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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I said I was sorry!” Toby insisted, throwing up his hands in frustration.  “I don’t know what else you want me to say, Nora.  I mean, I know I made a mistake.  I did.  And -” 
 
    “A mistake,” she grumbled, cutting him off.  “You had a threesome with my sister and her best friend!  Mistake doesn’t cover it, Toby!”  
 
    Toby went silent, knowing he’d lost the argument and, most likely, his girlfriend of two years.  In his defense, though, he’d been drunk.  If anything, her sister, Lara, and her friend, whatever-her-name-was, had taken advantage of him.  If the gender had been flipped, he was certain that someone would’ve been calling “rape”.  However, as thoroughly as he had explained the situation to Nora, she hadn’t come around to his way of thinking, insisting that he’d put himself in a bad situation and, what’s worse, he hadn’t really been that drunk.  Both were true, though he’d never admit it, not to her, at least.  For the first time, he had to admit, at least to himself, that he’d been in the wrong.  Not that he’d admit that to Nora; if by some miracle they stayed together, she’d never let him hear the end of that, especially if he admitted any wrongdoing. 
 
    “Look, Nora -” 
 
    “No,” she half-screamed, throwing a pillow at him.  He caught it without any trouble; she really did throw like a girl.  “Just…just, fucking no, Toby.  I don’t want to hear your excuses.  Not again.”  
 
    “You don’t have to throw things,” he said calmly, which only highlighted her distress.   
 
    “It’s a goddamn pillow,” the petite woman growled.  Idly, Toby had to admit that Nora was sexier than ever when she was angry.  There was something about that tiny, former gymnast’s body getting all worked up that got him hot.  Her face - cuter than pretty, if he was honest - was all scrunched up, the combination of her diminutive size and her wide-eyes, button nose, and full lips made her look about as threatening as a child throwing a tantrum.  Which is to say, not at all.   
 
    For his part, Toby wasn’t exactly a prize specimen.  Sure, he was a regular at the gym, and he sported an impressive-enough physique, but he’d always been a little on the short side, which was one of the reasons he had a habit of dating truly small women.  If they were over five-two, he didn’t want anything to with them.  However, as hard as he’d worked in the gym, genetics dictated that, while he had plenty of muscle, he wasn’t as bulky as most of the guys he worked out with.  Still, he’d have no trouble handling Nora if she got out of hand.   
 
    “I really am sorry,” he said, his voice as apologetic as he could make it.  He didn’t truly feel any remorse; having a threesome with a pair of gorgeous women was definitely on his bucket list.  And sure, Lara and her friend didn’t exactly qualify as “gorgeous” - more above-average than anything - but when he told his friends about it later, they would be.  “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”  
 
    “Sure,” she said, turning away.  “That’s what you said last time.  And the time before.”  
 
    “I thought we’d moved past those,” he said, taking a step forward and putting his hand on her shoulder.  She jerked away, turning back to him with fire in her eyes, and he took an involuntary step back. 
 
    “You’re a goddamn sociopath,” she hissed.  “You know that, don’t you?  God, I don’t know why I’ve stayed with you so long.” 
 
    “Because we love each other,” Toby provided.  Of course, that probably wasn’t any truer than his apology.  He liked having Nora around, certainly.  What guy wouldn’t?  She was pretty, took interests in his hobbies, and, best of all, she was a demon in the sack.  But Toby didn’t love her.  In fact, he sometimes wondered if “love” even existed; he’d certainly never felt whatever it was people talked about in all those romantic comedies Nora insisted they watch.   
 
    “You don’t love anybody but yourself,” Nora said.   
 
    “C’mon,” he said. “That’s not fair!  I’ve done everything -” 
 
    “You’ve cheated on me three separate times,” she stated, the fury draining out of her voice, replaced by sadness.  It was like she’d just now come to a regrettable conclusion.  “And those are the ones I know about.  No, Toby - you haven’t done everything.  You haven’t even done the bare minimum.  I don’t know what kind of relationship would make you happy.  Maybe you’re one of those non-monogamous people.  I really don’t know.  But there’s next to no way we could ever last.  We’re just not compatible.”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Nora - I’ll do whatever it takes,” he said.  “Just don’t -” 
 
    “I need you to get out,” Nora said.  “We’re done, Toby.  We’re just…we’re done.  I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    For a moment, he thought about fighting it.  Eventually, he could whittle her down and make her forgive him.  But at that moment, he couldn’t help but wonder why he would do such a thing.  Suddenly, his relationship with Nora seemed stifling.  He couldn’t help but think that he’d be better off without her.   
 
    So, he nodded, saying, “If that’s what you want.”  
 
    “It is,” she said.   
 
    After that, there was nothing more to be said, so Toby pushed past her, went to the closet, and retrieved his overnight bag.  A few silent, awkward minutes later, he’d packed a few odds and ends, and was getting ready to walk out the door.  As he reached the exit, he turned back, saying, “I guess this is it.  I’ll come by and get the rest of my things once I figure out where I’m staying.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Nora said, her arms crossed under her modest breasts.  “That sounds fine.”  Just as he turned to leave, she said, “I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    Toby didn’t look back, lest she see the slight smile on his face.  Thinking of the amorous night he’d had with Lara and her friend, he couldn’t help but think, It was.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Thanks for letting me stay here, man,” said Toby, heaving the overnight bag off his shoulder and dropping it to the floor of the spacious bedroom.  He looked around, marveling at his friend’s good fortune; Adam must’ve been killing it to afford such a nice apartment, especially in the middle of the city.  “I’ll be out of your hair in no time.”  
 
    That probably wasn’t precisely true.  While he didn’t intend to impose on his friend’s generosity for longer than absolutely necessary, Toby wasn’t exactly in a position to fend for himself.  Things at work hadn’t been going nearly as well as he’d have hoped, but he was certain that things were going to turn around soon.  After all, he was a superstar, wasn’t he?  The second-leading financial services company in the city wouldn’t have hired him otherwise.  It was only a matter of time before he gained a foothold and started doing just as well as Adam clearly was.   
 
    Of course, Adam had been blessed in more ways than one.  Not only had he hit the ground running at work, but he’d always been the sort of guy Toby couldn’t help but envy.  Tall, broad-shouldered, and with an impressive jawline, the man cut an imposing figure.  That wouldn’t have been so bad if he hadn’t also been incredibly successful in every endeavor he’d ever attempted.  The pair had been friends since high school, even going to the same college and getting, first, internships and then jobs at the same company, Money Management Solutions.  But Adam had outperformed Toby every step of the way, which lent itself to a bit of bitterness. 
 
    A more honest person might’ve noted that Adam’s success was the result of overwhelmingly hard work.  While Toby was drinking, partying, and fornicating his college years away, Adam had been working his ass off.  Sure, he found time for fun, but not until his obligations had been met.  Not that Toby let himself see beneath the surface; he was convinced that Adam’s success was at least as much to do with his all-American good looks as it was about his work ethic.   
 
    “Not a problem,” Adam said. “You know your way around the place, right?  You don’t need a tour, do you?”  
 
    Toby laughed. “I helped you move in, dude,” he said.  “No - I’m good.  At least until Nora sees some sense.”  
 
    Adam ran his hand through his blonde hair, saying, “I don’t know.  The way you described it, this is probably it.  What were you even thinking?  Her sister, man.  That’s cold.”  
 
    “Player’s got to play, right?” Toby said.  “Besides, it’s not like I was ever going to marry Nora or anything.”  
 
    Somehow, Toby had convinced himself that the break-up had been at least as much his decision as it was about Nora dumping him, and in the few hours since she’d kicked him out of their shared apartment, he’d been thinking of one reason after another for why he didn’t want to be with her.  It was a futile exercise, akin to a fired employee saying, “No - you can’t fire me!  I quit!”  
 
    “Whatever,” Adam said.  “She was a catch.  You’re probably not going to find one like her again.  But not my business.  Anyway - I’m hitting the sack.”  
 
    “Already?” Toby asked. “What happened to the guy who used to stay up all night drinking beer and playing Call of Duty with me?  I was thinking we could have a bro night.”  
 
    Adam shook his head, saying, “We have work tomorrow.  If I don’t go to bed now, I’m going to be dead on my feet.  So, rain check, maybe.  We’ll do it this next weekend.”  
 
    For a moment, Toby thought about guilting his friend into distracting him from the breakup, but in the end, he thought better of it.  After all, Adam was probably right.  They did have work in the morning, and it was already late.  So, he said, “Alright, man - I’ll take you up on that.  See you in the morning.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, Toby found himself nursing a headache and wishing he’d bitten the bullet and called in sick to work.  After tossing and turning in his bed for a couple of hours, he’d come to the conclusion that he wasn’t going to get much sleep.  As nonchalant as he acted, he had to admit, even if it was only in the back of his mind, that the break-up had hit him a lot harder than he wanted to acknowledge.  It wasn’t terribly surprising, either.  His relationship with Nora had been the longest he’d ever enjoyed - mostly because of her near infinite patience with his antics, infidelity, and overall attitude - and he had erroneously assumed they’d be together for the long haul, despite his assertions otherwise.  And as he’d lain in bed, he couldn’t stop himself from going over his every mistake.  So, in an effort to dispel those negative thoughts, he’d gotten out of bed and availed himself of Adam’s stock of beer, eventually getting drunk enough that he’d passed out on the sofa, a gaming headset still over his ears.   
 
    And as he sat in his cubicle, his head in his hands, he couldn’t help but regret his decisions.  Coming to work exhausted was bad enough, but add a hangover into the mix, and he knew he wouldn’t be much good to anyone.  He was on the verge of letting his boss, Anna, know he was going to take a sick day when his next-cubicle-neighbor poked his head over the top of the flimsy wall.   
 
    Toby looked up to see Sam’s eager face.  He was, in a word, everything Toby hated.  Or maybe what he feared he’d have become, had his life gone a little differently.  While Toby had long endeavored to combat his poor fortune when it came to genetics, spending hour upon hour in the gym, Sam seemed to have steered into it.  The man wasn’t bad looking, but he’d cultivated a look of androgyny, playing into his slim stature, narrow shoulders, and almost-pretty features.  He even wore his chestnut hair a little longer than most of the other men in the office.   
 
    But Toby could’ve ignored all that.  Not everyone had the discipline to work on themselves to the extent he had.  However, the man’s bubbly personality made Toby want to vomit.  He was just so…nice.   
 
    “Did you hear the news?” Sam asked, grinning.   
 
    With a groan, Toby acknowledged that he hadn’t heard any news.   
 
    “We’ve been bought out,” said Sam. 
 
    That caught Toby’s attention.  In spite of the twin irritations of the messenger and his horrible hangover, Toby said, “What?  Really?  By who?”  
 
    With a pleased expression, Sam said, “Charles Morton.”  
 
    Charles Morton.  Anyone who was anyone in finance knew that name.  The man was an absolute legend.  Not only had he made his first billion before he’d turned twenty-five, but he had a reputation for turning around failed businesses.  He’d graced the covers of various financial magazines countless times, and to anyone who was serious about making it in finance, he was a hero.   
 
    “Fuck,” said Toby, the expletive leaking out before he remembered who he was talking to.  Sam didn’t like that sort of language, as evidenced by a slight narrowing of his blue eyes.  “Shit.  I mean, sorry.  Slip of the tongue.  I’m just…I mean…Charles Morton?  He’s going to be our new boss?”  
 
    “Well, our boss’s boss’s boss’s boss,” Sam said. “But that’s the rumor.”  
 
    “Wow,” was all Toby could say.  “Just…I mean…wow.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said.  “I bet he’s going to make a lot of changes around here. I’ve heard he really takes his employees’ well-being seriously.  My cousin’s friend worked at a company Morton bought out, and he said the difference was night and day.  Like, they got all sorts of cool amenities.  And everybody’s pay went up.”  
 
    “Better money wouldn’t be a bad thing,” Toby admitted, stroking his chin.  “God knows I could use it.” 
 
    “Oh?”  
 
    Shit, Toby thought.  He hadn’t meant to give Sam any personal information.  Whatever he told the androgynous man would be common knowledge to the rest of the office by the next day.  But then again, what’d he have to hide?   
 
    “Yeah,” he said.  “Nora and I broke up.  Mutual thing.  It had just run its course.  But now I’m going to have to get an apartment of my own.  And you know how high rent is right now.”  
 
    “Oh, that sucks,” said Sam.  “Sorry to hear that.  But if you’re looking for a place to stay, I’ve got a spare room.  We could get lunch and talk about it.  It’d be really reasonable.”  
 
    That sounded like Toby’s worst nightmare come to life.  Both the lunch and living with Sam.  But he managed to hide his disgust, saying, “Yeah, thanks for the offer, but I’m good.  I’ll keep you in mind, though.” 
 
    “You’d better!” came Sam’s enthusiastic reply.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Some of you may know me,” said the man standing behind the podium and looking out at the gathered employees of Money Management Solutions, who’d amassed in the building’s biggest conference room, which would’ve better been described as a miniature auditorium.  It comfortable held the few hundred people who’d come to hear what the company’s new owner had to say.  Or, in some cases, as with Toby, just to get a glimpse of a living legend. 
 
    For his part, Morton didn’t disappoint.  He wore a stylish designer suit that looked like it  probably cost as much as two or three months rent, a top-of-the-line Rolex, and a pair of wingtips that had probably been handcrafted in some European country.  All of that was just the package, though.  The man himself was just as impressive; not only did he have the build of an Olympic swimmer, but he had the air of a movie star as well as the confidence of a professional athlete.  And that wasn’t even considering Morton’s facial features that, at least to himself, Toby could call handsome, but not in a pretty boy kind of way.  In short, he was exactly the kind of man Toby wanted to become.  So, for once, Toby gave the meeting his full, undivided attention.  And he wasn’t the only one, either. 
 
    “But for those who don’t,” he went on.  “My name is Charles Morton, and my goal is to transform this company into the powerhouse I know it can be.  For too long, you’ve been satisfied with being second-best.  No more.  No longer.  From this point forward, our aim is to climb to the top of the financial services mountain.  Any one who isn’t entirely focused on being the best, go speak to your human resources representative about your resignation.”  
 
    The best.  That was what Toby wanted more than anything.  For his entire tenure at Money Management Solutions, he’d complained about management’s incapability to reach higher.  He saw the potential, even if they didn’t.  And while he hadn’t yet reached those heights himself, it was more because he hadn’t been given the support he needed, rather than became of some lack on his part.  But Morton’s reputation said he wouldn’t spare any expense to get them to the top.  That was music to Toby’s ears.   
 
    “For those of you who stay, though,” the handsome man continued.  “Know that I’m not just up here spouting platitudes.  I expect the best, and I’m going to make sure you have every opportunity to realize your potential.  To that end, there will be some significant changes around here.”  
 
    That didn’t sound good to Toby, and as one of the lower performers, he couldn’t help but swallow in fear.  When people started talking about changes, that meant layoffs.  Almost immediately, he started formulating a list of excuses for why he hadn’t been nearly as successful as some of his colleagues.   
 
    Almost as if he could read Toby’s mind, Morton held up his hands, saying, “And I know how that sounds.  Let me assure you that none of you are being fired.  Instead, I am going to empower each and every one of you to become the best versions of yourselves.  To accomplish this, we will be instituting a host of amenities of which I expect each and every one of you to take full advantage.”  
 
