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    HOW TO BECOME A WOMAN 
 
    Mike has been an unpaid intern at WalTek Industries for years, and when his sexy boss, Nancy calls him into her office, it’s finally looking like it’s his turn to join the company fulltime. And Mike is right—the offer is on the table. 
 
    But Mike wasn’t picked because of his talent or his work ethic. He was picked because he has the most feminine features of his colleagues. Because of their new gender diversity program, WalTek needs to send a woman to the upcoming convention in Las Vegas, and with help from some makeup, a skirt, and a wig, Mike just happens to fit the bill. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    When my boss called me into her office, I was ecstatic. Everyone in the office knew an intern was going to be hired on as a full-time employee, and after two years with the company, I was pretty sure it was finally my turn. I was beginning to think my day would never come. For every intern that got promoted, they brought another fifteen interns into the office. Haven’t you heard? That’s the new trend—slowly replace all your paid employees with unpaid interns. There were hardly any jobs left in the world for college grads like myself.  
 
    I needed that promotion more than anything in the world. 
 
    My fellow employees watched me walk down the sea of cubicles towards our boss’s office. I wasn’t totally sure I was getting the promotion, but I had a pretty good idea. Everyone in the office liked me, including the people in upper management, I worked countless weekends and evenings, and I got far more work done than anyone else. So if not a promotion, why else would my boss want to talk to me in private, in her office?  
 
    “Come on in,” she said, closing the door behind me. The blinds facing the cubicle crowd were already closed. Now, it was just me and my boss, Nancy. 
 
    Nancy was forty, but she looked closer to thirty. She was thin, with long, wavy blonde hair. She kind of looked like a retired super model, especially when she wore those big, black leather boots that she was wearing that day. Nancy was actually kind of sexy, in a milf sort of way. One time she came to work wearing these black fishnet stockings and a skirt that was probably a little bit too short for the dress code. I got very little work done that day, and even had to take an extended break to the bathroom to rub one out. All day, I could see into her office window from my cubicle, which wasn’t great for productivity.  
 
    “Have a seat,” she said, so I did. 
 
    I couldn’t keep the smile from my face. All of my old college friends were either unemployed or interning at different companies around town. No one was getting paid. No one was making a proper living. Whenever we all met up to watch a hockey game, they would go on and on and on about how impossible the job market was, how lucky our parents’ generation was, how doomed we all were. Getting a real job was like winning a medal at the Olympics—and I was about to do it. 
 
    “Mike,” Nancy said to me, “you’re one of our best guys. You’ve been one of our best guys for a long time now.” With every word that rolled off of her tongue, I became more and more convinced I was getting that promotion, getting that sweet salary, getting my own throne in my own office, working real hours, making a decent living. I would finally be able to move out from my parents’ house. Maybe I would rent an apartment near the office, or maybe I would buy a nice detached house out in the suburbs. “Have you ever thought about making a career with us, here at WalTek Industries?”  
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I said. “I’ve thought about it quite a lot, actually.” I had to keep my hands down on my lap so she wouldn’t see that they were shaking, I was so excited.  
 
    “I’m sure you’ve heard by now, we’re promoting ten interns into full-time slots.” 
 
    “Oh really?” I said, playing dumb. Of course I’d heard—it was all the gossip around the office. Every year around the same time, it was all anyone could ever talk about. 
 
    “I want to offer you a position,” Nancy said. I nearly jumped up from my seat. I had to bite down on my tongue to stop myself from screaming aloud in celebration. “But don’t get too excited yet. There’s a catch,” she said, but it was too late. I was already excited, and I could care less about the catch. I knew how much the full time guys made—in my first year, I would make more money than I’d ever made in my whole life combined. And the benefits—those guys all got so many benefits. It had been three years since I actually sat down to watch a hockey game—my favourite pastime. I would have killed for a job where I actually had time to catch a hockey game or two every week. 
 
    “Thank you so much,” I said. 
 
    “Well hold on, I told you not to get too excited. I said I want to offer you a promotion, not I am offering you a promotion.” 
 
    I took a deep breath and did my best to compose myself. I was shaking all over. It didn’t help that I’d had five cups of coffee already that morning, and I was running off of less than three hours of sleep. I’d spent the whole night working on a work project—which was how I spent most of my nights in my desperate attempt to get the sweet promotion I was now facing. 
 
    “I need you to go to the ABEC to represent our division.” ABEC stands for American Biomedical Engineering Convention. It was an annual convention based out of Las Vegas, where all of the big engineering firms gathered for presentations and meetings and demonstrations and things of that nature. 
 
    “Absolutely, no problem,” I said. 
 
    “Your job is fairly simple. We will have a booth there where you will hand out flyers. There are a few meetings you’ll need to go to, and that’s about it. If you happen to make a sale, you can consider the promotion a lock. How does that sound?” 
 
    “It sounds great. Consider a sale made,” I said. I wasn’t much of a salesman, but given the stakes, there was more than enough motivation for me to get the job done. “When do I leave?” I asked. 
 
