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PEOPLE HAVE A HARD TIME believing my story. That’s because they have their doubts about how anyone would put up with abuse in a job that’s just a job. First off – I took the position with Ryder Industries because I needed the money, not because it was a profession, or something I went to school for a long time to achieve. Secondly, it didn’t start with abuse – if anything far from it.

Ryder Corp dealt with auto parts that were very hard to come by – even for dealers, and I was in sales. The boss was a very strong and intimidating woman named Dottie Kuntsliver. I know what you’re all thinking – sounds like a made up name, or a name that’s meant to punish someone. In either case, I think her father wanted to teach her a very important lesson. I remember my interview with Ryder very well. The first time I met her and had to thank her for granting me an interview, I almost laughed in her face when I said her name. That didn’t go over so well, but she didn’t make a big deal of it. I guessed she was used to it.

Dottie stood at six foot one, and had long, luxurious red hair that fell in riotous waves down her shoulders and the front of her chest. Her figure was well, really fucking incredible. I was staring – how could I not? Her face had delicate feminine features with a strong aquiline nose for a contrast, and penetrating green eyes to boot. But

on her, it only heightened her beauty if that made any sense.

She handled herself very professionally, even after that awkward little beginning. I was still standing facing her and my cheeks were beet red. “So Devon, why don’t you have a seat and relax. You can even have a cup of coffee if you’d like.”

“Thank you Ms. Kun . . . er, Dottie,” I said, looking up and trying my best at an innocent stupid smile.

I made my way over to the Keurig Machine and she was watching me closely. When I sat down at the big desk across from her, she spoke to me while looking through my application.

“Well, after giving this a cursory glance, I can tell that you are grossly overqualified for this position, and my guess is you’re probably in need of quick money with not much effort for a while until you find yourself something better; am I right Devon?”

She was intuitive as well as hot as fuck.

“Yeah, I guess you’re right Dottie. I’m just out of school and I’m a writer. I’m waiting for a job to open up at a newspaper or an online magazine or something. But that doesn’t mean I won’t work hard here and get you the sales you need.”

She looked up at me, and by her expression I could see that maybe she was surprised at my honesty? I quickly added to my statement. “And you can expect nothing but complete loyalty from me Dottie.”

She got up from her desk and walked around slowly until she was standing behind my chair. I smelled her jasmine perfume, and her long, red nails were digging into the skin of my neck on both sides giving me chills through my body. What the hell was happening here on this JOB INTERVIEW???

“I value loyalty in this office more than anything Devon,” she said seductively into my ear, kissing the side of my neck. My cock was standing at a full three meter attention. I closed my eyes and wondered where this was taking me. “I also expect a few chosen employees to fuck me whenever I need it to be done you know.” Hearing this made my ears ring because I wasn’t sure I heard correctly. “You have to understand that this job bores me a lot and I have to make it as pleasant as I can get it.”

By now she pulled my chair away from her desk and she was sitting on my lap facing me. Her arms were around my shoulders, and her face was about two inches from mine. She stuck her tongue out from between her lips and placed it inside of mine, rolling it from side to side. By now my cock was throbbing. The tongue thing she was doing turned into a long, sucking, wet kiss, and I felt her moist lip gloss covering my mouth, and parts of my cheeks when she came off to kiss me there.

She abruptly came off me and smiled, and touched the tip of my nose with the nail of her index finger. “So will you take the job Devon on condition you please me any way I want you to??” I didn’t think much of the caveat at the time, but I agreed to it because I needed the money.

“Sure I will,” I said eagerly. If this was just the job interview, I could imagine what the actual job would be like.

“That’s good Devon because I usually get what I want and I’m rarely if ever disappointed – you start tomorrow so come prepared.”
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THE NEXT DAY I SHOWED UP FOR WORK at nine o’clock on the dot and was assigned a cubicle. The secretary that showed me into Ms. Kuntsliver’s office yesterday gave me a client list and a listing of all the products each customer usually got. It was boring as fuck, and the incentive was if I got more orders than anyone else, I would get a “bonus,” whatever that was. After yesterday’s interview I had a pretty good idea what I’d be in for. But as I was soon to find out, there was more to it than just a bonus.