    He smiled. “From a full-service gym, complete with all the latest technology, personal trainers, and dieticians, to completely free-of-charge medical services, we will lay the groundwork for you to become the best employees you can be.”  
 
    All of that sounded great.  Not having to pay for insurance would be great, and he wouldn’t say no to a free gym, either.  Not surprisingly, Toby, just like everyone else there, was getting excited about working for Charles Morton.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You got the memo, right?” said Anna, standing beside Toby’s cubicle.  He looked up at his superior, and not for the first time, appreciated what he was looking at.  Certainly, Anna was a little bigger than he preferred.  She was broad-shouldered, for a woman, evidence of her past as a collegiate softball player, but she also had a nice set of curves she insisted on hiding beneath shapeless pantsuits.  Couple that with her short hairstyle, and it was easy for Toby to imagine that the stereotype concerning softball players was accurate.  Not that Anna had ever given any other indication that she was a lesbian, of course - as far as Toby knew, she was straight.  But he couldn’t help but think of the old adage, if it looks like a duck, quacks like a duck, and waddles like a duck, there’s a good chance that you’re looking at a duck.   
 
    He sighed, rolling his shoulders as he said, “And good morning to you, too, Anna.  How are you today?”  
 
    “Cut the shit,” Anna said, cutting through his sarcasm like a sharp knife.  “The moment you start pulling your weight around here, you can start being a smartass.  Until then, keep it to yourself.  And answer my fucking question.”  
 
    “Jesus,” Toby said.  If she’d been a man, he would’ve gotten in her face, boss or not.  In fact, he considered it anyway.  She was taller than him.  And unless he missed his guess, they probably didn’t weigh all that different.  It made him wonder if a woman was bigger than a man, did it make it alright to deck her across the jaw?  Maybe.  But he need his job more than ever, especially with the promised amenities that had come with Charles Morton’s takeover.  So, he swallowed his anger, saying, “Yes.  I saw the memo.  What of it?”  
 
    “I’m just making sure that you understand participation is mandatory,” the woman said.  “In everything.”  
 
    It was all Toby could do not to groan.  Sure, he welcomed the perks for what they were.  A free gym membership, an onsite spa, and access to a dietician were, to put it mildly, great.  But he’d had a medical checkup two months prior, and he had no interest in being put through his paces by yet another doctor.  And that wasn’t even mentioning the mandatory visit with a licensed therapist.  No - like everyone else he’d talked to, he wanted to pick and choose which amenities he wanted to use and being forced to take them all felt constrictive in ways he very much didn’t like.   
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “I read the whole memo.  I’m good like that.  I can make out the big words and everything.”  
 
    “Yeah - make your little jokes,” she said. “But if I were you, I’d take all the help I could get.  You realize you’re dead last in earnings this year, right?”  
 
    Toby knew good and well just how poorly he had been doing, and he resented Anna’s insistence on pointing that out at every turn.  Didn’t she understand that some people responded better to positivity?  That she kept going on and on about how much he needed to improve was galling.  The only solace was that he wasn’t alone.  Sam, as well as a handful of others, were only barely above him, and while he wouldn’t soon catch up to the likes of Adam, one good month could separate him from the bottom of the barrel.   
 
    “I’m aware,” he said.  “I’ve got some things working, though.  Just watch.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes, and for a moment, Toby found himself appreciating her looks once again.  If only she’d unbutton a few buttons or wear a skirt from time to time - just put a little effort into her femininity - she’d almost be good enough to date.  Or failing that, good enough for a romp in the break room after hours.   
 
    “What the hell are you smiling about?” she said, jerking him from his brief daydream. 
 
    “Nothing,” he answered quickly.  “Just imagining the look on your face when I’m the top earner here.”  
 
    She snorted. “That’ll be the day,” she said. “In the meantime, I’m not leaving until you sign up for each and every program.  And before you get your panties in a twist, I’m doing the same for everyone who hasn’t done it yet.”  She raised her voice, saying, “And that includes you, Sam!  I know you’re listening.”  
 
    There was a clatter from the cubicle next door, but Sam didn’t respond.  Clearly, he’d been eavesdropping.   
 
    With a sigh, Toby said, “Fine.  Watch.  I’ll do it right now.”  
 
    And with a few clicks of his mouse, he did just that, begrudgingly registering for his mandatory physical, consultation with the dietician, visit to the company gym, and, last of all, his session with the therapist.  However, he felt like he’d somehow betrayed himself.  But it wasn’t like he had much of a choice.  And besides, some of it might do him some good.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    As instructed, Toby reported to what had been grandiosely dubbed the Employee Enhancement Center, or more mundanely, the once-abandoned office building across the street.  It was only five stories tall, and it was shaped like a great, metal and glass cube, but it had plenty of space.  And, Toby suspected, it had been cheap.  Close, too.  That was important, if new management expected the employees to take full advantage of all the amenities.   
 
    In any case, when he first walked in, he was amazed at the progress.  The first floor was occupied by what would probably be the most-used amenity, the cafeteria.  It wasn’t much to look at now but according to the literature they’d been provided, it would soon house a respectable eatery, complete with tailor-made meals, as well as a dietician’s office.  However, as he walked through the space, all he saw was sweaty workmen going about the building’s renovation, one of whom directed him to a stairwell which would lead him to his first stop, the doctor’s office.  He ascended the steps with relative ease; surely, the promised personal trainer he was scheduled to meet with later in the day would appreciate his already impressive efforts in the gym.  He amused himself by imagining the man - or woman, if corporate inclusivity doctrines had any influence - telling him to simply keep doing whatever it was he was doing.   
 
    Soon, he reached the third floor, which was supposed to house the doctor’s office, and when he stepped out of the stairwell, he was relieved to find that it was fully furnished.  No doubt, it had been prioritized.  Plus, he considered that a full-scale restaurant renovation, which is what was happening downstairs, took far more effort than a doctor’s office. 
 
    Quickly, he found his way through a pair of glass double doors, and crossed the tastefully decorated waiting area to plant himself in front of a receptionist.  The woman was cute enough, with curly blonde hair, and he briefly considered asking her out for drinks.  After all, he was a single man, wasn’t he?  But he thought better of it, especially when he took the time to notice a slightly oversized nose and, unless he was reading things completely wrong, a bit of extra heft around her hips.  No, thank you, he thought.  He could do better.   
 
    “Toby James,” he said, mocking a salute as he adopted a faux military cadence. “Reporting for company-mandated physical, ma’am!”  
 
    That got a slight giggle, and she said, “At ease, soldier.”  Then, she pushed a pad across to him, saying, “Fill out your medical history. And be thorough.  Try not to miss anything.” 
 
    “Aye, aye,” he said, giving her another grin.  She ate it up, and for another moment, he considered asking her out.  Just because he didn’t want to date her didn’t mean she wasn’t at least good for a one-night stand.  The sort he wouldn’t tell his friends about, at least.  Maybe after he’d had his physical, he thought. 
 
    After taking the pad, he found a seat in the waiting area, and started filling out the forms.  Most of the questions were standard medical fare - previous surgeries, medications, and the like - but a few were a little more invasive than he expected.  Most notable among those concerned his sexual history, specifically whether or not he had any sexually transmitted diseases.  He quickly marked that in the negative, moving onto more mundane questions, and when he’d finished filling it out, he went back to the front desk and handed the sheaf of papers back to the woman.  She took it, telling him that the doctor would see him soon, and that she’d call for him when the doctor was ready.   
 
    Toby settled down to wait, idly flicking through Tinder as he swiped left and right on various women.  It was healthy to get back out there, wasn’t it?  He was certain Nora would be.  Maybe she’d see what kind of man was available and come crawling back.  That would definitely put a smile on his face. 
 
    “Mr. James?” said the receptionist.  He looked up, and she continued, “Dr. Pelham will see you now.”  She nodded toward a nearby door, adding, “Through there.  First door on your right.”  
 
    Toby followed her directions, finding himself in a fairly mundane examination room that looked like any of thousands of others across the country.  He levered himself onto the table and waited on the doctor to make an appearance.  Thankfully, it was only a minute or two later when a short - even compared to Toby - balding man came in.  He wore a white lab coat and a stethoscope around his neck. 
 
    “Mr. James,” he said, looking up from a file in his hands.  “I’m Dr. Pelham.  Good to meet you.”  
 
    After that, Toby went through a normal examination, albeit one that included a prostate exam.  Curiously, it also included the doctor taking a wide variety of measurements, including his waist size, weight, height, and, embarrassingly enough, Toby’s penis size.  Even as the man measured that last bit, Toby’s cheeks went red, mostly because he knew just how that measurement would stack up.  While he took pride in the fact that he’d never had any complaints from his numerous sexual partners, Toby knew good and well that he was much smaller than average, a discrepancy that was only wider when he was flaccid.  It was his greatest shame, and having it bared like that was humiliating.   
 
    But what was he going to do?  Tell the doctor not to do his job?  Toby had no idea what necessitated such a measurement - he’d never had that happen at the doctor before - but he had a sneaking feeling that it wouldn’t reflect well on him to object.  On top of that, what was he going to say?  Stop measuring my tiny dick?  No - the less attention it got, the better.  So, he endured the embarrassment as well as he could.   
 
    For his part, throughout the examination, the doctor didn’t say much, which probably made everything a little more awkward.  Or less, considering that when he was at his most vulnerable, the last thing Toby wanted was to carry on a conversation.  Eventually, though, the short man told him to get dressed.  Pointedly, though, he didn’t leave the room as Toby donned his suit once again.   
 
    After that, Toby was escorted to another room, where he was given a wide variety of tests, including an EKG and a series of X-Rays.  Finally, they took enough blood that Toby was a little surprised he didn’t feel woozy afterwards.  All in all, it was one of the more unpleasant experiences of Toby’s life, and he was extremely relieved when he found his way back to the examination room, where the doctor waited. 
 
    As soon as Toby was seated, the man began his evaluation, saying, “I’m sure you think you’re in perfectly fine health.  Let me assure you - that is not the case.”  
 
    Toby’s heart jumped into his throat as he immediately started imagining the worst.  Did he have cancer?  Some previously undiagnosed heart condition?  Something even worse?  He managed to croak, “Lay it on me, doc.  What’s going on? Am I dying?”  
 
    “Slowly but surely, we all are,” the man said.  “But I see you’ve taken my declaration in the worst possible way.  No, Mr. James - you are not dying.” 
 
    Relief flood Toby’s mind. 
 
    “However, you are shockingly unhealthy,” he said.  “So, in addition to forwarding my findings onto your dietician and personal trainer, I am going to prescribe a course of vitamins.  In addition, to combat your wildly out-of-kilter hormone levels, I will be giving you some supplements for that.  And, finally, I’m prescribing some medication to help with your little problem down below.”  
 
    To his credit, Toby managed a completely shocked face when he said, “What do you mean?”  
 
    Dr. Pelham gave him an annoyed look, saying, “Your penis size, of course.  It’s not your fault, I assure you.  However, you are in the twentieth percentile when it comes to length, the fifteenth when it comes to girth.  We need to change that.” 
 
    After a few more awkward questions, Toby was dismissed from the doctor’s presence.  Before he left, he was given instructions on where to collect his prescriptions - down the hall, apparently; they had a full-service pharmacy onsite - and sent on his way.  After he picked up his bag of pills, he found his way to this next appointment on the floor below: the personal trainer. 
 
    Like the first floor, the second was undergoing a complete renovation as it was converted into a gym.  He hardly noticed, still focused as he was on the doctor’s assessment.  He didn’t want to argue with an expert, but he certainly didn’t feel unhealthy.  However, the tests didn’t lie.  And he liked the idea of penis enlargement that actually worked.  Still, he was still distracted as he made his way through the would-be gym and into a side office, where he found his new personal trainer, who introduced himself as Brock.   
 
    Brock was the kind of guy Toby had always envied.  Effortlessly muscular, naturally athletic, and with a killer smile, Toby had a hard time not feeling inadequate next to the man.  However, as a frequent attendee of various gyms over the years, Brock wasn’t the first such man he’d encountered.  In fact, it was almost par for the course.   
 
    “Alright, man - have a seat,” said Brock.  “I’ve got your numbers from the doctor, and I gotta tell you - we’ve got our work cut out for us.”  
 
    “Oh,” said Toby.  “Is it my legs?  I swear, I don’t ever skip leg day; it’s just that I can’t ever -” 
 
    “What?  No,” Brock said. “We’re looking at a complete overhaul.  I don’t want to freak you out here, but you’ve been doing everything wrong.” 
 
    “I…I have?” Toby managed.  That was news to him; he took pride in his workout program, and he’d even gotten good advice from a number of professional and semi-professional bodybuilders.   
 
    “Yeah, bro,” Brock said. “But it’s cool.  You’re not the worst case scenario.  We’re just going to have to tear you down before we can build you back up.  So, here’s what we’re going to do…” 
 
    Toby listened as the man described the workout program, which had a heavy emphasis on cardio, leg training, and flexibility.  If it weren’t for Brock’s obvious enthusiasm, Toby might’ve objected. However, the man’s excitement was infectious, and against all odds, Toby found himself looking forward to his new program, which would begin the following week, as soon as the renovation of the second floor was finished.   
 
    The third, and penultimate, appointment had Toby going to the fourth floor, which housed a serious of psychologists, counselors, and other related professionals.  He was assigned a therapist, and immediately escorted to a comfortable office.   
 
    Curiously, though, Toby had a hard time remembering specifics about that visit.  Sure, there were the normal questions concerning his life, his work, and such, but after that, everything kind of went hazy.  Still, when he left, Toby was feeling a lot better about his situation.  Plus, the therapist had given him a white noise machine to listen to in order to help him sleep better at night.  So, if nothing else, that would’ve made the visit worthwhile.   
 
    However, whatever good mood he’d attained via his visit to the therapist was dashed against the rocks of the diet his new dietician put him on.  Citing the doctor’s concerns for his strikingly bad health, the dietician - a middle-aged woman who put Toby in mind of a particularly strict schoolteacher - put him on a low-protein, largely vegetarian diet.  In addition, she gave him a box of appetite suppressing, nutrient rich suckers.  The things were long, thin, and cylindrical, which was a far cry from the old lollipops Toby had had as a kid, but to his surprise, they were delicious.  So, that was at least one other good thing that had come from his running the gauntlet of health-professionals.   
 
    The next day, he was directed to visit the still-in-construction spa that occupied the Employee Enhancement Center’s top floor.  They’d carved out a temporary space for initial consultations, and the woman who’d been assigned as his caseworker assured him that, within a month, it would be a full-service spa of which all employees could take advantage.   
 
    Then, she went on to prescribe a hair and skincare regimen that would, in her words, “help with that horribly blotchy skin and lackluster hair”.  It consisted of a wide variety of skin creams and hair products, as well as a mandate to start shaving his body.  As someone who’d cultivated friendships with a few bodybuilders, he didn’t take this news as nearly as hard as most men.  But still, it was a bit onerous to add yet more self-care to his already full plate.   
 
    In the end, once he’d had all of his initial consultations, he found himself idly sucking on one of the suckers the dietician had given him as he wondered if these all these amenities were really worth it.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “C’mon!  Push!” encouraged the instructor, a toned woman in her early thirties.  Her body was incredible, and, if Toby was honest, he was a little jealous of her slim limbs.  He’d been on his new workout program for almost two months, and though he’d diligently adhered to the schedule as well as his diet, he wasn’t seeing the results he wanted.  But that made him want to work all the harder.  So, he pushed through the fatigue and followed the instructor’s lead in the aerobics routine.   
 