    “You’ll leave this weekend—Friday afternoon. The conference ends on Monday. There’s just one other thing.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I was already running through my sales pitch in my head. We sold medical equipment to hospitals—medical equipment that I helped design. Pitching it would be easy. I knew the products inside and out, and they were good products. How hard could it be? 
 
    “I need you to go as a woman,” Nancy said, and my heart skipped a beat. I wasn’t sure I heard her correctly. Did she say she wanted me to go to the ABEC as a woman? As in, not as myself? 
 
    “Excuse me?” I managed to say through the lump forming in my throat. 
 
    “Head office wants women on the floor at the convention. I know, I know it sounds crazy. It’s all part of this new diverse identity program. The problem is, I have no women to send to the convention. Marla is still on maternity leave, Julie is still out with pneumonia, and that girl, what’s her name, the other intern…” 
 
    “Erin?” 
 
    “Right, Erin. Sending Erin would be a disaster. She’s a good engineer, but she can hardly form a proper sentence.” I didn’t even realize until that moment just how disproportionate our workforce was. It was almost exclusively men. Same at my college, almost every engineering student was a man. “I’ll understand if you aren’t interested, but if you’re willing, there’s a good job in it for you.” 
 
    I’m not sure how long I sat there silently for. I couldn’t think of anything to say. My mind was racing. She wanted me to travel to Las Vegas as a woman? She wanted to me to mingle with hundreds of executives as a woman, in women’s clothing? “Sure, I guess I’ll do it,” I said. 
 
    I couldn’t say no. I wanted the job more than anything. Besides, it wasn’t like I was going to know anyone at the convention. There was no one there to recognize me and call me out, humiliate me, tell all of my friends and family how ridiculous I looked.  
 
    “Great,” Nancy said. She pulled out a pen and a sticky note. She began to scribble an address. “Meet me at my house tonight and we’ll make you into a convincing woman. You’re really saving my butt here, Mike. I mean it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I know why Nancy picked me. It wasn’t because of my work ethic, my technical skill, or the hours I’d put into the company. She picked me because I was the only one in the office who could pull it off. Throughout high school and college, I was made fun of relentlessly. I was smaller than the other guys. I was thin, unable to bulk up no matter how hard I tried. Girls would always come up to me and ask me how I got my eyelashes so full and dark. Walking to the bus stop, I would get catcalled from behind. I was always too embarrassed to turn around and show the caller I was actually a man. Sometimes I would even walk past my bus stop and around the corner until I was out of sight. I was cursed with a woman’s figure. 
 
    I’d always hoped that I was just a late bloomer, until I was about twenty-two years old, and then I gave up on the idea of blooming altogether. I never had much in the way of body hair, and just about nothing in the way of facial hair. This wasn’t even the first time someone asked me to dress up like a woman for them. In high school, my drama teacher asked me to fill in for the sick lead actress because we apparently looked a lot alike, especially once I was wearing a blonde wig.  
 
    I’d done my best to accept my feminine figure, but it still stung whenever it was brought up. It especially stung to think that my boss was convinced I would be able to fool an entire convention. But I pushed that lingering sadness out by reminding myself I was going to be getting a big promotion if I pulled it off. Who cares if you’re short and thin when you’re making over a hundred grand a year? 
 
    I met Nancy at her house, which was a beautiful house in a ritzy neighbourhood. She answered the door looking sexier than ever, with no workplace dress code to hold her back. She had these cute, knee-high black stockings that matched the tiny pair of black short shorts she was wearing. “Come on in,” she said. “We’ve got a lot of work to do.” 
 
    I stepped into her house, feeling more nervous than ever. I kept reminding myself it was all for a promotion, but it didn’t seem to help my racing heart rate. She had a mound of clothing sitting on her couch, and a pile of shoes on the floor next to it. There was a big box that appeared to be full of makeup.  
 
    “Now, I shouldn’t have to tell you this, but we’re outside of work now, okay? I need you to promise me you aren’t going to go to the HR department and tell them about any of this.” 
 
    A cold tingle ran down my spine. “Okay, I promise,” I said. 
 
    “Okay, strip down,” she said.  
 
    “What?” I said, feeling suddenly exposed, even in my clothes.  
 
    “I need to see what I’m working with. And we need to start from the basics. So strip down.” 
 
    I stood there, frozen stiff, unsure of what to do. For a split second, I considered leaving. There would be other intern positions at other companies. It was possible those positions would eventually turn into paid jobs—possible, but unlikely. I’d already committed two years into this company. One weekend pretending to be a woman wasn’t going to kill me. Stripping down in front of my boss, that wasn’t ideal, but it wouldn’t kill me either. So I took off my shirt and then my pants.  
 
    “Boxers and socks too,” she said. 
 
    That cold tingle returned with a vengeance. She wanted me completely nude? For what reason? Why couldn’t I just be a woman with my regular, old boxer shorts? It wasn’t like I was going to be stripping for anyone at the engineering convention. “Seriously?” I said. 
 
