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CHAPTER 1:

My name is John Duncan, and I like to think of myself as a young executive on the rise. I do a lot of traveling in my work, which isn't always quite as exciting as that may sound, and I'm frequently traveling with my boss, Larry McCurry. Now that isn't quite as bad as it may sound, since it means we're always staying in top notch accommodations and eating at some pretty swanky restaurants, all on the company dime. It's definitely a feather in the cap to be considered the boss's favorite traveling partner, but it also means you're always under some pretty close scrutiny. There's certainly no chance to slack off, or slip away early from some boring presentation. I like to think that I'm being "groomed" for some higher position, but that all kind of got confused one night in Philadelphia when my boss started a most unusual conversation over dinner at Del Frisco's.

"I'd like to run something by you, John, and I don't expect you to answer right away, but I hope you'll at least keep an open mind to the proposition," said Larry as he began to munch on his 16-once filet.

"I certainly always try to be open-minded," I replied, feeling a little nervous, but curious about what this was all about.

"You've probably noticed that I like to get laid on these business trips, whenever possible."

"That's really none of my business, sir."

"Still, I don't make any secret of it. Something about hotels just seems to cry out sex, for some reason," he said with a chuckle.

It may have been none of my business, but everyone in the company knew Larry's reputation as a lady's man. He had been divorced for several years now, but even before that there were always beautiful women in his company. The rumor was that the reason he traveled so much, when he could easily have sent someone else to do the job, was that he took advantage of the time away from his wife to nail as many women as he could. Now he was single, and still traveling for work, so that rumor probably wasn't totally true, but I had noticed that Mr. McCurry rarely spent a night alone when we were on the road.

I sort of envied him that. I guess I could have tried to be doing the same thing, but I wasn't the pickup artist that he was. I honestly couldn't imagine working up the courage to walk up to some total stranger and ask them to spend the night with me. Of course Larry had a lot of money to throw around and wore expensive suits and just had that "vibe" of success and confidence that probably turned a lot of women on. That wasn't really my strong suit.

"Anyway, I find that it's kind of a hassle to make all these one-night hookups. Sometimes after you get past the drinks and the small talk and the flirting the night's practically gone and you don't have time to do much of anything," Larry continued.

This was one of those classic examples of an underling having to listen to the rich man's problem while seeming to be sympathetic. I would have settled for a hand job in the elevator with a chambermaid, but I tried to act like I saw his point.

"I don't know much about call girls, and whatnot, but might that not be a possible solution?" I suggested.

"Believe me, I've certainly had plenty of hookers in my time, but it's not all that easy to know where to find them in some cities. And there's the whole legality issue. The last thing I need is to get caught up in some stupid scandal because I proposition an undercover cop, or something."

I still didn't see what any of this had to do with me, but maybe he was about to ask me to find prostitutes for him in whatever city we traveled to. I'd do it, of course, because I'd do just about anything to please the boss, but I honestly had no idea how I would even go about such a task.

"Now I don't want you to think that I'm implying anything about your manhood, John. I assume you're a red-blooded American male who enjoys female companionship as much as the next man, but I think there might be a real opportunity here for you to make some serious headway at the company."

"I'm not sure I understand," I said with some nervousness in my voice.

Was my boss so desperate to get laid conveniently that he was seriously suggesting that I help him get his rocks off? That didn't seem possible. I couldn't imagine a man like Larry McCurry having a homosexual encounter, no matter how horny and lazy he was.

"I don't know if you've ever heard of it but there's a new drug going around that has some rather remarkable properties. It's pretty expensive, and not all that easy to get, but a friend of mine was in a similar situation and hooked me up with some of the stuff," said Larry softly as he leaned across the table.

"What does it do?" I inquired, genuinely curious to see what the hell he was driving at.

"It's a liquid. You take a little taste and in a few minutes it changes your whole body."

I'd seen Larry in swim trunks before and knew that his body was nothing to be ashamed of. He was one of those guys who looked better at forty than most men do at twenty. Maybe he had some kind of erectile dysfunction, I thought. Lots of middle-aged men took pills for that these days, but they weren't terribly expensive or hard to get.

"Changes your whole body how?" I inquired.

"Well...I don't know how to explain this without being pretty blunt. It changes your body into a different kind of body. In short, it changes a man into a woman. And from what I've been told, it usually changes a man into a rather attractive woman with a fairly heightened sex drive."

"I'm still not sure I see how that solves your problem," I said in genuine innocence.

"Well John, what I'm suggesting is that when we go on one of these little business trips you might consider taking the drug and being my date, while we're on the road. I think it could be a mutually beneficial arrangement for both of us!"


CHAPTER 2:

It took a few moments for what he said to sink in, especially once I realized that he wasn't kidding or "testing" my loyalty in some way. He actually had a bottle of the stuff and wanted me to drink it so that he could presumably fuck my brains out.

Now ordinarily if some guy made that kind of proposition to me I'd probably be deeply offended, and might even think about taking a swing at him, but when my boss suggests it and implied that it's an "opportunity" and "beneficial" to me I have to stop and at least listen. I'm pretty damn ambitious, and getting close to the boss has always seemed like a pretty good way to climb the corporate ladder, but I had honestly never considered the possibility of getting that close.

"Apparently a lot of executives are doing it these days," said Larry, trying to make the whole thing sound a little less insane than it actually was. "And even celebrities, too. Rock stars, professional athletes; people you'd think would have no trouble finding girls."

"Why would they want to?" I asked.

"Since you can't get pregnant on the stuff it takes away possible paternity suits, and that sort of thing. It also keeps the relationship on a purely sexual basis. You don't have to worry about ex-lovers popping up at an inconvenient moment. And in this day and age, with so much sexual harassment controversy swirling around, it's not a very good idea to proposition female employees."

If this wasn't sexual harassment, what was? But I could see his point. I wasn't about to go running off complaining to anyone that my boss had asked me to turn into a woman, temporarily, so that he could bang me.

"How would this be beneficial to me, exactly?" I inquired carefully.

"Well John, you know I think very highly of you. I know that I can trust you to be discrete. It's the kind of thing that I think we both would probably like to keep secret. Naturally I would cover all of the expenses, and there would be an immediate raise in pay to compensate you for taking on these extra responsibilities, but looking at the big picture I would say that it would be an incredible way to earn my everlasting gratitude. It actually puts me in kind of a vulnerable position, but I believe that you're the sort of man who wouldn't abuse that trust."

It put him in a vulnerable position? I couldn't even begin to imagine what sort of positions I would find myself in as his female companion, but I sort of understood what he meant.

"But I'm not gay, Mr. McCurry. Even if I did turn into a woman, what makes you think that I'd want to have sex with a man? How do you know that I won't just be a lesbian, or something?"

"Of course everyone reacts differently to this sort of thing, but I'm told that with most men they don't find it difficult at all to be sexually stimulated once they're in a female body. I don't pretend to understand how it works, exactly, but supposedly the transformation is pretty complete. Naturally I wouldn't force myself on anyone. If you try it, and it's just too uncomfortable to contemplate, we'll drop the whole idea and nothing more will be said about it. You can still keep your raise and you'll still have my gratitude for at least being willing to give it a go. You really have nothing to lose by trying it once," he said cheerfully.

I wondered how true that was. The raise would be nice. I could probably handle sprouting tits for an hour, or so, if that's all I had to do to get it, but I was a little concerned about my future with the company if I rejected his sexual advances. I'd been working so hard to get on his good side, that I could see how he might be very personally offended if I turned him down romantically. That was bound to be a blow to his male ego, even if he knew that underneath it all I was actually a man. I might get the raise, but he'd probably start bringing someone else along on these trips until he found a guy who was more receptive to his proposition.

It was all such a crazy idea. I was skeptical that such a drug even existed. How come I'd never heard of it before? Well, he did say it was expensive and hard to get, so maybe it was kind of an exclusive thing that only the rich and powerful knew about. That actually made it kind of exciting, in a way. I liked the idea of being part of an exclusive club like that, even if I was on the wrong side of the door. Maybe this was the sort of thing that all senior executives were doing these days. Perhaps I would be able to graduate to that level of power myself, if I went along with this weird sort of apprenticeship.

I'm not sure exactly how long we actually discussed all of the details, but somehow I found myself following him up to his room after dinner and sitting on the edge of his bed, my knees literally shaking, as he rummaged through his luggage and produced a small bottle of colorless liquid.

"Perhaps you'd like to retire to the bathroom to take this," Larry suggested politely. "It make be kind of a shock seeing yourself in a whole new body. There's a bathrobe in there you can slip on when you're ready to come out, if you're feeling uncomfortable about the situation."

It was hard to imagine how I wouldn't feel uncomfortable about turning into a woman, especially when I was in a man's room who was presumably hoping that I would want to get it on with him. Still the bathroom seemed like a good idea, so I took the bottle from his hand and shut myself away.

Was any job really worth this? Any raise in pay large enough to compensate for what I was about to do? I was reasonably certain that nothing sexual was going to happen, but I had to play this very carefully. Perhaps I wouldn't turn out to be all that attractive, and it would be Larry who called it all off. That would be the best solution, all around. I couldn't be blamed for what I looked like, and he'd never know that I wasn't planning on going through with the whole sex thing, so hopefully I would get all of the perks without having to pay much of a price at all.

It took forever to work up the courage to actually drink the stuff, but once I did it started doing its magic in no time at all. I felt a little shaky, so I supported myself on the countertop of the sink. First my body felt a little chilly, than I sort of felt like I had a fever, but it all passed remarkably fast. I sort of wished that I had done it naked, because it probably would have been fascinating to watch my body changing right before my eyes. Even dressed as a man it was a pretty amazing thing to behold.

Any hope that I would be ugly was dashed on the rocks. As I stared at the unfamiliar reflection in the mirror I quickly realized that I was pretty darn attractive, at least in my own humble opinion. I tore off my clothes and looked at my naked body, which seemed to be a perfectly crafted collection of curves. My hips were wider and my breasts were round and full. Not gigantic, mind you, but very feminine. I was stunned. How could any drug make this kind of transformation possible?

My hand slipped between my legs and I felt my new pussy for the first time. What a strange and mysterious thing that was. I couldn't really see it in the mirror all that well, but as I ran my fingers around the folds I felt a little tingle of excitement. I played with my boobs, a little, and even gave my nipples a quick pinch, for no reason that I could see at all, except that it seemed like the right thing to do at the moment.

I had hoped to be unattractive, but strangely enough I didn't feel all that disappointed with the results. There was something kind of nice about feeling beautiful. I had always thought of myself as a pretty average-looking guy, but as a girl I felt like I was something special. Well, there was nothing to do now but go out and face the music, I thought as I slipped on the bathrobe. I didn't feel male at all, but maybe Larry would be uncomfortable with the whole idea once I was actually standing in front of him. He knew who I really was, no matter what I looked like at the moment. Perhaps that would be enough of a turn off to bring this whole mad experiment to an end.

I fastened my robe, took a deep breath, and walked back into the bedroom on sort of shaky legs.

"Oh wow!" was the first thing out of Larry's mouth when he saw me.

Perhaps he wasn't going to be tuned off after all.


CHAPTER 3:

"You're more stunning than I could possibly have hoped for," Larry gushed, as he stared at me with wide eyes.

"Do you really think so?" I said in my soft feminine voice, actually pleased by the compliment, despite my misgivings.

"Oh, yes. You're perfect. You're just my kind of woman."

"Thank you. I'm afraid I didn't have much to do with that," I joked. "I just sort of turned out this way."

"And am I ever glad that you did. What shall I call you? I can't very well refer to you as John."

"I don't know. How about Joan? That's pretty similar," I suggested.

"Joan it is. Pleased to meet you Joan. I'm Larry," he said with a big grin as he offered me his hand.

I laughed at the absurdity of the whole situation and offered my hand in return. It felt so small in his firm grasp, although I don't know if I was actually all that much smaller than I was before.

"Won't you sit down and make yourself comfortable," Larry suggested, indicating the bed. "I've ordered some champagne, which should be here shortly."

A stiff drink would probably be a help right about now, I figured, although I was surprisingly less uncomfortable than I had assumed I would be. It was kind of like playing a game, I thought. Or maybe going to costume party in drag. I had actually done that once, a long time ago. I managed to fool quite a few people too, even people who knew me. It was just a joke, but I remembered feeling kind of pleased with myself for being able to pull it off so well. Funny that I would think about that now.