    When he’d first started, Toby had been less than enthusiastic about his new regimen.  It focused almost entirely on cardio and lower body workouts, all but ignoring the upper body.  And that distaste had only grown more potent during his first workout, which more resembled dance than any aerobics he’d ever seen.  However, even as that initial class went on, he found himself getting into it, wanting to master it, and soon, he was gyrating his hips just like all of his classmates.   
 
    He glanced to his left, seeing Sam beside him.  The man was shameless, wearing a pair of tights that showed off all the hard work he’d done on his legs.  And Toby had to admit that he was more than a little jealous; Sam was slim, but he had started to develop a pronounced bubble butt, which was, for some reason, exactly what Toby wanted for himself.   
 
    Toby shook himself free of his reverie, slamming his concentration back into place.  Sweat dripped down his face as he cocked his hips from side to side, mimicking the instructor’s pace.  Once, he would’ve considered such a move incredibly feminine, but he’d gotten used to moving a certain way. 
 
    After ten more minutes, the instructor called out, “And that’s it, ladies.  And gentlemen.  Good job, today.  Toby, I noticed you pushing through - great job.  That’s how you’re going to reach your goals.”  
 
    Toby couldn’t help but grin at the praise.  Perhaps she was coming onto him.  For a long moment, he considered hanging back after class and asking her out.  But that would make him late for his workout with Brock.  So, after gathering his company-issued water bottle and towel, it was with a little regret that he followed the dozen others who were his classmates.  Predictably, Sam fell in beside him. 
 
    “You’re moving really, really good out there,” the boy chirped.  Had his voice gotten higher?  Or was that Toby’s imagination?  It had to be.  “I’m totally jealous.  I wish my hips could move like that.”  
 
    Toby almost stopped in his tracks.  Sam was actually jealous of him?  That was ridiculous.  Sam was far ahead of the curve, when it came to meeting their workout goals.   
 
    As the traversed the gym, Toby saw a few familiar faces.  Adam was there, of course, and he was looking even buffer than before.  And Paul, one of the quieter members of the office, had really started to show some serious progress.  His muscles didn’t quite bulge, yet, but he was getting there.  And then there was Anna, wearing a sports bra and a pair of loose shorts.  Whatever softness had once been there had slowly been chipped away over the course of the past two months, and her musculature had begun to outstrip that of some of the smaller men.  Certainly, because of the diet and his altered exercise regimen, Anna’s physique had come to dwarf his.  He couldn’t wait until the “breakdown” of his body was finished so he could catch up to everyone else.   
 
    “Thanks,” he muttered.  “Oh, there’s Brock.  Talk to you later.” 
 
    Leaving Sam behind, Toby found his trainer, who enthusiastically guided him to a set of scales in the corner.  When Toby stepped onto the platform, he was a little surprised to see that he’d lost still more weight.   
 
    “One-forty-nine,” said Brock.  “That’s almost thirty pounds in the past sixty days.  Good job.  But you’ve still got a ways to go.  Your ideal weight is in the one-ten range.  Maybe less, if you can manage it.”  
 
    “One-ten,” Toby echoed.  He hadn’t been that light since his freshman year in high school, and back then, he’d been a real shrimp.  “That feels like it’s a long way away.”  
 
    Brock only smiled.  “You’ll get there,” he said.  “If I have to drag you there myself.  Now, let’s get down to it!”  
 
    Toby sighed. “Squat rack?” he guessed.  He’d never done so many squats, lunges, and leg curls in all his life.  But then again, his legs had never looked nearly so shapely, so he supposed it was working.  Besides, Brock was the expert, and Toby trusted the man completely.   
 
    “Squat rack!” was Brock’s enthusiastic reply.   
 
    Without a word, Toby went to the familiar rack and started his workout. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Toby was idly sucking on one of his suckers - he’d “graduated” to bigger ones, according to the dietician.  Where the old ones had been the size of his pinky finger, the new ones were as big around as his thumb, but at least as long as his index finger.  However, they were nothing compared to the ones Sam had gotten, which were like small popsicles.  At first, Toby had been curious about the taste; they were like nothing he’d ever had before.  And despite looking like suckers, they were salty.  And milk-white.  And incredibly addictive.  Just about any time he was idle, Toby found himself slipping one between his lips, like he was right now.   
 
    Sam, like he was wont to do, interrupted him, poking his head over the divider and saying, “Hey - I’ve been meaning to talk to you about something.”  
 
    It was all Toby could do not to roll his eyes.  Not only was Sam one of his workout partners, but they’d been grouped together in almost every aspect of their jobs.  And while Toby admitted a grudging affinity for the young man, he still thought Sam was, at times, extremely irritating.  Like when he interrupted Toby while he was trying to get work done.   
 
    Toby looked up, saying, “Yeah?  What?”  
 
    “Don’t bite my head off, grumpy pants!” Sam said. 
 
    Toby sighed, centering himself. “Sorry,” he said. “Just irritable today.  What’s up?”  
 
    “Right - so, don’t get mad, okay?” Sam said, his voice definitely higher pitched than before.  And his face seemed far more expressive.  “But have you been to see the new stylists, yet?”  
 
    “Yeah, no - I’m good,” Toby answered.  “I’m perfectly capable of dressing myself.”  
 
    “Are you?” Sam said.  “I mean, you have looked in the mirror, right?  Because that suit is not doing you any favors.  It doesn’t even fit.” 
 
    This wasn’t news to Toby.  With the dramatic weight loss, most of his clothes didn’t fit anymore.  However, he was on a limited budget, and buying an entirely new wardrobe was out of the question.  Besides, if Brock had his way, Toby stood to loose quite a bit more mass.  Buying more clothes right now would be a waste.   
 
    Sam stepped out from behind the divider, saying, “You know it’s free, right?  They just gave me this suit.” 
 
    The slim boy gave a little twirl, showing off his new clothes.  And Toby had to admit, they fit him well, accentuating all of his best features - from his slim waist, to the curve of his round butt.  Curiously, though, it looked like it was cut quite differently from what Toby was used to.  For one, there were no pockets in the back - which was a little weird.  However, despite the differences, Toby couldn’t deny that Sam looked good. 
 
    “They did my hair, too,” Sam said.  “And Jenny - she’s my girl over there - said that I could get my ears pierced anytime I want!  I think I’m going to do it next week.”  
 
    “Really?  Pierced ears?” Toby asked.  “Isn’t that kind of…I mean, you know…” 
 
    “No,” Sam said, putting his hands on his hips.  “I don’t know.  Why don’t you explain to me what’s wrong with me getting my ears pierced, huh?” 
 
    Toby wilted.  “Nothing,” he said. “Nothing’s wrong with it.  But I’m just…I don’t know…I think I’m going to hold out a little until I get new clothes.  Thanks, though.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Toby sat in one of the conference room chairs, feeling distinctly shabby - especially next to Sam, who wore one of those distinctive suits that complemented his figure so well.  Couple that with the light dusting of makeup, his well-styled, shoulder-length hair, and the big, hoop earrings dangling from his ears, and he cut a very impressive figure.  Not for the first time, Toby wished he looked nearly so good.  However, over the previous four months, he’d resisted the urge to visit the stylists - from sheer stubbornness, if nothing else.  But the bulk of his resistance was based on the fact that, deep down, he thought that Brock would shift his training any day, and it wouldn’t be long after that that he’d gain back some of the muscle he’d lost.   
 
    And boy, had he lost.   
 
    Since the beginning of his new workout regimen, he’d lost nearly fifty pounds, and he’d gotten closer to his target weight - which Brock had recently adjusted to one-oh-five - than he ever thought possible.  And despite his initial disbelieve, he felt confident that he’d reach his goals.  But because of that dramatic shrinkage, his now-oversized clothing made him look like a child wearing his father’s suits.   
 
    He popped one of the suckers - he’d once again graduated in size, and he could now take the popsicle sized ones - into his mouth, savoring the salty flavor.  It calmed his nerves a little, which was a good thing, because it was at that moment that the boss himself came striding into the room.   
 
    Charles Morton looked as fit and suave as ever, and Toby couldn’t help but feel a fluttering of butterflies at the man’s appearance.  The rest of the meeting’s attendees went silent as the man approached the podium, and once he began speaking, his voice was the only one that carried through the room.   
 
    “Over the past four months, you’ve all done a wonderful job,” Morton began, smiling beatifically at his employees.  “Profits are up, employee retention is better than ever, and, most importantly of all, you’re all happier than you’ve ever been.  So, congratulations are in order.” 
 
    He gave them a round of polite applause.  After a few claps, though, he continued, saying, “But our work is not done.  We are still, regrettably, number two in the sector.  Not by as much as before, but still by a wide margin.  This is unacceptable.” 
 
    He stepped away from the podium, pacing back and forth as he spoke, “We’ve been going ‘round and ‘round, trying to figure out a way to get us over the hump.  Many of your superiors spoke very highly of you, saying that if we simply gave you time, you’d perform.  To an extent, I agree.  However, I’ve never been one to sit idly by.  So, in the interest of proactivity, I’ve decided to implement a strategy that has worked very well in some of my other businesses.  It’s called the partnership model, and I think it will work extraordinarily well at MMS.”  
 
    He went on, saying, “Each of you has strengths.  Each of you have weaknesses.  That is true of everyone.  But through extensive research and laborious testing, we have deduced that pairs of people, when coupled properly can minimized those weaknesses and accentuate strengths.  To that end, each of you will be paired with one of your colleagues.  You will share successes.  You will share failures.  For all intents and purposes, you will be one professional entity.  I look forward to seeing your results.”  
 
    Toby, like everyone else in the conference room, had no idea how to react to such a statement.  It was antithetical to their entire business model, which centered on commissions.  It was weaponized self-interest, and depending on someone else was the precise opposite of that.  Still, it did make sense.   
 
    By the time Toby got up and left the conference room, he was eager to find out who his partner was going to be. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Toby waited patiently at the coffee counter, resisting the urge to tug at his uncomfortably large clothing.  A week had passed since the partnership mandate had gone out, and to Toby’s surprise, he worked extremely well with his assigned teammate, Paul.   
 
    “Here you go, miss,” said the barista, handing Toby a pair of coffees.   
 
    “Miss?” he said, confused.   
 
    The barista - a college-aged young man - echoed Toby’s confusion for a long moment before realization dawned.  “Oh, shit - sorry, dude,” he said.  “Didn’t mean anything by it.”  
 
    It wasn’t the first time Toby had been mistaken for a girl.  When he was a kid, it had happened all the time - mostly because his mother, a former musician, loved the idea of long hair on men.  And she’d all but forced him to wear his hair in her preferred style.  As a result of that, as well as his generally small stature, Toby had often been mistaken for female.  And ever since he’d gotten within twenty pounds of his target weight, it seemed that the mistakes had begun anew.  He pushed his hair behind his ear, realizing that it was probably just as long now as it had ever been when he was a kid.   
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” Toby said, paying for the coffee.  “Everybody makes mistakes.”  
 
    Without waiting to hear the young man’s response, Toby turned and left the cafe, making his way back to the office in only a few minutes.  He was back in plenty of time to greet Paul when he got there.   
 
    Handing one of the coffees to his partner, Toby said, “Full schedule today.  You’ve got that meeting with Harry Torres at ten, a lunch with Albert Glennon from Glennon Pharmaceuticals at one, and a late meeting with Jessica Harvell - she’s with that law firm with all the names I can’t remember - downtown.  I sent you an email with your entire itinerary.”  
 
    “Thanks, Toby,” said Paul.  “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”  
 
    Toby grinned.  It had only taken a couple of days for the pair of them to fall into a rhythm.  Paul, who was a great salesman and dynamite with numbers, meshed extremely well with Toby, who excelled at scheduling, sending emails, and the more mundane tasks that made an office run well.  He’d even taken to screening Paul’s calls so that the other man could focus solely on closing deals.  And it worked exceedingly well, too.  Not only had their book of business grown exponentially - and their pay, too - their clients’ satisfaction had gone through the roof.   
 
    “Oh - I meant to ask you,” said Paul.  “I mean, I know it’s not your job or anything, but can you do me a favor and pick up my dry cleaning this afternoon?  I’d do it myself, but I’m going to be meeting with Harvell.”  
 
    Toby, who’d begun to revel in being useful, said, “We’re a team, right?  Of course I’ll help you out.  All you have to do is ask.”  
 
    Paul grinned, saying, “Thanks.  You’re a doll.”  
 
    Toby was so happy at the compliment, he didn’t even scoff at the use of the strange, feminine pet name. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Anna loomed over Toby, who was still sitting at his desk. He’d been busy putting together Paul’s itinerary for the next day when he sensed the woman’s presence behind him.  Still, he didn’t acknowledge her right away.  If she wanted something, she could use her words like a big girl. 
 
    Finally, Anna cleared her throat, saying, “We need to talk.” 
 
    Toby, feeling a sense of victory at the small win, turned and said, “By all means, talk away.” 
 
    He looked up at the woman, who’d been transformed just as much as he had.  Her muscles bulged against the confines of her suit, threatening to rip it at the seams.  On top of that, she’d cut her hair down to almost nothing, which gave her a distinctly masculine appearance.   
 
    “You’re the only person here who hasn’t taken advantage of the company stylist,” she said.  “Tell me why.” 
 
    Toby had a hundred different excuses for why he’d avoided it, but most of them boiled down to one simple fact: he was afraid that if he gave up his old wardrobe, he’d never regain his muscular frame.  And while there were plenty of times that he reveled in his much slimmer physique, he still thought of it as the first step towards something else.  Something bigger.  More masculine.   
 
    “I don’t know,” he admitted.   
 
    “Well, you’re going tomorrow,” Anna said.  “No ifs, ands, or buts, either.  I’ve already signed you up for a full makeover.”  
 
    “O-oh,” Toby said.  “I suppose it’s mandatory.” 
 
    “It is,” she stated.   
 
    Toby replied, “Then I guess I don’t have a choice.” 
 
    She crossed her arms, looking terse.  Then, she said, “You know, most everyone’s ecstatic about all these perks.  You’re the lone holdout.  You haven’t even visited the spa, yet.   And everyone raves about how great it is.” 
 
    “And?” Toby said. “Your point?”  
 
    “My point is that it might look like you’re not a team player,” she said. “And you know there’s no place for solo acts here.  I’m just saying.”  
 
    Just saying.  That was code for, “Get in line, or else.” 
 
    So, Toby just said, “I understand.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Nervously, Toby made his way across the street, awkwardly grasping the waist of his slacks to keep them from falling down.  While he knew he needed to adjust his wardrobe - he wasn’t stupid or blind, after all - Toby wanted nothing to do with the company stylists.  He had seen their work, and he was not impressed.  The perfect example was Sam.  Sure, he looked good.  His clothes fit, and his hair was always immaculately coifed.  However, Toby couldn’t quite shake the notion that there was something off about the other boy’s new look.  He couldn’t put his finger on exactly what was wrong, but he knew it was there, all the same. 
 
    Still, if he wanted to keep his job - and he very much did, especially with how much he’d come to rely on Paul to do the heavy lifting with customers - he had little choice but to obey Anna’s mandate.  Toby hated being backed into a corner; he wanted to make his own decisions.  But rules were rules, and besides, he wasn’t above taking advantage of a bunch of free clothes.  So, it was with mixed feelings that he trekked across the busy street and into the Employee Enhancement Center.   
 