    “Seriously. It’s nothing I haven’t seen before. And don’t worry, I’m married,” she said, holding her hand up and showing me her rings. It wasn’t much of a consolation. Nancy was my boss. She saw me in the office almost every single day. If she saw me naked, I would never be able to look at her the same. I would always be wondering, whenever she looked my way, if she was remembering my naked body, my shy cock hanging between my legs. If I saw her naked, that was sure as hell all I would ever be thinking about whenever I saw her at the office. “C’mon, Mike. I’ve got a party I need to get to tonight.”  
 
    I thought of that big, fat salary, and then I bent over, took off my socks, and then slipped my underwear down to the ground. I covered my cock with my hand.  
 
    “Stand up straight,” she said, walking around me. I did. She took my arm and moved it to my side, forcing me to uncover my cock. “Hmm,” she said, “you’ve got a big dick. I’m surprised. That might not be easy to hide.” She reached down and grabbed it gently. Her hand was warm and soft. My heart sped up into a frenzy as she moved my cock around, trying to tuck it between my legs. “We’ll see what we can do,” she said. All of her fondling had gotten me half erect, and she noticed. “What the hell, Mike?” she said. 
 
    “Sorry.” I reached down and covered my cock again, which was getting harder, fast. In my defence, no man can endure a beautiful woman’s fondling for more than three seconds without getting a boner. That didn’t make me some pervert or anything.  
 
    She looked into my eyes and smirked. “Don’t forget, I’m your boss,” she said. But that smirk just made it so much worse. I don’t think she was aware of just how sexy she was, her long, smooth legs being hugged by those slick, black stockings. I wanted to pull down those little short shorts and bury my face in her crotch. I would have given up my potential promotion for a chance to eat her little pussy out. 
 
    I was rock-hard now. She moved my arms to my side again, letting my erection spring free. 
 
    “You’re going to need to learn to control that before the weekend,” she said, tapping the tip of my cock playfully. With her out of the picture, I didn’t think it would be so much of an issue. “Relax you shoulders.” I stood there for nearly half an hour, naked, as she walked around me, adjusting my posture. “If you’re going to become a woman, you need to have good posture,” she said. She would spank me on the ass every time I began to slouch, or if my legs drifted too far apart. She was a perfectionist, and she was determined to make it work. “Wait right there,” she said as she disappeared into another room.  
 
    I caught a glimpse of myself in a nearby mirror. I looked so foolish, standing naked, upright, in a strange house. The thought of leaving returned to me once again, but I quickly pushed it away. I’d already come this far. I’d already let my boss see me naked and fondle my cock. To let that all go to waste would have been a real shame. So I continued to stand there awkwardly, trying to set all of Nancy’s little tips to memory. 
 
    She came out with a pair of tits—not real tits, of course. They looked and felt like silicone, and they were secured onto a silicone top, complete with a chest and a neck. “Put it on,” Nancy said. It was not easy to get on. The material wasn’t very stretchy, so it was a bit of struggle to get inside of it. And once on, it was far from comfortable, at least at first. There was a black choker built into the device, to hide the seam around the neck. The seams around the shoulders weren’t hidden so well. “You’ll hide those with your bra straps,” Nancy said, and then she gave me a couple of bra options.  
 
    I picked a black lacy bra that matched the choker, and then Nancy helped me get it on. “Always clip it on backwards, on your belly, and then spin it around and lift it up,” she said. She seemed to think that all of her little tips were very important if I were to become a convincing woman, even though no one would ever see me clipping my bra on. “Your panties should always match your bra,” she said. Again, I didn’t understand why it mattered. No one was going to see my panties. 
 
    She gave me a pair of black, lacy panties, and I slipped them on. My cock kept bulging out the side of the tiny undies. So Nancy came in to help out, reaching down, grabbing my cock in her hand. She adjusted my member, getting it tucked firmly between my legs. “This will give you some incentive to keep your thighs close together.” And once again, she got me hard. My erection was quick to spring out the side of the panties. She rolled her eyes. “Is this going to keep on happening?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I can’t help it.” 
 
    “Just get it out of your system,” she said, “so we can get back to work.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “Fine,” she said, reaching down and grabbing my erection firmly in her grip. She started to stroke my cock. “You’re so horny. You can’t get any business done when you’re horny. You need to come.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I was getting a handjob from my gorgeous milf of a boss. She knew how to work my shaft, with big, long strokes and just the perfect firmness. I looked over in that mirror again. It was a strangely erotic sight, my boss standing behind me, reaching around my body and jerking me off—and the fact I had a pair of perky tits, along with a black, lacy bra and panties. My legs began to quiver and I felt an intense euphoria building up in my groin. “I’m going to come,” I warned her. 
 
    She cupped her free hand in front of the tip of my dick. “Don’t come all over my new furniture,” she said, and then I started to come into the palm of her hand. She slowed down her strokes, tightening her grip, squeezing out every last drop of my hot cum. “Okay, let’s get back to work,” she said, walking over to the kitchen to wash off her hand. Promotion aside, that handjob was worth all of the humiliation on its own. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    We ended up trying on different bra and panties combinations before moving onto skirts, dresses, stockings, tights, and blouses. There was so much to remember—how to match colours and patterns and shapes, what length socks go with what length skirts. I was exhausted by the time we got to shoes—which didn’t make learning to walk in heels any easier. “Okay, which shoes would you wear with that dress?” she asked me, as I finished putting on a navy blue cocktail dress.  
 