The champagne arrived and Larry poured me a glass as we sat on the edge of the bed together and toasted our new venture. I had traveled with the man quite a bit, and thought I knew him pretty well, but you never really know a man until you see how he behaves around a woman. The tone of his voice was a little different, and he seemed sort of deferential to my needs, in a way. It was almost as if he was trying to impress me, as if I needed to be any more impressed by the man than I already was.

He had sort of a devilish sense of humor, that I had never noticed before, but now found rather charming, for some reason. I think it was around my second or third glass of champagne when I finally realized that he had slipped his hand into my robe and was touching my bare waist. It was a slick move, I thought. I knew I wasn't drunk or anything, but he had been so subtle about it that I honestly didn't notice.

I definitely noticed when his hand slowly began to slide up my torso and ending up cupping one of my breasts, but I didn't fight it. I was kind of mesmerized by the whole experience, and shocked at how easily I had slipped into this role. Apparently he thought pinching my nipples was the thing to do as well, as I felt myself getting a little tweak.

There was something surreal about the whole experience, like being in a dream where you know things aren't quite right, but you're powerless to do anything about it. I guess powerless isn't quite the word I'm looking for, because that implies that I was being raped or something, which I definitely wasn't, yet all the same my actions didn't seem to line up with what my thoughts told me I should be doing.

A voice in my head screamed to run away, but the voice in my body jus t moaned very softly as I felt Larry playing with my tits. It felt good. Very good. I was, in that moment, completely happy that I had tits for him to play with.

When he kissed me I opened my mouth without hesitation and received his wet and warm tongue. This couldn't be happening. Maybe it was a weird dream. This was a man sticking his tongue in my mouth. And he was my boss. I felt electricity running throughout my whole body. He seemed like a very good kisser to me, although I had no other man to compare to.

Somehow my robe was completely unfastened by now and just kind of hanging open above my waist. Larry began to kiss my neck while simultaneously squeezing my breasts and I thought I was going to swoon. It was definitely getting harder to breath normally and it seemed like my pulse was racing.

Soon his lips found their way to my nipples and I gasped a little as I felt him begin to suck on them. I had never given my nipples much thought before, but of course I had never had such pert little jewels protruding from such womanly breasts before, and certainly never had them in another man's mouth.

As he sucked on my nipples I found myself unbuttoning his shirt. Again I know that sounds like I was in an involuntary trance, or something, but it was really just more of a dreamlike state. I knew what I was doing; I just couldn't comprehend quite why I was doing it.

"Oh, that feels so good Mr. McCurry," I purred.

"Please, call me Larry," he mumbled with a mouthful of nipple.

"Okay, but that might take some getting used to," I answered with a smile that he obviously couldn't see with my boobs in his face.

Like everything else that had happened so far I hardly noticed when his hand slipped between my legs and began to fondle my vagina. I realized that I was moist down there, which was kind of a weird sensation, but not at all unpleasant. Just as I had run my fingers around my snatch Larry was doing the same, but with a lot more skill and aggressiveness. It wasn't long at all before I felt his fingers poking inside my wet gash.

Was I really going through with this? Kissing and fondling was one thing, but this man was actually penetrating my body right now. True, it was only with his fingers, but I found it hard to believe that he was planning to stop there somehow.

His shirt was off, and my robe had fallen from my shoulders, leaving me totally bare from the waist up. We began to kiss again as he continued to finger me, and I felt my soft breasts pressing up against his hard chest. It was hardly cold in the room but the warmth of his skin felt marvelous. There's nothing quite like the sensation of bare skin rubbing together, even if his skin wasn't as soft and silky as mine. I didn't mind that at all. It felt very womanly to be in his embrace, and I kissed him with increasing passion.

And then I was on my back, somehow. My robe was kind of crumpled up underneath me, and Larry had pulled his pants off somewhere along the line. I just looked up at him in wonder as he began to straddle me, clad only in his shorts.

"Do you want me to do this?" he asked softly.

"Oh, yes. Please do," I replied.

Larry just grinned as he pulled off his briefs and I instinctively spread my legs as his very hard cock popped out to greet me.


CHAPTER 4:

Realistically he probably wasn't all that big, compared to other men, but at that moment in time he looked pretty massive to me. He was certainly bigger than I was, in that faraway land where I was a guy and not a girl. The way it pulsed and twitched frightened me a little, but I had a feeling that once it was snugly planted inside me I wouldn't be worrying about that.

Larry supported himself above me, as if he were about to do some pushups, and I felt the tip of his dick looking for the opening to my slit. I kind of slid up and down a little before hitting the mark and sliding inside me with a jolt that there was no way to really prepare myself for.

"Oh, God!" I cried out.

"Does it hurt?" Larry quickly asked.

"No, not hurt really. It just kind of...surprised me."

"I hope it's a pleasant surprise, Joanie, because I want you to enjoy this."

I thought it was kind of cute that I had only been Joan for a couple of hours, at most, and he was already calling me Joanie. He was the boss, he could call me anything he liked. Calling him Larry was definitely going to be a bit of a challenge. Despite working and traveling together we had never gotten that close. Now we were really close. So close that he was literally inside my body.

Despite being so wet between my legs I could definitely feel the friction building up as his hard member worked back and forth inside me. Tingly sensations were going off throughout my whole body and it made me think of a string of firecrackers, popping and exploding at random, and although I couldn't see these explosions, I could definitely feel them!

Back and forth he worked his manhood like a skilled lumberjack attacking a tree. If he had taken an erection pill it was certainly working as he showed no signs of slowing up anytime soon. Faster and faster his rod probed me with a precision that was somehow both mechanical, and completely organic all at the same time.

The few times I'd had sex with women had been pretty shy and awkward experiences. My arms got tired and my back started to ache, and ultimately it was all over in kind of a hurry. None of my female partners had ever squirmed and moaned like I was doing, but then again, I had never fucked a woman like Larry was fucking me.

"Oh, God, you're so good at this Mr. McCurry," I sighed heavily.

"Larry," he grunted in return. "Thanks for the compliment but I don't think I'm doing anything that unusual."

"Maybe not, but don't forget that I'm a virgin as a girl," I pointed out. "And from where I'm lying this feels like the best sex in the world!"

"I'm delighted to hear that, Joanie. I want us to become very good friends."

Being "friends" with my boss was something that had never really crossed my mind. There's such a divide between the "big guy" at the top and all of us minions below. Now the big guy was literally on top of me but I didn't feel like a minion. I didn't quite feel like a friend yet, either, but I was definitely on more intimate terms with the man than I had ever expected to be.

Of course there was no point in being too introspective about the whole thing. I knew that I was just an instant piece of ass, easily used, and easily forgotten, especially by a man like Larry McCurry who had a habit of bedding a large number of women. His ex-wife had been a runner-up in some kind of a beauty pageant, and she certainly looked the part, but that hadn't prevented the man from boning as much tail as he could get behind her back. I guess maybe really successful men like that are driven by something that I'd probably never understand. Never enough money. Never enough power. Never enough pussy.

I could begin to see why something like this might appeal to such a man. It was just so darned convenient! I mean, it wasn't like he just pounced on me, he was actually kind of sweet in the way he eased me into the role, but he made his moves and I responded quickly and eagerly. I'm sure he knew long before I did that his cock would end up inside me. He had just enough foreplay to make the thing seem less staged, but it was obviously a foregone conclusion that we would end up fucking.

I suppose the drug really did work on my brain, as well as my body, because I was definitely enjoying myself with no feelings of guilt or shame. Perhaps those would come later, but at the moment I was over the moon with happiness and excitement. How many men ever get to experience what I was experiencing? I guess a fair amount, if Larry was right about how popular this drug was becoming, but it still was a totally wild and unique thing to feel.

"Oh, my God! Oh, my God!" I kept repeating as Larry drove on and on and on.

"You like that feeling, don't you sweetie?"

"Oh, God, yes...it feels so good. You feel so good."

"You're making me feel good, too. I told you it would be mutually beneficial."

He had been right about that, although not quite in the way I had anticipated. I was presumably going to get a raise, and elevate my position in the company, and he was getting the easy lay he wanted, but we were both seemingly having a tremendous time making love to each other. It wasn't like some horrible duty that I had to perform. It was actually quite pleasurable.

When Larry finally began to cum inside me I was almost disappointed that it was ending, although he had gone on forever. As he finished shooting his load inside me I threw my arms around his neck and pulled him down on top of me so that we could kiss some more. His dick was still tucked in my snatch, but I knew it would soon slip away. I kind of gave my pelvis a few final thrusts, just to get as much use out of his hard on as I could.

"You were fantastic, Joanie!"

"Come on, you've had a million girls," I teased.

"Then that truly makes you one in a million, because you were simply amazing. I can't tell you how happy that makes me. I had a lot of reservations about even bringing up the subject. It's quite a relief to see how well it all worked out."

"You're probably pretty relieved in another way, as well," I joked.

"God, yes. I really needed that. Did you cum?"

"I don't know. I'm not sure. I have no idea what it feels like to cum as a girl. I know I was pretty amped up most of the time."

"Well, I think you'll know when it happens. I'll have to concentrate on that more the next time."


CHAPTER 5:

The next time. I hadn't really imagined that there would be a next time, but of course that had been his plan all along. I was his favorite traveling partner in the company, and now I would be able to make myself even more popular with him, as long as I was willing to drink that stuff again.

Basking in the afterglow of my first female sex act I couldn't imagine not wanting to do this again...and again...and again, but who knows how I would feel once my body and brain were back to normal. Maybe I'd become really depressed, or even suicidal. Being all hot and sweaty in bed with Larry was very easy to deal with at the moment it was happening, but how would I feel once we were in our business attire and back to the formality of our routine?

At this point I wasn't sure what the proper protocol was. Did I politely ask him for the liquid so that I could change back into a man and return to my room, or did he plan on having me hang around like this until he could get it up again? As it turned out Larry had no intention of me going anywhere that night so we just kind of cuddled up for awhile and enjoyed some pillow talk.

I was honestly kind of shocked at how open he was being with me. I obviously wasn't just some random woman he had picked up in the hotel bar, who didn't know or care anything about him or his business. I worked for his company. I was his underling. Making me privy to his deepest thoughts was actually kind of risky, not that I was planning to sell him out or blackmail him or anything. It appeared that he really thought of Joan as a completely different person, and I guess I sort of did, too. It made things a little easier to reconcile in my brain.

On the one hand I was glad that the drug had made it so easy for me to embrace the role of a sexy female in bed with a man. If it hadn't, I imagine the night would have been pretty awful, no matter what ended up happening, or not happening. On the other hand it did worry me a little that I had no real resistance to his masculine charms. Worse than that, I had thoroughly enjoyed my being female all around. Even just snuggling up in bed with my boss was a pleasant feeling that I could never have imagined being possible.

"You're just what I need in my life right now, Joanie."

"Well I'm happy you're pleased, but I don't think I did anything all that remarkable. I just kind of lay on my back and let you do all the hard work," I replied with a smile. "I don't have any idea how to have sex as a woman, so I guess I just did whatever came naturally to me."

"That's the whole point. You were so receptive to everything. I could tell that you weren't faking it or going through the motions. I love the way you clutched at me so tightly, and the little sounds you made."

"Now you're going to make me self-conscious," I joked.

"It was everything I could have hoped for, and more," he said before he kissed me again.

I spent the night with him and we had breakfast sent up to the room before it was finally time for me to drink the magic potion and be a man again. When I came out of my room and met up with Larry so that we could catch our flight home it was as if nothing had happened. There were no winks, or leers, or little comments of endearment. No talk at all about what had transpired between us the night before. He was back to being Mr. McCurry, and I began to wonder if perhaps he had some second thoughts about the whole thing. It did seem kind of odd that we didn't discuss it all, but kind of a relief, too. I was still sort of in shock, physically and emotionally. That drug did some weird things to a man.

Back at home it was business as usual. I did get the promised pay increase, which was quite welcome, even if it did make me feel slightly like a whore. I kind of justified it by saying that he wasn't paying me for the sex, he was paying me for my willingness to acquiesce to his rather odd request. I tried to think of it more like overtime compensation.

About a month went by and I didn't see much of Larry around the office, but I knew that another business trip was coming up and was a bit curious to see if I would be invited to go along. Of course I pretty much assumed that if I did go I would be turning into Joan again, but that thought didn't really scare me all that much. I had already gotten my feet wet, or my pussy at any rate, so I felt pretty secure in my ability to handle the transformation again if called upon to do so. As it turned out I was called upon to do so, and Larry most definitely expected a repeat performance. There were probably worse ways to make a few extra bucks and possibly climb the corporate ladder, I thought. Although I did kind of wish that I had something to wear aside from a hotel bathrobe.