    As soon as he stepped inside, he was, once again, taken aback by just how much the place had changed.  He had seen it dozens of times over the previous four months, but it was still an awe-inducing sight.  The once-vacant first floor had lived up to the promises made by Morton and his executives, and it had become a state-of-the-art cafeteria where employees could get just about any sort of food they wanted.  So long as it adhered to the company mandated diets.  As they kept telling everyone, a healthy employee is a happy employee.  For his part, Toby didn’t mind.  He’d been on plenty of restrictive diets before - during college, he’d subsisted primarily on chicken and rice in an effort to bulk up - so it was nothing new. 
 
    The decor was modern, and sleek plastics, metal, and glass abounded, broken up by a generous scattering of plant life that helped provide privacy to those who wanted it.  All in all, it was as nice of an eatery as anyone could hope for.  Even Morton took advantage, and he could literally eat wherever he wanted.   
 
    Toby quickly found the elevator.  After a few seconds waiting for the car, he boarded and rode it up to the fifth floor, which housed the spa and the stylist’s office.  When he stepped out of the elevator, he was, yet again, surprised by just how different the place was.  It was like stepping into an entirely new world; it was decorated with small, trickling fountains, plenty of plants, and an east Asian aesthetic.  Soft flute music came from unseen speakers, and even after stepping only a foot onto the floor, Toby felt some of his tension melt away.   
 
    A woman in a simple black pair of shorts and a white tee-shirt greeted him, saying, “Hello!  Mr. James, correct?”  
 
    “I…um…yeah,” Toby answered, a little freaked out that they knew his name.  “That’s me.  I have an appointment with Miss Greene?”  
 
    “Yes, yes,” said the woman.  She was average-sized, but Toby noticed with at least a little surprise that she probably weighed more than him.  She was a little taller, too.  “She’ll see you right away.  You’re a priority case.”  
 
    Priority.  That sounded good.  It was about time that Toby started getting a little respect.  Clearly, the company valued him enough that they’d made his visit to the stylist a top priority.  Or, he thought, it might just be that I need her help just that much. 
 
    The woman led him pass the front desk and down a narrow hall, to an office door.  She knocked, and there was a voice on the other side, saying, “Come in.”  
 
    The hostess pushed through the door, announcing, “Toby James to see you, Miss Green.”  
 
    Toby followed the girl inside, and was greeted by the sight of a fairly ordinary office.  The woman behind the stylish, yet simple desk, though, was anything but.  She was built like a model - tall and thin, with angular features - and in heels, she towered over Toby by nearly a foot.  It made him feel distinctly uneasy in her presence, so it was a good thing that she adopted a warm, welcoming smile.   
 
    “Ah,” she said. “Mr. James.  I’ve been expecting you for quite some time.  And by the state of your clothing, you could sorely use my help.  But first, let’s get you relaxed.  Margaret, take him to the spa.  Give him the works.”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” said the girl - Margaret, apparently - with a nod.   
 
    “Um…I’ve only got a couple of hours dedicated for this, and then I have to get back to work,” Toby said.  “Maybe we can reschedule for -” 
 
    “Nonsense,” Greene said.  “We can take all the time we need.  I guarantee nobody will bat an eyelash at your absence.  Now go on - enjoy being pampered.  When you get back, we’ll discuss your new style.”  
 
    Toby had no idea how to respond to that, so he let himself be guided back out into the hall.  He followed Margaret through a maze of corridors until she led him into a dimly lit room.  Inside, there was a massage table and little else.   
 
    “Um…when she said the works, what did she mean?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh - I thought you would’ve read the emails we sent out,” she said. “We are a full-service spa.  That means we do massages, skin treatments, manicures and pedicures, waxing, makeup, and hairstyling.  And believe me - our people are the best of the best.  You won’t be disappointed.  You’ll walk out of here prettier than you’ve ever been before!”  
 
    “That’s…um…that’s great,” Toby said.  “So…what now?”  
 
    “Well, take off your clothes, silly,” she said.  “First step is the massage.  Then the skin treatments.  Waxing.  Nails.  Then, finally, we’ll do your hair and makeup.”  
 
    Toby just stared at the girl, waiting on her to give him some privacy.  Finally, when he realized it wasn’t forthcoming, he let out a sigh, then turned around and started to get undressed.  He could feel her eyes on him every step of the way, but he studiously ignored her.  She’d probably seen lots of naked people, and once he was gone, she probably wouldn’t think twice about him.   
 
    Sure.  And maybe she wouldn’t notice his tiny dick, either.   
 
    Eventually, Toby finished undressing down to his underwear.  However, when he started to climb onto the table, she said, “Boxers too.  Sorry.  Company policy.”  
 
    Toby had hoped she would let him maintain at least that level of modesty, but apparently, she was just as beholden to company rules as he was.  So, trying to think of anything else but what was nestled between his legs, Toby dragged his boxers down his smooth legs.  He hadn’t shaved that day, but he’d never been all that hairy anyway.  So, aside from a scattering of soft stubble on his calves and under his arms - not even enough to really notice - he only had a tuft of hair above his genitals.  And Margaret made no effort to avert her gaze, either.  She practically stared at it, a slight smile playing over her features.   
 
    “Alright - onto the table, big boy,” she said.  “Face up, at first.” 
 
    With more than a little trepidation, Toby climbed onto the table and positioned himself on his back, arms to the side.  He closed his eyes, trying to pretend the girl wasn’t staring at his miniature manhood.   
 
    Not for the first time, he wished the doctor’s efforts had yielded more results.  Instead of growing larger, his already small penis had actually shrunk a bit.  Now, when it was flaccid, it barely poked out of his pubic hair.  If he’d measured it, he knew it wouldn’t have cleared an inch-and-a-half.  Not that he was that brave, of course.  It was far easier to simply ignore the thing, at least until such time as the medication started to do its work.  Things had to get worse before they got better, he’d reasoned.  He just wished it would get on with the “better” part.   
 
    All those thoughts and more skipped through his mind as Margaret began the massage.  And Toby had to admit, she was quite good at it.  Before long, he felt more relaxed than he’d felt in a long, long time.  He drifted along, hardly thinking.  At least until she got to his chest.   
 
    “Ow!” he said, jerking back to reality.   
 
    “What?” Margaret said, cupping his pectorals.  She had been massaging them when she had squeezed a bit too hard; they’d been a bit sore, lately, and the masseuse had aggravated that. 
 
    “That hurt!” he said.  “Not so hard.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a baby,” she said. “I barely touched you.  But fine.  If you don’t want the breast massage, then go ahead and flip over.”  
 
    Toby obeyed, and soon, she was kneading the muscles in his back.  Even as the massage progressed, Toby couldn’t shake the pain in his chest.  He knew it had grown a little more sensitive - especially around the nipples - but he’d had no idea just how tender it really was.  He’d have to ask the doctor about it next time he went in.   
 
    Margaret continued to massage him, paying very close attention to his rear.  She even spread his cheeks and massaged the entrance to his anus, which was a new, if not unpleasant, experience for him.  Eventually, the massage came to a close, and she told him to get up.   
 
    “How do you feel?” she asked as he slid off the table. “Good, right?”  
 
    He could only nod as he stepped toward the pile of clothes he’d left on a nearby chair.  She reached out, stopping him. “Oh, you’re not putting those horrible things back on,” she said.  Then, she went to a cabinet along the wall and retrieved a few garments.  After thrusting them into Toby’s hands, she told him to get dressed. 
 
    For a long moment, he studied the clothes.  They were all white and appeared to be cut like scrubs.  However, one item stood out to him - the underwear.  “Um…I usually wear boxers,” he said.  “You don’t have any of those tucked away in that cabinet, do you?”  
 
    She shook her head. “Briefs are better for you, anyway,” she said. “Go on.  Get dressed.”  
 
    Toby obeyed, slipping the plain, cotton underwear up his legs.  Once he’d snugged them into place, he had to admit that they were a lot more comfortable than his boxers.  Sure, they were cut far differently than what he was used to.  And they certainly didn’t do much to hide his lack of endowment down below.  However, he couldn’t deny their comfort, and the same could be said for the odd, scrubs-like garments he put on over it.  Capping off his temporary outfit was a pair of sandals.  All in all, he knew he looked ridiculous, but the outfit was incredibly comfortable, which was probably all that was really important.   
 
    Soon, she was leading him down the hall and into another room.  They passed another pair - a spa employee and one of Toby’s coworkers, if their outfits were any indication - but otherwise, they were undisturbed.  Inside the next room was yet another table, though this space was extremely well-lit.   
 
    “Okay, out of those clothes and onto the table,” Margaret instructed.  “Your waxer will be in any second.”  
 
    With that, Margaret stepped out of the room, leaving Toby to his own devices.  Obediently, he slipped out of his borrowed outfit and settled down to wait on the cold table.  It wasn’t long before a muscular woman stepped into the room, identifying herself as Olga.   
 
    “I’m Toby,” he said, his hands resting over his privates.   
 
    “Don’t be modest, dear,” the woman said. “I’m going to get an eyeful down there one way or another.  Might as well get used to that idea.  Go on, now.  Hands at your sides.”  
 
    Reluctantly, Toby did just that, exposing his shamefully small manhood.  To her credit, Olga didn’t react.  Instead, she leaned in, taking a closer look. “Hmm,” she said. “We’re going to have to get rid of all that.  Policy, you understand.”  
 
    Toby just nodded, and without further conversation, the big woman went to work.  Thus began the most excruciating hour or so of Toby’s young life.  But by the end of it, he was as smooth as a porpoise from the neck down.  Thankfully, she followed up the waxing by smearing some flowery ointment all over his body.  It was soothing, and it even helped with the blotchiness.  Finally, Olga went to work on his face, smearing a different, far worse smelling goop onto his cheeks, along his jaw, and above his lip.  After a few seconds, it began to tingle.  A minute, and it started to sting.  By the time she washed it off a few minutes later, it was actively burning.   
 
    Eventually, she gave him a handful of lotions and bath oils with instructions on how to use them before telling him to put his clothes back on and, then, leading him to his next destination - the nail salon.  And Toby was a little surprised to find that this was a far more pleasant experience, even if the woman who helped him insisted upon painting his nails pink.  And giving him nail extensions.  Still, he couldn’t really argue with her taste; his slim fingers looked amazing when she was done, and his toenails had never looked better.   
 
    Finally, he was directed to an attached space that was obviously the hair salon, where he met a beautician named Henri.  Obviously gay, the man was extraordinarily effeminate, which was a little awkward. 
 
    “Well, obviously, you need some color,” the man said, his hand on one cocked hip.  “I’m thinking blonde.  Not bleached blonde, though - more natural tone.  Oh, yes.  That’s going to look lovely.”  
 
    And then, despite Toby’s protests, the man went to work.  It took far longer than he expected, but when the dust settled, his shoulder-length hair had been dyed a strawberry blonde. More, it had been styled in such a way as to compliment the shape of his face.  Henri had obviously earned his place at the salon, because he was incredibly skilled.   
 
    Soon after Henri finished, Toby was greeted by yet another woman, who proceeded to lecture him about the use of makeup.  He’d expected as much - a lot of the guys in the office, especially the ones who worked out with Toby - wore at least light makeup.  Toby, in fact, was probably the lone holdout so far.  And the new woman, named Tina, was determined to change that.  As she lectured, she applied various powders to his face.  Eventually, when she was finished, she let him see his reflection. 
 
    And Toby was stunned.  Everything worked so well together. The hair, the makeup - he was beautiful!   
 
    “Yeah, we get that reaction a lot,” the woman said, noting Toby’s dropped jaw.  “Now, let’s get you to Miss Greene.  She’ll know what to do with you.” 
 
    “I…um…I hope so,” said Toby. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well,” said Paul. “Don’t you look nice today.  New outfit?”  
 
    Toby couldn’t help but grin at the compliment.  However, he wanted to point out that it wasn’t just his suit - well-tailored, and fitting like a snug glove - that was new.  He wanted to tell Paul about his new hair, his nails, the waxing - everything.  Or maybe he just wanted the man to notice.   
 
    The meeting with Greene had been far more pleasant than Toby had expected.  Not only was the woman kind, even going so far as to joke around with him a little, but she also had a keen eye for fashion.  In addition, she’d honed in on Toby’s taste almost instantly, and from that point on, the two were in perfect sync as she had him try on one outfit after another.   
 
    The only hiccup had come when they’d started browsing underwear.  She’d made no bones about him having to abandon his boxer shorts.  Even boxer briefs were out of the question.  So, given that, Toby chose some very uninspired and plain briefs - which, to Greene, was completely unacceptable.  She’d taken a few minutes to lecture him on how a pretty set of underwear could make all the difference in the world, when it came to confidence.  So, she’d limited him to only a couple of pairs of plain underwear, insisting that he choose some of the more risque options to fill out his new collection.  So, knowing he had no choice, Toby had done just that, even picking a handful of lacy thongs that looked more like women’s panties than anything else.  Still, when he tried them on, the effect was almost instantaneous.  Just as the stylist had predicted, he felt confident and sexy in ways he never expected.  Soon, he was twirling around and looking at his increasingly impressive rear in the mirror Green had provided.   
 
    The rest of the session went along without incident, and before Toby knew it, he and the stylist had picked out an entirely new wardrobe.  She’d even convinced him to take a few men’s kilts, though they were far tighter than any of the kilts he’d ever seen.  Still, in the short time he’d known Greene, he’d begun to trust her judgment.  If she said it was in style, she was probably right - which is how he also ended up with more than one pair of modestly heeled shoes, one pair of which he was currently wearing.   
 
    “Yeah,” he said, flipping his newly blonde hair a little.  “Going for a new style.  You know, embracing fashion, if you know what I mean.  You like?”  
 
    “I do,” the man said. 
 
    Toby beamed.   
 
    “Be a doll and fetch me a cup of coffee, will you?  I need a bit of a pick-me-up,” Paul said. 
 
    “Sure thing,” Toby said, immediately scurrying to help out however he could.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Can you leave just a little strip?” Toby asked, looking at Olga.  “You know, maybe half an inch wide?  I look like a toddler when it’s completely bare.”  
 
    Toby was in the middle of his latest waxing session.  Olga insisted on scheduling him for every two-and-a-half weeks, but Toby didn’t think he needed it nearly so often.  His legs and underarms were almost always completely smooth.  And because of his dedication to his skincare regimen, his skin was incredibly soft.   
 
    “Nobody likes a hairy girl,” Olga said, which was all the response she was likely to give.  For his part, Toby hardly even noticed the woman’s use of the feminine term.  Everyone at the spa referred to him like that, and over the previous couple of months, he’d gotten used to it.  He’d even come to think of it as a term of endearment, like he’d been accepted into their little world.   
 
    He sighed. “Guess that’s a no, then,” he said.  Then, as if to confirm her negative response, Olga smeared a glob of wax onto his privates and proceeded to denude them of all hair.  When she was done, Toby was entirely hairless, and he would be for the foreseeable future, if Olga had her way.  Which she would.  The hulking woman didn’t seem the sort to take no for an answer.   
 
    When Toby finally stood, it was with a sense of relief.  He’d gotten used to the pain of being waxed, but it still wasn’t pleasant.  And Olga, for all her good intentions, simply didn’t have the personality to make it better.  He looked up from where he was pulling on his panties - a red, lacy thong; his manhood barely even made a bump - he noticed Olga staring. “What?” he said. 
 
    “You lost more weight,” the woman said.  “You look good.”  
 