    I scanned the options. “These ones,” I said, bending over to pick up a pair of navy blue heels.  
 
    She slapped me hard on the ass, nearly throwing me off balance. “You don’t wear blue heels with a blue dress. You don’t match your dress with your shoes unless you’re wearing white or black. Sometimes red, depending on the occasion.”  
 
    There was so much to remember. It seemed impossible to properly learn everything in just a couple of nights. “Why don’t you just pick out a few outfits for me?” I asked. I didn’t understand why I needed to know how to do it myself when I was only going to be a woman for a couple of days. At most I would need to make four outfits. In the time she took to teach me about matching shoes with dresses, she could have picked out ten different outfits for me to wear at the convention. 
 
    She shook her head. “You really don’t get it, do you? If you’re going to make a convincing woman, you need to become a woman. A woman knows how to make an outfit,” she said, and then I suddenly got it. She wasn’t trying to physically turn me into a woman. She was trying to get me to think like a woman. She was trying to put me inside the head of a woman, so that I wouldn’t need to be coached on my every single move. And in a weird way, it was already starting to work. I was already thinking about different top and bottom combinations, already wondering which shoes would look good with which dress. She had successfully made me extremely conscious of my posture, of where my butt and my shoulders were relative to my body at all times. She was successfully reprogramming me. 
 
    She led me towards the mirror. “Wait here,” she said, and then she disappeared again. I looked pretty good in that blue dress. It fit my body perfectly, which was kind of sad because it confirmed what people had been saying for years—that I had a woman’s body. The way that dress hugged my hips, my ass, and my thighs—you would think that the designer had used my body as his mannequin.  
 
    Nancy came back with a blonde wig, which gave me flashbacks to high school, putting on that blonde wig for the school play. It wasn’t until the third act of the play that the students in the audience started to realize I wasn’t actually the actress I was pretending to be, that I was really a man. I would never forget that flurry of whispers followed by the eruption of laughter. I didn’t want to relive that humiliation. 
 
    The wig fit tightly and securely. Once on properly, she showed me a few different ways to style my hair. “For evening events, depending on your outfit, you’ll probably want to curl your hair. During the day, You can probably get away with a ponytail or a loose bun,” she said. 
 
    “What about something like this?” I said, splitting my hair into two Brigitte Bardot-style pigtails.  
 
    “That’s cute,” Nancy said. 
 
    “Maybe with the red top?” I said, holding a tight, red top up to my torso.  
 
    “Oh, that is cute,” she said. 
 
    I got changed into the outfit and checked myself out in the mirror. I looked good. I looked really good. And we weren’t even done yet. We still needed to complete the look with a face of makeup.  
 
    Nancy showed me how to put on concealer, eye shadow, eyeliner, mascara, blush, lipstick, and so on. She showed me a few different styles. I really liked the way I looked with lots of eye shadow, just a little bit of blush, and a very light lipstick. I looked like a super model or a movie star. It wasn’t until I stepped back and said, “What do you think of this?” that I realized I wasn’t even talking in my own voice any more. My voice had jumped a few semitones, it had become more soft, more feminine.  
 
    I liked the way the clothes felt on my body.  They hugged me in all of the right places, and let up where I needed it. The fabrics were so soft, and I was obsessed with the tight, comforting feeling of my panties holding my cock down. I was getting ahead of Nancy, digging through her makeup and asking if I could try out different supplies. I found a little set of nail polishes. “Oh my God, I love the gold one,” I said. 
 
    “Try it on,” she said, and we ended up sitting on her couch, painting our nails together. 
 
    Her husband came home. “Hey ladies,” he said dropping a bag by the door. 
 
    “Hey Ron. Ron, this is my friend from work, Danica,” Nancy said to her husband. 
 
    “Danica? Nice to meet you,” he said, reaching out his hand. “Is Danica coming to the party with us?” 
 
    “No, I should be going. I have a lot of work I need to get done tonight,” I said. 
 
    “She just came over to borrow some clothes for the convention this weekend.” 
 
    “Well, it was a pleasure to meet you,” Ron said. I noticed his eyes carefully drifting down to my chest for a few subtle seconds. I’d seen that look on his face before—I made the same face whenever his wife came to work in a short skirt or a low-cut top. Nancy’s husband had the hots for me—which meant my disguise was a success. I was officially a convincing woman. I was ready for the big convention. 
 
    And by the time the big convention came around, I was more than ready. In my spare time leading up to the ABEC, I got to practice different makeup techniques, different hair styles, different outfit pairings. I even took my new Danica persona out to the streets. I took a cab downtown on Thursday evening, the evening before my flight, and walked around, making sure I had my heel stride down pat. I caught a bunch of guys staring at my body, particularly my ass (which was funny, because there were no silicone forms down there). I strolled into a bar and I wasn’t sitting down for more than three minutes before a man bought me a drink. 
 
