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   The Bully
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
   George felt the bite of the rough asphalt on his palms as he fell to the ground.  A sharp pain on his knee told him that his knee had been skinned as well.  Tears welling in his eyes, he looked up at Leo, his tormentor.  The other boy wasn’t big; in fact, he was kind of small at a shade over five and a half feet and a hundred and fifty pounds.  That didn’t matter, though – not to George, at least.  Big or small, a bully is a bully.  And George was a perfect victim.
 
   Timid and quiet, George had never been one to stand up for himself.  In fact, he’d spent the better part of his life as the target of bullies.  Leo just so happened to be the latest in a long line.  
 
   “Look at the gay little sissy!” Leo taunted, turning to his ever-present troupe of hangers-on.  “He’s about to cry!”  In addition to Leo and his thuggish friends, a small crowd had begun to form.  Like watching a car accident, they couldn’t look away from George’s humiliation.  Everyone laughed.
 
   In spite of himself, George couldn’t stop the tears from rolling down his cheeks.  He simply couldn’t help it.  Trying to hide it, he looked away.  
 
   “Hey!” came a familiar voice.  “What’s going on here?”  
 
   George heaved a sigh of relief as Mr. Hardison – one of the teachers – planted himself between the two boys.  “What’s going on here?” he asked.  
 
   “George fell,” Leo supplied.  “We were all just…um…helping him up.”
 
   The teacher extended a hand to George, asking, “Is that what happened?” 
 
   He knew it wasn’t, of course.  Everyone knew that George was often the target of bullying.  As if that made any difference.  He’d tried going to a teacher before, but after a slap on the wrist, Leo and his friends were at it again.  There was no stopping it.  
 
   George glanced at the other boy, who fixed him with a challenging glare.  He knew what it meant – tell the truth, and you’ll be sorry.  He needn’t have bothered.  George had no intention of going down that road again.  He nodded.  “Yeah.  I fell.”  It was a half-hearted statement, and clearly untrue, but it had the desired effect.
 
   Mr. Hardison looked at the bully, and said, “You go on and get out of here.  The buses are leaving soon.”  As soon as the other boy was gone, Mr. Hardison turned to George, saying, “You’ve got to learn to stick up for yourself.  The result will probably be the same, but eventually, they’ll give up.”
 
   “I-I know, Mr. Hardison,” was George’s reply.  He understood he logic, but he knew it was flawed.  Leo’s vendetta against George wasn’t rational.  It was the inevitable result of any interaction between strong and weak, and he knew it wouldn’t end until he graduated.  Thankfully, that day would come in a mere three weeks.  He couldn’t help but count the days.
 
   Tall, lanky, and awkward, George had been the subject of bullying from an early age.  In fact, he’d grown quite used to it over the years.  However, it had gotten much, much worse when someone started the rumor that he was gay.  After that, he’d been called all sorts of hurtful names; the inventiveness born of a teenager’s desire to ridicule anyone different knows no bounds.  
 
   In point of fact, George had long since come to terms with his bisexuality.  Sure, he sometimes fantasized about men, but he also liked girls.  But trying to explain the nuances of human sexuality to a bunch of hormonal teenagers was completely out of the question.  They wouldn’t get it.  So few (if any) did.  Whatever the case, it didn’t matter.  
 
   Like anyone would have sex with me anyway, he often thought.  To say that he had a confidence issue would be quite an understatement.
 
   Thankfully, the impending end of the school year (and for seniors like George, their high school careers) served to distract his would-be bullies for the remainder of the term.  By and large, they left him alone after that final incident – outside of a few taunts, of course.  Three blessedly uneventful weeks passed, and George found himself walking across the stage, shaking the hand of his principal, and accepting his diploma.  
 
   No one, save his parents, clapped.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   After the summer (largely spent indoors playing video games), George found himself on the verge of his first day at university.  In spite of his prior experience in the educational system, he couldn’t help but feel a twinge of excitement.  It was an entirely new world.  No one knew him.  No one knew his past.  He even fooled himself into believe that college students would somehow be more tolerant, more accepting, and more mature.  He was so very wrong.
 
   The first few days went quite well, and he even met a few likeminded people who he thought could be potential friends.  He began to come out of his shell, and let his personality shine.  To his surprise, people actually liked him.  Or at least they seemed to.  His first week was characterized by a cautious optimism that college would, indeed, be different.
 
   Of course, that all came crashing down when, on one fateful night while walking back to his dorm from the library, he saw Leo strolling around campus.  Surrounded by what George assumed were a group of frat boys, he strutted across the quad like he owned the place.  To George, his bully had never looked happier.  
 
   George tried to hide – what else was he going to do?  Either way, it was no good.  Leo spotted him almost instantly.
 
   He laughed, pointing at George as he said something to his friends.  There was no mystery that George had been the butt of a joke.  Not knowing what else to do, George turned to hurry away from what he knew was going to be a bad situation.  
 
   Leo caught him after only a few steps.
 
   “What’re you doing here, fag?” he asked, putting his arm around George. He could smell the alcohol on his tormentor’s breath. “Looking for some college dick?” 
 
   He shoved him to the ground.  His books scattered across the ground as George braced himself for the fall.  He turned, “Just leave me alone, Leo.  I just want to g-go home.”
 
   “I know what you want,” Leo said, unzipping his pants.  His friends laughed.  “You want this big dick, don’t you?”  Just as he was starting to pull it out of his pants, a campus policeman drove by on his golf cart.
 
   “What’s going on here?” he called.  
 
   Leo quickly zipped his pants as one of his friends blocked the rent-a-cop’s view.  “Nothing.  Just walking back to the house, and we were helping this guy up,” one of them explained.  
 
   George gritted his teeth at the lie.  He wanted to scream out that…what?  That Leo was about to shove his dick into his mouth?  That he’d been assaulted?  
 
   “Keep it movin’ then,” the policeman said when George didn’t refute the story.
 
   “Yes, sir,” was the frat boy’s response.  
 
   The policeman drove away.  
 
   George half expected the assault to continue, but thankfully, one of Leo’s friends said, “Let’s get back to the party.”  Leo looked down at George.  Clearly, he didn’t want to leave.  He wanted to finish what he started; he wouldn’t be satisfied until George was completely humiliated and debased.
 
   “Yeah,” another one of the frat boys said.  “Let’s go, Leo.”
 
   “Fine,” Leo said, looking away, suddenly smiling.  He turned to his friends, saying, “Let’s go get fucked up.”
 
   And without a backward glance, they walked away, leaving a thoroughly humiliated George in their wake.  George spent the rest of the night crying into his pillow.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   Optimism returned the following morning.  Distance, it seemed, had diluted the humiliation, and in the light of day, it didn’t seem that bad.  He’d endured worse, George thought.  And at least no one else had seen the encounter.  By the time Monday’s first class rolled around, George had pushed the memory into the back of his mind.
 
   It took him nearly a week to realize that wherever he went – class, the dining hall, the library – whispers and laughter followed.  Some people even pointed at him.  It took him a few more days to decide that he wasn’t simply being paranoid.  A couple of days after that, he was walking through the library when he overheard a few stray comments that made it absolutely clear that George was the subject of some nasty rumors.
 
   A little investigation revealed that Leo and his buddies had been telling anyone who would listen about their run-in with George; however, their version was quite different than what had really happened.  No, in their story, George had begged for it.  In their story, he had gotten on his knees, pleading that Leo allow him the honor of sucking his cock.  It was such a miscarriage of truth that George found himself wanting to throw something.
 
   Not only had the rumor reduced George into a caricature of sexuality, but it also painted him as a wanton, cock-hungry slut without any self-respect.  And so he became a social outcast; the campus homophobes didn’t want anything to do with him (for obvious, bigoted reasons) while everyone else looked at him like he was a piece of trash who would willingly debase himself so completely that he simply didn’t deserve respect.  
 
   And then, as they often do, the rumors grew.  In one of the tamer versions, he was a frequent centerpiece of ghetto gangbangs.  In another, he hung out at a local park, letting old, closeted men pay him for sex.  They grew more outrageous with each passing day, and with each variation, George withdrew within himself.  
 
   It got to the point that, after only two months on campus, George was as isolated as he’d ever been in his life.  Few people would be seen with him, much less count him as a friend or confidant.  In fact, most people avoided him.  The whispers continued.  The laughter persisted.  George did his best to ignore them – and he did, mostly – but the humiliation never quest left his mind.
 
   The only bright spot was that, in his solitude, he redoubled his scholastic efforts, bending the entirety of his will on his coursework.  It was his only respite, retreating into his books, and in the end, it paid off.  He excelled, and after only three years, he graduated with a degree in biochemistry.  A year and a half later, he had his master’s degree.  And two years after that, he’d earned his doctorate.
 
   He was only out of school for a few years before he developed a biochemical gene therapy which revolutionized the treatment of leukemia and lymphoma.  It didn’t cure the diseases, but it was an important stepping stone toward doing so.  When he sold the patent, George’s compensation included stock options in the company, which, after it was all said and done, were worth millions.  
 
   After a couple of months of celebration (buying expensive things, hiring expensive prostitutes, and learning how to socialize), George became quite bored.  He needed a passion.  He needed a project.
 
   He considered bending his mind toward developing cures for other diseases, but he simply couldn’t get excited about the prospect.  No – he wanted to do something for himself.  He wanted to do something personal.
 
   It only took a few weeks of hard thought for him to come to the simple realization that, more than anything, he wanted revenge on the one person who’d caused him so much pain and humiliation.  He wanted to make Leo suffer as he had suffered.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   The plan would double as both a social experiment and revenge plot.  As a biochemist, George’s plan centered on his ability to manufacture a biochemical compound which could alter a person’s physiology to such an extent as to make his vengeance a reality.  Once George bent his mind to the task, construction of the compound went surprisingly well.  It’s amazing what a brilliant scientist with nearly unlimited funds (and the proper motivation) can accomplish.
 
   There were hiccups along the way, and he had to adjust his methods a few times, but in the end, he was successful.  By the time he finished, he had created exactly what he set out to manufacture – and it only took him a couple of years.  Certainly, he had to forge new ground in genetics and biochemistry, delving into the human genome like no one else had before, but he was motivated by hatred – with an extraordinarily powerful incentive awaiting his success.  The prospect of vengeance is indeed a potent motivation.
 