    Toby felt the heat of embarrassment rising in his cheeks.  Indeed, he had continued to lose weight, and, at one-oh-nine, he was closing in on his eventual goal.  But those last few pounds were stubbornly clinging to his frame, specifically around his hips and on his chest.  The rest of him, though - from his flat tummy to his slim, but athletic legs - was as toned as he could’ve hoped.   
 
    “Thanks,” he murmured.  “I’ve been working hard.”  
 
    Toby slipped on the kilt he’d worn to work that day.  Or maybe this one was a skirt.  He was having a little difficulty telling them apart.  And when he’d gone to the store to buy his own clothes, the shop attendant had looked at him like he was crazy for insisting upon the difference.  He zipped up the back, then slipped on his cream-colored blouse.  Idly, he realized that his nipples were completely visible underneath the satiny fabric.  Funny - he didn’t feel cold. 
 
    After he finished getting dressed, Toby bade farewell to Olga, then went into the salon for a touchup on his hair.  It had continued to grow, now reaching almost to the top of his shoulder blades.  And while he lamented the time and effort he had to spend taking care of it, he wouldn’t have traded his long, strawberry blonde locks for anything.   
 
    He and Henri chatted while the beautician worked on Toby’s hair, and when he’d finished, it looked just as perfect as ever.  So, by the time he found himself striding across the street - his two-inch, kitten heels clicking on the pavement with every step, he felt as confident as he ever had.   
 
    When he arrived back at the office, he looked around, noticing that quite a few people were missing.  He grabbed Sam as he walked by, saying, “Hey - what’s going on?”  
 
    “Oh - you didn’t hear?” Sam asked.  The other boy was dressed remarkably similarly to Toby himself, though his blouse was red.  And his heels were a bit higher. 
 
    “Obviously not - I’ve been at the spa,” Toby said.   
 
    “And you can tell, girl - you look great!” Sam said. 
 
    “Focus - where is everybody?” Toby asked. 
 
    “Oh, right - sorry.  I’m such a ditz sometimes,” Sam said. “There’s a big meeting in, like, five minutes.  That’s where I was headed when you grabbed me.  Mr. Morton’s supposed to have some big announcement.  I think we’re all getting bonuses, but -” 
 
    “Shit - let’s go,” Toby said, dragging Sam along.  They arrived in the conference room and got seated just in time, too, because only a few seconds after Toby crossed his legs, Morton swept into the room and made a beeline to the podium.  The entire cadre of employees went silent. 
 
    “We’re not doing enough,” Morton said.  “We’re still second.”  
 
    He paused for a long moment, letting that fact sink in.  Of course, Toby knew it.  Everyone did.  But climbing to the top took time, and they were slowly gaining on their competition.  The partnership mandate was working, but apparently, it wasn’t going quickly enough for Morton’s taste. 
 
    “I think the problem is that there’s too much confusion,” he explained.  “We formed these teams based on people’s talents, but we left it to you all to decide who would do what tasks.  Some of you have embraced your strengths, lighting the way for your peers.  However, there are still some of you who labor under the illusion that you have no weaknesses.  So, to combat that toxic line of thinking, we have analyzed each of your strengths and weaknesses, and from this point forward, you will have clearly delineated duties.” 
 
    He took a breath, then went on, “When some of you get your assignments, you may feel like this is a demotion.  It is not.  You are just as vital now as you ever were.  We are simply putting you in the best position to succeed.” 
 
    Morton gripped the podium, looking around the room, almost daring anyone to challenge his absolute authority.  No one did.  Too many people liked having a job.  So, Morton continued, “Some of you will be executives.  Others will be administrators.  Again, this is not a demotion.  We are simply playing to your strengths.  Your direct superiors will have your assignments.”  
 
    Then, without another word, he left the podium and stalked out of the room, leaving a stunned set of employees in his wake.  Some were already complaining.  Others simply looked shocked.  For his part, Toby didn’t really care.  He’d already been doing the administrative work for his team, and he’d seen just how well it worked.  So, as far as he was concerned, clearly defining roles was a good thing.   
 
    Still, later that day, when Paul referred to him as his “secretary” to one of his clients, Toby was a little taken aback.  Not enough to complain, obviously, but he didn’t like that term.  At worst, he was an administrative assistant.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Toby nervously toyed with his hair, which had been draped over his shoulders.  He resisted the urge to check his makeup; he knew it was perfect, just like it had been only ten minutes earlier, which was the last time he’d taken out his compact to inspect his reflection.  However, despite knowing that, between Paul and him, they had the most successful team in the building, he was terrified of getting a bad year-end review.  Not only would it affect his pay, but there was every chance that his job would end up on the cutting room floor.  If that happened, he had no idea how he’d make do without the amenities he’d come to take for granted, much less his salary.   
 
    He glanced around; the surrounding desks were all occupied by various secretaries.  There was Sam, who looked as cute and slim and perfect as always.  He was trying a new hairstyle, which had his chestnut tresses tied up in a bun.  It looked good, Toby had to admit.  But he preferred wearing his own hair loose.   
 
    Then there was Cody, a thick, black-haired boy.  Amanda, who happened to be Adam’s secretary, had blonde hair and a body to die for.  Jessica, whose brown hair was a little uninspired, but she had a face that made everything work.  There were others, but Toby wasn’t really on friendly terms with any of them, despite spending hours each day working out with most of them.   
 
    Just a month before, the company had announced yet another change.  Because the executives often met with clients, it was determined that they needed their own offices.  So, the office had been rearranged, with all the secretaries occupying what had once been a collection of cubicles - the cheap-looking dividers had all been torn down, giving the place a much more inviting, open feel - while the executives had been given the new offices that had been constructed along the walls.   
 
    While Toby dreamed about getting an office of his own, he didn’t mind the arrangement.  Not only did it free him up to get his work done - while Paul and his ilk could do what they were good at - it also gave him the opportunity to keep up with all the office gossip, some of which was absolutely salacious.  There was even a rumor going around that Sam was sleeping with his executive, Greg - which was ridiculous.  Sam wasn’t even gay.  But then again, the two did seem incredibly close, and they often flirted.  So, Toby wasn’t completely certain the rumor wasn’t true.  Which is kind of what made it effective.   
 
    Toby flinched a little when his phone rang with an interoffice call.  He picked it up, saying, “Money Management Solutions.  This is Toby.” 
 
    He was careful to keep his voice chipper, which elevated its register quite a bit.  But most of the customers responded better to that, so he’d had no issues with adopting his new tone.   
 
    Anna’s voice came over the line, gruff and a lot lower pitched than it once was.  “It’s your turn, Toby.  In my office.”  
 
    There was a click as the supervisor hung up, and Toby’s anxiety jumped up about six notches.  He must’ve looked pale, because Sam, whose desk was still next to Toby’s, said, “It’s going to be great, girl.  You’ll be fine.  You’re the best secretary here.”  
 
    Toby could only nod at his friend’s encouragement.  He didn’t even correct Sam’s use of the feminine reference; it was something of an inside joke between all the secretaries.  Most of them were often mistaken for women, so they’d taken to teasing each other by referring to one another by feminine pronouns and other forms address.  At first, Toby had been uncomfortable with it, but eventually, he’d come to see it as the good-natured ribbing between friendly coworkers.  Now, it was almost endearing.   
 
    “Thanks,” he muttered, standing from his desk.  He smoothed his skirt; it was a little shorter than normal, but it showed off his toned legs to great effect.  The three-inch heels didn’t hurt, either.  As he walked to through the office, he couldn’t help but sway his hips a little.  Not only had his workouts melted the pounds away, but they’d also affected the way he moved.  He could no more turn it off now than he could stop his heart from beating out of his chest.  Eventually, he reached Anna’s office door, and he knocked.  A second later, Anna barked a command to enter.   
 
    When Toby pushed through the doorway, he was, as always, taken aback by Anna’s transformation.  Whatever softness the woman had possessed had been stripped away, replaced by rock-hard muscle.  Everything about her - from her broad shoulders, to the way her shirt barely contained her biceps, and the sharp cut of her jaw - spoke of power and dominance.  She’d cut her hair even shorter, settling on something approaching a buzz cut, and she didn’t wear an ounce of makeup.  In short, if it weren’t for the swell of her breasts, she might’ve been mistaken for a man.   
 
    However, Toby couldn’t help but find her at least a little sexy - especially when she took charge, which was often.  So, his heart beat even faster as he settled into one of the chairs across from Anna, crossing his legs at the knee and putting his hands in his lap.   
 
    “So,” said Anna, locking her eyes on Toby.  She made no attempt to hide her gaze, which was obviously one of appraisal.  Suddenly, Toby was very glad that he’d put a little extra effort into his appearance, choosing his short, dark purple skirt and cream-colored blouse that had some decorative lace along the neckline.  However, he was most grateful that he’d chosen a particularly sexy lingerie set that included a black thong, stockings, and a matching garter belt.  It made him feel sexy and far more confident.  “I’m glad you’ve been taking advantage of the stylist.  You look good.”  
 
    Toby beamed.  Though he’d gotten plenty of compliments in the three months since he’d started using the stylist, he’d been craving Anna’s reaction most of all.  After all, she had been the one who’d insisted upon Toby going in the first place.  It was only fitting that her opinion be near the top of Toby’s list of importance.   
 
    “Thank you,” he said.  “I don’t know why I waited so long.  I don’t know what I’d do without Olga and Henri and everyone.  I’d be lost.”  
 
    Anna nodded and with a grin, said, “I think you’d be just fine, now.  But we’re not here to talk about your appearance.  This is your official year-end review.  Do you understand the implications of that?”  
 
    Toby said, “I do.  And I think my work speaks for itself.”  
 
    “It does,” said Anna.  “You and Paul are quite a team, outpacing every other couple in this department, and by no small distance.  You should be proud of your contribution.”  
 
    “I am,” was Toby’s response.  Her assessment had done much to allay some of Toby’s fears, and he was suddenly feeling pretty good about himself.  That feeling only became more inflated as Anna went through the rest of the evaluation, giving him high marks in nearly every category.   
 
    “That said,” Anna went on. “You are still just a secretary.  As such, it makes no sense for you to be paid like an executive.  So, henceforth, you and your peers are being assigned a new pay plan.”  She slid a memo across the desk, adding, “This is your new pay plan.  I expect you to read and sign it before the end of the day.  If you want the Cliff’s Notes, though, it’s basically this: your base pay will be cut by quite some bit.  However, you will have an opportunity to supplement that income via bonuses attached to your executive’s performance.  In your case, because Paul is one of our lead executives, your pay will come in at about sixty percent of what it was before.”  
 
    Toby didn’t know how to react, so he just picked up the paper and stared at the memo, not seeing any of the words.  “A pay cut?” he muttered.  “Forty percent?  I don’t…I mean…that’s…” 
 
    “That still puts you at the very top of the secretarial pool,” she said.  “With the perks you seem so keen on, your pay far outstrips that of any secretary outside of this company.”  
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say,” Toby admitted. 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything,” Anna said. “Just sign the paper, and get back to work.” 
 
    Without many other options - after all, he needed his job, and he’d grown dependent on the various amenities that came with it - he leaned over and signed the paper.  Passing it across the desk to Anna, he said, “Is that all?” 
 
    “It is,” Anna said. “You can get back to work, now.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m going to quit,” said Amanda, flipping corralling her hair into a ponytail as she pulled on a pair of tights.  Toby and the other secretaries had been given their own locker room at the gym, and though it had initially been awkward to change next to women, which made up at least half of their number, he’d quickly gotten used to it.  Now, months later, he hardly even noticed the casual nudity around him.  “I am.  I went to Harvard.  This pay is an insult.”  
 
    Sam, who stood entirely naked - he liked to flaunt his slim, yet somehow curvy body by going nude as often as possible - said, “I don’t know.  I’m right there with you.  I went to Cornell.”  
 
    “Not in the same league,” Amanda said, looking in one of the many mirrors to make sure everything looked good.  And it did; she had as tight of a body as any woman Toby had ever seen.  Though, when he looked at her - or any of the other secretaries, lately - he didn’t feel an ounce of lust.  Just an appreciation of their looks, coupled with a slight tinge of jealousy.  “Cornell and Harvard, I mean.”  
 
    Sam frowned, which came off as more of a pout.  However, because Toby was sitting down, Sam’s groin was almost at perfect eye-level, which gave him a perfect view of the boy’s manhood.  Or what passed for it, at least.  Toby had been relieved to see that the other boys who made up half of his workout class - all secretaries, it should be noted - were as poorly endowed as he was.  If there was a single one of them that measured over an inch, Toby would’ve been surprised.  So, he didn’t feel nearly as self-conscious around them as he might otherwise have.   
 
    The slim boy said, “Oh, please.  You always say that.  Cornell is a fine university, and it’s ranked higher than -” 
 
    “Not the point,” Toby interrupted.  If he let that argument go on, it would’ve eventually have come to insults.  “Amanda’s right, though.” Sam turned his glare on Toby, who amended, “Not about Cornell.  I don’t care about that.  I’m talking about the pay.”  
 
    “If you add up all the extra stuff we get, it’s actually more than we used to,” interjected Trent, a short boy with what had to be the biggest eyes Toby had ever seen.  Coupled with a cherubic face and a body that had developed even better than Sam’s, and he was the envy of everyone there - even the girls.  “I mean, that has to count for something, right?”  
 
    “Yeah,” Toby said.  “Something.  But I can’t pay my bills with clothes or spa treatments.”  
 
    “Oh, please - you’re shacked up with Adam Kingston, aren’t you?” said Sam.  “I wouldn’t mind that living arrangement, let me tell you that!  That man is fine.”  
 
    “It’s not like that,” Toby muttered.  However, it wasn’t far off the truth.  Since Toby had moved in with Adam a year before, he’d been forced to acknowledge the other man’s obvious attributes.  More than once, Toby had found himself daydreaming about doing things with his roommate that made him blush.   
 
    “Sure it’s not,” Sam said with an exaggerated wink.   
 
    “Moving right along,” Toby choked, standing.  He, like most of the others, wore comfortable yoga pants that hugged his every curve.  He’d even taken to wearing one of the support tops the gym provided, which helped contain his admittedly flabby chest.  “We’d better get moving, or we’re going to be late for the workout.”  
 
    Without another word, he pushed past Sam, who just rolled his eyes before going to his assigned locker and getting dressed.  As a group, they all traversed the gym - getting plenty of looks from the men and women lifting weights along the way - eventually arriving at the space reserve for their workouts.  When the went inside, though, they were all surprised to see a series of what could only be stripper poles extending from floor to ceiling.   
 
    “Oh, good - you’re all here!” said the instructor, a petite woman with an impressive derriere.  “Let’s get started.  Today, we’re doing things a little differently.  Instead of your usual program, we’re going to start doing strip-aerobics, coupled with some pole dancing.  Now, you will all find platform heels - no complaining; they’re necessary to get the most out of this! - in the corner.  Get them on, and let’s get started.”  
 
    Toby and the others knew better than to argue, so they immediately went to the corner and found appropriate footwear.  One and all, they were incredibly tall, platform heels, most of which looked just as trashy as expected from “stripper heels”.  For his part, Toby found a pair of clear, strappy seven-inch heels that, when he put them on, made him feel tall for the first time in his whole life.  Silently, he thanked the circumstances that had pushed him into wearing heels for the past few months.  Otherwise, he’d have never managed the ridiculous shoes.  As it was, he was only slightly unsteady - and he wasn’t the only one.   
 