CHAPTER 6:

Apparently female clothing was on Larry's mind, as well, as I discovered upon our arrival in Chicago that he wanted me to skip the first meeting and go shopping on the company credit card. It seemed that we were going to be dining with an important client that evening and Larry sort of wanted to show me off as his "date" for the evening. I was flattered that he thought I was worthy of "showing off" but it was kind of amusing at the same time.

"I want you to look stunning tonight so pull out all the stops. Money is no object. You can get your hair and nails done, too, if you want," Larry suggested. "And while you're at it, maybe pick up some nice lingerie, or something. I like black and anything with garters."

It was his money, and I had no objection to wearing black lingerie, with or without garters, so I added that to my shopping list. It wasn't until I had the bottle of liquid literally up to my lips that I suddenly realized the complications of my task.

For starters, I had no idea where to shop for female clothes, let alone clothing that a rich man would consider "stunning" enough to impress other rich men. Secondly, I had no female clothes to wear while shopping for female clothes. I had a feeling I'd look pretty ridiculous walking into some fancy shop wearing anything that I had brought along in my suitcase.

Fortunately the good old Internet was always there for help and soon I found a number of fashionable outlets for trying to make myself appear stunning. I also found a nearby thrift store, where I went as my male self and picked up a skirt and a sweater that I hoped would fit well enough to get me through the door of the stores I was planning to visit. I had to pick up some shoes, and managed to find some that looked feminine enough without having too much in the way of heels. The sizing was all guesswork, at this point, but when I finally got back to the room and turned into Joan I was relieved to see how well everything fit, except the shoes, which were a little too big. On the whole I felt pretty proud of myself for coming up with a quick and cheap solution and hailed a cab to get me started on my real shopping adventure.

Missing the business meeting was no big deal, as they were usually pretty dull and I often didn't do very much except carry the briefcase. I was a little worried about being cut out of the loop, but on the other hand I would be going to one of those legendary client dinners where the expensive wine usually flowed quite freely, and the tab ran into the hundreds of dollars, at least. I had never been invited along for one of those so that was a step up, at any rate, even if I was going along as eye candy.

One thing I quickly discovered about shopping in a high end establishment is that nobody cares about what you look like, as long as you've got the money to buy things. I was worried that my thrift store attire would make me look like some kind of a bag lady, but you can dress as casually as you like when you can flash a gold card at the end of the shopping session.

I decided to play it safe be getting a variety of things. I would let Larry decide which outfit was stunning enough. It would have actually been easier if he had been there to simply pick out what he wanted, but I took it as a challenge to try and figure it out on my own.

In the end I wound up with some very nice dresses, some casual things, some underwear, the perquisite black lingerie with garters, some shoes, and even a bathing suit, just in case Larry wanted to go swimming sometime. I had spent way more money than I had planned to, but Larry did say that money was no object. It's funny, I'd never actually heard anyone use that expression before, but I kind of liked it!

After shopping I still had plenty of time left so I took Larry up on his suggestion to get some professional makeover work done. Unfortunately my hair wasn't all that long, so there wasn't too much to work with, but I found that it could still be styled in a more feminine fashion. As for nails, my temporary body didn't come with anything special, so I decided to try some fake ones, just to see how they looked.

All things considered, I think I had a pretty successful day of treating myself to some nice clothing and beauty options, although it was still all totally new and strange to me. I figured I'd probably have to learn about cosmetics, and shit like that, if this was going to be a regular feature of future business trips, but that was kind of a fun challenge, too. I had no idea about things like jewelry, and accessories, but I figured Larry probably did, and hoped that he would help educate me in the process.

When he finally got back to the room I gave him a quick fashion show of all the things his money had bought, and to my relief, he seemed quite pleased. I let him pick out the dress for the evening, and I was happy that he chose the one I liked the best. It was kind of slinky, and very low cut in the front. I was worried that I was revealing a little too much cleavage, but Larry assured me that it was perfect for the occasion.

At dinner I was simply introduced as Joan Duncan. What the others thought of my relationship to Larry I had no idea. He didn't refer to me as an employee, nor did he call me his girlfriend, or anything like that. I suppose they probably figured I was some kind of a professional escort, which I guess I was, in a way. I was being compensated to sit there and look good on his arm. I actually kind of got a kick out of that. Nobody had ever wanted to take me out and show me off before. It made me feel very pretty.

As it turned out I was the only woman in the dinner party and I couldn't help but notice how the other men kept staring at me all night long. At first my paranoia got to me and I was afraid that they somehow knew I was really a man, or that this was some big practical joke at my expense, but then I dismissed that thought as silly. Next I worried that I had made some terrible mistake in my appearance, but finally I realized that they were all just staring at my boobs.

I almost laughed out loud when I realized what was happening. How funny men can be, I thought. I suppose if I had been sitting there as one of the guys I probably would have had a hard time not staring, as well, although I'd like to think I'd be a little more discrete about it.

The dinner went in three phases. At the beginning there was a lot of meaningless small talk. Then some wine was served and people got down to business. Finally, after quite a bit of wine had been served, things went back to small talk. The more inebriated the men got the more attention they paid me openly. I thought it was kind of weird that they seemed to be flirting with me so openly when I was obviously there with Larry, but again I figured that they took me for the kind of woman that could be rented by the hour, so probably they were just calculating how much it would be worth to see me naked, or something.

These were all men with money. Men who tended to get what they wanted and didn't worry about the cost or consequences. A beautiful woman was like an expensive watch, or a finely tailored suit. The trimmings of success. I felt kind of funny when I thought about that, but I had also consumed a fair amount of wine and didn't really object to the idea that I was being so openly objectified.

Larry seemed delighted with the results of the meeting, although I confess I couldn't really see what he had accomplished, on a business level, but we were both in a very good mood when we got back to the hotel and I slipped into the bathroom to change into my black lingerie.

When I came out Larry was already stripped down to his shorts, which was fine with me. I was pretty amazingly horny, and seeing myself in the mirror in my sexy nightgown, only ramped things up even more.

"Oh, Joanie! That looks so good on you. A shame that I'm just going to take it off of you and ravage your hot body," Larry said with a wicked grin.

I didn't know exactly what ravaging meant, but I was pretty much up for just about anything by that point.


CHAPTER 7:

Things started much as they had the time before. We both sat on the bed and did some heavy necking. This time I found myself sticking my hand down Larry's shorts and fondling his cock while we kissed. It wasn't something that I had planned to do, or anything, but like I said, I was pretty horny and I really wanted to stoke his meat.

Finally I took the bold step of pulling off his pants and pushed my panties off to the side so that I could sort of sit in his lap, facing him, while I slid down gently onto his raging erection. I still had most of my lingerie on, but some of it had sort of slipped, here and there, and somewhere along the line Larry had unhooked a few things, but I had actually kept the damn thing on longer than I had expected to.

I really enjoyed looking deeply into Larry's eyes while we fucked. At first I had tried not to look at him too directly, fearing that it would make me uncomfortable, but very quickly I discovered that there was great joy in seeing the contentment on the face of your lover, even if your lover is actually your boss and you're only in this situation because he was paying you.

Mounted on his dick, as I was, I honestly think I would have paid him for the pleasure, not that I would ever be dumb enough to make that suggestion. Riding him like that allowed me to really take control of the situation and I found that different angles produced different results. It was all such a learning process, but such a fun way to receive an education.

Suddenly, and without warning, Larry reached for my top and ripped it open with violent intensity. I let out an audible gasp; both out of the surprise of the suddenness, and for the strange tingle of excitement I got from his ferocity. Apparently he was hunting for my breasts, but there was still a bit of a bra in the way, and that was yanked down with similar force. Once my boobs were free of obstruction Larry went to work on them with his mouth and his hands.

It was kind of sad to ruin my nice nightgown on the first time being worn, but that was the sort of thing that rich men did, I supposed. He bought it, he could tear it up if he wanted to. I was just happy that he wanted to get to my tits so badly. There was something kind of delicious about that sort of a display of raw lust.

"Did you notice how those men were staring at my boobs all night?" I asked in the most innocent voice I could muster.

"Of course I did. Who could blame them? Your breasts are magnificent," Larry mumbled in between nibbles on my nipples.

"I think they sort of wanted to fuck me."

"Oh, they definitely wanted to fuck you. Once of them tried to find out if you were an escort, and how to contact your service," Larry chuckled. "I assured them that you were a personal friend and a valuable asset to the company. I don't know if they believed me or if they just thought I was hoarding you all to myself. You made quite an impression, at any rate."

"Thank you for standing up for my honor," I joked. "Although it doesn't bother me that much to be thought of as a whore. As long as I'm your personal whore, that is."

"Damnation, Joanie, I think I better get you off of my cock or I'm going to explode at any minute."

Larry then lifted me up and sort of tossed me on my back on the bed. In a flash he had my legs spread open and my panties pulled off. The next thing I knew he was burying his face in my gash and really going to town on my wet pussy.

There was no doubt in my mind that Larry was very experienced at this sort of thing. It certainly made sense, given his reputation, but I had a feeling that I was in the company of a real master in the bedroom. Well, he was so good at so many things it was probably no surprise that he was good in the sack, as well.

Once again I wasn't exactly sure what the proper etiquette was when getting one's pussy licked so I just sort of went with it. There was lots of actual licking going on, and some sucking, too, but Larry used his fingers alternately as well. At one point he was sort of poking with me two fingers while gently giving my clit kind of a blow job, and I thought I was going to scream. Maybe I did. It's all a little hazy now.

After being so much more in control while riding him I was definitely in a more passively, receptive position now. I kind of clutched at the blankets on either side of me, and sort of rolled my lower body from side to side, largely because I wasn't sure what else to do in that situation. At least my mouth was free to speak, although I found articulate speech somewhat difficult to utter.

"Jesus fucking Christ! How could anything feel that good?" I bellowed, once I found that I could actually form real words in between my silly whimpering and crying.

Larry didn't say anything. He didn't have to. I'm sure he was smiling somewhere down between my legs. I sure didn't hide my feelings, or try to play it cool. I honestly don't think I could have, even if I had tried to. Being a woman, getting fucked by a man, especially one who was good at it, was quite simply t he greatest thing I had ever known. It wasn't just that I found some things about having sex as a female somewhat preferable to my male experiences, it was really like I had never had sex before until I had a pussy. That wasn't literally the case, but it sure felt that way. Sex had always required so much effort to obtain, and had so much buildup and expectation involved with it, that it usually ended up sort of like watching a good movie that was over-hyped. It was almost impossible not to be a little disappointing, even if it wasn't really all that bad.

I certainly never felt that sense of manly confidence that seemed to come so easily to Larry. I wanted to feel strong, and dominant, and powerful, because I thought that's what I should feel, but it never quite came out that way. I was always kind of scared that I'd be too aggressive and ruin the whole thing.

I felt so much more naturally at ease in this female body, for some reason. I could stir the pot, if I felt like it, or I could lay back and let the man do his thing. It seemed good either way.

After going down on me for a very sufficient length of time the man decided that his thing was to flip me over on my stomach. I just kind of lay there, waiting for him to pounce on me from behind, but I guess he didn't like the way I seemed like sort of a lifeless lump, so he put his hands on my waist and lifted my lower body up so that I was resting on my knees. My head was still lying on the surface of the mattress, and my arms just kind of sprawled out in front of me, but apparently it was good enough for Larry to make his move, and a moment or two later I felt his hard rod sliding into my box.

I felt pretty helpless and out of control in that position but that was just fine with me. Larry was obviously super-horny, and possibly a little out of control. It pleased me that I was able to arouse that kind of feeling in a man like Larry McCurry. We was humping me with an almost animalistic ferocity. This was the kind of thing that I feared when the idea of turning female was first suggested, but that all seemed so silly now. Why should I feel embarrassed or foolish to allow myself to be so vulnerable in front of a man? It was just one of many ways of enjoying each other. It was the timeless ritual of the male trying to plant his seed in the female of his choosing. I was just glad that Larry had chosen me, and I would receive his seed happily, should he choose to deposit it in this fashion.

"Oh, yes, yes, yes," I kept chanting, as Larry worked up a good head of steam.

"Fuck, baby, I want you so bad," Larry cried.

"Yes, yes, yes...take me...fuck me...fuck me...oh yesssssssssssss!"