The guy in the cubicle next to me started a conversation. “Hey, welcome. I’m Chase,” and he extended his hand over the partition that separated us. I shook it and said, “Devon. Say, lemme ask you something Chase. How long you working here?”

He looked at me and grinned. “Two years man.”

“Has Ms. Kuntsliver been the boss for all the time you’ve been here?”

“Yeah, why?”

“Uh, well, yesterday I had the strangest job interview, and I’m trying to figure out what the fuck is going on around here. I mean – does she come on to all the new male hires?”

“Oh that,” Chase said smiling. “Yeah, pretty hot right?”

“That’s one way to put it. But what I wanna know is what gives man? Does she, uh, come on to you in the interview and then what? Do nothing afterwards?”

Chase had a smirk on his face, and looked me over in a way that made me feel slightly uncomfortable. “Well that all depends,” he said.

“Depends? Depends on what?”

“Well let’s see. Today is only your first day. If you show promise during your first week here, you’ll attract Dottie’s notice; and if you attract Dottie’s notice, you COULD make a lot of money here Devon.”

“Wait, so she’s in charge of the payroll??”

Chase’s eyes rolled at me, and he said, “Dude, Dottie Kuntsliver is RYDER SALES CORP! She’s the owner man! She inherited this whole company from her father. She can do and pay whomever the fuck she wants – and she’s very discriminating as to who she lets into her little circle.”

I thought I was starting to understand – that to make money I had to be part of Dottie’s little inner circle. Well if the job interview was any indication, then I was in for a very nice time indeed.

“Wow. So Chase, are you part of her ‘little circle?’”

“Yes, it just so happens that I am,” he said with not a small amount of pride.

“Uh, okay. So how many guys here are in this group of hers?” Then it dawned on me that there were no women in the office in sales. The only other woman was the frumpy secretary from Dottie’s office.

“Honestly . . . let’s see,” and Chase scanned the floor counting to himself. “Oh, It’s about a dozen guys. There’s a couple here I don’t recognize.” As he was counting, a couple of guys noticed the two of us standing up behind our cubicles and smiled at us. They were in on this little secret and it just made me more curious. Chase was finished and he said to me, “Listen Devon, the membership in the boss’s club isn’t a permanent thing – it can change from quarter to quarter, and sometimes even shorter than that. You have to keep your earnings up, so get to work. Got your list and products, right?”

“Yes.”

“So okay then – get to work! I’ll talk to you more during lunch.”

“Thanks Chase.” Thinking about the good things that could happen to me if I was a top earner made me get to work with a fury. I had no idea how many sales was a good number; I just kept working without fucking around on the phone or even long bathroom breaks. I was all business.

The first week went by in a blur with no mention about my progress from Dottie. The same with the second and the third week. Then by the end of the first month I came in on a Thursday and found a pink note on the receiver of my phone in my cubicle.

The handwriting was in a very feminine cursive, and it said, “Nice work Devon! Let’s talk about it – my office at three o’clock. – Dottie”

Well now – I guess my numbers were okay. I would find out this afternoon just how good they were. Three o’clock came by slower than it normally did, probably because I was anxious to get to the meeting in Dottie’s office. But then at ten before three, I got up and Chase nodded to me as I left the office to take the elevator up to the executive offices.

I opened the door and the secretary was seated at her desk and acknowledged me as I came in. This time she was smiling at me and she said, “Oh hello Devon. Ms. Kuntsliver is expecting you. It will just be a few minutes.”

“Thanks Henrietta,” I said, remembering her name from my first encounter a month before. So I sat down and in about five minutes her door opened, and Dottie came out into the reception area. She was dressed to kill – tight red blouse, black sheer nylons with three inch stiletto heels. Her right arm was bent and her hand rested on her hip as she addressed me.

“Come on in Devon,” she said in her deep, husky, smoky voice. “Take a seat, and help yourself to a drink.”