    What followed was the most grueling fitness class Toby had ever experienced.  Spinning on that pole was hard!  And that was nothing compared to all the twerking, booty-shaking, and other overtly sexual moves.  However, by the end of the session, he felt like he was getting the hang of it.  Of course, he was exhausted and dripping sweat, but that was to be expected.  He rarely had a workout that didn’t end with him on the verge of collapse.   
 
    After a short break in which he recovered slightly, Toby went into the gym proper and found Brock, who immediately said, “Nice footwear.  Should we expect a show?”  
 
    Toby was mortified.  He’d forgotten to take off his “stripper heels”!  However, when he thought about going back to the other room and retrieving his pink sneakers, he decided against it.  The heels were completely impractical, but they did force him to work that much harder on all the areas he wanted to improve - specifically, his rear.  So, he said, “Only if you’re good!  Seriously, though - I’m trying something new.”  
 
    Brock gave him a little slap on his butt, saying, “Well, far be it from me to get in the way of a girl’s progress.  But I’m not going to take it easy on you.”  
 
    Toby grinned. “I wouldn’t expect you to,” he said.  “Let’s get this thing going.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “You should take a picture,” said Sam, startling Toby.  Suddenly, he realized that, as he sucked on his milky white sucker, which was a good deal larger than a popsicle, now, he’d been staring at the water delivery guy.  And as he was doing so, he’d been imagining all sorts of naughty things, like putting his stripping talents to good use.  “It’ll definitely lasts longer.  Or better yet, just go talk to him.  I’m sure he would be happy to have a conversation with a girl like you.”  
 
    “Shut up,” Toby said, jerking his attention back to the email he’d been writing on Paul’s behalf.  “Just…just shut up.  Not everyone’s like you.”  
 
    “Honest?” Sam asked.  “Yeah - I can see that.”  
 
    “Gay,” Toby responded, and with more venom than he intended.  “I mean…not that there’s anything wrong with that.”  
 
    “Yeah, sure - I’m totally the office fairy, right?” Sam said.  “Please.  Like you weren’t just thinking what I was thinking.  I mean, you saw that bulge in his shorts, right?”  Sam gave a faux shiver or delight.  “What I wouldn’t do to wrap my lips around that monster.”  
 
    “Like I said - I’m not like that,” Toby insisted. 
 
    “Right…because you’re with Adam, aren’t you?” Sam guessed.  It wasn’t the first time the other boy had made that accusation.  Toby had always insisted that they weren’t a couple, but few of the other secretaries believed him.  “Don’t blame you, either.  I’d jump all over that, too.”  
 
    “You are shameless,” Toby said, a slight grin spreading across his face.   
 
    “Honest,” Sam said, adopting a chiding tone.  “I’m honest.  I thought we just went over this.”  
 
    Toby rolled his eyes, looking back at the email.  He hadn’t gotten nearly as far as he’d wanted to, but with Sam - and, admittedly, the delivery guy - distracting him, that wasn’t so surprising.  Nor was the fact that his thoughts had gone down such a dirty road; it seemed like lately he couldn’t look at a handsome, well-built man without all sorts of troubling thoughts enveloping his mind.  He took the entire sucker into his mouth, and it tickled the back of his throat as he caressed its underside with his tongue.  He felt a sense of accomplishment there, even if he didn’t know why he’d be proud of such a silly feat.  But he was.   
 
    “The way you’re deepthroating that popsicle, I’m even more sure that Delivery Guy McGee over there would love to meet you,” Sam said, looking over his shoulder at the man’s retreating back.  “But alas, he’s leaving.  I suppose you’ll have to save all that pent-up sexual frustration for Adam.”  
 
    “Don’t you have any work to do?” Toby asked, cutting his eyes at his friend.  “I’m kind of busy.” 
 
    “Right - that’s why I came by,” Sam said. “We have a secretarial meeting in about twenty minutes.”  He looked at his phone. “Well, ten now.  In the big conference room downstairs.”  
 
    Toby felt panic rising in his bosom, and he started to hyperventilate.  He couldn’t miss a meeting.  If he did, he’d lose his job, wouldn’t he?  And then where would he be?  No amenities.  No money.  He’d be out on the street, and… 
 
    “Woah, there,” said Sam, gripping Toby’s shoulder.  “Calm down.  We’ve got plenty of time.”  
 
    “Y-yeah,” Toby said, struggling to get his breathing under control.  “I just…I don’t know…I’ve been really scared of doing something wrong, lately.  Like, what would I do without this job?”  
 
    Sam nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “We’re lucky to be here, I’ll tell you that.  Earlier, when I missed a call, I almost had a panic attack.  But it’s cool.  You know we’re safe, right?  Both of our bosses are in the top third of the company.  And they couldn’t do what they do without us.” 
 
    Rationally, Toby knew that was the case.  However, there was a part of his mind that spat in the face of all reasonable thought, favoring fear instead.  It was difficult, keeping that part down, especially when it really wanted to assert control.   
 
    “Let’s just go to the meeting,” Toby said. “There’s no way I’m going to be able to concentrate on anything else until we get that out of the way.” 
 
    The pair them then went to the elevator and rode it to the next floor down.  During the entire time, Sam babbled on, speculating as to the nature of the meeting.  He was convinced that they were all getting raises.  For his part, Toby didn’t think that was even a remote possibility.  After all, it had only been a few weeks since they’d all gotten pay cuts.  Even if the company wanted to raise their pay, they would wait for a while so it didn’t send out the wrong message, chiefly that they were indecisive.   
 
    Soon, they reached their destination and settled down among the other secretaries.  Each was dressed in a skirt or a dress, had immaculately coifed hair, and perfect makeup.  Most had fantastic bodies, too.  However, Toby couldn’t help but think that he had quite a few of them beat.  After all, he had worked hard, and he’d seen each and every one of them without the clothes that disguised their various flaws.  He knew precisely what he was up against, and he also knew that he stacked up rather well.  That thought was comforting as he continued to enjoy his sucker, working it between his lips without thought.   
 
    “You know, I tried to find some more of those suckers online,” said Sam, leaning close to Toby.  “I went through more than the dietician gave me last month, and I felt like I was going into withdrawal.” 
 
    “They’re just suckers,” Toby said.  “You make it sound like it’s crack or something.”  
 
    Sam shrugged, saying, “Tell me that when you run out early.  Anyway, that’s not the point.  My point is that I couldn’t find them anywhere.  The closest thing I found in shape was those novelty suckers girls give out at bachelorette parties.  You know, the ones shaped like dicks?”  
 
    Toby stopped sucking and looked down at his sucker.  From the right angle, it kind of did look phallic.  It certainly had the proper shape.  And it was bulbous at the tip, just like a penis.  Still, the idea was silly.  The dietician wouldn’t have given them cock-shaped suckers.  It was just a coincidence.  Or their minds were all in the gutter.   
 
    “And that taste…I mean, it’s unique, isn’t it?” Sam went on.  “Between you and me, I think it kind of tastes like cum.”  
 
    Toby almost choked, but covered it with a hasty cough.  “W-what?  Seriously?  How would you even know that?” Toby asked. 
 
    “Oh, please - you can’t tell me you’ve never let Adam cum in your mouth,” Sam said.  “You probably swallow and everything, you slut.”  
 
    “For the last time, I’m not -” 
 
    Just then, Anna swept into the room, followed by Margaret, the massage therapist who sometimes worked the front desk at the spa.  Anna, who had her shirtsleeves rolled up to reveal her massive, and surprisingly hairy forearms, didn’t wait until she reached the front to start speaking, her baritone booming across the room as she said, “Alright, ladies - quiet down.  I’ve got an announcement to make, and I don’t want to repeat myself.”  
 
    The idle chatter ceased almost instantly, and silence reigned until Anna reached the podium at the front of the room.  She said, “I’ll make this short and sweet.  Mr. Morton is of the mind that some of you aren’t doing enough to help your executives be the best they can be.  He believes that you all think your job ends with sending emails, answering the phones, and making schedules.  It doesn’t.  Your job, your entire being, should be dedicated to helping them in any way possible.  That includes stress relief.  To that end, you will all be undertaking a course of study in the field of massage therapy, which you will use to help your executives relax.”  
 
    “B-but…can’t they just go across the street, like now?” asked Sam, the only person brave enough to voice the question on everyone’s mind.   
 
    “Their time is too important to waste going back and forth,” Anna said.  “Besides, it will also function as a team building exercise.  Anyone who has a problem with this can tender her resignation immediately.  If not, I’ll turn you over to Margaret, who will be handling your instruction.”  
 
    With that, Anna stepped away from the podium, and strode purposefully from the room, leaving a bunch of stunned secretaries in his wake.  Once Anna was gone, Margaret said, “Well, that was unpleasant, right ladies?”  
 
    There was scattered laughter, but it was the nervous sort.  Margaret continued, “Okay, so this isn’t as horrible as your boss made it out to be.   Massage can be really fun.  And useful, too.  And it’s never bad for a relationship, if you know what I mean.” 
 
    More scattered laughter. 
 
    “So, let’s get started, then,” she said.  “We’ll be going over the different muscle groups, then we’ll adjourn to the spa for some hands-on learning.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A month later, and Toby - as well as his secretary colleagues - received their certificates in massage therapy.  And with that certification came a minor raise.  Still, for some, that didn’t make up for all the extra work they’d put in.  Nor did it compensate them for something they didn’t see as part of their jobs.  For Toby, though, it wasn’t like that.  As far as he was concerned, whatever he could do for Paul, whether it was fetching his dry cleaning, picking up coffee, or picking out gifts for family occasions, he was more than willing to do it, so long as it made Paul’s job easier.  He saw the massage mandate, as it had been called, as a natural extension of what he was already doing.  Needless to say, Toby’s mindset wasn’t unanimous among the secretaries, and he couldn’t help but think that that was why their executives weren’t as successful as his boss.  Toby almost felt sorry for them, because they clearly weren’t getting the support they needed.   
 
    Still, it was one thing to believe he was doing what was necessary, and another thing entirely to be faced with actually massaging his boss’s naked body, which was what he was about to do.  He stood there, looking at the man, who lay face down on the fold-out table, naked and complexly at ease.  However, Toby’s newly trained eye could see the tension bunching Paul’s muscles.  And suddenly, he wanted to do something about it.   
 
    Toby was moving before he could think twice, his hands kneading Paul’s tense muscles until the man was completely relaxed.  And while he was keenly aware that he was in the presence of a nude, handsome man who’d been the subject of quite a few of Toby’s fantasies, he somehow managed to lose himself in the act of massage.  At least until Paul flipped over. 
 
    Suddenly, Toby couldn’t look at anything but the man’s exposed groin.  And it was huge, at least compared to Toby’s miniscule manhood.  Not that that was any measure, he had to admit.  There were times when he thought it bordered on becoming an “innie”.  In any case, he wasn’t thinking of his own equipment.  Rather, his entire focus was on that beautiful shaft, limp though it was, between Paul’s legs.  Idly, he realized that his mouth was actually watering, and he couldn’t help but imagine sucking on the thing like it was one of his suckers.   
 
    Toby shook his head, trying to rid himself of the thought.  Obviously, Sam’s constant comments on how phallic the suckers were had infected his mind.  With an effort of will, he went to work, continuing the massage with only a few urges to reach down and grab that glorious cock.  Eventually, he finished, and he said, “How do you feel?  Good, right?” 
 
    Paul didn’t open his eyes as he said, “I feel like you aren’t quite finished.” 
 
    “What?” Toby said, surprised.  “Did you want me to do your thigh again?  I know you were complaining about -” 
 
    “I want a full release,” Paul said, his eyes still shut.  “A happy ending, if you will.  I assume that won’t be a problem.” 
 
    Toby froze.  Unmoving, he simply stared ahead.  It was like the man had read his mind.  More than anything, he wanted to accommodate Paul’s request.  Certainly, he was curious about how it would feel in his hands, in his mouth.  But that kind of thing just wasn’t done, was it?   
 
    Then again, what was his job?  To support Paul.  He knew better than most just how difficult it was to function without regular sexual release.  So, secure in the knowledge that he was, in fact, doing his job, Toby reached out, his hand trembling, and took hold of the object of many of his fantasies.  It was warm to the touch.  And almost as soon he touched it, it started grow firmer.   
 
    Toby worked his massage oil-slick hand back and forth, feeling every vein, every ridge.  He could practically feel Paul’s heartbeat through the thing.  And it kept getting bigger. Harder.  Toby couldn’t help but admire it.  In fact, he wanted to do nothing more than get on his knees and worship the thing.  Before he even knew what he was doing, he bent over, extended his tongue, and gave the head a lick.  The lick became a tongue-swirling kiss, which eventually evolved into something far more enveloping.  Even as he wrapped his lips around Paul’s perfect penis, Toby knew he was not only fulfilling the parameters of his job, but he was also enacting a fantasy that had been on his mind for months.  He’d desperately wanted to suck a cock.  He just hadn’t had the opportunity thrust in his face before now.   
 
    But now that he was, he knew he’d do it again. And again.  It was everything he’d hoped it would be.  Pleasure bloomed in his mind as he bobbed his head up and down, taking as much of the shaft as he could, sucking and kissing and licking.  He even paid plenty of attention to Paul’s balls, giving them as much attention as he could.   
 
    And in the end, Paul reacted just like every man getting a blowjob - he came, and right into Toby’s mouth.  The taste tickled something in the back of his mind, but he didn’t care; it was glorious.  Maybe the best thing he’d ever tasted, if he was honest.  And like Sam had predicted at the beginning of the month, he swallowed every bit of it like the slut he knew he was becoming.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    For the first few days after Toby gave his very first blowjob, he was understandably shaken.  For most of his life, he’d considered himself straight - until now.  But even knowing that, even remembering how much he’d lusted after various women, he couldn’t muster so much as a single arousing thought concerning any of them.  However, he could have lived a happy life in the memory of sucking Paul’s dick.  And each day when Paul requested his afternoon massage, Toby couldn’t even begin to stop himself from repeating his actions.   
 
    And to his credit, he was getting better at it, too.  What had originally taken a few minutes, now only took half as much time.  A sense of unmistakable pride accompanied that realization, although with the caveat that he’d have preferred for it to last longer, if for no other reason than to prolong his own pleasure.   
 
    Which is why, a week after that, he succumbed to the overwhelming urge to buy a series of sex toys off a site Sam had mentioned a couple of times.  When Sam had first started talking about using vibrators, dildos, and other toys, Toby had been more than a little put off.  However, it had only taken a few days for the idea to sink in and take hold of Toby’s mind.  Suddenly, his fantasies didn’t end with him sucking various cocks; instead, they kept going until he was bent over and being fucked, just like a girl.   
 
    But he clearly wasn’t a girl, right?  Even a blind man could see that much.  It was obvious.  Still, the idea had taken root, and he was incredibly curious about how anal sex would feel.  So, not quite ready to take the plunge into trying the real thing, he’d latched onto Sam’s oft-mentioned sex toys, eventually succumbing to the urge to acquire his own.  However, when he went on the site, he’d been a little overwhelmed by the sheer variety on display.  They came in all shapes and sizes, from tiny, bullet-like vibrators to giant, alien-looking dildos, and everything in between.   
 