    He sat down and chatted me up. When I got up to use the bathroom, another man caught up with me and asked if he could buy me a drink. The amount of attention I was getting was borderline overwhelming. The man at the bar had his hand on my thigh within the hour, slipping closer and closer towards my cock. I had to leave before he got too carried away, and before I got too drunk to stop him. I needed to be careful. If I was getting close to a woman and I discovered a cock between her legs, I don’t even know how I would react—never mind a stranger. 
 
    My flight out was in the morning. Nancy booked me in first class, which was a nice reminder of why I was doing this crazy stunt: the job promotion. If I got that job, I would be flying first class everywhere. I would have limos waiting for me at every airport I landed in. I was so close to the dream I’d had for so many years. And all I had to do was continue on convincing everyone I was a real woman, which was getting easier and easier. 
 
    The man who sat down beside me looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t pinpoint why. He was wearing a nice black suit and a blue tie. He had just the perfect amount of cologne on. He smiled at me as he did up his seatbelt. He had a handsome smile. “I love your dress,” he said before pulling out a magazine. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    There was something strangely irresistible about the man—a certain glow or an aura that was invisible but undeniable. He was so confident and he looked so powerful. Never before in my life had I wanted to grab a man’s arm and feel his muscles. I had to pinch my leg and remind myself I was a man, I liked women, and I was just doing this for a job promotion. 
 
    Halfway through the flight, I got up to use the washroom and to check on my makeup. I still needed to check myself out in the mirror every couple of hours or so, to revitalize my confidence in my feminine persona. The longer I went without seeing myself, the more I began to question my makeup, my outfit, whether my posture was okay, whether my fake tits looked convincing. But every time I looked in the mirror, all of those anxieties fluttered away. I still couldn’t believe how good I looked. I would have wanted to fuck me. 
 
    Leaving the bathroom, I walked straight into him, the man that was sitting next to me. He was standing by the bathroom door, awaiting his turn. His body was hard and buff—like walking into a cement wall. He wrapped his arms around me to stop me from falling, which was terrifyingly comforting. I didn’t want him to let go. He was so warm and safe. I could feel the bulge of his big cock against my body. “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry,” he said, finally releasing me. I’m not sure if it was by accident or not, but his hand subtly copped a feel of my ass as he slipped past me. If it was some slimy little creep, I would have been outraged, but because it was a handsome hunk who grabbed a handful of my ass, I was strangely aroused. My heart skipped a beat and I felt all warm and fuzzy inside. I wanted to follow him into the little bathroom, pull his boxers down to his ankles and suck his big, throbbing cock. 
 
    “Excuse me, miss, could you please head back to your seat,” the flight attendant said, so I did. We were only about fifteen minutes from Las Vegas, just an hour before the big convention started. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    After checking into my hotel, I walked past the convention room on my way up to my room. I’d never been to the ABEC before, but I’d heard it was most popular engineering convention in the country. I thought that would mean a couple hundred guys in suits meandering around little presentation booths, but I was very wrong. The place was electric, buzzing with people—probably thousands of them all crammed into one of the biggest convention centres in the city. I thought for a moment I was in the wrong place, like I wandered into a Woodstock reunion. There was even a band playing some pop music on a big stage with big amplifiers. 
 
    Waiting for me in my room was a gift basket filled with expensive lotions and soaps. There was a little perfume sampler in the basket that smelled magnificent. And for the first time in my life, I had someone carry my luggage for me up to my room. Even after I said, “I don’t mind doing it,” they insisted. Men held doors open for me and let me cut ahead of them in line. On my way to the hotel, I stopped at a café and the man in front of me paid for my coffee. I was quickly discovering all of the many perks of being a lady. 
 
    As I was changing out of my travel outfit into my first convention outfit, I noticed a slip of paper in one of my pockets. It was a phone number with “Dave,” written above it. I can only imagine it was the gentleman at the café who slipped the paper into my pocket. My cheeks turned red. 
 
    Nancy was successful with her transformation. I really was passing as a woman. Not just passing, but flourishing. I decided to stop in the lounge on my way down to the convention, just to bask a little bit more in my newfound attention. Sure enough, a good looking guy was quick to take a seat next to me and buy me a martini. I’d never liked martinis much before, but now, as a woman, I was starting to like them. I liked the way I looked holding up and gently swirling that classy-looking glass. There was a sexy elegance to it. 
 
    “Are you here for the convention?” the man asked. He had a nice chiselled jawline and a good covering of stubble.  
 
    “I am,” I said. “And you?” 
 
    He was there for the convention. I was hoping he was one of the hospital administrators, looking to buy some new equipment, but he was actually an engineer like me, there to sell. He was my competition. By the looks of it, I had a lot of competition—and it was a lot of men. 
 
    I could see why our company wanted a woman on the convention floor. I was like a magnet. Men were drawn towards me. I couldn’t go ten feet without someone firing up a conversation with me. They all asked why I was there and what I was selling, but it was obvious they were all more interested in me than my product. That was okay—I could sell them on the product. The good feminine looks made for a great in.  
 