There was a minibar over by the wall next to her desk, so I walked over and made myself a scotch and soda. I knew I must have been doing good, because otherwise why the fuck would she offer me a drink.

Behind my back she continued. “You know Devon, since you started with us, your record in sales has been nothing short of spectacular. I mean your numbers are off the charts!” She let that sink in a bit. “You know you’ve beat out all of my most experienced people in your first month!”

Now I was seated at her desk with my drink in hand. “Well I try very hard Dottie. I look at this job as a matter of trust . . . and I’m honorable. You hired me to get sales, and that’s what I do.”

She looked at me, obviously impressed. “That’s quite a mature attitude for someone to take, especially a guy with no experience to speak of Devon. I knew I saw something special in you. Tell you what – I have a little group let’s say, of all my top earning sales people, of which you are now one. In addition to a significant raise, you are invited to join. What do you say?”

This was what Chase was talking about. My cock was doing the happy dance thinking of all the possibilities. “Sure Dottie – just tell me where and when ----”

She cut me off, ran around from her side of the desk and whipped my chair around and again sat on my lap facing me. She was breathing hard and began kissing me hard just like at the interview. At the same time her hand was reaching down in front of her and rubbing up against my cock through my slacks. Before I could barely process this, she had my cock out, and she got down on her knees on the carpeting in front of my chair. He hand lifted my cock and she placed her mouth over me, making a tight seal with her lips.

She came off of me and looked up at me smiling. “I’m gonna rock your world Devon!” Then she went right back to where she left off. Her mouth was very wet, and her glossed lips were as smooth as silk. She used her tongue skillfully and rubbed it against the underside of my cock, making me pulse with intense carnal joy. My right hand pressed itself on the top of her head holding it steady.

She bobbed faster and faster until I felt myself heading for a climax. When it came it was explosive – more than anything I’ve ever had in my life. She sucked and sucked so that not one drop was lost. “Umm, umm,” was the only sound that escaped from her.

“Oh FUCKKKK DOTTIE!” I screamed, hoping that the door was insulated so that no sound could escape.

She licked me clean and said, “I enjoyed that a lot Devon. Now I’m going to give you a special invite to my private club for exceptional employees. You deserve it!”

I was caught up in the excitement and dreaming of all the endless possibilities. She handed me a card with the address and the name. The location was like a catering place/ballroom with a big lounge that was known as “The Atrium.”

“Now you come here this Friday evening at seven o’clock, okay?”

“Oh of course Dottie,” I said, still very much like an obedient employee.

Then she faced me and threw her arms around my shoulders. “We’ll see how you do at pleasing me,” she said with a strange grin on her face. “I have a feeling that you won’t disappoint, Devon.”
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WHEN I CAME BACK TO MY DESK Chase was waiting for me. He knew where I’d just come from and probably what happened to me up there in Dottie’s office. “You were right Chase. She told me I was the best fucking salesman she ever had and wants me to come to the club on Friday night!”

Chase nodded his head. “Well I’ll be there tomorrow night and so will some of the other guys as well. Congratulations Devon, you made the cut.”

“Anything I should know before I come there?”

“Yeah. Just try to keep an open mind,” he said patting my shoulder with his right hand. I looked at him; something about the way he said that made me wonder a little.

The drive to The Atrium was only about fifteen minutes from my apartment. Chase told me the dress code was casual which was good because I did not own a suit that fit me anyway. I had lost a lot of weight since I last had to wear one. When I pulled into the parking lot I saw Chase’s car along with several that I recognized form the lot at work. There was one thing that gnawed at me I just couldn’t shake. On the sales floor during the whole first month I was with the company, I never saw any women except for Henrietta. Could it be that maybe just men were in sales, and Dottie placed the women in other departments?

