.

	 

	"Drop those hands," Miss Brown ordered, followed by two quick ruler strikes across his knuckles. The bright pink cage came into view. Thad heard Miss Brown snicker for the first time.

	 

	The women exchanged looks and barely held back laughter. "Mister Morgan has proven untrustworthy around the girls. Steps had to be taken." Miss Colton swung the key on her finger. "This is his last chance and he has enthusiastically taken to it, isn't that right?"

	 

	"Yes, Miss Colton," Thad said, nodding. The bell rang, adding to Miss Brown's amusement.

	 

	"Well, I'm glad to see you finally learning your place, Mister Morgan." Miss Brown gave Chloe a thumbs-up behind his back. “I'll ask Miss Colton to keep me updated on your progress."

	 

	"Don't worry, I'll be happy to share every detail." Miss Colton stood to shake Miss Brown's hand. "I'm sure it will all be positive from now on."

	 

	"It had better be, acting like this at your age." Miss Brown jabbed her ruler into his fleshy buttock. "You should thank Miss Colton for helping you."

	 

	"Thank you, Miss Colton. I am very grateful." Thad shrank like a scolded boy before the two women. His resistance vanished.

	 

	Miss Brown growled in disapproval and turned to Miss Colton. "I'll look forward to hearing from you, dear." With a nod she left.

	 

	"So where were we," Miss Colton said, smirking at the pitiful figure. After one last look at the quivering man, she tossed the key across the desk.

	 

	Thad grabbed it and unlocked frantically. The cage left red marks on his skin. “Oh thank God," he breathed in relief.

	 

	"Now please put some clothes on. Nobody deserves to see that for long." Miss Colton turned away from his fumbling and back to her work.

	 

	Thad dressed quickly to end the humiliation and escape the cruel woman. His frustration grew as he waited for her attention in painful silence.

	 

	She closed her laptop with a click and smiled cruelly. "We should go over your new routine before you leave." She smoothed her short blue skirt, long legs visible as she leaned back.

	 

	"From Monday you will arrive and come straight to me to show the cage is on." She played with a pen against her full lips as she spoke. “Once I'm satisfied it's fitted correctly, you hand over the key for safekeeping."

	 

	The reality of this daily routine hit him. He slumped visibly. "Yes, Miss Colton."

	 

	"Good boy," she mocked. "If you've behaved, I'll unlock you at the end of work. Understand?"

	 

	Thad nodded in defeat. “Yes, Miss Colton."

	 

	With a wave she dismissed him. The disheveled man turned to leave. “Oh, one more thing. Please tidy yourself up down there. I don't want to see that mess every morning."

	 

	With a final defeated "Yes, Miss Colton," Thad left her office. He cursed his situation, his tormentors, and above all his own stupidity that led to this.

	 

	That weekend was the longest of Thad's life. He spent most of it in a haze of shame and dread, the memory of Miss Colton's words echoing in his mind. "Tidy yourself up down there." The instruction was clear, and the thought of it made his stomach churn. He knew what she meant, and the idea of taking a razor to his own body, to feminize himself in such a permanent way, was a new level of humiliation. But the alternative, facing her wrath on Monday morning, was even more terrifying. So, with a heavy heart and trembling hands, he did as he was told, the smooth, hairless skin a stark reminder of his complete and utter submission.

	 

	Monday morning arrived with a sense of grim finality. As Thad walked through the office doors, the familiar scent of perfume seemed to mock him, a constant reminder of the world he had lost. He made his way to Miss Colton's office, his heart pounding in his chest. He knocked, and her voice, sharp and clear, bid him enter. She was already there, of course, looking as radiant and powerful as ever. She didn't even look up from her computer as he entered, simply gesturing towards the chair in front of her desk. “Well?" she said, her voice laced with impatience. “Let's see it."

	 

	Thad's hands shook as he unbuckled his belt, his trousers falling to the floor with a soft thud. He stood before her, exposed and vulnerable, the pink cage a garish splash of color against his pale skin. He had done as she asked, and the smooth, hairless skin around the cage was a testament to his obedience. Miss Colton finally looked up, her eyes scanning him from head to toe. A slow, cruel smile spread across her face. "Good boy," she said, her voice a purr of satisfaction. "You learn quickly." She held out her hand, and Thad, without a word, placed the key in her palm. The click of the drawer locking was the sound of his final, irrevocable surrender. His old life was over. A new one, one of servitude and humiliation, had just begun.

	 

	THE END
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