    It wasn’t even noon of the first day that I’d already handed out all of the pamphlets I was armed with. I managed to land a couple of private meetings with some hospital executives, but they led nowhere. “Let’s meet up in my room,” one chubbier fellow said. It was common practice to meet up in people’s hotel rooms. Most companies had their rooms set up like little offices, with banners and pamphlet racks and computers and printers. This chubbier fellow had none of that, and once I was in his room, he suddenly had no interest in biomedical engineering. “Tell me more about yourself, Danica,” he said, taking a seat next to me, putting his arm over my shoulder. 
 
    I entertained him for a few minutes and then I made my escape. That was the one major flaw in sending a pretty, young woman to the convention: men tend to put their cocks above business. All of my meetings on my first two days at the convention were the same. They all had promise until we were alone in their hotel rooms—then it became all about sex. One guy even kissed me. I didn’t want to offend him or destroy any potential business deal, so I let him, and I even kissed back. It was a strange feeling, kissing a man, feeling his rough stubble against my face as his warm tongue slipped in through my lips. He got a good squeeze of my tit before I lied and said, “I’m sorry, I’m married.” 
 
    “Me too,” he said, showing me his ring finger. I looked down and noticed his pants were undone and his big, bulging erection was out. He had a smirk on his face. “Let’s have some fun.” 
 
    “I’m sorry but I’m really just here to do business,” I said. 
 
    “Oh c’mon. Fun first, business later.” He took his big cock in his hand and gently began to stroke it, showing it off like a prize buck. It was impressively large. It was no wonder he wasn’t shy about it. And I was strangely curious about it. I wanted to know what it felt like in my hand. I wanted to feel it throbbing. I wanted to know whether I could make him come. My heart was racing.  
 
    I suddenly remembered Nancy jerking me off. I could still hear her voice in my head as she started stroking me off. “You’re so horny. You can’t get any business done when you’re horny. You need to come.” Maybe she was right. Maybe men couldn’t do business with women until they were sexually satisfied. I thought about reaching forward and grabbing his dick, beating him off until he came, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I didn’t want to jerk off a strange man. I wasn’t interested in men, at least I didn’t think I was, though I was starting to wonder as I sat there, mesmerized by his throbbing erection.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I have another meeting I need to get to,” I said, and then I left. I could hardly sleep that night with the image of that massive cock in my mind. I actually found myself regretting my decision to leave. How bad could jerking a man off be? Besides, he said he was open to talk business after—did he really mean it? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER V 
 
    It was the last day of the convention and I still hadn’t made a sale. To make things worse, I was becoming consumed by my new female persona. And even though I was completely aware I was becoming consumed, I couldn’t stop myself. Two hours into the final day of the convention and I was still up in my hotel room, trying on different outfits, getting my hair and makeup perfect. It was as if Danica was taking over my body, and Mike was packing up to leave. 
 
    Down at the convention, nothing had changed. Men continued to approach me in great numbers, but their conversation went nowhere. No one seemed genuinely interested in buying any of our products. As soon as I changed the subject from my personal life to business, they would begin to make their escape. I was running out of time. 
 
    And if I didn’t make the sale, did that mean I wouldn’t get the promotion? Nancy certainly made it seem as though that was the case. If I went back home empty handed, and this whole Danica business was all for nothing, what would I do? I couldn’t carry on working for the company—it would be far too humiliating. Seeing Nancy in the office every day, knowing I let her and myself down, I don’t think I could do it.  
 
    I needed a new strategy. I needed to make at least one sale before I got back onto that airplane home. 
 
    Someone tapped on my shoulder. “Excuse me,” a masculine voice said. I turned around and immediately recognized the man—it was the handsome fellow who sat next to me on the airplane. I didn’t just recognize his face, but I recognized his luscious smell, and his beaming aura. “How do I know you?” he said with his head tilted slightly. 
 
    I played dumb and pretended to think for a moment. “Didn’t you sit next to me on the plane?” I said finally. 
 
    His eyes lit up. “Oh, that’s right. So you’re here for the convention? I’m surprised,” he said. 
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “You don’t get a lot of women to these things. Especially not women like yourself.” 
 
    “Like myself?” 
 
    He smiled. “Well, you’re possibly too beautiful to have any interest in engineering.” I could feel my cheeks turning red. That powerful aura of his was seeping into my body, making me weak and docile. I couldn’t understand how a man could be so charming and so confident with so few words.  
 
    He handed me his card. His name was William. He was the administrator for St. Paul’s hospital. I nearly blurted out my sales pitch as soon as I saw his job title, but I held back. I scared off far too many men already with my pitch first, mingle later strategy. I needed to play it cool. He asked me what I was doing at the convention, and I casually told him I was there representing WalTek Industries. I didn’t tell him what I was selling—not yet. I asked him to tell me about himself. 
 