And next, was the question of this “exclusive club” I was here for. Chase seemed pretty excited about it, and talked it up to me since I started the job. If it was all men, then was it just gonna be a fancy dinner, and listen to Dottie make a speech? A pep talk? OR . . . if hot women were involved, was it something like a Playboy kind of thing?? I had no fucking clue, I was here because my ego demanded it. The boss singled me out after a relatively short time for doing great work, and so here I was. Dottie also had a thing for me as I saw – she loved my cock! So really, how was I not going to show up?

There were other events going on inside the building tonight. The downstairs lobby was busy, and I made my way over to a uniformed security guard standing in the center. He reminded me of the Black cop in “Die Hard 1” a little bit. I asked him about the Ryder Party, and he gave me a funny smile which struck me as odd, and a bit unprofessional too to be honest. He pointed to the event board in the middle of the room. I looked back at him over my shoulder as I made my way to the board. He just nodded as if to say sure stupid – it’s right there.

Then once there, I found what I was looking for: “Ryder Sales Corp - 217 – Power Sellers Club.” Okay, so this was it. From the name it seemed likely that it was some sort of seminar for high-achieving sales people. Maybe my first hunch was correct. My ego was certainly hooked. Good performance and a blow job from the boss will do that to you.

The elevator door opened on the second floor and there were several ballrooms. 217 was called the “Skylight Room,” and I opened the door. The music hit me as soon as I walked in. There was a crowd of men and women standing around with plates of food and small tables where some of them were sitting, and a bar off to a wall on the side. It reminded me of the cocktail hour at a wedding but without the fancy dress code. Still, some of the women were made up pretty nicely and the men who I didn’t recognize were all wearing suits. I felt out of place. Could it be that Chase was playing me and maybe I did need to be dressed up?

So I went over to the bar and got myself a scotch and club soda. Then I moved over to one of the buffet tables and helped myself to some sushi, which, I have to say looked pretty good. At least I’d be fed and watered, so what the fuck. But where was Dottie? I got myself a seat at one of the little tables and looked around, but I didn’t see her.

Just then I got a tap on my shoulder. It was a stunning brunette with piercing green eyes, wearing a very sexy, red, one-piece dress, and a beautiful makeup job. She smiled at me and asked, “Mind if I sit here?”

“Sure, it’s a free country, why not?”

When she sat down, carrying a plate of buffet Chinese food and a drink, I heard a silk rustling sound, like you get when a tight dress is moving against firm skin. I looked down and couldn’t help but notice her long legs and aforementioned tight ass that seemed to be poured into the dress. Her cleavage was a perfect size and her long brown hair fell perfectly in the middle. She used her hand to take it out of the middle and hike it over her right shoulder. The she smiled at me and raised her glass for a toast.

“What are we drinking to?” I asked.

“Why to new experiences of course . . . and enjoying life!”

“I like that – cool,” I said, raising my glass to meet hers.

“Umm, excuse me, but do I know you? You look a little familiar – I mean,” now I was starting to blush and become a little embarrassed. “It seems that we’ve met before.”

She looked close at me. “Have we now? It’s possible, but I’m not sure. Let’s see if you can figure something out.”

“Are you from Ryder?” I felt that was lame, so I quickly corrected myself. “I’m sorry, my name’s Devon, and I’m with Ryder. I’m a new hire and I just started a month ago.”

She smiled at me as she sipped her mixed drink through a straw. “What’s so funny?” I couldn’t see the humor in anything I just said. Maybe I was getting impatient.

She took the straw out of her mouth, and still smiling said, “My name’s Cassie, and yes, I do work for Ryder too.”

“Okay, but where? I’m in sales and it’s all men. Unless . . . wait – is there another sales floor?” I was just grasping at the possibilities, but something strange was pulling at me. I hate it when I get a sense that the ground I’m standing on is unstable.

“No Devon. There’s only one sales floor at Ryder.” She made it sound as if I had two heads. Of course, even a new hire at Ryder should know that there’s only one sales floor. How could they not know?

She let the mystery cook a while longer. “Uh, have you seen Dottie? I mean this is her ‘club,’ right?” I asked.

“Oh it definitely is Dottie’s club. All of her guests and most of the regulars are here too. She’s probably busy on the other side.”