I don't know how much choice Larry had by that time but his seed was soon flowing hot and free inside me, each spurt sort of punctuated with a heavy thrust, and an equally heavy groan. I knew I couldn't get knocked up, so the whole business of thinking about his seed was kind of pointless, but I definitely felt like I had just taken part in a classic mating ritual. I had been conquered, at least as much as one can be conquered who's obviously participating with a very free will, and I imagined that Larry felt pretty darn good right now. Physically good, from having released all that pent up sexual anxiety, and psychologically good, from having demonstrated such manly prowess. He wanted me, he took me, and he made me his bitch.

We actually stayed in that position for a little while, as Larry panted heavily, and kind of rested his torso on my back. It probably looked a little funny, since neither one of us was doing anything other than breathing hard, but I didn't mind prolonging the experience as much as possible.

When he finally pulled out he just sort of collapsed on his back, with his hands behind his head and it took me a moment to get curled up beside him.  I stretched out on my stomach, with my arms folded across his chest, and my head resting on my arms while I looked at him with a silent grin on my face, that probably looked pretty goofy.

"It's a damn good thing that you seem to like getting fucked so much, because I plan to fuck the hell out of you on this trip," Larry finally said, rather matter-of-factly.

"Isn't that what you just did?" I teased.

"Well, I was sure trying to. You inspire me in ways that are hard to express."

"The way you expressed it was just fine with me. I'm glad that you're not tired of me yet, because I really enjoy getting fucked by you, and I think I'm just getting warmed up on this whole female business.

"You're already red hot, as far as I'm concerned, but if you want more, I'll be happy to try and give it to you. Only let me rest for a bit. I don't want to drop dead in the middle of the whole thing. You make me feel half my age, but realistically I know that I've got to pace myself a little."

"We can go at whatever pace you like," I said cheerfully. "I'm yours to do with as you please."


CHAPTER 8:

It was only our second time together but I could definitely feel the bond getting stronger and stronger. I still had kind of a hard time dealing with the new informality of the situation, but it was getting a little easier to refer to him as Larry and I think I might have even called him "baby" or "darling" or something like that in a moment of unrestrained excitement. That may not sound like such a big deal, but I don't think most people call their boss "honey" or "darling" to their face, especially if there has never been any informality between them before.

I knew that I was Larry's woman from the start, since I only existed as a woman when he wanted me to be one, and then only for his sexual gratification, but I was sort of beginning to think of Larry as my man. Again, it was a subtle thing, and perhaps a very slight distinction, but by the time that trip to Chicago ended I had the distinct feeling that we were becoming more of a couple, or at least friends with benefits.

As it turned out I didn't do much of any work on that trip at all, at least not the kind of work that I usually did on business trips. Larry wanted me to remain as Joan the whole time we were there which meant that I had a lot of free time to myself, once again bestowed with the company credit card. It was awesome to be turned loose on the big city with no agenda and a pretty unlimited expense account, but I actually felt kind of lonely at times and wished that Larry was with me. I had a good time but I think it would have been even better if we had been doing things together.

Of course when Larry was free we were together all the time, and I was becoming more and more comfortable being female around him. When I asked him to help zip my dress up before we went out to dinner it felt like the most natural thing in the world to do, and he did it as if we had been through that routine a million times before.

I virtually never set foot in my own hotel room, at least up until the time I had to turn back into myself before we went home. Fortunately we both seemed to make the transition back to our normal situation rather smoothly, but on the flight back Larry couldn't stop gushing about what a great trip it had been, and was already making plans for our next venture. It appeared that Joanie would be doing a lot of traveling in the near future so I thought about getting some new luggage. I usually traveled pretty light on these business trips, but in my new capacity as the boss's dinner date, Girl Friday, fuck toy I required a more extensive wardrobe.

When we got home I took a long time to process everything that had happened, and everything that was probably going to happen again, trying to figure out what the hell was wrong with me. I had always thought of myself as a pretty normal, heterosexual male. Yes, at that party where I went in drag I did find myself getting kind of aroused by the feeling, and looking back on it I suppose I did do quite a bit of flirting with guys, but nothing serious came of it, and I never did anything like it again. Of course then I was just pretending to be a girl and now I actually was one, at least on a part-time basis. The fact that I enjoyed the time I spent as a woman didn't necessarily mean that I was abandoning my manhood completely...did it?

Well, I wasn't using my manhood for much of anything really important these days anyway so I figured there was no real harm in embracing my feminine side, which at the moment seemed like it was the one getting the most fun out life.

It was actually Larry that suggested that I let my hair grow out a little, even if it wasn't normally the desired look for male employees. I mean, I wasn't going to go crazy with it, but I was perfectly happy to let it get a little shaggy, especially with the blessing of the boss.

As I would have done with any work-related project I started to do my "homework" on the subject. I wanted to learn about being female as much as I possibly could. Most women had a whole lifetime of growing and learning to be a woman but I was learning on the fly. Having no one I could turn to for advice I was pretty much left to studying magazine articles and web pages, but I did the best I could.

The fashion and beauty tip sort of thing was remarkably easy to find. I guess most women spend a fair amount of time and money on their looks and are always striving to find new ways to make their skin softer or their ass firmer or something. I'd never really thought about it before, but society does put a lot of pressure on women to try and look young and beautiful all the time. It was probably something that became a burden and a hassle to women, but as a neophyte I found it all quite exciting.

Since my primary job as a woman was to provide quality sexual experiences for my employer I suppose it was only natural that I spent a good deal of time trying to figure out how to improve that aspect of my female identity. Watching porn suddenly took on a whole new meaning and purpose.

I hadn't given head yet, but I knew that I would eventually. I had been tempted to try it a couple of times, especially since Larry had done such a fine job of going down on me, but Larry didn't press the issue and in the end I just kind of chickened out. When a guy sticks his dick in you it just sort of happens and you just sort of go along with it, but sucking cock looked like it took some thought and effort.

It may sound ridiculous but I actually started to "practice" giving head, using a banana at first, and then graduating to a fairly lifelike dildo that I purchased online. Maybe girls do this sort of thing all the time to prepare for "real" oral sex, but I felt kind of funny giving a BJ to a piece of fruit.

Now I'm sure there's nothing unusual at all about a young woman taking an interest in fashion, and so on, and perhaps even the banana sucking wasn't as outside the norm as one might think, but the tricky part, for me, was that I wasn't a woman when I was doing these things, at least not in a physical sense. When I was in my female body everything I did that seemed feminine or "womanly" made perfect sense. At that moment I was what the world saw before them...a young woman named Joan. What the world would have thought, had they been peeking in my window when I was John, practicing the art of putting on makeup, or shoving a butt plug up my ass, is anybody's guess. I imagine they would assume that they were looking at some sort of a homosexual, or a cross dresser, or something outside the conventionally defined gender role. Well, I was definitely not conventional, but I still wasn't certain exactly what I was.

I was getting a real kick out of learning to be female, and I definitely looked forward to my next opportunity to become Joan again, but I realized that it was all very temporary in nature, and subject entirely to the whims of my boss. Once he decided that he'd had enough of this game that would be the end of it. I'd be back to being my old self and I'd probably be stuck with a lot of clothing and cosmetics and whatnot that I had absolutely no use for. I could always eat the bananas at any rate, so there was no harm on stocking up on produce.

For our next trip it was made clear that I was to be Joan the whole time again. Larry didn't even bother getting me a separate room. As soon as we arrived I was to go straight to the bathroom and change, and not change back until just before we went to the airport to go home.

On the one hand it was a pretty sweet deal to get all of the perks of traveling without having to do any actual work, but on the other, I did worry a little about my place in the company. I wanted the opportunity to advance within the ranks of the corporation, but at the moment it seemed more like I was advancing from one-night stand to the boss's mistress in training. A promotion is a promotion, I guess, and it's hard to say in the long run which might be the more profitable route, but at the moment I didn't have much say in the matter. If Larry wanted me to be his horny little companion, waiting for him eagerly when he got back to the room after a long day of business meetings, then that's what I'd be. For now, anyway.


CHAPTER 9:

I had the day free for shopping again, and this time I felt like I had a slightly better idea of what I wanted to buy. I was really getting very fond of skirts and dresses, perhaps because they made me feel more feminine, and perhaps because they are actually surprisingly comfortable, as long as you figure out how to sit down in them properly, and remain on guard in case any sudden updraft appears. I had learned that lesson in Chicago, the "windy city," when my skirt practically flipped up over my head during one especially hard gust. I suppose I gave any men standing nearby a nice view of my panties but that was hardly the end of the world. I tended to favor sexy little thongs, and things like that, so they probably got an eyeful. It might even have made someone's whole day to catch a glimpse like that, I thought, rather smugly.

Was I really the most beautiful woman in the world? Hardly, but I sort of felt that way sometimes. Now that I knew why men were looking at me I didn't mind them looking at all. If anything it helped boost my confidence. Being physically attractive to Larry would probably keep his interest for a while, but I had a feeling that I would need to be more than that if I was going to stick around for any length of time as Joan.

Part of my plan involved developing my own sense of style. I was going out with a rich man, who was paying for everything, so I needed to put my traditional, middle-class, values aside an act more like a rich man's woman. This was no time to be cheap.

The hotel had a rather nice spa and I didn't hesitate to treat myself to a massage and some other wacky skin treatments that cost a fortune, but promised to give my complexion a healthy "glow" that sounded rather appealing. I don't know if I ended up glowing or not, but I never felt so pampered, indulged, or relaxed in my life.

Another nice feature of our hotel on this trip was a lovely indoor pool, so with some time to kill I slipped on my skimpy bikini for the first time and went for a dip. The funny thing was I actually got kind of cold feet when I got to the pool and prepared to take off my robe. I may have accidentally flashed a glimpse of my panties on a windy day in Chicago, but I was pretty damn exposed in the little nothing that I had clinging to my curvy body right now. The pool wasn't terribly crowded, but that only made me feel like I was going to stand out even more.

I knew there was no reason for me to be shy. I had a nice body, that probably filled out my little bikini quite well. Still, this was a very new experience for me. I doubt if anybody in the world ever paid me the slightest bit of attention when I walked around in a bathing suit before, but I had a feeling that things would be very different now.

Putting my old male brain to use I could easily imagine how my appearance at that pool would probably go over. For most of the men there it would just be a pleasant distraction. The main reason a lot of guys hang out by pools is to look at pretty girls wearing very little clothing, and has virtually nothing to do with a desire to swim. I had certainly done my share of poolside girl watching, whenever the situation presented itself.

For many guys it would be enough to just look and daydream. They'd check out the shape of my ass and the size of my tits. They'd look at my crotch to see if they could spot the outline of my pussy. If the shape of my nipples were visible through the fabric of my top, so much the better, but a man can usually use his imagination to fill in the missing blanks and come up with a pretty good assessment of what a girl would look like naked.

It would take a pretty brave man to actually do something, like try to hit on me, but I had to be prepared for that possibility. At least that was my perspective, coming from the point of view of a rather shy man who could never work up the nerve to actually approach a girl who seemed too far out of my league.

I hate sounding so immodest, but I knew that I was pretty enough to arouse and stimulate the average man's imagination, and seeing as there wasn't really any other competition around at the moment, it kind of made me the center of attention.

Playing it as casually as I could I sort of let my robe slip off, as if it was operating under its own power. It made the act seem more like an unveiling, I suppose. If I was going to do this I was going to enjoy it.

I had practiced my "sexy walk" many times, but it was something that my male body couldn't really simulate accurately. It just didn't move the same way my female one did. I probably overdid it with the hip swaying, but I doubt that anybody minded. Being unescorted meant that I was fair game for all the blatant ogling a man desired. One has to be a little careful about showing another man's woman too much attention in his presence. Men can be pretty territorial and possessive about their women. I wondered whether Larry would be jealous of all the looks I was getting. Probably not. He seemed pretty secure about most things. He had spent his whole like squiring pretty girls around so he must be used to how other men reacted by now.

I did a little swimming, and I did a little sunbathing, and I actually did a little flirting with a guy named Rick from Boise, who was also in town on business, although business totally unrelated to mine. He was pretty friendly, and had a good sense of humor, and I actually felt kind of bad when I had to turn down his dinner invitation. He seemed to understand that I already had a date, but still gave me his room number in case the evening took a turn that allowed me some free time.

I don't know what I would have done if he had suggested going to his room right then and there. I liked him, and I thought he was kind of attractive. He was older than I was, but younger than Larry. Probably closer to the "normal" age of man I'd be dating, were I just a typical young woman with a social life.

Theoretically there was nothing preventing me from being with other men, aside from the obvious practical issue of being entirely beholden on Larry for the power to be a woman in the first place. Larry and I hadn't even considered the idea of making "ground rules" about that sort of thing. God knows Larry had been unfaithful to his wife for years, so it would probably just be payback if I slept around behind his back, but I didn't really want to betray his trust for the sake of a quickie with some stranger from Boise. Larry would get my undivided attention in the bedroom, but it was still interesting to me that I had even been that tempted by the thought of getting it on with someone else.