    At first, Toby found himself gravitating toward the more realistic, porn star-inspired versions.  They were the closest to the real thing, weren’t they?  But one and all, they were enormous.  Not quite as big as some of the more adventurous ones, but still, they were modeled after various popular porn stars, so there wasn’t a small one among them.  Toby knew he couldn’t take one of those.  In fact, they looked like they’d rip his virgin ass in two if he tried.  So, after a little research, he decided he’d work himself up to something like that.  He still bought one, of course.  He didn’t have that strong of willpower.  But he also bought a few others, in ascending size, to effectively train himself to take the ones he really wanted.   
 
    The next few days were torturous, and without his daily session with Paul, he would’ve gone insane.  Even with them, he was in constant fear that Paul would want to go a step further, to push him into doing something that might irreparably harm him, both physically and in regards to his sexual awakening.  He wasn’t ready.  He knew that.  And he only needed a little time until he could give Paul a full, boundary-less experience.   
 
    So, when the package finally arrived, Toby wasted no time in ripping into it.  Thankfully, Adam wasn’t home; Toby didn’t know if his roommate would judge him for it, but he didn’t want to take that chance.  Soon, Toby had everything laid out on the table before him.  Four different toys, each one bigger than the last, until it culminated in a realistic dildo a little bigger than Paul’s cock.  He stared at them for a long moment, desperately wanting to jump straight to the end.  He could take it, so long as he had enough lube, right?  And the pain would eventually fade.  He almost convinced himself, too.  However, when he reached for the last in the line, fear steered his hand to the first, a curved, sleek toy barely bigger than two of his fingers.  Even as he picked it up, his hands were trembling, and butterflies danced in his tummy.  He stared at it for a long moment, admiring the gentle curve that was supposed to help it stimulate his prostate.  He was eager to feel that.  But most of all, he just craved penetration.  So, he gathered his toys and the huge bottle of lubricant that had come with them, and retreated to his bedroom, where he locked the door.  After stripping down and getting on the bed, his legs spread wide - thanks to daily yoga, he was incredibly flexible, now - he took a deep breath and commenced his masturbatory plan.   
 
    First came lube-coated fingers, which slowly explored his anus.  He’d done that much before, and his digits slipped in easily, coating his insides in the slippery substance.  It felt good, too.  Not orgasm-inducing, of course, but pleasant all the same.  He looked at it as a preamble to the real thing, a tiny taste of what he’d soon be enjoying.   
 
    Once he thought he was fully lubricated, he picked up the sleek starter toy, taking a few seconds to make sure it was coated in plenty of lube as well, and then, without hesitation, slipped it between his cheeks.  He let out a soft moan as it penetrated him, not so much because it was all that different from his fingers - it really wasn’t much bigger - but rather, because of what was going through his mind.  He was taking his first step on the long road to not only being sexually fulfilled, but toward becoming a better secretary.  Soon, he’d be able to take Paul’s dick.  Soon, he’d be able to please the man he so desperately wanted to please.   
 
    Those thoughts slipped and slid through his mind as the toy did the same in his ass, and soon, Toby felt an alien sensation building in the pit of his stomach.  It was almost like anticipation, a tickle, and a tingle, all tied together with threads of pleasure.  And with each thrust of his toy, each time it hit his prostate, eliciting a tiny jolt of ecstasy, the feeling threads drew tighter.  And tighter.  The ball of sensations swelled inside him, feeling like nothing so much as a balloon on the verge of bursting.  He went faster, tiny moans escaping from between his lips as he closed his eyes and bit his bottom lip.   
 
    Suddenly, the balloon exploded, and a tidal wave of pleasure arced through his entire body.  His every muscle contracted, his toes curled, and his legs shook.  His tiny moans became a squeal.  But even as he lost control, his body spasming, and his miniature penis squirting tiny, thin droplets of watery cum, the wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure swept through him.   
 
    He lost track of time.  Indeed, he lost track of himself, and for a long moment, he was lost in a sea of unmitigated pleasure.  But slowly, the orgasm began to fade, punctuated by aftershocks that were a pale comparison to the heights he’d just reached.  And after a few more moments, his limbs collapsed to the bed in brief exhaustion.  The toy slowly slipped out of him as he lay there, wondering how he’d ever enjoyed sex before.  What he’d experienced before barely even seemed like an orgasm, now.  It couldn’t even compare to the aftershocks.   
 
    But more than anything, Toby relished the fact that he’d taken his very first steps toward his eventually goal.  Even if he hadn’t had a tired smile on his face already, that knowledge was enough to set him to grinning.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Toby put his hands on his hips, saying, “C’mon.  That bitch is obviously not giving you what you need.  Let me give you a massage.  I promise, you’ll love it.”  
 
    “Don’t call Amanda a bitch,” Adam said.  “She’s just struggling with understanding that some people have different strengths than others, and there’s no shame in that.”  
 
    Toby rolled his eyes.  “How many times a day does she mention that she went to Harvard?” he asked.  “I mean, she has a coffee mug with the university crest on it.  And all sorts of Harvard paraphernalia on her desk.  And we both know she hasn’t been living up to her end of the bargain.  I saw you answering your own phone the other day.  You probably send your own emails, too.  And I bet she can’t be bothered to get you coffee or pick up your dry cleaning or -” 
 
    Adam raised his hands in surrender, saying, “Fine, fine - you made your point.”  
 
    “So, you’ll let me help you out?” Toby asked. “I could always use the practice.” 
 
    Adam sighed, saying, “Sure.  Do you have your table here?”  
 
    Toby shook his head, saying, “No.  It’s at work.  But it’s fine.  We can do it right here.  So, go ahead and strip down while I get the oil.”  
 
    Adam hesitate at that.  The two had been living in the same apartment for over a year-and-a-half, and in that time, they’d inevitably caught glimpses of the other in various states of undress.  Toby had even engineered some of those glimpses by leaving his door open while he was changing.  Or letting his towel slip as he went from the bathroom to his room after a shower.  But Adam was delightfully shy, which increased Toby’s interest.  Besides, it was kind of cute, the way he always hid the most interesting parts of himself.  So, needless to say, Toby was more than a little excited about “practicing” his massage techniques, even if a large portion of that excitement stemmed from the idea that he’d finally get the chance to see his roommate in all his naked glory.   
 
    All those thoughts and more flitted through his mind as he went to his room and gathered his oils.  When he got back to the living room, Adam was indeed naked and lying facedown on a pair of towels on the floor.  Toby almost dropped everything he was carrying, he was so enamored with what he saw.  And in the back of his mind, he couldn’t help but think, And that’s just the back.  The front’s going to be way more interesting. 
 
    Still, Toby had a job to do, and over the course of the last few months, he’d gotten used to subduing his lust and focusing on the job at hand.  Over the next few moments, Toby got ready.  He set the mood by lighting some candles and turning the lights down.  In addition, he turned on some soothing music he’d downloaded onto his phone for his daily massage sessions with Paul.  And once everything was ready, he knelt beside Adam and got to work. 
 
    Massage could be sensual, sure - especially the way Toby did it - but it was also hard work, and if he didn’t concentrate, the whole thing would descend to the level of a glorified backrub.  And given that he not only took pride in his abilities, but he also wanted Adam to enjoy it, Toby had no intention of letting that happen.  So, he bent every ounce of his concentration toward giving Adam the best massage he could possibly give.  And as he worked, he was rewarded with the tension melting away from his roommate’s bunched muscles.   
 
    However, his concentration shattered into a million pieces the moment Adam turned over, revealing his manhood.  Toby gasped - not because it was the biggest he’d ever seen.  Over the previous couple of months, ever since his sexual awakening during the first massage he’d given Paul, he’d perused quite a lot of naked photos of men.  And as he’d masturbated with his various toys, eventually graduating to the life-sized, porn star-influenced final dildo, he’d imagined all doing all sorts of fun things with them.  But Adam’s, it was different.  Part of it was because it was right there in front of him, but it was also more aesthetically pleasing than most he’d seen.  Plus, it was attached to Adam, which made it all the more arousing.  It was all Toby could do not to just start sucking it right away.   
 
    Still, he was well-practiced enough that he was able to push those thoughts to the back of his mind as he continued the second half of the massage, kneading his roommate’s tight muscles until they became putty in his hands.  For his part, Adam grew more relaxed by the second.  And towards the end of the massage, Toby decided to make his move. 
 
    “Oh, I got oil all over my clothes!” he exclaimed, sounding like nothing so much as a horrible actress.  “I know - I’ll just take them off.  No peeking!”  
 
    Without waiting for a response, Toby stripped his simple tank top off.  For some reason, he’d grown to love showing off his chest, flabby as it was, and he desperately wished Adam would open his eyes so he could see them.  He didn’t, though.  Adam was a gentleman.  Toby also stripped off his cotton shorts, beneath which he hadn’t bothered wearing any panties, leaving him just as naked as Adam.   
 
    As stoic as Adam seemed to be, he definitely noticed when Toby climbed atop him, straddling his torso.   
 
    “W-what are you doing?” Adam said, flinging his eyes open to see Toby atop him. 
 
    “Massaging your chest, silly,” Toby said.  “This gives me a better angle.  I hope you don’t mind.”  
 
    For a moment, Adam looked like he was going to object.  Toby could see that there was a part of him that definitely wanted to.  However, he was also a man, and he had a man’s libido.  So, he couldn’t help but respond to Toby’s, tight, petite, and curvy body.  After a brief war of conflicting emotions played out on his face, Adam just nodded, saying, “Fine.  Go ahead.” 
 
    Toby did, and in a few minutes, he’d finished the massage.  “Now for the fun part,” he said, reaching back to grip Adam’s semi-hard cock.  It was a familiar feeling, grasping a man’s dick, though Toby had never held any but Paul’s.  Adam’s was both familiar and completely different, and in the best ways possible.  He gave it a few strokes, making sure to coat it in plenty of oil.   
 
    “Does that feel good, baby?” he asked; Paul liked when he talked, and he’d developed a fondness for it as well.  There was nothing like hearing a man’s grunted confirmation to get a girl going, Toby thought.   
 
    Sure enough, Adam gave a strained, “Mmhmm.”  
 
    That was all the encouragement Toby needed.  In seconds, Adam was rock hard, and toby slid back until the rounded ass he’d worked so hard on brushed against that pillar of erect manhood.  Butterflies were already dancing in Toby’s stomach.  And why not?  After all, he’d never had actual sex with a man before.  Sure, he’d slowly worked his way up to taking a man-sized toy, but the real thing was different.  And, he hoped, better.   
 
    He lifted himself off Adam, backing up and slowly guiding the head of Adam’s penis to the entrance of his asshole.  He almost came just from the anticipation whirling inside him, especially when it finally made first contact.  He gave an involuntary shiver, then, without any more hesitation, slowly lowered himself down on his roommate’s perfect cock.  It lived up to that descriptor, too, filling him in a way no toy could ever emulate.  He almost cried at the pleasure, both emotional and physical.  And after his careful preparation, no pain interrupted the sheer ecstasy of it.   
 
    Emboldened, Toby started to ride, bucking his hips as he bounced up and down on Adam’s manhood.  And it was just as glorious as he’d expected. Certainly, his various dildos had given him a close approximation to what it would feel like.  The physical sensations were incredibly similar.  However, there was that last little bit that made all the difference between flesh-and-blood and a plastic toy.   
 
    But that wasn’t what made it special.  No - it was the overwhelming knowledge that he was having sex with a man.  Not only did he revel in the fact that months’ worth of fantasies were, at last, coming to fruition, but he also lost himself in the simple giving of pleasure, which had an eroticism all its own.   
 
    Toby rode his roommate to eventual orgasm, and it ripped through him in a way nothing else ever had.  The build was similar, if accelerated.  And the explosion was at least in the same realm.  However, it was exponentially more powerful, enveloping every aspect of his mind and body, so much so that it hardly even seemed like the same category of thing.   
 
    Soon, though, he got another surprise when Adam exploded inside him, sending thick jets of cum deep into his ass.  That almost brought as much pleasure on its own.  Or maybe that was just ridiculously potent satisfaction.  Either way, when he collapsed on top of Adam, it was with a deep sense of contentment that he hoped he could emulate as often as possible. 
 
    Adam’s voice cut through it all as he said, “Well, Amanda certainly never did that for me.  I might have to file a complaint.”  
 
    Toby couldn’t help but laugh at the man’s joke, and soon, they were both chuckling as they lay in one another’s arms, slick with mingled sweat and massage oil, the smell of sex hanging thick in the air.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Is Samantha sick?” asked Brett, one of the other secretaries as he and Toby made their way to the dance studio.  “I haven’t seen her all week.”  
 
    Toby shrugged.  “I haven’t spoken to her,” he admitted.  “I’m sure she’s fine, though.  She would’ve said something otherwise.”  
 
    Brett seemed satisfied with that answer, because he flashed a grin, saying, “Well, if her best friend isn’t worried, then I’m not either.”  
 
    Best friend.  That term took Toby by surprise.  Sure, he and Sam often ate lunch together.  And certainly, they’d enjoyed quite a few shopping trips together.  However, Toby had hardly gotten used to considering the effeminate boy a friend, much less at the top of his list.  However, the more he thought about it, the more it made sense.  Once, Adam might’ve occupied that spot, but with the differences in station, not to mention the fact that Adam took almost every opportunity to fuck Toby’s brains out, now, their friendship had morphed into something else.  Something both more intimate and far less friend-like.   
 
    As they passed the free weights area, Toby felt the appreciative gazes of the men and women working out.  One and all, male and female, they were all executives, and they were muscular, short-haired, and, if it weren’t for the increasingly less obvious breasts on some of the women, Toby wasn’t entirely sure he could’ve told them apart.  However, rather than feel alarmed by that fact, he couldn’t help but feel like it fit.  It was strange, but he couldn’t bring himself to associate femininity with overt power.  No - femininity was far more subtle, but no less potent, and he’d begun to wield it like a weapon.  So, rather than cringe at the attention, as he might’ve once done, he gave the men and women a smile and arched his back a bit more, knowing the subtle difference would have them all salivating in lust.   
 
    When they reached the dance studio, Toby was surprised to see that the studio had once again changed.  Instead of the stripper poles, which they’d all mastered, there were a series of stationary bikes.  That wasn’t terribly abnormal in and of itself.  A little disappointing, of course, considering how much Toby had come to enjoy the strip-aerobics classes.  However, what was abnormal was the fact that, from each of the bike’s seats, thrust something extremely phallic.  Toby recognized the objects from his research into sex toys, quickly identifying them as mid-ranged vibrators.   
 
    “Ah, nice of you to join us, ladies!” chirped the instructor.  Toby felt his cheeks flush at the realization that he and Brett were the last to arrive.  They were still a few minutes early, but nobody wanted to be last.  They quickly joined the group of other secretaries, and the instructor said, “Now that we’re all here, let me explain what’s probably on all your minds.  Yes, we’re changing things up again.  From now on, when you’re in this studio, clothes will be completely unnecessary.  So, kindly undress, and then we can begin.”  
 
    It was a testament to how far they’d come that none of them - even Amanda, who still managed to look sullen - did exactly as they were told.  Soon, Toby was surrounded by his naked peers.  At one point, he might’ve been excited by that prospect; after all, they were all very good-looking, even the boys.  But his tastes had changed over the previous twenty months, and he hardly even noticed the nubile, naked bodies around him, except to note that his was probably better than at least three-quarters of them.  Maybe more.  He took pride in that fact because, after all, he’d worked extremely hard.   
 