“Say Devon, do you mind if I smoke? You’re allowed to in here.”

“Sure go ahead.” As it turned out, I had a bit of a fetish for women smokers, especially hot ones like Cassie. It turned me on when they smoked the long, all-white cigarettes. I liked watching them light up and pulling on the filter. It made me think of them sucking on a cock. She made a show of pulling out the long pack from her black leather handbag, along with a silver butane lighter. I don’t know what came over me just then, but I asked her, “Can I light you up Cassie?”

“Of course you can. My, such a gentleman you are Devon,” she said, grinning at me.

She leaned into the thin flame I produced with a click of the wheel, taking a long, first drag. She pursed her lips and exhaled a thin, blue plume just over my head. Now that made me stir and I felt my cock coming to life. I think somehow she knew because she just smiled at me again. I really wanted to dance with Cassie. I looked around but I didn’t see anyone else on the floor. It was just at that moment when the canned music stopped, and a small band of three guys took the stage behind a small dance floor on the other side of the room.

“Oh great!” I said, turning back to Cassie. “Looks like there is live music here after all.”

The middle guy with the guitar strapped on his front blew into the microphone. “Welcome RYDER SALES CORP ~ POWER . . . SALES . . . FORCE . . . CLUB! Now let’s see what ya’ got. Come on up!”

They broke into an Eighties routine starting with David Bowie. They were pretty good - I was surprised. I really wanted to get to know Cassie better and dance. After all, she did come up to me.

“Okay, shall we go?” I asked her, giving her my arm. She smiled again at me, stood up to meet me, and looped her arm through mine, carrying her cigarette in her other hand.

I unhooked her arm as we got closer to the dance floor and I placed my arm gently around her waist and pulled her in close to me. I decided that I would just go with the flow and see where this took me. I scanned the dance floor quickly and could have sworn that I saw Chase on the other side of the floor. Well, I thought, the night is still young, so if it was Chase I’d meet up with him soon enough. His car was definitely in the lot outside.

I felt Cassie place her arm around my waist and pull me in close to her. She was smiling, and leaned in to me. Her other hand that held the cigarette was out to the side. I smelled the smoke on her breath mingled with the scent of her perfume and cherry apple lip gloss. Now she began kissing me and pressing her waist into mine. Everything was relaxed and natural as if we’d done this one hundred times before. Her tongue slipped between my lips into my mouth, and found mine. We rubbed them together and she was moaning through the kiss. She killed her cigarette on the dance floor and used that hand to come between us to start rubbing my cock through my slacks. I felt a drop of pre cum leak out into my boxers. I wondered how if at all we would consummate this union.

She was rubbing her waist up against mine, and going up and down in time to the music. I was in the hands of a pro.

“Let’s go somewhere private Devon – I can’t stand this – you’re making me insane!” she said in one sultry breath. I then kissed the side of her neck, and got a taste of her perfume. I loved it when girls sprayed a little perfume on the side of their neck. My tongue gave her a quick little lick which made her hiss with desire.

“Come with me Devon – I know just the place.” She took me by the hand, and I followed her across the dance floor off to the side where the Skylight Room led to an alcove. On the side of that there was a hallway which led to a suite of several rooms. She opened the second door on the right, and it was a nice sized room with couches lining each wall. I did a double take because I saw several couples in various stages of undress, doing things I never expected. My eyes stopped on a couple in the center of the room – it was Dottie and another woman! They were both topless and playing with each other. Dottie saw me and waved. She called out to me: “Devon! Welcome! I see you met Cassie – good – have FUN! I’ll be with you soon,” and she went back to the other girl. However I use that term with reservation because out from the top of the other woman’s skirt I saw a large COCK protruding out!

Dottie grabbed the cock from the transgender woman she was with and immediately placed her mouth over it and began licking it with her tongue, but I didn’t have the chance to stare for long. Cassie pulled me over to another couch with a coffee table in front. She started to unbutton my shirt with a feverish intensity, while kissing me all over my face and neck.