    He was a single guy, born in New York City, college educated, no kids. He played sports in his spare time, and he was a big hockey fan. We ended up talking hockey for a while. I had to dumb down some of my hockey knowledge, so he wouldn’t get too suspicious of me. He did end up saying, “Wow, for a lady, you sure know a lot about hockey.” I shrugged and smiled. “I grew up in a hockey house.” 
 
    We migrated over to the lounge for a few drinks, continuing our conversation. At first, I kept trying to plan my sales pitch—where could I fit it into the conversation and how could I properly make my segue. But after a couple of drinks, I started to forget all about the sales pitch. I became addicted by our conversation, by his handsome looks and his beaming confidence. After a few more drinks, we migrated up to his room. 
 
    He was up in the penthouse suite, which must have cost at least five grand a night, seeing as my measly room near the bottom of the building was nearly five hundred. The room had its own fully stocked bar. “What do you drink?” he said as he walked behind the bar.  
 
    “A martini,” I said, and then I watched him mix my drink. 
 
    He was actually a pretty skilled drink maker. “I worked as a bartender in college,” he said with a handsome grin as he poured my drink. “Cheers,” he said, clinking his glass against mine. The drink was good—but it was strong, though I think that was part of his intention.  
 
    “Make any big sales this weekend?” he asked me. 
 
    “None,” I said. All at once, my anxieties came rushing back to me. I looked up at the clock on the wall. It was late. The convention was over. There was probably a clean-up crew down in the convention centre tearing down all of the banners and booths, sweeping up all of the abandoned pamphlets. All of the executives I failed to meet were probably already on planes destined for home, or fast asleep, having made all the deals they came to make. I had no deals, no security for my future. Unless I could sell something to William, this whole trip and this whole experience was for nothing. 
 
    “What is it that you’re selling?” he asked. 
 
    I told him about a few different prospects, trying my best to remain casual. I was desperate not to come off as desperate. I needed to be extra careful. He was my last chance. He finished his drink and poured himself another. I could tell he was starting to get drunk. He was inching closer and closer to me. His hand ended up on my thigh. His hand was big and muscular. He could probably hold me down like a ragdoll if he wanted to. I could imagine he had a big cock—I felt if brush up against me on the airplane. Even drunk, there was an irresistible quality to him.  
 
    “Do you think I should buy?” he said. His face was hovering closer to mine. He was getting ready to make a move. 
 
    “I think so,” I said. I bit my tongue, took a deep breath, and I kissed him. I needed to make the sale, whatever that entailed. If I had to give a man a blowjob to seal the deal, then so be it—one little blowjob to justify eight years of college and two years as an unpaid intern. A blowjob takes five, maybe ten minutes and it hurts no one. I was all in. Locked in our kiss, I reached down and began to fondle his big cock. 
 
    I could feel his member getting harder, pulsing, throbbing, growing. It really was massive. I opened my eyes for a few brief seconds and caught a glimpse of it rising up, pushing up the crotch of his pants. I had my tongue deep in his mouth. He had his hand firmly on my tit. I needed to be careful. My breast-plate was on securely but he was a strong man, and he was drunk. With a firm enough tug, he could take the whole thing off. 
 
    I did away with his belt. I unzipped his fly, and I pulled down his pants. His monster cock sprung free. I froze, staring at it. It was big—too big. I’d still never touched a man’s bare cock before, and I was pretty sure it wasn’t going to fit it in my mouth. I was suddenly feeling regretful. What had I gotten myself into? Was sucking a man off really worth a promotion? What if William wanted more than just a blowjob? What if I couldn’t get him off with just my mouth? 
 
    “C’mon, baby,” he said, putting his hand on the back of my head. He pulled me down towards his massive, throbbing erection. What other options did I have? I’d already come this far—there was no sense in chickening out now. I took the thing in my hand. It was warm. I could feel the blood pumping in his veins. “That’s it,” he said as I gently began to stroke it. I watched as his foreskin pulled back to reveal his bulging tip. It was a rigid cock, not smooth but instead bulky like a log you might find in the woods. It was heavy. I had to strain to keep it elevated. “Suck it, darling,” he said, and then he pushed me down further.  
 
    I opened as wide as I could as his tip approached my lips. I closed my eyes, and then I felt him pushing in, his cock stretching my lips, pressing down on my tongue as it slid towards the back of my throat. I gagged, my heart racing. I couldn’t believe it—I had a stranger’s gigantic cock in my mouth. I was giving a random man a blowjob. I began to bob my head, stroking his exposed length with my hand. My other hand was on his abs, desperately trying to hold him back from plunging his thick member any deeper down my throat. The last thing I wanted was for my family to be told by the pathologist that I died choking on a giant dick while dressed like a woman. 
 
    William moaned, running his fingers through my hair. There was something strangely satisfying about it all—the way his cock fit perfectly in my mouth, the way his girth felt in my grip, the oddly euphoric feeling of his fingertips running through my hair. 
 
    He gave my tit another firm squeeze. I was lucky Nancy bought the most realistic set of fake tits she could find. Had they just been foam or plastic, after a single squeeze, I would have been dead meat. Thankfully, they felt real, and they felt great. At least William thought so, as he squeezed and fondled my nipples. In a weird way, it actually felt nice, as if I could actually feel his hands against my skin, as if the breasts were really my own. 
 