    Once they were all naked, the instructor, who’d similarly disrobed, stood before them, her hands on her hips as she explained, “Now, it has come to my attention that many of you are neglecting your duties.”  To Toby, it seemed like she was staring right at Amanda.  “This is unacceptable.  So, to rectify this, we’re instituting a new training program with the aim of acclimating you all to your sexuality and your expanding responsibilities.  To that end, I’d like each of you to choose a bike - yes, they’re all clean and pre-lubricated! - and mount up.”  
 
    Predictably, Amanda balked, saying, “You want us to…to ride those…things?”  
 
    “It is a requirement of your continued employment,” the instructor said without missing a beat.  “Failure to do so will result in your immediate termination.”  
 
    Toby ignored the exchange.  Mostly.  Except to think that the girl was getting what she deserved.  After everything the company had done for them, who were they to question their methods.  Not only was the company doing better than it ever had before, employee morale was at an all-time high.  Not to mention all the extra amenities that were a unique part of the job.  No - even if Toby wasn’t looking forward to straddling that bike-mounted dildo for more selfish reasons, he wouldn’t have even considered hesitating.   
 
    So, he was the first to climb atop the bike and settle down on his dildo.  It didn’t fill him quite as nicely as Adam’s cock, but it was a pleasing feeling, nonetheless.  He noticed the others slowly doing the same, and before long, they were all - even Amanda - on their bikes, with the toys firmly ensconced in asses or pussies.  To Toby, it didn’t seem there was much of a difference between the two.  Certainly, his genetically female colleagues were no more womanly than him.   
 
    And with that thought, something in Toby snapped.  In a split second, he stopped thinking of himself as male at all, instead firmly establishing a female identity in her own mind.  The self-realization felt almost as good as the dildo shoved up her ass.   
 
    “Now,” said the instructor, who’d mounted her own bike.  “Let’s get moving.  I don’t want to see any of you lagging!”  
 
    Thus began Toby’s first session with the dildo-bike, and it went incredibly well.  Not only did the natural motion of pedaling send Toby to bouncing up and down, but it was also great cardio.  Within a couple of minutes, a few of the class - Toby included - had already experienced their first, though far from their last orgasm.  And by the time they’d finished the workout, they were all panting in post-orgasmic exhaustion as well as more mundane fatigue.   
 
    The next day, the secretaries were introduced to yet another new workout, which had them each mounting a half-cylinder with a the flat side down, rounded side up, and a finger-sized protrusion jutting from the center.  The instructor called it a Sybian, and the moment Toby mounted it, she was assaulted by pure, vibrating pleasure that had her orgasming within a half-minute.   
 
    And so, Toby soon began to look forward to her new workouts.  And judging by the fact that each and every one of the secretaries - including Amanda - showed up quite early, now, she wasn’t the only one.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You changed your name?” asked Adam, walking with the newly-named Emily.  She’d started the process of changing her name the day after her moment of self-realization.  A woman had to have a woman’s name, right?  So, she’d chosen one she’d always liked.  “Seriously?”  
 
    Emily shrugged.  “I think it fits,” she said. “Don’t you?  Besides, everyone else is doing it.”  
 
    It was true.  One and all, the formerly male secretaries had almost all begun the process of officially changing names and genders.  Brett had become Brooke, Toby had obviously become Emily, and Cody had become Clara.  There were others, of course, but Emily didn’t pay much attention to those outside her immediate group.   
 
    “I guess it fits,” Adam said.  “Listen - you want to do dinner tonight?  Like, somewhere nice?”  
 
    Emily grinned.  “Are you asking me on a date?” she asked. “I mean, it’s a little late for that kind of thing, isn’t it?  You’ve already got milk, what’s the use in buying the cow?”  
 
    “Did you just compare yourself to a cow?  Or are you the milk in this scenario?” Adam asked. 
 
    She playfully shoved against him, and he feigned a stumble.  She wasn’t fooled for a second; she didn’t have the strength to move him.  But the illusion was nice.  “You are such an asshole sometimes,” she said.  “Seriously - were you asking me on a date?  Because I think I might have to say yes.”  
 
    “Great!” he said. “I’ll make a reservation.”  
 
    She grinned as they reached the office, parting ways as he went to his office and she went to her familiar desk.  However, one thing that wasn’t familiar was the busty brunette sitting where Samantha had once sat.  Or maybe she was familiar.  But no…it couldn’t be… 
 
    “Ohmigawd!” came Samantha’s familiar voice as the brunette flung herself to her feet.  She immediately wrapped her slender arms around Emily’s narrow shoulders, hugging her tightly.  “I heard you changed your name!  It’s great!  Emily fits great!”  
 
    “Um…you…uh…you’ve been through some changes, too,” Emily said, pulling away.  “What are those?  D-Cups?”  
 
    Samantha cupped her new breasts, saying, “Yeah - paid for by the company, too!  I also got some other things done.  You know, I always hated my nose, so they fixed it.  Did something called facial feminization, too.  You can say it - I look great, right?”  
 
    “Yeah, you kind of do,” Emily said, her mind already whirling with the possibilities.  “You said the company paid for all this?”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes, saying, “Um, yeah - didn’t you get the email a month ago?  I scheduled my appointment as soon as I read it.  You should totally do it, too!  Not that you’re not hot already.  You’re beautiful.  But we can all use a little help, right?”  
 
    “I was kind of thinking the same thing,” Emily admitted, already imagining herself with a pair of real breasts instead of the tiny excuses for boobs now sprouting from her chest.  She was barely more than A-Cup, which had suddenly become a source of insecurity for her.  On top of that, there was still a few traces of masculinity clinging to her face, not to mention her Adam’s apple.  Doubtless, if Samantha’s results were any indication, the company’s surgeon was up to the task of wiping whatever manhood remained from Emily’s slate.   
 
    So, after catching up with Samantha and hearing all about her surgery and subsequent recovery, Emily went back to her desk and immediately made a consultation appointment with the company doctors.  How she’d missed the original email, she didn’t know, but she was eager to rectify that mistake, now.   
 
    Within a day, she had met with the surgeon and mapped out a plan.  And the next week, she went under the knife.  Even as the doctor put her under, she was dreaming about how much better things were going to be when she finally looked like the woman she knew she wanted to be. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Turning this way and that, Emily’s eyes never left her naked reflection in the mirror, marveling at the difference a top-notch surgeon could really make.  Not only did she now have a pair of generous, C-Cup breasts, which despite their slightly above-average size, looked absolutely huge on her petite frame, but her face had lost all traces of her former life as a man.  In addition, the changes only accentuated just how feminine the rest of her body had become.  Aside from the tiny nub of a penis between her legs, there was nothing to suggest she’d ever lived as a man.   
 
    The same could be said for her mental state, as well.  What had begun with a simple acknowledgement of her womanhood had progressed to the point that she hardly even remembered her old life.  Certainly, she had thought herself happy in her old masculinity.  But clearly, she’d been mired in self-delusion as she tried to adhere to some arbitrary idea of what it meant to be a man.  But not anymore.  Her eyes were wide open, and she loved what she saw.   
 
    The surgery itself had proved to be a little more complicated than she’d been led to believe, but the results spoke for themselves.  However, the recovery process, which had taken the better part of a month, was grueling.  Immediately after the surgery, she’d awoken to pain in all sorts of places - from her face, to her chest, and including her waist, butt, and hips.  And it hadn’t really abated for quite some time.  When it did, it was in incredibly small increments that were almost unnoticeable in the moment.   
 
    Without Adam and Samantha, Emily was certain that she wouldn’t have made it.  However, the pair of them had taken care of her, changing her bandages, fetching drinks and ice chips, and, when she could manage to keep it down, food.  More, though, they were there with her, keeping her company and distracting her from the pain.  And eventually, Emily had turned a corner, her recovery following soon after.  The bruises faded.  The swelling went down.  And after a few agonizing weeks, the pain went away.  It was only then that she truly appreciated what she’d been given.   
 
    However, she was also confronted with an issue - her clothes, tailor-made to fit her old body - didn’t exactly fit anymore.  So, it had necessitated another trip to the stylist, who’d set her up with yet another entirely new wardrobe.  In fact, rather than being irritated by the fact that they had to do the same job again, they were all extremely excited by her transformation, which only served to reaffirm all of Emily’s decisions.   
 
    “You know you’re going to have to get dressed sooner or later,” said Adam, buttoning up his shirt.  “Though I can’t imagine anyone at work would mind if you went in just as you are.” 
 
    Emily blushed at the compliment.  More than anything, she wanted to show off her new body, and while she was excited about the prospect of her friends seeing her results during their workouts, she truly wanted to show off for the various executives.  Still, she couldn’t go to work naked, so, with a tiny pang of regret, she selected her outfit for the day - a tiny mini-skirt, a low-cut blouse that showed off her new cleavage to great effect - and a pair of red, fuck-me pumps.  Beneath it all was a garter belt, stockings, and a matching bra.  Anticipating a situation in which Adam took her to the bathroom for a quickie, she didn’t even bother wearing panties.   
 
    Once she’d finished dressing, Emily turned to Adam, struck a pose, and asked, “How do I look?”  
 
    Adam answered, “Like I want to bend you over and fuck you until you scream.  But, you know, work.  Maybe we can have some fun later.”  
 
    “Yeah,” said Emily, a playful smile gracing her lips.  “Maybe so.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Emily’s entrance into the office was well-observed.  Every eye was on her as soon as she stepped off the elevator, and they were glued to her as she walked, hips swaying dramatically, to her desk.   
 
    “Well, that’s definitely a statement,” said Samantha.  Emily was having trouble remembering what Samantha had looked like before, she’d grown so used to her friend’s new look.  Imagining Samantha without breasts - or, worse, in one of those boring suits the executives wore - was like imagining her without her head.  It just wasn’t right.  “You know how to make an entrance, don’t you?’  
 
    “Please,” Emily said dismissively as she sat down and logged into her computer. “I just walked from the elevator to my desk.” 
 
    “Sure,” Samantha said. “If you say so.”  
 
    The two shared a bit of gossip - apparently, Amanda had been caught in a broom closet with a pair of janitors! - as Emily went about her pre-work ritual of checking her emails and confirming Paul’s schedule.  The rest of the day went similarly, with Emily falling back into familiar rhythms after her long absence, at least until Paul called her into his office.   
 
    She pranced into his office, a smile on her face as she asked, “What can I do for you, boss?  A massage, maybe?”  
 
    “Close the door, Emily,” he said.  “I need to have a private conversation with you.”  
 
    Emily didn’t like his tone - or rather, she didn’t like what it suggested.  The last thing she wanted was to displease him, so she hurried to do just as he’d asked.  The door shut with a sense of finality.   
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    “You haven’t been doing your duties,” he said.   
 
    “W-what?” she asked. “What have I been doing wrong?  I’ll -” 
 
    “For the past month, your duties have been spread out among the other secretaries,” he said, not bothering to let her finish.  “Did you know that?”  
 
    Emily nodded.  She’d even fielded a few questions from the various girls.   
 
    “Good,” he said. “Then you may have an idea how angry I was when I found out just how lax you’ve been in your duties.”  
 
    “In…in what way?” managed Emily in a small voice. 
 
    “The first day you were gone, none other than Amanda, our resident prude, no less, came in here, lifted up her skirt, and bent over my desk,” the executive explained.  “She practically begged me to fuck her.  So, I did.  Imagine my surprise when, the next day, Samantha did the very same thing, though far more seductively, I might add.  Still, it became a pattern.  Every day, whichever secretary was assigned to me offered herself to be used as I saw fit.  Apparently, that’s commonplace amongst the other secretaries. While the rest of my colleagues have been getting a real release, I’ve had to make do with a blowjob here and there.  So, can you explain?”  
 
    Emily was struck dumb.  She’d had no idea that all the rest of the secretaries were doing such things with their executives.  However, she had to admit that it made sense.  A moment’s thought told her that there was no way virile men - and the women, like Anna, who weren’t much different than their male colleagues - like the executives could be satisfied with something so small as a blowjob, no matter how skilled.   
 
    Finally, she managed to stammer, “I…I didn’t know!  Please believe me - I had no idea!” 
 
    For a long moment, he stared at her, his face impassive.  Finally, he said, “I believe you.  But I have to ask, now that you know what your duties entail, what are you going to do about it?”  
 
    Within seconds, Emily was on her feet and bending over the desk, her skirt hiked around her waist.  “Please fuck me!” she begged. “I know what you need, now!  And I won’t let you go without.  Not ever again!”  
 
    And smiling a small smile, he stood up, unfastened his pants, and gave her precisely what she had asked for.  Emily’s screams of pleasure echoed through the entire office, but no one paid it any mind, save to think that it was business as usual.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Charles Morton read the report in silence, ignoring the man sitting across from him.  Nor did he pay attention to the various accoutrements he’d acquired over the course of his successful career.  Though he’d chosen to decorate his office with them, almost as if they were trophies, he cared little for such things.  Others did, though, and he wasn’t above using the symbols of power and success as weapons against allies and enemies alike.   
 
    Finally, having finished the report, he looked up at the weasel of a man across from him.  “This is good, Larkin,” he said. “Very good.  Profits are up by nearly seventy percent, employee satisfaction is miles better than it was under old management, and Money Management Solutions has established itself as number one in their sector.  That is very good indeed.” 
 
    “You’re too kind,” Larkin said, spreading his hands and bowing his head.   
 
    Morton waved away the man’s false modesty.  As distasteful as his appearance was, the psychologist had developed a revolutionary plan for managing a business.  Based on primal notions of dominance and submission, it posited that people could be divided into two groups: alphas and betas.  Much like their more wild counterparts, the various species of apes, these alphas were naturally dominant, while the betas were more suited to submissive roles.  It was far more complicated than that, and sometimes, appearances were deceiving - like with the case of Toby James.  The man had looked like an alpha.  He’d acted like one.  But psychological testing had put him firmly in the beta role which, left on his own, he’d never have accepted.  That’s where Larkin’s team stepped in.   
 
    “What is in those suckers, by the way?” asked Morton.   
 
    “Hormones,” Larkin said.  “An endorphin stimulant, to create an addiction.  A few odds and ends to give it the taste of semen.  That sort of thing.  The real star of the program is the hypnotic conditioning in the white noise machines.”  
 
    “Indeed,” Morton said.  “Quite powerful.  It truly does make them accept whatever we throw at them.” 
 
    “But subtle,” added Larkin. 
 
    “That can’t be said for the workouts or the diets,” Morton remarked.  “I can’t say I’m terribly comfortable with the notion that femininity equals submission.  It smacks of misogyny.  However, I can’t really deny the effectiveness.”  
 
    In truth, Morton only understood the program at its most basic level.  Larkin was the real expert, and his team was comprised of miracle workers.  In only two years, they’d transformed the underperforming company into a completely different entity. Sure, it had cost a little money; the Employee Development Center alone had sent the budget into the stratosphere.  But that was to be expected until they streamlined the program.  It was easy to envision the same strategy being used across his entire empire.  They just had to work out the rest of the kinks.   
 
    “I think we can move on to the next step,” said Morton. 
 
    “Broader implementation?” Larkin asked. 
 
    “Indeed,” Morton said.  “We’ll do it across ten separate companies, this time, and in various industries.” 
 
    “Fantastic,” said Larkin.  “We learned a lot from this experiment, and I have some ideas on how to improve the process.”  
 
    “Good,” said Morton, and for the first time, he smiled.  “That’s precisely what I want to hear.” 
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