   As he contemplated his plan, George hesitated only briefly.  It was an evil thing, there was no doubt.  He intended to rob his former bully of his very identity, after all.  He would change Leo, body and mind – and once the compound was administered, there would be no turning back.  There was a line being crossed, George knew.  On one side, a virtuous life spent helping people.  On other, darkness and suffering.  
 
   He wanted to be the bigger man.  George wanted to be good; truly he did.  But he couldn’t forget the years of torture, of pain.  Leo deserved everything he got, George was convinced, and he was willing to forfeit his own soul to make sure that the bully paid for his actions.  Who else would, after all?  
 
   No – there was no question.  The moment of hesitation was just that – a fleeting moment, shoved aside without ceremony or thought.  George was committed.  
 
   Two days later, George hired a former member of the Army’s special forces to sneak into Leo’s home, and administer the drug.  Also, he was tasked with installing a series of small, high-tech cameras and listening devices so that George could observe the progress of his plan.  
 
   That night, George slept like a baby, knowing that his vengeance was at hand.  Tomorrow, he thought, Leo would begin his journey.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo awoke with a start.  He’d been having a strange dream, but he couldn’t quite remember its details.  Only a fleeting feeling of fear remained, coating his thoughts with a thin residue of unease.  He rubbed his eyes, sitting up.  With a yawn, he threw off his blanket, and stretched.  Swinging his legs off the bed, he paused briefly before going into the bathroom.  He showered quickly, and started to shave, but soon stopped when he realized that he didn’t need it.  Shrugging, he dropped the razor, and wiped the shaving cream from his face.  He hated shaving anyway.
 
   After getting dressed, he made himself a quick cup of coffee, and started his commute.  He spent a few minutes stuck in traffic (during which, he cursed anyone with the misfortune of being in front of him), but soon arrived at work.  He was a low-level analyst at an investment firm, but he fancied himself far more important than he really was.  He was a cog in a very large machine, and was imminently replaceable – a fact which seemed to elude him.
 
   Carrying himself with an air of entitlement which only the truly arrogant can master, he ignored his secretary as he walked into his office, shutting the door without a word.  He sat down, readying himself for a long day of browsing the internet while mimicking actual work.  
 
   There was a knock on the door.  
 
   “Come in,” Leo said after closing his internet browser.  It wouldn’t do for anyone to see that he’d been watching videos on Youtube.  The door opened, admitting his boss.  
 
   “Got a second, Yates?” asked Mr. Fisk, his immediate superior.  
 
   Leo nodded.  “Sure,” he said.  “Come on in, Chuck.”  The older man was nearly six feet tall, but portly.  His hair was graying at the temples, and he sported a ridiculous mustache which Leo had mocked on numerous occasions.  He entered the office, closing the door behind him.  He sat in the chair opposite Leo, but was silent for a moment.
 
   “What’s up, Chuck?” asked Leo, wanting to spur the conversation along so that he could get back to wasting time.  
 
   “Where are those reports I asked for yesterday, Leo?” Chuck asked.  “You were supposed to have them on my desk yesterday before you left.”
 
   Thinking quickly, Leo said, “You didn’t get them?  I gave them to your secretary yesterday – I even stayed late.”  Leo was such an habitual liar that the words carried the weight of truth.  
 
   “You gave them to Marie?” asked Chuck, dumbly buying Leo’s lies.  “God damn it.  This is the last straw.  She’s constantly fucking up.  I swear, it’s like –“
 
   “But she’s nice to look at right?” Leo said, smiling.  “That rack of hers…” he held his hands a few inches from his chest.  “Damn.  Just damn.”
 
   Chuck laughed in spite of his anger.  “I will neither confirm nor deny that her looks had anything to do with her hiring.  But let’s just say it wasn’t her typing skills – you know what I mean?” They both shared a laugh.
 
   “Seriously, though – do you want me to do it again?” asked Leo.  “I’ll get on it right now if –“
 
   “Nah,” Chuck replied.  “I’ll get one of the new guys to do it.”  He rose.  “We still on tonight?  Drinks at the bar?”
 
   “You know it,” Leo replied.  “Maybe you can get Marie to tag along – I can think of a few things I’d like to do to her outside of work!” 
 
   Fisk’s only response was to laugh as he left Leo’s office.  
 
   The rest of the day went exactly as Leo planned, which is to say that, by and large, he did absolutely nothing before meeting his boss and a few other buddies from work at a local pub.  He promptly drank himself silly, and proceeded to drive home drunk.  Luckily, he didn’t get into an accident, and he passed out on his couch while watching a low-budget action movie.  
 
   In short, it was a typical day for Leo Yates.
 
   The next morning, Leo was violently ill.  He found himself hugging the toilet for hours at a time, and was forced to call into work.  Reasoning that it was a particularly violent hangover, he resolved to tough it out, telling himself that if it hadn’t resolved itself by the next day, he would visit the doctor.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   The next day, Leo felt better – better, in fact, than he had in a long, long time.  He was positively perky as he jumped into the shower, and washed the stink of sickness from his body.  While washing himself, though, he brushed the opening of his anus, and was surprised that it felt quite different.  Not bad – just different, more sensitive.
 
   He shrugged, and finished his shower.  
 
   The work day passed with little incident; he blamed someone else for another missed report while wasting time on the internet.  He couldn’t quite remember the last time he’d done actual work – a trait in which he actually took pride.  Over the course of the day, however, he did notice that his nipples kept itching; figuring that it must be a rash or something, he did his best to ignore while going about his normal routine.  
 
   That night, he got drunk again – if he was honest with himself, Leo would have realized that he was on the verge of alcoholism.  Leo, however, was rarely (if ever) honest with himself.  Such was his personality that he simply refused to believe that he was capable of any sort of weakness.
 
   Against all odds, Leo managed to pick up a woman that night.  After a precarious drive back to Leo’s place, the two tumbled into the house, locked in a passionate, drunken kiss.  She wasn’t gorgeous, but she was pretty enough.  With generous, D-Cup breasts, curvy figure, and the fact that she was more than enthusiastic, she easily met Leo’s fairly low standards.  
 
   Frantically, the two shed their clothes while locked in an ardent embrace, and a few awkward moments later, the two were completely nude.  Leo immediately pawed her magnificent breasts, planting wet kisses on her erect nipples while massaging them roughly.  The fell onto Leo’s couch, bouncing slightly.  Their lips locked again, and the woman’s hand crept down to Leo’s groin, where she began to massage his penis.  
 
   After a few minutes, she stopped, saying, “What’s wrong, baby?”
 
   Leo’s dick remained stubbornly flaccid, but he said, “Nothing – keep going.  Maybe, you know…your mouth…”  He smiled.  She grinned back, and immediately crawled off the couch, and dropped to her knees.
 
   Leo adjusted himself into a sitting position, and she climbed between his legs.  Soon, he felt her mouth on his cock, stretching its limp form as she sucked on it for a few moments, but to no avail.  It simply wouldn’t respond to her ministrations. 
 
   Awkwardly, she got up.  “I-I’ve got to go,” she said, gathering her clothes.  She dressed quickly while Leo tried to protest, saying that nothing like that had ever happened before.  She assured him that she would call him, and left. 
 
   “Limp dick sissy,” she said quietly.  Leo didn’t hear, but her voice was easily loud enough for George’s microphone to detect.  Miles away, the scientist smiled.  It had begun.
 
   Leo, for his part, figured that he must have been too drunk to perform.  Or maybe the woman simply wasn’t hot enough.  Never in a million years would he have considered it his problem, so he brushed it off.  Her loss, he thought.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   Razor in hand, Leo ran his hand along his jaw, and was surprised to see that he still didn’t need to shave.  How long had it been?  Three days?  Four?  Strange, he thought dully.  He hadn’t been that long without shaving since he’d been in junior high.  Shrugging, he looked down at his body.  His body hair had never been thick, but it had grown noticeably finer and softer – aside from a small patch just above his penis.  From a distance, he reasoned, he would appear to be mostly hairless.  
 
   Curious, but not alarmed (Leo was never that smart), he continued getting dressed.  As he buttoned his slacks, he realized that the waist was a little looser.  Smiling, he decided that he must be losing weight – a good thing, since he’d developed a bit of a beer belly over the past couple of years.
 
   He continued dressing, and left for work, coffee in hand.  The commute was unremarkable and he arrived at work without event, shuttering himself in his office for a typical workday.  At about ten-thirty, though, his phone rang.  He answered, it, “This is Yates.”  
 
   “Mr. Yates,” came the voice of his secretary.  “You asked me to yesterday to remind you of your meeting this morning.  Well, it’s in about fifteen minutes.”
 
   “Thank you,” Leo said, hanging up without exchanging even the most basic of pleasantries.  In his mind, she simply didn’t warrant his consideration.  Instead, his mind occupied itself with trying to remember what the meeting was about.  After a few minutes of unsuccessful thought, he shrugged, deciding to wing it.  
 
   By the time he got to the meeting, the other participants were all already there.  Chuck, of course, was standing at the head of the conference table while four other junior associates lined the sides.  Leo took one of the seats, and Chuck said, “Glad you could join us, Yates.”
 
   “Yeah – sorry I’m late,” Leo said.  “My secretary took the time down wrong.”  The lies came so easily to Leo.  
 
   “So, let’s begin,” Chuck said.  “Now, we’re going to…”
 
   Leo tuned him out.  He didn’t really need to hear Chuck drone on about how to increase their clients’ profits.  He knew how to do his job (even if he rarely did it), and hated attending superfluous meetings.  Instead, he found himself daydreaming about the woman from the previous night, about her ample breasts and curvy figure – in his mind, though, she was far prettier than she’d ever been in reality.  When he inevitably told the story, she’d have no doubt become a supermodel in the telling.  
 
   And then everything took a left turn.
 
   Absently, he’d been staring at Gary, one of his coworkers.  They were about the same age, but Gary was a much bigger man.  A touch over six feet tall, and two-hundred pounds of well-conditioned muscle, it was clear that he worked out regularly.  He’d rolled the sleeves of his shirt up, exposing his muscular forearms.  Without warning, Leo’s thoughts turned to what it might feel like to be held in his strong arms; inevitable, those thoughts led to wondering if the rest of his body was as fit as it looked like.  Leo imagined that he must have six-pack abs, and a sculpted chest.  Maybe he had a patch of hair – not too thick – covering his chest…just like any real man should.  
 