For one thing there was no profit in it. Larry was my boss, and I had already received a raise for my efforts. Hopefully my career would benefit in other ways, as well. And Larry was also becoming more of a friend the more time that we spent together like this. And God knows Larry was more than enough man to keep me sexually satisfied. Even so, there was a spark of curiosity there. If I kept doing this female thing long enough I had a feeling that I might very well succumb to someone's advances sometime. At the moment I could just towel myself off and get ready for dinner. We were going to have another one of those "business" dinners with a client, so I had to look my best. I could have easily worn what I wore before but I had a new dress that was even slinkier and more revealing, if such a thing was possible, and I couldn't wait to spring it on Larry.

He was so impressed that I was worried that we might not make it to dinner at all the way he couldn't seem to keep his hands off of me. That would have been fine, were I just a horny woman wanting to be fucked, but I was also a valuable employee of the company so I firmly insisted that we not keep the client waiting. Larry seemed to appreciate the fact that I was looking out for business, even in the heat of the moment, so we just straightened up and went off to dinner. I figured he'd be all the more anxious to get back to the room as soon as possible, and I wasn't mistaken in my assumption.


CHAPTER 10:

My beautiful new dress might have gone the way of my first lingerie but it was too pretty to let Larry destroy it right away. He had started trying to tear it off me the moment we got through the door, but I managed to wiggle and shimmy enough to get it off in one piece before the brute could do too much damage.

I had planned to work up to my first blow job during the course of our trip, but now seemed like as good a time as any to break it out. I was still wearing my panties, stockings, and shoes, and Larry was sort of halfway undressed when I got him to sit on the edge of the bed. Getting on my knees on the floor in front of him I helped him pull his pants all the way off, followed by his shorts. Then I looked up at him and smiled very sweetly before I let my head drop down on his raging hard on.

I'm guessing that Larry had probably thought about this moment as much, or more, than I had. Getting your dick sucked is usually a pretty big deal for a guy, and I was actually a little surprised that Larry hadn't pressed for it already. I appreciated that, and I think he probably enjoyed the experience all the more for me being the one to initiate it without any prompting.

I started with my hand placed at the bottom of his shaft so that his balls were kind of resting in my palm. I opened my mouth wide and let my tongue create a snug fit while I slowly bobbed my head up and down on his stick. After a while I let my hand do most of the work while I licked and slurped at the tip of his cock.

Bananas don't tend to have a scrotum so dealing with his balls was kind of an improvised thing that I hadn't really practiced. I knew from personal experience that one had to be very careful when dealing with a man's balls, but I also figured that they needed a little attention as long as I was down there sucking him off.

Originally I had undertaken the task of learning how to give head because I assumed that it was something that Larry would want, sooner or later, and that it would be a good thing to have in my arsenal. I was mentally prepared to do it, and had practiced quite a bit, but what I hadn't anticipated was how much I was going to actually enjoy it. Pretty soon it became obvious that I was very hungry for his cock. At the beginning I was just thinking about technique, and trying not gag, but the more I sucked the more aggressive I became.

Oh, God, baby...where did you learn how to do this?" Larry moaned.

I knew this was no time for small talk so I just looked up at him happily and flashed what I hoped was a pretty little smile before I wrapped my lips around his throbbing manhood once more. Larry let out a few more grunts of appreciation and I knew I was on the right track.

Now if Larry ever took any sort of erection pill he did it on the sly, but with or without chemical inducement I was used to the man having pretty remarkable stamina. I guess it was a testament to the quality of my oral technique that I could sense that he wasn't going to last all that long this time as the first little drops of his pre-cum fluid seeped out onto my tongue.

Bananas not only don't have balls, they don't ejaculate either, so I knew I was sailing into some unchartered waters. I had watched a ton of blowjob videos and read everything I could find on the Internet about women's personal experiences with the taste of cum, but nothing can really prepare you for the first time you sample the real thing. It all happened so quickly that I really didn't have time to think about it, or to formulate any sort of plan. When the first jolt popped from his dick it slammed against the back of my throat so hard I was taken completely by surprise, but once I realized that he was shooting his wad in my mouth I just took his shaft firmly in my hand and stroked him along, as if milking a cow. I have no idea whether my hand actually had any impact on his ejaculation, but I kind of liked feeling like I was controlling the action.

Hot, sticky, streams of cum filled my mouth in no time. I had to swallow, as I think I would have drowned if I hadn't. Down it all went, and yet more seemed to follow. There was no turning back so I just drank it all down then licked whatever was left at the end.

He was very salty and thick, but aside from that there wasn't really much of a "flavor" that I could describe. It was the scent of his cock while I was blowing him that really stuck in my mind. It was the most manly and sensual thing I had ever smelled. I have no idea if my own dick ever smelled like that, but it was something that I wouldn't soon forget. It was the scent of my man, as far as I was concerned at that moment.

"Did you like that?" I said as innocently as I could muster once I had finished cleaning up his wet rod.

"Good God, woman, do you really have to ask?" he replied with a grin. "I thought I demonstrated my pleasure quite effectively."

"I know, but I wanted to hear you say it," I teased, still down on my knees in front of him.

In response he lifted me up and placed me on my back on the bed. Then he climbed next to me and kind of sat upright, resting my head on his lap.

"That was fucking amazing, darling. I can honestly say that I've never had a better blow job."

"Now you're being ridiculous," I scolded. "With all the hot women you've been with I'm sure many of them were far more skilled than I am."

"Darling, most women give head rather reluctantly, no matter how skilled they are at it," Larry explained. "It's often reserved for a special occasion, or something to be bartered for indirectly."

"Gosh, if I had known that I would have held out for some jewelry or something," I joked.

"I don't think you have to worry about that. I can buy you all the jewelry you want, anytime you want it."

"You've already bought me so many nice things," I pointed out.

"Well, I like to spoil you, I guess. Plus you look so good in everything you wear that it's actually more of an investment for me."

"Just don't go tearing up all my new clothes, you savage. I can get naked pretty fast you know."

"You have no idea how horny you make me."

"Oh, I think I got a little taste of that," I said as I licked my lips and smiled up at him from ear to ear.


CHAPTER 11:

So now I was "darling" on a fairly regular basis. I hadn't really paid that much attention the first time he said it, but as he said it more often it kind of started to sink in. I took to calling him darling, too, and pretty soon it was "honey" this and "sweetie" that all the time between us without a second thought.

I was kind of kidding when I said I felt like Larry's mistress in training, but I may not have been that far off the mark. It was about a week after we had gotten back from our last business trip when Larry called me into his office and asked me to take a seat.

"John, I realize that the position I've put you in was not very professional of me, and not very fair to you at all," he began rather solemnly. "I'm sure you felt like your job was on the line if you didn't go along with my outlandish whims, and that was not right at all. I had no idea what the results would be, but I certainly never imagined that it would turn out so well, at least from my perspective. Joan is the best thing that's happened to me in years, and I'd love to be able to see her more often. Now I know that means cutting into your private life and personal time, so we'd have to work out some kind of compensation for that, but the really important thing for me to know is that you aren't just doing this because you feel that you have to. I assure you that your job is quite safe whether you ever become Joan again or not."

"I feel a little funny talking about this when I'm not Joan, but since you brought it up I have to say that you have nothing to worry about there. Joan's probably the best thing that's ever happened to me, and everything I have done I have done with a happy and open heart," I replied.

"God, that makes me feel so much better," said Larry, letting out a big sigh of relief. "I was so afraid that I was abusing my position and putting you through hell."

"Nothing could be further from the truth. From an ethical standpoint I'm pretty sure it's not really appropriate, but I think we're way past the point of worrying about that now," I chuckled. "I am a little worried about my work performance suffering though. On the last couple of business trips I didn't do any work at all. I was hoping to make strides that would advance my career, but I'm a bit nervous about my career sort of getting lost in the shuffle, as much as I love being Joan and doing everything that we've been doing."

"Totally understandable, and you're right, there's no reason you shouldn't accompany me to meetings, as Joan, if you like. Joan Duncan should be able to perform whatever business tasks John Duncan performs. And you've already earned a promotion, so don't think that I'm only offering it to you as a bribe, or because of the extra-curricular activities you perform. I've always been impressed by your work. That's why I bring you along on so many of these trips. There's no reason for that to change simply because you'll be wearing a skirt to the meetings."

So that was that. I was going to become Joan more often. How often wasn't spelled out at the moment, but Larry gave me a pretty healthy supply of the liquid, so I was free to make it happen whenever the opportunity arose. Larry suggested that since I would be working more on our business trips that we might enjoy doing some weekend getaways together where there was nothing on our agenda except pleasure. That sounded like a pretty damn fine idea to me, so we left that option on the table for future discussion.

My only real instructions at the moment were to "surprise" him sometime by popping up as Joan when he had no warning. That sounded like mischievous fun so I began to plot my first "sneak attack" on my boss.

The office was the most logical place to stage such an event, since I still didn't know that much about his private life away from work, and had no idea how I would track him down at a country club, or something like that. I certainly knew enough about the business to know how to get an appointment with him, so using a different name I scheduled a meeting in office one afternoon. Naturally I had to take the day off, as John, so that I could walk into the building as Joan, and walk out again without anyone noticing anything odd, but that was no problem. I had all kinds of sick days, and personal days saved up, being the kind of guy who kept his nose to the grindstone almost all of the time.

I got myself a very smart-looking business suit, and had the weird sensation of strolling though my own office as a complete stranger. I almost laughed when I saw the looks from some of my male co-workers. If they only knew it was actually John Duncan's shapely legs they were eyeing so hungrily!

The deception worked perfectly and I had the delight of seeing Larry's look of astonishment as I was ushered into his office. He never suspected for one second that the "Ms. Cartwright" from National Industries was actually me...or Joan, at any rate.

"Why you wicked girl. Do you think I'm the kind of man who can just drop everything because a pretty woman walks into his office?" Larry teased.

"I can come back some other time, if you're too busy right now," I suggested, coyly.

"Not on your life! You can't get away that easily," he grinned as he pushed a button on his desk and told his secretary to hold all of his calls.

"I'll bet you've fucked a lot of women in this office," I said with a sly grin.

"Not as many as you might think, but I'm certainly going to fuck you. Now get over here and put your hands on the edge of my desk," he instructed.

I did as he ordered and soon he was behind me, flipping up my skirt. I expected to feel my panties being pulled down but instead a got a rather hard spank on the ass.

"Ow! You told me to surprise you," I whined.

"That's true. And now I've surprised you, but I don't think there's any surprise as to what comes next my dear."

Now I felt my panties being yanked down and I could hear his pants being unzipped, and his belt unbuckled. Soon his strong hands had a grip on my waist, and his hard cock was sliding into my waiting cunt. How often had he done this to other women? I didn't really care, but I was kind of curious. There were always rumors and jokes about women coming out of his office with buttons missing from their blouse, or their hair a complete mess. My hair was longer than it used to be, but fortunately it was still short enough that you couldn't really mess it up too much. My buttons, on the other hand, were definitely in jeopardy as I felt Larry's hands clutching at my breasts as he boned me hard from behind.

"If you came to the office like this every day I doubt if I'd ever get any work done at all," he grunted.

"Maybe we should try it and find out," I managed to get out between heavy breaths.

I knew that my bra was still fastened but somehow my bare breasts were now cupped in his hands and my nipples were sort of wedged between his fingers. He squeezed them rather tightly and I let out a little moan. Sometimes it seemed like my nipples were literally buttons that you could push to create waves of pleasure. They certainly worked that way right in that moment.

"So has anyone ever come in and found you banging some chick on your desk before?"

"Well if they did they were smart enough to close the door and get out quietly," he answered. "Why? Are you worried that someone will come in and see us like this?"

"Hell no. I'd give you a lap dance out in the lobby, if you wanted me to. I'm just thinking about your reputation."

"I think my reputation, where that sort of thing is concerned, is probably far past the point of redemption. But I'll keep that lap dance offer in mind for future reference."

I was going to try and wiggle free so that I could finish him up in my mouth, but I never got the chance. He was holding me too tight and I was just desperately trying to keep my balance as the first shot of his cum exploded within me. I had done a pretty good job of keeping my voice down but Larry didn't seem to care that he was ejaculating rather noisily. Oh, well, it was his company after all. I guess if he wanted to cum hard in his own office that was entirely his affair.