    He pulled me up suddenly and then he reached up, under my skirt, and tugged down my panties from my hips. My heart skipped a beat. All there was keeping him from seeing my cock was my short skirt. “Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” he said, looking up at me as he positioned me on top of him, cowgirl-style. He brought me down, but I resisted, stopping my body just a fraction of an inch before my ball sack was touching his big, throbbing cock. “Wait,” I said. I’m not sure my heart was even beating anymore. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” he said, looking up at me. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. I needed to act fast. He was just seconds away from realizing I didn’t actually have a pussy for him to fuck. But I did have something—I had my asshole. Luckily, he was too horny to get me undressed, too horny to flip up my skirt, too horny to go down on me. He just wanted to fuck. I reached down between my thighs and grabbed his big, saliva-covered cock. I lined it up with my asshole. I knew it was going to hurt like hell, seeing as he was hung like a horse. But I had no other choice. I pushed down and I felt it push in, penetrating my anus. I could feel my tiny butthole stretching wide, I could feel him sinking in deep. And I was right, it did hurt like hell. 
 
    His hands found my sides and he helped pull me down. I became completely tense, all of my nerves firing at once. I had to overcome my paralysis to reach beneath my skirt and grab my cock and balls, to stop them from pressing down on his belly as my asshole swallowed the last of his cock up. I pretended like I was rubbing my clit. 
 
    “Oh God, you’re tight,” he said. In his drunkenness, I don’t think he realized he wasn’t in my pussy, but instead in my backdoor. Luckily, his cock was still nice and wet from when I was sucking on it. I began to rise and fall on his dick, slowly, feeling his harsh ridges pushing against my quivering anus. I knew the worst of it was over, and that as soon as he came, it would all be over and I would be one step closer to closing a deal, one step closer to my sweet promotion. 
 
    And after a few deep penetrations, the pain started to subside. With every plunge down, it hurt less and less, and before long, it was actually feeling pretty good. I was getting a hard-on. I kept it pressed against my tummy. But my skirt was riding up and I couldn’t fix it without releasing my erection. Thankfully, his attention was up at my tits and my face. Had he looked down, he might have seen more than he bargained for—even with me doing my best to keep everything secured in place. “Fuck, that feels so fucking good,” he said. 
 
    “How good?” I said. My skirt rode even higher. My cock was just about out in the open.  
 
    “You have no idea,” he said with a deep exhale. 
 
    I needed to act quickly before he looked down and saw my throbbing cock in my hand. So I rose up, letting him slide out of my body, and then I quickly spun around, mounting him reverse-cowgirl-style. I grabbed his slick, rock-hard dick and shoved it back into my ass. I looked around to make sure there were no mirrors that he could look in before releasing my cock. Now, my balls were dangling in the gap between his legs—I was safe. I continued to ride his big, hard dick. 
 
    In fact, I got so carried away riding his big, hard dick, that I ended up reaching down, grabbing my own cock in my firm grasp, beating myself off. I kept close attention to his moaning and grunting, occasionally looking over my shoulder to make sure he was unaware of what was happening between my legs. His head was back on his pillow and he was biting his lip. He was too consumed by euphoria to notice anything was out of the ordinary.  
 
    “I’m going to come in your tight pussy, baby,” he said. 
 
    “Come in me. I want your cum in me so badly,” I said. I was close to coming myself, my cock as hard as a marble column, throbbing intensely. The sound of my ass slapping against his hard pelvis was the most arousing thing I’d ever heard in my life. 
 
    “Oh God,” he shouted, and then I felt it, his hot load filling up my tight asshole.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered as cum began to blast out of my own cock. My hands were shaking, the pleasure was so intense. One of my blasts got his leg, but I don’t think he noticed, too far gone in his own euphoric climax. 
 
    He reached forward and pulled me back, my back on his chest, my head next to his. We kissed. While his eyes were closed, I adjusted my cock back under my skirt.  
 
    I ended up making the sale, and it was a big one. He bought fifty of every product in our company catalogue. Nancy was right, once you get past the raging testosterone, the business part is easy.  
 
    That very night, I emailed Nancy the details of our deal. She ended up meeting me at the airport to congratulate me on my sale and my new job with WalTek Industries. She didn’t ask me what I ended up having to do to make the deal, but I could tell by her sly smirk that she had a good idea. “I think you’re going to be a real asset to the company,” she said as we got into her car. She reached over and put her hand on my cock. “As long as you keep this thing here hidden.”  
 
    I wasn’t being hired—at least, not as Mike. Danica was getting the big job. And to be honest, I was okay with that. Danica was so much fun. In those skirts and dresses, I felt so much more alive than I did as Mike. Finally, it all made sense, why I was always so much shorter and thinner than my colleagues, why I could never grow any chest hair or facial hair—it was because I wasn’t meant to be a man. And if it wasn’t for Nancy, I would have never learned how to become a woman. 
 
    THE END 
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