   Leo’s imagination traveled lower, and he couldn’t help but consider Gary’s manhood.  Was it circumcised?  Or was it uncut?  Was it long?  Or short and fat?  He couldn’t imagine it was small.  His mouth got dry, and his breath quickened to match his rising heart rate.
 
   “Yates!” Chuck said, interrupting Leo’s daydream.   
 
   Leo looked up suddenly to see that everyone was staring at him.  “I’m sorry – what?” His words came out in an embarrassed squeak.  He cleared his throat.  “Sorry,” he repeated.  “What was the question?”
 
   “I asked what your plan for increasing your numbers were,” was Chuck’s answer.  
 
   Caught unawares, he wanted to tell the truth – it was all just a big gamble.  Sometimes they won, and sometimes they lost.  But he knew that he had to portray an air of knowledge, so he said, “Tech stocks.  My numbers tell me that –“
 
   “Tech stocks?” Chuck asked.  “Seriously?  Gary was just citing his own numbers that said tech stocks were the absolute worst avenue to pursue because of the…you know what – everyone else, leave.  Yates, stay behind.  We need to talk.”
 
   When the other guys had left, Leo asked, “What’s up?” with false bravado.
 
   “What’s going on with you?” Chuck asked.  “Tech stocks?  Look, Leo – I like you.  I really do.  But you’re not making this easy.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” was all Leo could muster.  
 
   “You’re sorry?” Chuck said.  He slammed his hand on the desk, and his voice rose.  “You keep saying that.  Don’t be sorry.  Be better.  I swear – it’s like you’re barely here these last few days.”
 
   Unbidden, Leo’s eyes began to water.  Oh God, he thought.  No.  No.  Don’t cry.  Not now.  Don’t cry.  Oh God!  Thankfully, he was able to stop himself, though he was convinced that Mr. Fisk had recognized the moisture in his yes for what it was.  
 
   “Look, Yates,” the older man said.  “Get your shit together man.  That’s all.  Okay.”
 
   “O-okay,” Leo answered.  
 
   “Get out of here,” Chuck stated.  “And I expect a plan from you by the end of the day.”
 
   Leo nodded, and backed out of the door.  When he closed it behind him, he turned, and ran into Gary.  His hand flew up, feeling the man’s muscular chest.  He pulled it away like he’d touched a hot iron.  
 
   “Watch where you’re going, Yates,” Gary said, pushing past him.
 
   “S-sorry,” was Leo’s response.  
 
   He returned to his office as quickly as he could, shutting the door behind him.  He sank to the floor, his back to the door, and cried.  What the fuck is wrong with me?  
 
   Another left turn.  
 
   His mind drifted toward his collision with Gary, and the obvious muscle tone he was hiding beneath his expensive shirt.  Before he knew it, Leo’s hand had crept up his own chest, and was massaging his very erect nipple.  He let out a quivering moan.
 
   What the fuck?  
 
   Leo snatched his hand away, and steadied his breathing.  After a moment, he rose, crossing the office to sit behind his desk.  And for the first time in months, he actually did the work he was being paid to do – if only as a distraction.
 
   That night, he went out again, but drank little.  His heart wasn’t in it, even if he did want to drown out his concerns and forget about his extraordinarily strange day. He couldn’t even muster the courage to speak to a woman, much less take one home – especially after his failure from the previous night.  His inability to get an erection suddenly seemed far more significant than it had before.
 
   Still, Leo convinced himself that it simply because there wasn’t anyone worth his while.  No, he decided, I’ll go somewhere else next time.  Somewhere all the women aren’t a bunch of trolls with tits.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   By the end of the week, Leo had to admit that his body was almost completely hairless – aside from the tuft of dark hair just above his penis, that is.  He stood in front of the mirror, and rubbed his hand along his smooth skin; it was softer than he remembered.  He almost decided to go to the doctor about it, but thought better of it.  He did feel fine, after all.  In fact, he had more energy than he at any time in recent memory.
 
   Perhaps it was the weight loss.  Leo stepped on the scales, and was surprised to see that he only weighed a hundred and twenty pounds – down nearly thirty pounds from the last time he’d thought to weigh himself.  He hadn’t weighed that little since middle school.  The strangest thing, however, wasn’t the decreased weight.  It was alarming, sure, but what really concerned Leo was the fact that he only seemed to be losing weight in his upper body.  If anything, his butt and hips had seemed to grow.  
 
   He shrugged, reasoning that he must be imagining things.  
 
   Looking at the clock, Leo realized that he didn’t have time to dwell on tricks of his imagination.  He had to get to work.  He quickly dressed, and left, arriving just on time.
 
   It was strange; Leo had once considered being on time as optional.  He could always think of a good excuse, after all.  But recently, he’d been so afraid of putting a foot out of line that he didn’t dare arrive late.  Nor did he spend nearly as much of his day wasting time.  He made up a dozen excuses for his newfound work ethic, but he couldn’t escape the reality that he simply didn’t want to face Chuck’s judgement.  
 
   There was a knock on his door, to which Leo said, “Come in!”  Even his voice sounded strange in his ears.  It wasn’t the tone.  Nor was it the pitch.  It just sounded so eager – a far cry from his old, disinterested nonchalance.  
 
   Chuck barged in.  “Do you have those reports?” he asked, seeming to loom.  
 
   “Yes, sir,” Leo said.  Why had he addressed him as “sir,” he wondered.  It seemed right, but he’d never done it before.  “Do you want me to email it to you?”
 
   Chuck nodded, sitting on the edge of the desk.  “You’ve been doing better, you know.  A lot better.”
 
   Leo perked up.  “Really?  I’ve been trying.”
 
   Again, Chuck nodded.  “I’ve noticed.  I just wanted you to know that.”
 
   “Thank you, sir,” Leo said, feeling butterflies dancing in his stomach.  Why was he so eager to please the man he’d once considered his equal?  Sure, Mr. Fisk had always been his boss, but Leo had always considered him more of a coworker.  They’d been drinking together, for God’s sake.  Because you want to make this job work, he told himself.  That’s how you get ahead in this world – pleasing your superiors.  It certainly made sense.
 
   “Good job, is what I’m saying,” Fisk stated, turning to leave.  When he got to the door, he said, “Oh – I almost forgot.  I need you to do me a favor.”  
 
   Leo asked, “What do you need?”
 
   Hovering at the door, he said, “If you’ve got a few extra minutes during your lunch break, could you pick up my dry cleaning?  Marie normally does it, but she’s been a bit under the weather lately.”
 
   “Oh – I’d be happy to!” Leo said, surprising even himself with his eagerness.  
 
   “Thanks - you’re a life saver,” Fisk said.  “Marie has the ticket and the address of the dry cleaner. Thanks again.”
 
   What the fuck?!  Why did I just agree to do that? he wondered.  I’m not a fucking secretary!  But he’s my boss.  If I help him out, he’ll help me out.  And before long, I’ll get a promotion.  The reasoning seemed sound, even if it did damage Leo’s pride.
 
   Later, Leo sat at his desk, and in a moment of rebellion, decided to adopt some of his recently discarded work habits, and began surfing the internet.  For a few minutes, he browsed through Youtube until, before one of the videos, a cologne advertisement came on the screen.  It featured a shirtless, muscular man standing in the rain.  Leo’s nipples hardened immediately.  Recently, he’d noticed that they had become slightly swollen, but he had written it off as an allergy thing – just like the itching.  As he watched the commercial, he could feel them poking through his shirt, and he knew that if he hadn’t been wearing a jacket, they would have been clearly visible to anyone who happened to look his way.
 
   He shook it off as a freak occurrence, and quickly turned off the video.  
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   A few days later, Leo realized that he had no choice but to buy some new clothes.  His waist had continued to shrink while his hips seemed wider than ever.  His trousers were tight in the hips and rear, but very loose in the waist.  It looked like he was wearing someone else’s clothes.
 
   When he went to the store, though, he couldn’t find anything that fit right.  If it fit in the hips, it was too big in the waist.  If it fit his waist, his hips and butt stretched the fabric to its limit.  Disheartened (and too embarrassed to ask the clerk for help), he decided to order some clothes online.  So he went home, and fired up his computer.
 
   After a little searching, he found a site that advised that he enter his measurements, and then pick out the clothes he liked.  So he found a measuring tape, and wrapped it around his waist – twenty-five inches.  Then, he wrapped it around his hips – thirty-six inches.  He took his inseam, around his chest, and his shoulder measurements (he struggled, but eventually, he got it all done), and then put the numbers into the website.  
 
   He picked out a few suits (in varying shades of gray and black), some jeans, and a few plain tee-shirts, then paid with his credit card (after selecting the “next-day delivery option”).
 
   The next day at work, he couldn’t help but feel self-conscious about his ill-fitting clothing.  Knowing that his new clothes would arrive soon made him keenly aware of just how silly he looked trying to wear his old clothes.  Still, no one seemed to notice.  
 
   Mr. Fisk asked him to get his dry cleaning again – Leo reasoned that it had become part of his job – but the rest of the day passed without incident.  
 
   That night, he could barely sleep, he was so excited about his new clothes.  
 
   Since when do I care about clothes?  he wondered.
 
   Since you started taking your job seriously, he thought.  Looking good is the first step to getting ahead.  
 
   The package containing his new clothes arrived the next day (which was a Saturday), and he eagerly opened them.  He was so tired of wearing ill-fitting clothes, after all.  As he inspected the garments, he noted that the suits’ pants had no pockets, and the jackets and shirts buttoned from the wrong side.  Shrugging, he thought, Must be a European cut or something.  He decided to try each on to ensure their fit.
 
   Picking out one of the suits, he grabbed a pair of the pants.  After taking off his sweatpants, he slipped on hairless leg, and then the other into the pants, pulling them up.  His boxers bunched up inside of them.  Sighing, he pulled the pants, then the boxers.  Unimpeded, he pulled the pants over his naked ass.
 