I knew I had monopolized enough of his valuable time so I didn't hang around too long after we had finished. I honestly didn't want it to seem like he was doing something inappropriate with a client, but when I went to fasten my blouse I discovered that two buttons were missing. I'm sure they'd turn up on his desk or his floor eventually, but for now I had to kind of hold my briefcase in front of me while I beat a hasty exit from the building.

I'm sure there were many knowing glances and leers as I made me way out, but I didn't linger around to find out. If they thought Larry was a stud who banged hot young tail in his office, so be it. He was a stud, as far as I was concerned. And as long as I was the hot young tail I couldn't care less what people thought.


CHAPTER 12:

Sex is just sex and it probably doesn't make any difference where it happens, but my female sexual encounters had always taken place in a hotel in some other city. That tended to put kind of an unreal spin on the whole thing. I was somebody else in a strange place. Now I had actually fucked in my own place of business and that felt a little weird to me somehow. I didn't spend a lot of time in Larry's personal office, but I knew I'd never look at that desk the same way again.

Something in the back of my mind told me that this couldn't possibly end well, but I really didn't care. I was having too much fun. Even if I did end up having to go work for someone else I knew I could find another job. I had plenty of contacts in the business world, and with my raise and my promotion I was situated to land a pretty nice position, if I had to.

Larry took me out on his boat one weekend and I tried not to get seasick and he took me to Las Vegas on another weekend and I tried not to lose too much of his money. I wasn't entirely successful on either occasion, but I don't think Larry minded too much one way or the other. We just seemed to have such a good time whenever we were together.

Now we still hadn't made any sort of a commitment to each other, and the idea of that was probably pretty absurd, but I had definitely only been Joan for Larry's benefit. Having access to the drug meant that I could do it whenever I wanted to, and sometimes I went shopping as her, or had my hair done, if we were planning a big weekend.

I'm not sure exactly why I did it but one Friday night, when I had no plans with Larry, I felt like going out on the town...and I did it as Joan.

I don't think I was specifically looking to get laid, but I had a feeling that I would be receptive to the idea of the right opportunity popped up. Larry was obviously the only man I had ever been with, and I had grown incredibly fond of him, but there had always been that "sure thing" about our relationship from the start. When I became a girl it was always for the purpose of having sex with Larry, and I guess I kind of wondered what it would be like to just be out in the great wide world with no arrangement in place, and no strings attached.

I squeezed into a tight little mini-skirt, slipped on some go-go boots, pulled a sparkly top on over my head and ventured out into the night feeling kind of wicked and sexy. I decided to go to a trendy nightclub that I had hear of, but never had any reason to actually visit. I had discovered that I actually liked dancing, although it wasn't Larry's big thing at all. I just found myself dancing around the house all the time when I was Joan, so I didn't mind the idea of doing it in public. It sounded kind of fun, really.

Unlike the pool I was definitely in a different world in that nightclub, as far as female competition was concerned. There were hot-looking women everywhere you looked! I began to wonder whether I'd made a big mistake in coming here. I was used to being the belle of the ball, but here I was just another piece of ass in a tight skirt.

It made me wonder what made one woman stand out from another when there were so many attractive ones to choose from. I suppose it has a lot to do with a man's particular "taste" in women. Most guys have an ideal "type" that they tend to go after, be it blonde and busty, or dark and petite. Long hair, short hair, curly hair, straight hair...who knows why certain things turn one guy on and leave another one flat? Was I just lucky enough to have turned out to be Larry's type, or was there something more that appealed to him? If my breasts were smaller, or my face longer, would we have ever gotten this far together? I decided it was best not to think about Larry at the moment if I was going to have a shot at a good time tonight, so I went to the bar to get a drink.

I never got the money out of my purse. A tall man with a short black beard swooped in and generously paid the bill for me. That naturally bought him the beginning of a conversation and pretty soon that advanced to us taking a whirl on the dance floor.

His name was Albert, and he was a pretty good dancer, as far as I could tell. I knew that I wasn't all that good, but he managed to make me look like I knew what I was doing. I appreciated that.

It was around the third drink that I realized that:

A) I was probably getting a little tipsy.

B) I had spent the whole evening with Albert.

C) I really couldn't tell him that much about myself because I didn't have a genuine female life story, and I really didn't want to give anything away that might lead the man to try and find me later.

D) I thought he was very sexy and he seemed to really like me.

That all led up to me going out in the parking lot with him and getting in the backseat of his car. I certainly wasn't going to give him my address, and I didn't really want to go off to some strange man's apartment, so I figured the back seat of the car in a public place was a fairly safe option.

We started kissing the moment we got the doors closed and it felt a little funny to kiss a man with a beard, but Albert was a good kisser so I didn't let that deter me from having a good time.

Was this normal? Did girls put on mini-skirts and hop in the car with strange men all the time or was I being some kind of super-slut? Should I have played harder to get? Should I have spread myself around more during the evening? It was kind of too late now to worry about it as I felt my top being pulled off and my breasts being squeezed through my bra.

"Your tits are amazing, baby," said Albert. "I can't wait to see them in the flesh."

It seemed kind of funny that he assumed that he was going to see my tits, but I guess since I let him get my top off so easily and didn't object to his fondling me it was a fairly logical conclusion to come to. While we were kissing a reached behind my back and unfastened my bra. When we came up for air I gave my shoulders a little wiggle and my bra started to slip off. Albert helped it finish its journey to the floor of his car.

"Wow," was all he said before his mouth was occupied with my nipples.

I stroked his hair with one hand while my other hand slipped under my skirt as I began to finger myself. I felt so wonderfully dirty in that moment. Albert had chosen me, out of all that pussy in the room, and that made me feel kind of good. Maybe he just sensed that I was an easy lay, or maybe he really did have a thing for my boobs. Who knows? In any case he was giving them a serious going over at the moment, and I enjoyed every second of it.

I quickly realized that there wasn't a whole lot of room in the backseat of a car, and I was beginning to wonder whether I should have agreed to go back to his place, where there would no doubt be a nice big bed, or at least a couch to stretch out on, but we were here now and I was in no mood to put my tits away and start over somewhere else.

I managed to get his pants down and kind of draped myself across his waist as I took his firm prick in my hand and began to stroke it. Larry certainly liked the way I sucked cock, so I had some confidence about blowing this guy, but I was still new to this whole thing and not entirely certain how I would rate in someone else's blowjob book.

"Good lord, girl, you suck cock like a porn star or something," Albert groaned happily.

"I've been doing it since I was fourteen," I replied in between slurps on his pump, for no reason other than to sound shocking.

I had no idea whether I would have sucked cock as a fourteen-year-old girl or whether that thought would have been the furthest thing from my mind, but I liked the idea of pretending to be a slutty chick who had been doing this sort of thing all of her life. I have absolutely no idea why that appealed to me, but it did. Maybe I shouldn't have had quite so much to drink.

Albert came in my mouth, and much to his delight, I swallowed every drop of his cum without hesitation. I practically squeezed the last few drips from the tip of his dick. He must have thought I was the biggest cum slut in the world, and who knows, maybe I was. I certainly was acting like it.

Being a gentleman he finger banged me while we kissed until he was certain that I had climaxed, and then that was pretty much that. We didn't exchange any contact information and I made some vague promise to look for him at the club again soon, but I was pretty certain that it was the one and only time that I would ever see the man. At least he'd have a spicy tale to brag about to his friends, even if we were just two ships that passed in the night. He had unloaded a full cargo of his sperm into my hold, so what more can a man ask for at the reasonable price of a few drinks?


CHAPTER 13:

My first thought was to tell Larry what had happened, but I realized that was stupid and pointless. I got horny, and a little drunk, and I sucked a stranger off in the back of his car. I didn't think I was likely to do something like that again anytime soon, because I felt really guilty about it later. Sure, I had no reason to believe that Larry wasn't getting laid when we weren't together, especially given his reputation, but I honestly didn't get the same degree of pleasure from being with Albert that I always got from being with Larry.

Albert made me cum, and he made me feel special and pretty and desirable, but Larry touched me on a deeper level. As dumb as it sounds I felt like we were forging a real relationship, but maybe that was just some silly romantic notion that helped me get by with what I was doing.

It did raise a rather disturbing point in my mind, and that was the fact that I had enjoyed giving head to a man when there was absolutely no profit in it. I wasn't scared, or nervous, or shy in the least. I just pulled out his cock and went down on him like it was the most natural thing in the world to do. Like I had been doing it since I was a teenager.

It reminded me once more of that stupid costume party that I had largely tried to forget over time. In truth I did a little more than flirt that night, I actually made out with a guy in the parking lot, much like I had done with Albert. I knew I couldn't go too far or he'd discover my secret, but for a moment or two I actually contemplated giving the guy head. I ended up sort of giving him a hand job through his jeans, so I never actually saw or touched his bare cock, but there was no denying the thrill I got from the experience of getting another man off while pretending to be a girl.

That was a dangerous road to travel on so I pushed the memory as far into the back of my mind as possible and never allowed myself to do anything that crazy again, until Larry offered me the chance to take it to the next level. It was funny, because I never really had any sort of sexual thoughts about men when I wasn't dressed like a girl, but I knew that if I continued to dress in drag I would inevitably end up with a dick in my mouth, and that was something I didn't want to let happen.

Slutty little Joan was perfectly happy to put big dicks in her mouth, and I was perfectly happy to let her do so. It was probably kind of silly to make the distinction, and of course I could always blame the drug for altering my true desires, but I knew there had always been something lurking inside me that longed for the life I was leading in secret.

I don't know exactly why people get so hung up on things like gender and sexual preference, but they do. That's just the way society works. People are just supposed to behave according to a certain script, and I had done my best to do so until that little bottle of liquid set me free to indulge in my wildest fantasies.

So I found some men attractive. I still found a lot of women attractive, too. I just found it much easier to act upon that attraction when I was in a woman's body. I don't honestly know if I was that much more attractive as a girl, or whether I just felt more attractive that way, but it certainly gave me confidence. My boobs were definitely a great calling card. All I had to do was show a little cleavage and I seemed to have men eating out of the palm of my hand. And of course I could do more to accentuate my looks as a woman, which in turn, helped me to feel even more attractive. I don't know, maybe it was because I just felt more comfortable in that body.

It was probably time for me to get out, but I was in so deep now that I couldn't see a way out. And I didn't want one, really. I loved being Joan, but I knew it couldn't last forever and I didn't want to potentially damage my "real" self by making things even more confusing than they were already.

Things weren't slowing down with Larry so I wasn't inclined to rock the boat. How I had kept his interest this long was beyond me, but I knew his roving eye would wander soon enough and I would be yesterday's plaything. I decided to just "go with the flow" and see where it took me. Not a very sound long-range philosophy, but one that seemed to suit my needs at the moment.

"Ms. Cartwright" showed up at the office a few more times, and Larry always feigned anger that I was disrupting his business day, but I always got a good fucking out of the deal, and sometimes we even went to lunch together afterwards. Larry tended to be very aggressive when we got it on in his office, spanking me and pulling my hair and talking very dirty. I think it was kind of a power trip for him and his office sort of made him a different man. I didn't mind at all, in fact I loved it. The more masculine he behaved the more feminine I felt. It just worked out that way I guess.

On business trips I usually did my normal job as well as my female companion duties and it was no problem at all to be businesslike in a dress. Naturally I sexed it up a little sometimes, just to make Larry's head spin, or to turn a boring meeting into something a little more memorable, but Larry never seemed to mind too much, although the time I went without my panties and flashed my beaver whenever I crossed my legs was probably a breach of professionalism. I got spanked pretty hard later in the hotel room, but it was a price worth paying to see the looks on the faces of all the men in that meeting room. Every one of those guys probably wished he had a female employee working for him that was so shameless and lewd. It was politically incorrect as hell, but I got a good laugh out of it later.

Ever since I had joked about jewelry Larry had been bestowing all sorts of shiny trinkets on me. Some were just pretty baubles, but sometimes he gave me some serious stones. I always felt a little guilty taking them, but there was no way he was going to let me refuse, so my jewelry box was soon overflowing.

Was I a gold digger? An opportunist? A whore? All of the above? Who knows? The only thing I knew for sure was that I loved being Joan and I loved being with Larry. When he suggested that we take some time off of work and go on a proper vacation together my heart almost stopped. Larry was famous for never going on vacation, even was he was married, so I felt incredibly honored that he was willing to devote that much time and attention to me.

Larry had a beach house. (Don't all rich people?) He had talked about it but I hadn't seen it yet. He warned me that it was kind of rustic and out of the way, but that sounded just fine to me. We spent enough time in luxury hotels as it was. I didn't mind the idea of "roughing it" with my man in the least.

Naturally it turned out that Larry's idea of "rustic" and mine were a little different as the place was actually quite nice, but it was the view that really knocked my stockings off. It was almost too perfect to be real. The beach was below us and reached by going down some rather rickety-looking wooden stairs, but that didn't bother me either. It was the perfect setting for romance, and I was feeling especially romantic from the moment we arrived.

"Is that a private beach?" I asked excitedly as I looked down on the scenery below.

"Well, I don't own the beach, if that's what you mean, but access to it is pretty limited so we can pretty much have the run of it when we like," he replied with a smile.

"Can I go down there naked?"

"Well, I won't try and stop you," Larry chuckled. "But it can get rather cold sometimes when the wind gets up."

"That's okay, it will just make my nipples hard," I said as I pulled off my top.

"I have the feeling that's not the only thing that's going to get hard on this trip!"


CHAPTER 14:

I felt positively giddy as I stripped out of my clothes and headed for the staircase leading to the beach. Larry insisted that I at least take a robe along, in case my nipples, or any other part of my anatomy got too cold. I did as he suggested but I just carried the robe with me and ended up kind of swinging it over my head like a flag as my feet hit the wet sand.

I'd never really been a big beach person, but for some reason this spot just appealed to me more than I can express. It was kind of rocky and perhaps even a little dangerous-looking when an especially large wave crashed against one of those giant boulders, but I felt like I was in a romance novel or something.

Larry just laughed as he watched me scampering around like an idiot. He had the good sense to wear his swim trunks and a sweater, but I didn't really notice the cold. I guess my body did because I soon discovered that my nipples were as hard as rocks. Then I started to feel really cold all over so I ran to Larry and threw my arms around him, begging him to warm me up.

"Silly girl, I warned you about this," Larry scolded gently as he rubbed me all over.

"I know, but it seemed like such a good idea at the time," I whined softly.

Larry took off his sweater and helped me wriggle into it before I grabbed my robe and used it for its intended purpose.

"Let's get out of here," I cried. "I'm freezing my ass off!"

Going up those rickety stairs wasn't as easy as going down them, but I practically flew back to the house. God that was a dumb idea, I thought. The beach looks just as nice from up here as it does down there, except it was a lot warmer inside!

I slipped off my robe and handed Larry his sweater back, which left me buck naked. Surprisingly that wasn't even my plan, it just sort of worked out that way. We just kind of stood there looking at each other for a moment.

"You are so incredibly beautiful, do you know that?" Larry finally said once we broke our silent gaze.

"Come on. You've seen me naked a million times by now. I'm sure you've had all kinds of beautiful naked girls in this pad before."

"You talk about all the women I've supposedly had quite a bit. Does that thought bother you?" he asked.

"No, not really. I know you're a total stud. If anything it probably impresses me, although it does make me worry about the longevity of our relationship," I answered calmly and truthfully.

"Now that you mention it the nature of our relationship was something that I hoped to discuss during this trip."

"Uh oh, I guess I shouldn't have opened my big mouth," I said, trying make light of the remark.

"Well, I'm not giving you the brush off, if that's what you're worried about," Larry said with a smile.

"The thought had crossed my mind," I confessed.

"Believe me, getting rid of you is the last thing on my mind."

"Well I'm naked and you're just one quick tug on the trousers away from joining me so why don't we fuck first and talk later," I suggested.

"Why you filthy little slut! Is sex all you think about?" Larry said with a chuckle.

"Pretty much...especially when I'm naked."

"Well, I'm not going to pass up the opportunity."

Larry quickly pulled down his swim trunks and tossed them aside. I could see that he was already sporting a very nice hard on.

"Looks like I'm not the only one thinking about sex," I teased.

"I guess not. So maybe we better stop talking about sex and get down to some serious fucking."

Larry walked over to me and we began to kiss. As we did I put one arm around his back and let my other arm hang down beside me so that I could take his big dick in my hand and stroke it, not that it needed any more attention to be ready for action.

A few moments later Larry lifted me off the floor as if I was nothing more than a pillow, or something, and set me down on the closest table. Then he got on the floor in front of me and proceeded to give my pussy the most delightful tongue bath you could imagine. I pulled my legs back as far as they would go so that he would have easy access and before too long he took advantage of the pose by standing up and putting his cock inside me.

I was sort of leaning back, resting on my arms so that I could watch him as he went to work on me. Guys did have to work so hard sometimes to give women pleasure that I sort of marveled at their determination and strength. The few times I tried fucking a woman I usually ended up pretty sore and tired before too long. I never came close to the marathon fuck sessions that Larry seemed to be able to manage, despite being much older than I was. And I think I probably would have thrown out my back trying to pick someone up like that and lift them onto a table. Thank goodness that was all his department and not mine.

On the other hand I sometimes had to demonstrate the flexibility of a gymnast. I could never have contorted my male body so that my legs were back over my head the way they were now, and I never knew exactly what sort of weird and wild position I might find myself in during the throes of passion. It seemed nice that we both had the right kind of bodies to get the job done properly, and lord knows I was getting properly fucked on that table.

"Aren't you going to ask how many women I've banged on this table?" Larry joked.

"No, I figure you've probably lost track by now."

"So many I can't remember, eh? You really do think I'm some kind of a sex-machine."

"Well you can't be human. Nobody could fuck as long and as hard as you do and be from this planet."

"Maybe I plan to take you away to my planet and add you to my collection of female specimens."

"Darling you can take me anywhere and add me to any collection you like. Just promise me that you'll find time to fuck me when you're not busy with the rest of your harem."

"Well we do tend to prefer breeders but I could make an exception in your case."

It was all silly banter but I got really turned on by the thought of "breeding" with Larry. I know most girls probably live in dread of the thought of getting knocked up unless they were in a stable relationship and prepared to make the commitment to a family, but something about the idea of a man planting his seed in me always seemed so exciting. I guess it was sort of the missing link. The one thing that kept me from being completely female. I might not be capable of conceiving a child but there was still some sort of maternal instinct in me when I was Joan.

As I rolled into my first orgasm my mind was reeling and I started to blurt things out that I had no control over.

"Oh my God! I love the way that you fuck me!"

"And I love fucking you," he replied.

"I love looking at the way your muscles strain as you pound the living hell out of me."

"And I love the way you squirm and wiggle when my cock is deep inside you."

"I love the sound of your heavy breathing."

"And I love the way you whimper and squeal when you're really happy."

"I love you Larry!"

"And I love you Joanie."


CHAPTER 15:

Some people probably toss the word love around rather freely, especially when they're in bed together, but we had thus far avoided the topic completely. There wasn't much point in bringing it up under the circumstances. At the start our relationship had been purely transactional, but over time it had obviously grown and matured into something much deeper. Even so, I definitely hadn't planned to babble it out while my naked ass was slipping and sliding all over the man's dining room table.

Had I really just confessed my love for Larry? And had he really just reciprocated? I hadn't been drinking but I felt sort of drunk, none-the-less. I wanted to hug the man very tightly, but I was still propped up on my arms so I used my legs instead and wrapped them around his neck. I think the suddenness of the move caught Larry off-guard, because he almost lost his balance, but he recovered quickly enough and never lost a beat, see-sawing his tool into my wet hole with machine-like precision.

"Oh, fuck yes! Darling, you're making me cum so hard!" I half-whimpered, half-shouted.

"I'll be joining you in that very soon," was Larry's guttural reply.

"Take your time, lover. I could stay like this forever."

"So could I, but my cock has a mind of its own."

Soon the eruption began inside me. I liked to think that I could feel his hot cum shooting up in spurts, but I think it was mostly my imagination. I knew that my lover was ejaculating inside me and that made me feel warm all over.

When he finished I released my grasp on his neck and simply let my legs slip open; one of them falling off the end of the table as Larry bent over me and we kissed at last. Then he cradled me in his arms and carried me off to the bedroom where we cuddled up under the covers and stroked each other's hair and kissed some more.

"I love you," I said once more, just to be sure that I hadn't dreamed it.

"And I love you, with all my heart," Larry replied.

I'd never really been in love before. I had crushes on a few girls over the years, but I never really had any sort of long or meaningful relationship. I wondered how many times Larry had been in love, truly in love. He must have loved his wife at some point, I assumed, and perhaps he loved many other women along the way. I knew that I was probably just the next one in a long line that would probably continue after he had moved on and forgotten me, but I knew that I would never forget him, even if I never became Joan again. They say you never forget your first love and I think I see why.

It was only mid-afternoon but we both soon fell asleep. We were spent in so many ways. It was sort of like sexual jetlag. You kind of hit a wall and then there's nothing you can do but sleep it off.

I woke up before Larry and realized that I was really hungry. Slipping out of bed I made my way to the kitchen and rummaged around to see what was there. It was pretty well-stocked, which made sense since we were kind of out in the middle of nowhere, so I decided to put my cooking skills to good use. Usually I just made food out of the necessity of eating, but now I was cooking for my man, and that made it all very special. I wouldn't say that I was a gourmet chef, but I'm not that bad in the kitchen and pretty soon I was able to surprise my lover with a lovely meal when he finally got out of bed.

"Don't tell me you can cook," Larry chuckled as he took his seat at the table we had previously fucked on.

"I'm not saying anything, but if you're as hungry as I am it will probably taste pretty good," I joked.

It was such a stupid, silly, simple thing, but I can't tell you how good it felt to sit at that table and share a meal with that man, especially a meal that I had prepared for him. Especially on that table, although I do admit that I cleaned it up pretty thoroughly before turning it back to its intended purpose.

"You know my wife never cooked for me," Larry commented between bites. "All the years we were married I can only recall one or two occasions, and even then it was just like a bowl of cereal and some toast. She didn't have to, of course, since we always had a cook."

"Must be nice."

"Not as nice as this."

"Thank you. I think it turned out okay."

"You never cease to amaze me darling."

"That's good, although I can't honestly see anything that amazing about myself."

"Maybe that's what's part of what makes you so amazing. It's all so natural."

"That's a funny thing to say about someone who only exists from a bottle," I joked.

"You obviously have always existed like this on some level. Maybe some very deep level locked away where you couldn't see it. I think this is the real you."

"I think so, too. My better half, at any rate," I chuckled.

"I don't know exactly what to do with you."

"You haven't fucked me in the ass yet, so we can try that after we finish eating, if you like," I said merrily.

"I'll keep that in mind, but I meant what are we going to do about this situation?" he said.

"What can we do? I've been trying to turn into Joan as much as possible. We have our business trips and our weekend getaways and our occasional afternoon office tryst."

"But I want more than that. Don't you?"

"Of course I do, but what else is there?"

"I'm not sure, but there has to be a way to make this happen more often."

"Well I'm up for just about anything, but I don't want to lose my job because I'm spending too much time under your desk giving you head," I teased.

"I don't think you have to worry about that. I just worry about stealing your life. I know you're ambitious and you want to rise in the company. I've always had that same kind of desire. But I've been thinking...you do your job so well as a woman on our business trips. Couldn't you do the same when you're working at the office?"

"You mean become Joan at work all the time?"

"If you wanted to."

"Wouldn't people wonder why Ms. Cartwright was suddenly in John Duncan's office, doing his job?"

"I know it might be kind of tricky to work out all of the logistics, but is that something that appeals to you at all, if it could be done?"

"Of course it appeals to me! I've got a fabulous wardrobe of work attire...thanks to your credit cards."

"And maybe you'd even consider moving in with me."

"Oh my God, Larry! I've never even been to your house and now you're talking about me living there? That's a lot for a girl to wrap her head around, especially when it's still swimming with all of that talk of love."

"You don't have to decide anything right now. There's no need to rush into things. I just wanted to hang some ideas out there for you to consider. I don't know that much about your personal life when you're not Joan, so maybe I'm asking way too much. I just know that I want to be with you as often as I can. Now let's get back to that anal sex thing, shall we?"


CHAPTER 16:

I had been preparing for anal sex almost from the start. I wasn't so much that I dreamed of being fucked in the ass, but it was the only way I could experience the thrill of penetration while in my old body. I had prepped, and stretched, and practiced, but I had a feeling that the real thing would be a little different.

We had retired to the bedroom where I placed myself on the bed on all fours. I knew that a healthy amount of lubrication would help so I lubed my anus the best I could and made sure that Larry slathered a lot of the crap on his dick. Then it was time for Larry to mount me and I held my breath as I felt the tip of his prick slipping into place.