   The fit perfectly, if a little tighter in the thighs and butt than he was used to.  He turned around, looking at himself in a mirror, and admiring himself.  The lower legs flared a bit, but he kind of liked it.  It gave the pants a bit more style.
 
   After that, he pulled on one of the shirts, and after, fumbling with the buttons for a moment, managed to get it on okay.  It was a little more fitted than he’d expected, and too short to tuck into his pants (which didn’t even have belt loops), but it fit very well.  In the end, he liked the way he looked.  
 
   The ladies better watch out! he thought.
 
   The other clothes fit similarly, but just as well.  Satisfied, he smiled.  However, he did resolve to make a trip to the store to find some briefs later.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
   The next Monday morning, he practically floated into the office, he was so confident about his new look.  He was absolutely positive that he looked good, and took every opportunity to show it off.  He even found excuses to strut around the office.  He had found some briefs in close to his size at the store, but they still bunched up in his new pants, though.  He spent the majority of that morning trying to find a solution to his problem until it hit him like a ton of bricks – a thong!  Why didn’t I think of that before?
 
   After that, the day passed quickly, with Leo reveling in the fact that the entire office was talking about his new look.  When he left his office at the end of the day, and walked to the elevator, he just knew the very single eye was on him.  The door opened, and Leo stepped inside.  
 
   The elevator closed and went down a floor, then opened again, admitting a tall, handsome black man.  “Hi,” Leo said.
 
   “Hello,” he replied, smiling.  Leo couldn’t help but smile back.  His pulse quickened, and his heart beat faster.  He didn’t know what to do, so he simply stared forward, hoping that the man wouldn’t say anything else.  Thankfully, he exited the elevator at the next stop.  When the doors closed again, Leo let out an excited breath, and grinned.  He didn’t know why.
 
   A few minutes later, Leo found himself sitting behind the wheel of his car, driving to a nearby department store, where he intended to buy a few pairs of thong underwear.
 
   He went in, and quickly found the men’s section.  Their underwear selection wasn’t very good, and he was having trouble finding anything that would do when a sales clerk approached.
 
   She was a short, pretty girl who couldn’t have been more than nineteen years old.  She small, perky breasts, and a bubbly voice.  “Shopping for your boyfriend?” she asked.
 
   “Huh?” asked Leo, taken aback.  Boyfriend?  “Um…no,” he said.  “I’m looking for a…um…thong.”
 
   “Oh, honey –you’re in the wrong section,” said the clerk.  Her nametag read Tori.  “Follow me.”
 
   She took off, and Leo had little choice but to follow her.  Did they keep the thongs in a different section?  
 
   “Now – are you looking for something that’s lace?  Or do you want something a little more conservative?” she asked.
 
   “Um…just…ah, normal.  No lace,” Leo replied, trying to keep up.  It took him a moment to realize that she was leading him into the women’s section.  However, he was too embarrassed to correct her mistake, so he continued to follow her.
 
   “I know what you mean,” Tori said.  “I don’t really like lace either.  Give me a cotton pair of panties any day, right?”
 
   “Y-yeah,” Leo stammered.  
 
   Finally, the girl stopped in the middle of the women’s lingerie section.  “I think these will work for you.  Do you know what size you are?”
 
   Leo looked at the rack of panties – there were thongs, briefs, bikinis, and a half dozen other styles for which he didn’t know the names.  “Um…I don’t know.  A small?”
 
   Tori laughed.  “You look like what?  A four?  A five?” she asked.  “Definitely a five.”
 
   “Yeah,” Leo agreed.  “A five.”  He hoped she was right.
 
   She started grabbing underwear off the rack.  “You wanted a thong, right?  Here,” she handed him a pair of white panties.  Then a pair of pink.  A yellow pair.  
 
   She walked a couple of feet, and said, “Now you’ll definitely want some hip-huggers,” she said, handing him another pair of panties.  
 
   “And some cheekies – I just love these.” She handed him a green pair with white trim. 
 
    “And everyone needs some boyshorts.  Oh – and definitely a V-string,” she said, grabbing a couple of pairs of skimpy, stringy thongs in neon colors.  “For those naughty nights!”  
 
   “Um…I think that’s enough,” Leo said, holding a dozen pair of panties.
 
   “Oh, no – you need a few pairs of regular briefs,” she said.  “For those heavy days, if you know what I mean.”
 
   “H-heavy days?  Oh…Um…” Leo didn’t know what to say, so he simply let her pile a couple more pairs onto the growing stack.  
 
   “I think that covers everything, hon,” Tori said.  “I can check you out over here!”
 
   “O-okay,” Leo said, following her once again.
 
   And that’s how Leo found himself the proud owner of an entire drawer full of panties.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   It’s getting smaller, he thought.  There’s no doubt.  Vaguely, he knew it had been happening for a while, but as he stared at the shrunken digit, he couldn’t deny that it was quite a bit smaller than it had been two weeks earlier.  Before, his penis had been about six inches hard – not huge by any standard, but certainly not tiny either.  As it stood, it had shrunken to a positively miniscule two inches long, and on the rare occasions when it actually got hard, it barely reached three.  
 
   Strangely, it hardly bothered him.  In the three weeks since his failed sexual encounter with the bar skank, he’d barely had a single sexual thought about a woman.  And he certainly hadn’t had an erection.  No – it was an afterthought. 
 
   His nipples, on the other hand, were a constant source of both pleasure and embarrassment.  At home, he constantly found himself fondling his enlarged nipples, while at work, he was forced to wear a jacket at all times – lest someone see their telltale outline through his thin shirts.  And that morning wasn’t any different.  Even as he stared at his shrunken penis, his nipples stood erect, sticking out over a quarter inch.  
 
   Leo bare noticed; such is the effect of gradual change coupled with denial.  Nor did he noticed that he’d begun to adopt a more feminine posture and mannerisms.  He’d taken to standing with his back slightly arched, and by default, his wrist seemed to be perpetually limp.  
 
   On top of it all, his already boyish face had begun to round itself out, smoothing out the hard edges and planes.  He’d never been particularly masculine, but the increased softness gave him a positively feminine appearance.
 
   Leo stepped away from his vanity mirror, and went into his bedroom, where he’d laid out his clothes for the day.  Rummaging in his drawer, he found a pink V-string pair of panties, and slipped them up his smooth legs.  His penis barely made a bulge.  
 
   Next came a dark gray pair of pants – which fit extremely snuggly around his hips and rear end, leaving very little to the imagination.  Following that was a white blouse, which he left open to the middle of his chest.  He wished that he could go without a jacket – the short, capped sleeves showed his thin arms off quite well.  No one had said anything about the fact that he’d quit wearing neckties; perhaps they recognized that the style of suit he’d been wearing didn’t go with them.  Whatever the case, he didn’t wear them.  
 
   He slipped on a pair of buckled, peep-toe mules (the website where he bought his clothes said they went with that particular outfit) that had a clunky, two-inch heel.  And finally, he put on his tailored jacket.  While it matched perfectly (and looked quite good, if he was honest), he regretted its necessity.
 
   Before he left, he ran some gel through his lengthening hair, and rand a comb through it.  Dissatisfied with the result, he thought, Maybe I’ll take Marie’s advice, and go to the salon.  It couldn’t hurt to see what a professional could do with this mess.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
   As Leo approached the office building, a middle-aged man held the door open.  He smiled at the man, saying, “Thanks.”  The man smiled back.  Strangers were being so nice to him lately.  Thank goodness the man had been there; he’d been asked to get coffee for the upcoming meeting on his way into the office (a task he’d taken on quite often in the preceding weeks), and his hands were full.
 
   As he walked through the hall, the man quickly caught up to him, and when they both reached the elevator, he pushed the up button.  Leo smiled again, and the man lit up.  They stepped into the elevator, the he asked, “What floor?” 
 
   “Three,” Leo answered.  “Thanks again.”
 
   “Not a problem,” he said.  
 
   Soon, they reached Leo’s destination, and he stepped out of the elevator.  He could feel the man’s eyes on his ass.  Strangely, it didn’t displease him.  In fact, it excited him a bit to give the old man a thrill.  Putting the old pervert from his mind, Leo quickly moved through the office, careful not to spell any of the coffee.  When he got into the conference room, he set them down.  
 
   “Mr. Tate,” he said.  “Venti Mocah, right?” 
 
   A short, blonde man with a beard nodded.  “Yep.  Thanks,” he said, taking the offered beverage.  
 
   “Um…Latte for Mr. Simmons,” he said, handing it to the muscular man.  “Black coffee for Mr. Carson.  And for Mr. Fisk –“ 
 
   “Vanilla Latte,” supplied Fisk.  Leo smiled, handing him the coffee.
 
   Leo couldn’t say why he’d started referring to his coworkers by their surnames.  It just seemed right.
 
   When Leo started to sit at the conference table, Fisk waved him off.  “No.  Sit over there,” he said, pointing to the corner.  “I need you to take notes on the meeting.”
 
   “But I worked all week on this proposal for –“
 
   “And I’m sure it’s great,” Fisk said.  “Really.  But I need you to be a team player here.  Marie’s out sick, and I need someone to take notes, okay?”
 
   His tone left little doubt that he expected obedience.  So Leo grabbed a nearby legal pad and pen, and sulked into the corner.  He sat down, crossing his legs.  
 
   “Now,” Fisk began.  “Let’s talk about…
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo awoke with an urgent need to urinate, so he threw his comforter off, and swung his legs over the bed.  Rising, he walked toward the bathroom, and without thinking, pulled down his panties, and sat on the toilet to relieve himself.  As if he’d just realized what he’d done, Leo jerked to full wakefulness.  
 
   What the heck? Why did I do that? He couldn’t come up with an answer, but one thing he did know was that it felt right.  When he’d finished, Leo reached behind him to grab a few pieces of toilet tissue, and wiped himself.  It felt so natural that he didn’t even question himself the next time.  And after that, it simply became his habit.
 
   A few days later, he’d just gotten into the shower, and was in the process of cleaning himself when an errant finger slipped into his rectum.  To his surprise, a low moan escaped his mouth.  He pulled it out quickly, scared of the sensation, and then slowly, eased it back in.  
 
   Oh – God!  That feels fantastic! 
 
   He kept at it, and instantly, he felt his nipples and small penis stiffen as he fingered himself.  After only a couple of minutes, he came, having never touched his penis.  In fact, he never even thought to.
 
   Breathing hard, Leo stood in the shower, confused.  
 
   What the heck is going on?  Why…how did I just…oh, God it felt good.  So, so good.
 
   The feeling stuck with him for hours, even as he found himself sitting at his desk at work.  He couldn’t concentrate; all he could think about was replicating that feeling.  Until he got a phone call.
 
   “Hello,” he said into the phone.  “This is Leo Yates.”
 
   “Yes, Mr. Yates,” came the voice on the other line.  “This is Cameron Deas; we spoke the other day about oil futures.  Do you recall?”
 
   “Oh, yes sir,” Leo said.  “I –“ his voice cracked.  “As I remember –“ Something felt like it was caught in his throat, causing the pitch to raise.  He cleared his throat.  “Excuse me –“  It didn’t work.  
 
   Oh no…what do I do?  What do I do?
 
   Putting on an obviously fake voice, he said, “Mr. Deas?  Yes sir.  Um…I’m going to have to get back to you later, if you don’t mind.  Yes, around three is good.  Thank you.”
 
   Dropping the charade, Leo said to himself, “What am I going to do?” He was asking the question as much as he was trying to listen to his voice’s change.
 
   Without warning, he got up, and left the office.  He didn’t say a word.  He just left, practically running to his car.  He sat down.  “Oh God.  Oh God.  Oh god,” he kept repeating in his new, high-pitched voice.  There was no mistaking it; he sounded like a woman.  And not even one with a peculiarly low voice.  No – he sounded like a teenaged cheerleader!
 
   What else can I do?  I have to go back in there.  I can’t miss work – not now.
 
   He resolved to be completely up front with his boss, and let the chips fall where they may.  It was obviously a medical condition, and he fully intended to go see a doctor as soon as he could earn a couple of sick days.  Mr. Fisk had to understand.  He just had to.
 
   A few minutes later, Leo found himself standing at the door to Fisk’s office.  He knocked tentatively, then heard a muffled, “Come in!”
 
   Leo entered to see Fisk sitting behind his desk.  
 
   “Just the person I wanted to see,” Fisk said.  “I need you to fill in for Marie for the next couple of days.  She’s out sick, and –“
 
   “As a secretary?!” Leo blurted, forgetting that his voice had changed.  “I-I’m sorry, Mr. Fisk.  That’s why I’m here.  M-my voice…it just sort of…changed earlier.  I don’t know what’s going on, but I’m going to see the doctor next –“
 
   “Never mind about that,” Fisk said.  “Yes – as a secretary.  While I’ve been impressed with your work ethic lately, I’m not very happy with the quality of your work.  To that end, I think we need to take a step back with you.  Let you learn from the ground up.  That means filling for Marie while she’s sick.  You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”
 
   “N-no,” said Leo.  “No sir.”
 
   “You may start now,” said Mr. Fisk.  “Collect your personal effects from your old office, and move them to Marie’s desk.  She won’t mind if you move in.”
 
   “Y-yes sir,” was Leo’s response.
 
   Working as a secretary was absolutely exhausting.  He hadn’t worked so hard since he’d waited tables in college.  As an analyst, he’d been left mostly to his own devices, which meant he had long tracks of time without much to do.  But as a secretary, Mr. Fisk kept him so busy that he barely had time to breath.  Type this.  Call this person or that.  Copy this down.  Get me some coffee.  It all was so overwhelming.  
 
   And then there was Fisk’s suggestion at the end of the day.
 
   “You did a good job, today,” he said.  “Especially considering that you’ve never done it before.  But if I can make a suggestion?”
 
   Leo nodded, afraid of what his boss might demand.
 
   “Go to a salon this weekend,” he suggested.  “Treat yourself.  Get your hair done.  Maybe make a spa weekend of it.  And buy a couple of skirts while you’re at it.  But when you come back Monday morning, be ready to work.”  He handed Leo a few folded bills.  “On me.”
 
   Leo looked down, and saw that the bills were hundreds.  “Y-you don’t have to –“
 
   “I want to,” said Fisk.  “Do a good job, and I’ll take care of you.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo stared at the half-empty wine bottle, and groaned.  How could Fisk demote him like that?  It was so demeaning, working as a secretary.
 
   Why? I’m helping the company, and Fisk seems to appreciate my work a lot more now.  
 
   He didn’t have a proper response, so he simply poured himself another glass of wine.  He took a sip, then opened his laptop, and went to his favorite online shop.  He’d long since dropped the pretense that he was wearing men’s (or even unisex) clothes.  He knew what he was wearing, but it didn’t matter.  He liked pretty things.
 
   As he clicked through the shop, he bought a few cute tops, a couple of pairs of shorts, and even a few skirts that he thought might be appropriate for work (if he could ever work up the courage to wear them).  Then, he browsed into the lingerie section, buying a few pairs of lacy panties (in all sorts of styles), a couple of garter belts, a few pairs of stockings, and even a couple of camisoles.  
 
   Inevitably, buying the sexy lingerie sent his mind whirling toward the morning shower, and the finger-induced orgasm.  He was feeling positively naughty by the time he went to Google, and searched for “sex toys,” and clicked on the first link.  
 
   He was positively astounded at the sheer variety, and he spent nearly an hour searching through the different styles.  Eventually, he chose a realistic-looking one modeled on the penis of some porn star he’d never heard of.  Maybe it was the alcohol.  Or perhaps it was the memory of his orgasm.  Probably both.  Either way, he found himself putting his credit card information into the website, and checking out.  
 
   He passed out feeling extremely embarrassed. 
 
   When Leo awoke the next morning, he remembered Mr. Fisk’s suggestion.  He had no intention of going to a spa, but he figured that going to a salon couldn’t hurt.  The only problem was that he didn’t have a clue where to go.  Something told him that he didn’t want to go to one of those bargain places that cost forty dollar.  No – Fisk would expect something better than that.
 
   And then it hit him; what about Marie?  He had her number, and she’d always been nice to him.  Quickly, he found her on his contact list, and called her.
 
   “Hello?” she asked.
 
   “Um,” Leo said.  “T-this is…L-leo from work –“
 
   “Leo?” she asked.  “You sound different.”
 
   “I-I guess,” he said.  “I was just wondering…I don’t really know who else to ask, so…ah…do you know of a good salon?  Mr. Fisk suggested that I –“
 
   “So you’re my replacement, huh?” she asked.  “I can’t believe your nerve, calling me after stealing my fucking job.”
 
   “S-stealing your –“
 
   “I guess you’re fucking him, huh?” asked Marie.  “That’s why he fired me, you know.  I wouldn’t suck his cock.  He didn’t say as much, but I know the score with a guy like him.”
 
   “Fuck him?  No,” Leo said. “I’m not…I didn’t…”
 
   “I knew you were going through some weird stuff, prancing around the office in those women’s suits, showing your ass to anyone who’d look,” she said.  “But I didn’t think you’d sink that low.”
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Leo said.  “And I never pranced anywhere.”
 
   “Please,” Marie responded.  “Whatever though – I hope you enjoy that job.  It’s no worth it, anyway.  He doesn’t pay shit.”
 
   “But it’s temporary, and –“
 
   “Whatever, bitch,” she said.  “Good luck with that.  And if you want a salon, look in the fucking yellow pages.”
 
   With that, she hung up, leaving a very stunned Leo trying to puzzle out what had just happened.  Obviously, Fisk had fired Marie because (according to her) she wouldn’t sleep with him.  That didn’t sound like the Mr. Fisk Leo knew.  He wasn’t like that.  
 
   She was just jealous, Leo finally concluded.  Jealous and bitter.
 
   Whatever the case, he still needed to find a salon.  To that end, he looked them up online (which is what he should have done from the beginning), and soon found one that looked promising.  It had quite a few good reviews on Yelp, and offered everything from nails and hairdressing to waxing and facials.  It was perfect.  Leo called to make an appointment, and luckily they had an opening that day.
 
   He quickly dressed (in a pair of tight jeans and a yellow tank-top), and drove to the salon, called Nouveau.  When he walked in, he met the girl at the counter, and said, “Yates – I have an appointment.”
 
   “Oh, yes.  Nails and hair, right?” the girl asked.  Leo nodded.  “No waxing?”
 
   “No, thanks,” he said.  Thank goodness he didn’t have to worry about that.  
 
   “Okay then,” the girl said.  She was a willowy red-haired girl with green eyes and a creamy complexion.  “Follow me.”  Leo did as he was instructed.  
 
   Two and a half hours later, Leo looked like a completely different person.  His haphazard hair had been styled into bob with blunt bangs, which framed his soft face nicely.  He’d also gotten both a manicure and a pedicure, topped off with pink nail polish.  In short, with the exception of makeup, he looked every inch a woman (albeit a flat-chested one).
 
   He paid, and soon found himself a few shops down, looking at makeup.  
 
   What am I doing? kept flashing through his mind, but the voice was weak and largely inconsequential.  With the help of the shop girl, he chose a collection of lipsticks, powders, eyeliner, and mascaras.  
 
   “You don’t wear makeup much, do you?” she asked, helping him apply the makeup.
 
   Leo shook his head.
 
   ‘I used to be a bit of a tomboy took,” was her answer.  “Don’t worry – you’ll get used to it pretty quickly.  And if you don’t know what to do, you can always look it up on Youtube.”
 
   “Youtube,” he repeated as the girl applied the makeup.  After a few minutes, she pulled away, examining her work.  
 
   “There,” she said.  “Done.”
 
   She held up a mirror, showing Leo her handiwork.  He gasped.
 
   “I know, right?” she said, grinning.  “You’re gorgeous.”
 
   “I…t-thank you,” Leo said.  “How much do I owe you?” 
 
   He didn’t mean to be so blunt, but he was so shocked that he simply couldn’t force any other words out.  Gorgeous was an understatement.  He looked like a model.  
 
   He quickly paid, and fled the shop.  
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Leo sat at his desk, his knees together as he typed an email which had been dictated by Mr. Fisk.  Nervously, he pulled out his compact, and checked his makeup.  It wasn’t as good as the shop girls’ job had been, but it was passable.  
 