"Maybe go slow at first," I suggested.

"Whatever you want," he replied as the first inch of his manhood poked into my tight little ass.

It was a familiar feeling, but quite different, too. I had always been in control of whatever I was shoving up my butt, but now I had to trust my man to do the job for me. I let out a little cry that caused Larry to pause, but I assured him that I was up to the task.

Slowly but surely he began to slide deeper and deeper inside me. Then he began to pull it back out, and then push it back in again. I was breathing very hard, but totally excited by the feeling.

"You can fuck me harder if you want," I suggested over my shoulder.

He did want, and he did begin to fuck me harder. As he did I reached back between my legs and began to play with my pussy. It was hard to support myself on one arm for too long so I just let my upper body fall on the bed with my exposed ass stuck up in the air. The combination of my finger play and his anal penetration was totally sublime.

If I had known how good it felt to be taken like this I might have been more inclined to try it in drag, back in the days where that sort of thing was on my mind. Of course I wouldn't have had a nice pussy to play with, but maybe stroking myself off would have been a similar effect. I didn't want to think about my old penis right now. I had more than enough of Larry's penis to keep my attention focused.

The more he fucked the easier it got and the more I encouraged him to go faster. Pretty soon he was fucking my ass with the same kind of intensity that he usually used on my snatch and I found myself having quite a nice little orgasm in the process.

"Do you like fucking me in the ass?" I inquired.

"It's very nice. It's very tight."

"Isn't my pussy tight?"

"Your pussy is wonderfully tight. What, are you fishing for compliments?" he chuckled.

"I just want to make sure that you're happy," I panted.

"Darling, I'm as happy as I've ever been in my life, but I don't need to fuck you in the ass to accomplish that. Do you like getting fucked in the ass?"

"It's different...but it's nice. Any way that you can get your cock inside me is nice, I think."

"I agree, so let's make that happen as often as we can."

I liked the sound of that. And God knows I liked the feeling. Larry could fuck me in any hole anytime he liked, as far as I was concerned. I just craved his cock like a half-starved animal craves food. Anytime. Anywhere. Any orifice.


CHAPTER 17:

The time at the beach house just flew by. We went down to the beach a few times, but always more sensibly dressed. It was terribly romantic to just hold hands and walk along the craggy shore, sometimes deep in conversation, and sometimes saying nothing at all.

I tried to imagine what it would be like to go back to my old job, but with an entirely new identity. I'd probably have to be Ms. Cartwright, since I was already so well-known around the office by that name. Well, Joan Cartwright wasn't such a bad name. Cartwright was my mother's maiden name, which was why I chose it for my cover story in the first place.

Of course I knew that everybody would think that I was the boss's girlfriend, which probably wasn't the end of the world since it appeared that I actually was the boss's girlfriend. I had heard the office gossip and tried not to laugh since they had no idea that they were actually talking about me when they referred to the "hot babe" the boss was banging in his office all the time.

It was a little weird to hear my male co-workers sexually objectifying me in pretty graphic terms, but I probably wouldn't have to worry about getting hit on by them if they really did think I was the big man's personal property.

Obviously I could do my job as well as ever, but any success I enjoyed would no doubt be attributed to my cock sucking skills rather than my business acumen. Oh, well, I could probably live with that, too. It might not make me the most popular person in the company, but it would probably make me one of the more powerful ones. It's good to have friends in high places, and in my company Larry McCurry was as high as you could get.

An office is sort of a world unto itself. Any sort of rumor or gossip, especially if it was sexy or salacious, would naturally spread like wildfire. Hopefully once people saw that I wasn't just an airhead bimbo who was blowing her way to the top they'd have to respect me, at least a little. It might take some time, but that wasn't such a steep price to pay for what I'd be getting in return.

As for moving in with Larry that was another thing entirely. I believed that he truly loved me, but his reputation was hard to forget about entirely. Men have a way of losing interest rather quickly once the thrill of the chase is over. Where would I be if Larry got tired of me and called the whole thing off? I'd be stuck in kind of a limbo with a spotty resume that was part male and part female. As long as things were good between us I'd be secure, but without Larry's support I might be kind of back to Square One.

The idea of living with him was of course a wonderful fantasy. I'm sure his house was quite impressive and I could certainly learn to get used to living in luxury. What a kick that would be! But then there was the question of what happened to John Duncan? Would he just disappear? What would his friends and family think? I could keep up the deception for a while by changing back and forth, but eventually the truth would probably come out. Did I really want people to know that I was transgendered? And what would the official line on my status be? Would I still be a man named John Duncan or a woman named Joan Cartwright? The tax people are kind of particular about those sorts of details.

I knew that I had to at least give it a try. The thought of getting up each morning and going to work as Joan was too thrilling not to follow up on. The thought of waking up in bed next to the man I loved was thrilling, also, but that should probably be something I eased into gradually.

By the time our trip was done I had made up my mind and told Larry my plans. He was delighted, and didn't seem disappointed that I wasn't going to move in with him right away. I was stepping into an unknown future, but I felt boosted by the confidence of the love that I now knew we shared openly.


CHAPTER 18:

Things went down at the office pretty much as I expected. People were openly polite enough to me, but I knew that behind my back there were all kinds of jokes and insinuations going around. It was hard to be too offended since they were mostly true, but it was kind of hard to act like I was the "new girl" when I had actually worked there for years.

Maybe because of the rumors I didn't fuck Larry in the office as much as I thought I probably would, but we did find some time, here and there, for a quick thrill to break up the day. We went to lunch together, quite a bit, which certainly cemented my status as the boss's girlfriend, if there was any lingering doubt still in anybody's mind.

Physically it was really simple to accomplish. I just drank the liquid to turn into Joan and then didn't drink it again, unless I absolutely had to be John Duncan, for some reason. Then I was right back to being Joan and that was my normal status most of the time.

I finally got to see Larry's house and I was pretty blown away by it. I had imagined it was something nice, but it was more of a mansion than a house. A little intimidating, perhaps, for one not accustomed to such luxury, but comfortable, too, like a real home and not a museum. The first time I saw it I was tempted to move in right away, but cooler heads prevailed and we continued to follow the slow but steady path.

I kept waiting for the other shoe to drop, but it never did. Things between Larry and I just seemed to get better and better with time. I got him to open up a little about his previous marriage, and I was tempted to tell him about the guy I blew in the back seat, but it really never seemed to be that important. It wasn't something I was likely to do again, and I think Larry sort of liked the idea that he had broken me in as a virgin, and that he was the only man I had ever been with. No reason to spoil that image over a silly BJ I thought.

One day Larry called me into his office and asked me to take a seat. I figured it was probably some new sex game we were about to play but Larry seemed very serious.

"Joanie, I've been thinking about the idea of you moving in with me, and I'm not sure that was the right thing to ask," he said.

"I wasn't offended, if that's what you're worried about," I replied with a smile. "I thought we were going to take it slow."

"I know, and it's not the living together that I'm talking about. It's the terms of the arrangement."

"I'm not sure I follow you," I said slowly.

"My reputation probably weighs on your mind, and I wouldn't blame you if it did. I've always been kind of cavalier when it came to my relationships with women, even with my wife. Women tended to be a distraction from work, or a temporary physical relief, or simply the trimmings of success. I think the only person I really loved, before you, was a girl I knew back in college. She came from a very wealthy family and her parents didn't think much of my prospects for success so they did everything they could to keep us apart. They even sent her to Paris to go to school there, and their plan pretty much worked. I think part of my insatiable ambition was to prove her family wrong."

"What happened to the girl?" I asked.

"She met a guy in France and got married. I haven't heard a word about her in years."

"Rich man's problems," I joked.

"I suppose so, in a way," he said with a smile. "Or in that case not being rich enough fast enough to get the girl. But I don't want to let the right woman slip away this time. I don't want you to just be me live-in lover. That's too convenient. Too much like the way I've always done things. If you move in I want it to be because we've made the ultimate commitment to each other. I want you to be my wife."

I almost fell out of my chair. It was a good thing that I was sitting down because I could feel my legs turning to jelly.

"Aren't you supposed to get down on one knee and have a ring and all of that," I joked, trying to remember how to breathe.

"Of course. Will this one do?"

Larry got up and came over to where I was sitting. He literally got down on a knee and produced a little box which he popped open, revealing the most ridiculous ring I had ever seen.

"Jesus Larry, I couldn't wear that in public. I'd be afraid that someone would mug me," was the best I could utter at the moment.

"But you do think it's pretty?"

"Of course it's pretty, you idiot! But you probably bankrupted the company to get it. What kind of businessman are you?"

"Don't worry, I can afford it, but thank you for keeping the business interests in mind."

"Once a company gal always a company gal."

"My dear Joanie, would you do me the great honor of becoming my wife?"

"I guess that would make me Joan McCurry. Damn, I was just getting used to being named Cartwright."

"Damn it woman, I'm trying to be romantic!"

"And you are succeeding in spades my dear lover. Of course I'll be your wife. Nothing would please me more!"

Since he was already on the floor, and I was so conveniently located, Larry hiked up my skirt and pulled down my panties. He then gave me the longest, wettest, most delicious, pussy licking I had ever known. I don't know if that's what most couples do right after becoming engaged, but as far as I was concerned it should be a tradition that every future bride gets to enjoy.

Being a rich businessman Larry had money, and lawyers, and contacts that made the whole transition so much easier than it would have been on my own. When the ink finally dried on all the necessary documents I would be legally declared a woman, presumably for the rest of my life. It was a scary but exciting thought. Fortunately I'd been living as a woman most all of the time anyway, so it wasn't going to be a total shock.

To my parents, on the other hand, it definitely was a bit of a shock. They were the only people I felt I really needed to come out to, and not surprisingly it took a while to sink in. Fortunately they only saw me already completely female, so I think it was a little easier to deal with than had I done it the conventional way in stages. Better to just get it all over in one quick shot.

As tempted as I was to have a gargantuan wedding, that had never really been a dream of mine, and seemed like kind of waste of money, even if Larry could easily afford it. We chose to marry quietly in a civil ceremony before jetting off on our honeymoon. It was the first time I had been able to fly anywhere with Larry while I was Joan, and that simple act almost made the whole thing worth all the trouble and paperwork.

I told Larry he was an idiot for not insisting on a prenuptial agreement, but he was having none of it. He wanted me to feel secure, so I became his partner in the business. Since I now owned half of the company it was kind of silly for me to remain as a junior executive, so we set up adjoining offices where we could work...or play whenever we liked without anyone knowing for sure what we were up to.

When this whole thing started I was hoping for career advancement, but I never in my wildest dreams imagined it would happen this fast or to this extent. I didn't take my new responsibilities lightly and worked my shapely ass off to help build and grow the company as best I could. Until the day I had to take maternity leave.


CHAPTER 19:

Perhaps the biggest surprise of all, in a very surprising young life, was discovering that if I remained female for two straight years, or more, my body would remain female forever without drugs, and that I'd even be able to give birth. Of course that meant that I was going to have periods, something I had happily missed out on before, but it was not as bad as I expected, and worth the bother for the chance at motherhood.

"Now I can be one of your breeders," I said playfully as I wiggled my ass in the air, waiting for man to try and impregnate me.

"Yes you will, and it's about time! You need to put that womanly body to full use," he replied as he got behind me.

"You won't hate me when I'm all fat, will you?"

"You won't be fat, you'll be pregnant, and I'll love you all the more."

"Good. I don't want to do anything to turn you off."

"I don't think that's possible," he grunted as he slipped his dick inside me. "Now stop talking nonsense and let me concentrate on knocking you up."

That maternal instinct of mine, that had been there from the start, was in complete overdrive now that I was actually mating at last. It was like the final link in the chain, or the last piece of the puzzle that would make me totally female for all time. My manly man was humping me and going to put his seed deep inside me. I can't explain why I loved that thought so much, but I did. His cum just seemed to mean so much more this time around.

Motherhood was everything I hoped it would be. I always planned on going back to work as soon as I could, but being a mom kind of became my new job, and I can't think of a better promotion. Of course I still kept my hand in the business, since I was a part-owner, but the company was able to get along without me in the office just fine.

Aside from the fact that I was now a woman, owned half of the company, was married to the most wonderful man in the world, and had a baby, things were pretty much back to normal. It was just business as usual, I guess.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

It's tricky ground to discuss office sex these days, but I'm sure it still goes on, despite the scrutiny. I in no way condone the abuse of power and authority, or want to make light of the very real problem of sexual harassment in the workplace, but this is just a romantic fairytale, so hopefully it can be enjoyed from that perspective.
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