   For hours, he’d cried the night he’d come home from his makeover (as he thought of it).  His masculine identity was completely gone, he realized.  There was nothing left.  His body was more feminine than most women’s (even with his tiny penis and lack of breasts), he’d abandoned male clothes, and everyone treated him like a girl.  In the end, though, he asked himself one simple question:  why does that matter?
 
   That was the point, though, wasn’t it?  It didn’t matter.  Once he persuaded himself to accept it, he liked himself.  The clothes, the body, the looks, the feminine accoutrements – everything.  As a man, he’d been going nowhere.  He was lazy.  He was apathetic.  And he was a dick.  But as a girl, he could be something else.  He could actually make something of his life.  That realization prompted his decision to embrace his new identity – right down to the smallest detail.  
 
   The door to Mr. Fisk’s office, which was perpendicular to Leo’s small desk, opened.  “Leo,” Mr. Fisk said.  “May I see you, please?” 
 
   Leo had taken great pains to look as feminine as possible, wearing makeup, his tightest pants, and a pink blouse.   His nipples were only slightly visible, as he’d opted to wear a camisole under the blouse as well.  He wasn’t immodest, after all.  So he practically skipped into Mr. Fisk’s office, fully expecting a compliment.
 
   Fisk held the door open for his new secretary, and when Leo was inside, shut the door behind him.  
 
   “Do you want this job?” Fisk asked, taking a seat behind the desk.  Leo began to sit opposite him, and he said, “No – don’t sit down.  Answer the question.”
 
   Stunned, Leo said, “Of course I want the job.”
 
   “I don’t understand, then,” Fisk said.  “Why, then, do you ignore my directions?”
 
   “Ignore your –“
 
   “I specifically told you to buy a couple of skirts,” Fisk said.  “And yet, you wear…pants.”
 
   “Oh – I did order the skirts, Mr. Fisk,” Leo said, smiling dumbly.  “It’s just that they haven’t arrived yet.”
 
   “So you disobeyed me,” Fisk said.
 
   “No,” Leo said.  Fisk arched his eyebrow.  “I mean…um…no, sir.  I ordered them, but –“
 
   “But you weren’t smart enough to have them shipped overnight,” Mr. Fisk said.  “I understand perfectly well what happened.”  He put his fingers between his eyes, and said, “Yates, I don’t know what to do with you.  I go out on a limb here, and give you this job.  I didn’t even cut your salary, and this is how you repay me?  Gross disobedience.”
 
   “No, sir!” Leo said.  “I didn’t…I didn’t mean to…I won’t…I’ll go buy some skirts right now!  I’ll go to –“
 
   “It doesn’t matter,” Fisk said.  “You have two choices here.  One, you can get fired.  I don’t want to do that because I see potential in you.  Or, you can accept your punishment.  Choose.”
 
   “Punishment?” Leo asked, panicking.  “What punishment?” 
 
   “Choose,” Fisk repeated.  “Punishment or getting fired.  One or the other.”
 
   “P-punishment,” Leo said instantly.  He couldn’t afford to lose his job.
 
   Fisk smiled.  “Good.  That shows commitment.  Now come over here, and remove your pants.”
 
   “M-my pants…” Leo began, but trailed off.  He knew better than to argue.
 
   Fisk turned his chair as Leo went behind the desk, and began to remove his pants.  He unfastened them, then pulled them down his smooth legs, revealing a white, lace v-string that he’d gotten from Victoria’s Secret.  It had a little pink bow just above his shrunken penis.  He stepped out of the pants, laying them on his boss’ desk.  
 
   “Panties too,” he said.
 
   Leo did as he was told, slipping the panties down his smooth legs.  He set them atop his pants.  
 
   Fisk’s face was impassive as he stared at Leo’s naked lower half for a solid minute.  Finally, he said, “Over my knee.”
 
   Leo obeyed, afraid not to.  He lay across his boss’ lap, his ass poised in the air.  
 
   SLAP!  Tears welled in Leo’s eyes.
 
   SLAP!  He let out a pained (but muffled) scream.
 
   SLAP!  The tears flowed freely down his cheeks.
 
   “Good secretaries don’t wear pants, do they?” Fisk asked.  He didn’t wait for an answer.  His hand descended again – hard.
 
   SLAP!  
 
   “No, sir!” Leo gasped.  
 
   SLAP!
 
   On and on it went until Leo’s ass was red, and his makeup was smeared.  He barely even noticed that Fisk’s hand had transitioned from spanking to grabbing, he was in so much pain.  
 
   “Get up,” the man said.  Leo obeyed stiffly.  Fisk looked at Leo, and said, “Go home.  When you come back tomorrow, you’d better be dressed appropriately.”
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” Leo said, gathering his panties, and slipping them up his legs.
 
   “Oh – and one more thing,” Fisk said.  “I can’t pay a secretary what you’re accustomed to earning, so I’ve had to cut your salary in half.  If I hadn’t, the other secretaries would have probably revolted.  Rest assured, you’re still the highest paid of the lot.  Just make sure you do everything you can to earn that status.”
 
   “Y-yes, sir,” Leo said, pulling his pants up.  The material stung his raw behind, but he had no choice but to endure it.  Once they were fastened, he said, “If there’s nothing else, sir?”  Fisk shook his head.  “I’ll see you tomorrow morning, then.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Mr. Fisk acted like nothing had ever happened – a fact which infuriated Leo.  How could he be so cruel?  And over a skirt?  It was madness.  Still – it had had the desired effect. Leo had shown up wearing a tight, short skirt that showed off his stockinged legs nicely.  In other circumstances, he might have enjoyed the outfit, but on the heels of Fisk’s brutal spanking, it lost its luster.  
 
   He stood, and knocked on Fisk’s office door.  
 
   “Come in,” came the expected response.
 
   Leo entered, and said, “Mr. Fisk.  I just wanted to let you know that I’m changing my name.  Not legally yet, but I mean…looking like this, I don’t think it’s right if people still call me Leo.”
 
   “Makes sense,” Fisk said.  “So what do I call you?”
 
   “Leah,” he said.  “My name’s Leah.”
 
   Fisk looked at Leah, and said, “It suits you.”  He looked back down at the document he’d been reading.  “Is there anything else?” he asked without looking up.
 
   “N-no, sir,” Leah responded.  “I just wanted you to be the first to know.”
 
   The man didn’t even acknowledge the huge moment.  
 
   “Um…okay, then,” Leah said.  “If you need anything, I’m right out here.”
 
   He flicked his hand dismissively.  Clearly, Leah was an unwanted distraction.  
 
   The rest of the day passed without incident, and before he knew it, Leah found himself confronting a series of packages on his front stoop.  In all of the commotion, Leah had forgotten about his late night, drunken shopping spree.  Quickly, he unlocked the door, and carried the packages inside.  
 
   Most of them contained the clothes he’d bought – luckily enough, because his wardrobe was growing dangerously thin, and given his current pay cut, he couldn’t really afford to waste money one more clothes.  But one package garnered all of his attention.  
 
   It was unmarked (for privacy), but he knew what it was before he tore it open.  He stared at it for a long moment before taking it out of its box.  With a box cutter, he removed it from its hard plastic case.  Wrapping his dainty, manicured hand around its rubber shape, Leah couldn’t help but think that it was bigger than he’d expected.  And it was so realistic; it had veins and everything.  
 
   He hesitated, realizing how nervous he was.  It was one thing to wear women’s clothes and to finger himself in the shower, but it was another thing altogether to use a dildo.  He knew he wanted it, though.  Oh, God, he wanted it.  
 
   Temptation won out, and he practically ripped his clothes off.  Before he knew it, he was lying naked on the floor, legs spread wide.  One hand clutched the dildo tightly; it looked even bigger in his small hand.  The other crept down his torso, past his useless penis to his ass.  Without thinking, he brought the dildo to his lips, and he began to lick it while his finger probed his insides.  Licking soon turned to sucking, and he got carried away, cumming after only a few minutes.  Thoughts of sucking a real cock danced in his head.
 
   Once he’d recovered (his orgasms had grown more and more intense with each passing day), Leah positioned the dildo at the entrance to his rectum.  He pushed, and at first, he didn’t think it would fit.  It was just too big.  The head didn’t want to go in.  But then, he relaxed, and it went in.  
 
   Slowly, he took its whole length into his ass as he played with his rock-hard nipple, rubbing it between his thumb and forefinger.  He wanted to savor it, and tried to force himself to take it slow; that didn’t last long.  Within a few thrusts, he was pumping it in and out of his ass as fast as he could, letting out screams of pleasure the whole way.  He came so many times that he stopped squirting watery cum, and just convulsed.  He lost count, and he never once touched his tiny penis.
 
   It was a couple of hours before he’d tired himself out.  As he lay there, exhausted and with the dildo still buried halfway in his ass, the ramifications of the past couple of months truly hit him.  The full weight of his transformation washed over him, but strangely, he scarcely cared.  He knew what he wanted, now, and he knew how to get it.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
    
 
   Leah stood outside of the Bottom’s Up Gentlemen’s club, staring at its nondescript façade.  It wasn’t a flashy building, marked only by a modest sign.  But everyone knew it was the best strip club in town.  In fact, Leah had once been a regular.  He mustered his courage, and walked toward the door.
 
   For the last week, he’d been worried about his finances; his bills were all based off his old salary.  There was simply no way he could stay afloat making half of that.  So he’d begun to search for a weekend job.  He’d waited tables in college, so he reasoned that doing so again would be a perfect opportunity to make a little extra money.
 
   And so he’d found himself perusing Craigslist, looking for a job as a waitress.  Without verifiable experience (he wasn’t about to have them contact his old boss), the jobs were few and far between.  Most turned him down outright.  All except Bottom’s up.  
 
   As he walked into the club, he noticed that even though it was relatively early, it was still fairly busy.  Leah barely noticed the women dancing on the stage.  They didn’t really interest him.  
 
   He’d chosen to wear a pair of new, very short low-rise shorts and a cute tank top with spaghetti straps that showed just a hint of navel.  
 
   He approached the bar.
 
   “What can I get you, sugar?” the bartender asked, smiling.  Leo couldn’t help but notice his muscular arms.  
 
   “Um…I’m here about the server job?” Leo said, turning up the last word of the sentence so it sounded like a question.  
 
   The bartender looked him up and down, then said, “One sec,” before disappearing into an office behind him.  A few moments later, he came out, trailed by another man.  He stopped in front of Leah, looking at him intently.  Leah couldn’t help but notice that he was short, fat, and quite hair.  He also smelled like cheap cigars.  
 
   “Tits are small.  Give us a twirl, baby,” he instructed.  Leah obeyed.  “I guess you’ll do.  Ever wait tables?”
 
   Leah nodded.  “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Get her a uniform, and she can get to work,” the fat man said.  The bartender disappeared again.
 
   “So I’m hired?” Leah asked, getting excited.
 
   “Temporary, babe.  Get through the night okay, and you’re in,” he answered.  “What’s your name?”
 
   “Leah,” he answered.  “My name’s Leah.”
 
   The bartender reappeared.
 
   “Okay then, Leah,” the fat man responded.  “Get dressed and get to work.”
 
   The bartender handed Leah a small bundle of clothes and a pair of five inch heels, saying, “The dressing room’s back there.  Just pick an empty locker, and then come back here when you’re dressed.”
 
   Leah took the bundled, and headed through the indicated door.  The sight that greeted him would have no doubt excited him to no end a few months previous.  So much had changed, Leah thought.  Gorgeous, mostly naked women were all around.  One was putting lotion on her legs.  Another was stretching.  A few were putting on makeup.  Leah barely paid them any mind, and quickly found an empty locker.
 
   He started getting undressed, first removing his shirt.
 
   “You should get your boobs done,” a voice said from behind him.  “The club’ll pay for ‘em, ya know.”
 
   Leah turned, seeing a gorgeous, long-legged blonde woman.  “I’m Stephanie,” she said.  “But if any customers ask, I’m Candy.”  Her perfect, C-Cup tits jiggled as she laughed.  “Well, I’m going on in a couple of minutes.  Let me know if you need anything.”
 
   Leah nodded.  When Candy was gone, he slipped his shorts off, and then inspected his new uniform.  It was a padded bra (A-Cup) and a pair of boy shorts.  Both were pink.  Leah shrugged, pulling on the shorts.  He was careful to make sure his little cock was properly tucked, and then, after a few moments of fumbling, he managed to get his bra on.  He slipped on the heels, and thanked his good fortune that he’d been practicing.
 
   When he was dressed, Leah went back to the bartender, who told Leah that his name was Dan.  “So,” he asked.  “Are you ready?”  Leah nodded.  “Off with you, then.”
 
   The night went by in a blur.  The flirting seemed to come naturally, and the tips were good.  His ass got pinched more times than he could count, and a few guys got really hands-y, but it was a good night.  Before Leah left, the boss asked him to come into his office.
 
   “Shut the door,” he said.  When Leah did, he continued, “Did pretty good tonight, eh?”
 
   Leah nodded.  The boss continued, “Well, the job’s yours then.”  Leah smiled.  “On one condition.”  He stood up, and started to unzip his pants.
 
   Leah knew what he wanted, and in truth, he’d kind of expected it.  He just wished the guy had been better looking.  Obediently, he dropped to his knees, and reached into the boss’ pants, pulling out a decent sized cock.  It was a little bigger than Leah’s had once been.
 
   He wracked his brain, trying to remember what he’d liked when women sucked his cock, but his mind went blank.  Luckily, he didn’t really need to think.  Instead, his instincts took over.
 
   Lean licked the tip, tasting his first real cock.  He went to the boss’ balls, kissing down the shaft tenderly before tonguing them.  He teased the tip for a moment, running his tongue along its underside before taking it into his mouth.  His manicured hand found the man’s balls, and toyed with them.  Leah’s other hand found his erect nipple, teasing it between two fingers.  
 
   Soon, the boss’ hand forced Leah’s head down until he was taking the whole thing into his mouth.  Up and down, Leah’s head bobbed until he felt the cum shoot into his mouth.  It was salty, but not unpleasant.  Leah swallowed it without hesitation.
 
   With Leah still on his knees, the boss zipped up, saying, “See you tomorrow.”
 
   Lean knew enough to recognize a dismissal.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
    
 
   The next night at the club went almost exactly like the one before, including the end-of-the-night blowjob.  When Leah got home, he quickly brought himself to orgasm with his dildo, and then took a bubble bath.  Afterward, he decided to start experimenting with makeup.  He’d mastered some of the more natural looks – like the shop girl had taught him – but he wanted to do something a little sexier.  So he went online, and watched some tutorials.   A few hours later, he had tried a few different looks (but he couldn’t boast anything nearing mastery).  Still, it was a start.  
 
   Next, he began to try different hairstyles.  There weren’t that many available to him (as his hair was still fairly short), but he’d recently bought a few appliances (like a curling iron, hair dryer, and flat iron), and he made do with what he had.  The results were mixed, at best.  Again, he was satisfied that it was a start.  He was trying to cram decades of experimentation into a few days; he knew that he wouldn’t get far.  The key was getting started.  Eventually, he’d get there.
 
   In the meantime, he’d continue to practice in his free time.
 
   That Sunday, Leah spent lounging around.  He needed a rest; waitressing was physically taxing, especially after a long week at the office.  If only it could have lasted longer.  
 
   Monday dawned, and Leah put on a short miniskirt, a light blue, low-cut blouse, and a pair of four-inch heels.  Hopefully, Mr. Fisk would be pleased.  
 
   As it turned out, he needn’t have even bothered for all the attention Fisk paid him.  It was a little irritating that Leah had spent so much time getting ready, and the man didn’t even notice?  It was practically insulting.  Still, Leah had a job to do, and he did it.  
 
   The next week passed uneventfully; Leah did his job, and his interaction with Fisk was purely professional.  Leah didn’t know what he wanted, but being ignored was definitely not it.  
 
   In his spare time, Leah continued to practice with his hair and makeup.  His resolve was unwavering, and eventually, he mastered some of the techniques.  By the end of the week, he judged himself ready.  
 
   As the newest waitress at the Bottom’s Up, Leah was the last on the schedule, and he was given that Friday off.  While he bemoaned the loss of a chance to make some money, he was grateful for the opportunity to do something he’d been planning for a couple of weeks.  
 
   As soon as he got off work, he went to get his hair done.  While he’d gained some mastery over his hair, that night was special.  He wanted a professional to do it.  He told the hairdresser what he wanted, and she smiled like she knew what Leah had in mind.  She couldn’t, of course, but it excited Leah to think that she might.
 
   Next came a shopping trip.  While money was tight, he couldn’t help himself.  He needed the perfect outfit.  
 
   He chose a short, pink (he’d just come to adore pink) dress which was loose, and extremely low-cut in the front.  It almost came all the way down to his naval, and left his back completely bare.  It was short enough that even the slightest movement threatened to expose his ass.  It was perfect.  He bought some strappy heels to match.
 
   Finally, Leo went home, and took a scented bubble bath, making sure that he was fresh down there. He chose the skimpiest pair of panties he owned (a black, lacy V-string that was little more than a couple inches of fabric and a few strings), and pulled them up his legs.  Then came the dress; he had to position it just right so that his nipples wouldn’t show.  Finally, he stepped into the heels he’d just bought.
 
   When he was finished, he looked in the mirror and smiled.  He saw exactly what he’d intended to create – a very sexy (if flat chested) club tramp.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Leah danced.  He knew that he’d been moving like a girl for quite some time, but he had no idea that he could dance like one.  Men danced with him, and he ground his ass against their crotches, feeling their cocks harden.  Their hands were all over him, rubbing him up and down, grabbing his ass, and playing with his nipples.  They certainly didn’t seem to mind that he had no breasts.
 
   After a while, he found the lucky guy.  “Come home with me,” Leah whispered into his ear.  The man – a big, black, muscular fellow – didn’t need much encouragement.  One look at Leah, and he was sold.  He let himself be led from the club.
 
   His name was Vincent, but that’s as much information as Leah got before they got to his house; he was far too busy sucking the man’s cock.  
 
   When they parked to go inside, Leah stopped him with a hand on his muscular chest.  “No,” he said. “Fuck me out here – where the neighbors can see.”  The man nodded, and Leah slipped off his panties.  He climbed atop Vincent, and, reaching back, guided the big man’s cock into his asshole.  He started to ride.  
 
   Panting and moaning, Leah bounced up and down, riding the big, black cock until Vincent came.  Leah leaned in, kissing him deeply, and, without another word, climbed off of him.  
 
   As he walked to his front door, and climbed the stoop, Leah could feel the semen dripping out of his ass.  He smiled.  Mission accomplished.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
    
 
   The next Monday, Leah sat at his desk typing, remembering the weekend’s events.  Not only had he been fucked by his first man, but he’d also made quite a bit of money in his Saturday shift.  It was a good weekend, all told.  
 
   The door to Mr. Fisk’s office opened abruptly, and the boss poked his head off.  “Leah,” he said.  “I need to see you.”
 
   “Yes, sir,” Leah said, following him into the office.
 
   “Shut the door,” Fisk said.  Leah obeyed.  By the time Leah turned back around, Fisk was facing the window, staring at the parking lot with his hands behind his back.  He stood there for a long moment before Leah cleared his throat.
 
   “What did you need, sir?” he asked.
 
   “Take off your panties,” Fisk said.  
 
   Leah did as he was told; he didn’t want to risk another spanking.  Fisk turned around, watching as Leah hiked up his tight skirt, hooked his fingers under the purple thong’s waistband, and slipped it down his smooth, shapely legs.  Fisk held out his hand, and Leah handed him the garment.  
 
   When he started to lower the hem of his skirt, Fisk said, “No.  Leave it up, and bend over the desk.”
 
   Again, Leah obeyed.  Even though he was scared that he was on the verge of another vicious spanking, a part of him was extremely aroused.  He looked back to see Fisk standing behind him.  The man reached forward, and caressed Leah’s exposed ass.  Playfully, he slapped it, and Leo felt it jiggle.  
 
   Leah felt himself getting wet when he heard the telltale sign of Fisk’s zipper.  He smiled.  At last!
 
   Without preamble, Fisk plunged into him, and fucked him like a jackhammer.  He grabbed Leah’s hair, pulling, and Leah let out a small scream.  He quickly silenced himself, knowing that if he was too loud, everyone in the office would hear him.  Still, he couldn’t help but moan – half the office must have heard him.  
 
   And then it was over, and Fisk was zipping up his fly.  Leah lay on the desk, cum leaking out of his ass.  
 
   “That’ll be all,” Fisk said with finality.
 
   Leah stood, grabbed a tissue from a nearby dispenser, and wiped the cum from his ass as best he could.  He started to grab his panties, but Fisk stopped him.  “No.  You don’t wear panties anymore.”
 
   Leah smiled.  “Yes, sir.”  Before he left, Leah turned, saying, “Thank you, sir.”
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-One
 
    
 
    
 
   The next few weeks followed a similar pattern; Mr. Fisk would fuck Leah nearly every single day.  Beyond that, their relationship remained strictly professional.  Leah knew that he was only a means to an end, a veritable sex toy for the man.  And strangely, he was completely okay with that.
 
   As for the club, things went quite smoothly.  Leah got great tips, and he had to admit that he truly enjoyed the male attention.  There was something about being the object of someone’s lust that really turned him on.  
 
   At least a couple of times a week, Leah went out to a dance club, and picked up a stranger.  He saw it all – big cocks, small cocks, white cocks, and black cocks.  And he loved them all.  However, he did acknowledge that he had a preference for big, black dicks.  They really seemed to know how to use their equipment.  A couple of his trysts even saw his small penis, but none of them really seemed to mind.  They just kept fucking him.  
 
   On one Thursday night (ladies night, of course), Leah was shaking his ass on the dance floor when he noticed a familiar face.
 
   Stephanie, one of the strippers from the club, waved Leah over.  When Leah made his way across the dance floor, he hugged the stripper.  “Hey, girl!” he said.  
 
   After exchanging greetings, they engaged in small talk until Stephanie said, “You know, you move pretty good.  You ever think about dancing at the club?  I bet you’d be a hit.”
 
   Leah blushed, saying, “I’m kind of ill-equipped for that.”  He pointed to his flat chest.
 
   “So was I.  When I first came on, I was almost as small as you,” Stephanie explained.  “But the club paid for the girls here.”  She cupped her breasts.  “I bet if you talked to Roy, he’d work something out with you.  Maybe a contract for a couple of years, but that’s about it.  You should definitely look into it.”
 
   After a few more minutes of conversation, Stephanie excused herself, saying that she had to be up early the next morning.  Leah went back to the dance floor.
 
   That night, Leah experienced his first threesome.  He’d picked up a couple of frat boys (kind of dumb, but hot as hell), and taken them to his house.  He was in heaven with one cuck up his ass while he sucked the other.  Multi-tasking was difficult, but he happily managed.
 
   The biggest advantage was that with two guys, there was twice the collective stamina.  He got fucked for almost three hours straight, and by the time they left, he had cum running out of his ass, on his chest, his face, even a little on his own penis.  The boys didn’t seem to mind that he had a tiny cock of his own.
 
   As he lay on his living room floor, exhausted and covered in semen, Leah couldn’t get what Stephanie had suggested out of his mind.  After all, men did like a nice set of tits.  It was the next logical step.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Leah’s request for breast implants was met with unbridled enthusiasm from Roy, his boss at the club, and the fat man quickly agreed (after a quick blowjob, of course).  Leah had to sign an exclusivity agreement with the club, but he had no intention of leaving anytime soon, anyway.  And so, Leah found himself sporting a brand new set of B-Cup breasts a couple of weeks later.
 
   Just like any surgery, though, they took a few weeks to heal.  Once they did, however, Leah was absolute satisfied.  The weight took a little getting used to, but Leah had prepared himself for that. 
 
   After he had healed, Leah had just taken a message when Mr. Fisk called him into his office.  Leah knew what was coming.  He’d only been back at work for a couple of days, and was keen to feel Fisk’s cock.
 
   He immediately went to the desk, lifted his skirt, and bent over.
 
   “No,” Fisk said.  “Stand up.  I want to see those new tits of yours.”
 
   Leah unbuttoned his blouse slowly, teasing the moment.  Then, after a few moments, he slipped it off, exposing his black lace bra.  He unzipped his skirt, and let it fall to the ground.  As always, Leah wasn’t wearing panties.  All he wore was a garter and his stockings.  
 
   Leah unhooked his bra, slipping his arms from the straps.  When the bra dropped to the floor, he couldn’t help but push his chest out.  He was proud of his new breasts.
 
   Fisk shook his head, circling his secretary.  “You do make one sexy sissy.  I’ll give you that.”
 
   He unzipped his pants, dropping them to his ankles, and sat in his chair.  Leaning back, he said, “Hop on.”
 
   Leah moved as sexily as he could, and straddled Fisk’s cock.  It went in easily; not only was it already slippery (he produced his own lubricant, it seemed), but he’d had lots of practice.  And then Leah rode Fisk like a good cowgirl, his new tits bouncing.  As always, Fisk came inside of him.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Three
 
    
 
    
 
   It was Leah’s first night as a dancer, and he was nervous.  He wore a school-girl outfit, complete with knee-high stockings and pigtails.  The skirt was more like a frilly belt, and it didn’t even begin to cover his ass cheeks.  The white blouse was tied in a knot just under his breasts.  His tiny cock was taped down, completely out of sight beneath his pink g-string.
 
   “And let’s give a warm, Bottom’s Up welcome to our newest dancer, Cherry!” the DJ said.  That was Leah’s cue.  If he’d have had a choice, he certainly wouldn’t have chosen “Cherry” as his stage name.  But that was Roy’s decision.
 
   Leah strode through the curtain, stepping in time with the beat, his clear plastic high heels clicking with each step.  In passing, he noticed that it was a good crowd.
 
   Leah went through his routine, slowly shedding clothes while he danced seductively.  The crowd cheered, and threw dollar bills on stage as he freed his tits from the confines of his push-up bra. He danced and spun around the stripper pole, clad only in his g-string bikini while the men in the club screamed his name.  He even put his ass or tits in a few guys’ faces.  
 
   All in all, it was a good dance, and Leah made more money than he could have made in a week’s worth of serving drinks.  When the song was finished, he gathered his earnings and discarded clothes, and scurried backstage.
 
   A few of the other girls congratulated him as he slipped on a bra.  He smiled.  
 
   Leah quit his office job two days later.  Stripping made him plenty of money, so it was pointless to continue working for Fisk.  Certainly, he’d miss Fisk’s cock, but there was more where that came from.  There were always men willing to fuck him.  
 
   Weeks passed, and Leah’s life fell into a pattern.  Occasionally, he would receive an invitation for sex (they all offered to pay well), and most of the time he accepted.  Even more often, he ended up giving random blowjobs in the champagne room.  Those men always tipped well.
 
   One night, just after he’d been on stage (he’d been a naughty policewoman), Dan came into the dressing room, and said, “Leah – there’s a guy out here requesting a private dance from you.”
 
   “Okay, honey,” Leah replied, following Dan into the bar area.  Dan led him to a tall, scrawny guy who looked vaguely familiar.  Maybe he was a regular, Leah thought.  
 
   “C’mon baby,” he said.  “Let’s go somewhere a little more private.”  He grabbed the man’s clammy hand, and led him into the champagne room.
 
   Leah guided him into a chair, and started to dance.  It wasn’t long before he had his bra off, and was rubbing his tits in the man’s face while grinding against his hard cock.  It went on for a few minutes before Leah really got into it, and started massaging the man’s cock through his khaki slacks.  Finally, Leah got onto his knees, unzipped the man’s fly, and pulled his cock out.  He peered into his customer’s eyes as he took the cock into his mouth and started sucking.
 
   Leah leaned forward, letting his tits cradle the man’s cock.  She pressed them together, and started moving them up and down, titty-fucking him.  He loved that about his new breasts; he always felt so naughty doing it.  The man came on his tits.
 
   After a couple of seconds, the mean leaned in, and said, “You don’t remember me, do you?”
 
   Confused, Leah asked, “Are you a regular?”
 
   The man shook his head.
 
   “Where do I know you from then, sugar?” Leah asked, smiling.
 
   “My name is George.  George Robinson.  We knew one another in high school,” George explained.  Without expression, he said, “Who’s the sissy faggot, now?”
 
   “Wha-“
 
   “In my wildest dreams, I never expected it turn out this well.  I thought you’d resist a little.  But no – you embraced the changes.  You even started to subconsciously mimic the women around you,” George said.  After a confused look from Leah, George stated, “I did this to you.  I created you.  I turned you into a cock-crazed sissy slut.”
 
   With that, George stood.  As he walked out, he absently threw a wad of hundreds at Leah, and disappeared through the door.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Twenty-Four
 
    
 
    
 
   George was happier than he could have possibly imagined.  Revenge was his.  He hadn’t expected it, but the changes had thrown Leo’s subconscious into overdrive.  It knew what he wanted, and put him down the path to get it.  He’d started with merely mimicking the way women moved, the way they stood, their posture and mannerisms.  Then he graduated to clothes, his conscious mind in denial of what he’d really begun to wear – until it was too late.  Finally, by the time his conscious mind caught up, it was way too late to change.  Leo was hooked then, and had taken himself much further than George could have ever envisioned.
 
   He’d merely wanted to make him more effeminate and gay.  Instead, he’d changed Leo into a cock-hungry stripper slut.  It was all he could do not to laugh with joy.
 
   George’s phone rang as he drove away from the Bottom’s Up Club, and he picked it up.
 
   “Hello?” he said.
 
   “George,” the caller said.  “I don’t know if you remember me, but my name is Omar Bell.  We met a few years ago when you were developing the Leukemia treatment.”
 
   “Oh, yes – of course.  Dr. Bell – how are you?” asked George.  After exchanging pleasantries and a little scientific small talk, Bell got to the point of his call.
 
   “I hear you’re doing some amazing things with genetic engineering via a biochemical compound,” Bell said.  “I called to see if you’d be interested in collaborating on a special project I’ve got on the horizon.”
 
   “No,” George said.  “I think I’ve done everything I wanted to accomplish in that field.  But I’ll tell you what.  I know you’ve got deep pockets.  How ‘bout I sell you my research?” George asked.
 
   “Money is no object,” Bell said, struggling to hide the excitement in his voice.  “Name your price.”
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