What happened next caught me totally by surprise. Cassie took my hand and placed it underneath the front of her tight satin dress. She grinned at me as my eyes went WIDE OPEN. I felt the largest cock of my life – yes – you heard correctly. Usually I thought with some pride that I could easily spot a trans woman or shemale very easily; but here I was wrong. Cassie had me totally fooled. But now what was I to do?

She looked me right in the eyes as my hand was wrapped around her gurl cock. “Well Devon? Aren’t you going to please a lady and prove you belong in the RYDER CLUB???”

What was I supposed to say? A nice amount of money and quite literally my job depended upon my next answer. It took me about two seconds to make up my mind. I was to my surprise, very turned on by the whole thing. It’s as if I was on autopilot. I pushed her dress out of the way and bent down over Cassie’s cock and placed as much of it in my mouth as could fit. My tongue began licking all around the sides of the head. I got it nice and wet, and then slowed it down to deliberate licking and sucking. It bothered me not in the least. To all appearances Cassie was a woman to me, and I was just a guy “pleasing a lady”- as she said.

Her upper body lie down on the couch, with her head resting on the padded arm rest. Her right hand grabbed the back of my head and pressed it down over my cock. My head settled into a bobbing motion, and her cock went all the way to the back of my throat without me even gagging. My lips made a tight seal around her shaft. Out of the corner of my eyes I could see Dottie looking at us with much interest. I think she was smiling.

Then Cassie grabbed a fistful of my hair and was hissing loudly through her teeth as she stiffened her body. I felt a waterfall of cum burst into my mouth. It was a tsunami, such that some of that white, sticky warm liquid dribbled down my cheeks from the corners of my mouth. I sucked her cock clean of any residue left.

Dottie walked over to where we were. “So Cassie,” Dottie said. “Does Devon here know everything?” Did I know what exactly?

“Oh Devon, before Cassie answers I have to tell you how glad I am to see you. You do know this is a big step up for you – in your future with the company I mean.”

I looked at Dottie with some amount of pride and surprise. “Uh, yeah, I suppose so. Is this what this club is all about?” I asked with genuine concern.

“Why don’t I let Cassie answer your question,” she said

rhetorically.

Cassie was smiling at me - no, actually beaming at me. “Now Devon, I want you to look at me closely and tell me what you see.”

I looked her right in the eyes, but I drew a blank. Dottie and Cassie exchanged glances and Dottie just shrugged.

“Guess we’ll just have to do this the hard way then,” Cassie told Dottie. Then Cassie spoke to me in a voice that was all too familiar: “Hey Devon, will I see you this weekend at the club?”

“HOLY SHIT! Casey??????” I was dumbfounded, but then I looked at Cassie/Casey’s green eyes and there was no mistaking her.

“Yes Devon, it’s me. You’ve passed the first part of the test with flying colors. Look around the room here – all of us in sales who are part of Dottie’s executive club are all transgender girls. Now, I didn’t start out this way, but like you, I was broken in gradually. I’ll let Dottie take it from her.” She looked up at Dottie.

Dottie stood in front of me and dropped her tight skirt to her ankles and stepped out of it. There was a bulge in the front of her G-String. There was no mistaking that for what it was. Then she took her hand and slid it under the front of her G-String, freeing up

her engorged, veiny cock – probably the largest I’d ever seen. The look on her face was one of mischief, amusement.

She moved it towards my face, but as I took hold of it, she stopped and smiled at me. I looked up at her puzzled. “You did better than I thought you would Devon – you took to Casey – er., I mean Cassie’s cock rather nicely. But for me, I like to be pleased in a different way, and that way will tell me how serious you are about wanting advancement in my company.”

“What would you have me do Dottie?” I asked in a small, shy voice.

“Why I want you to let me take you like a real girl – from the BACK! That will prove to me how serious you really are Devon!” I looked around the room. The others were all engaged in their own trysts, not really paying attention to the others around them.

She saw me looking around and said, “See? No one really cares about us. Come on, I know you’re aching for my big fat cock to enter your tight little boy pussy!” She was right – sort of. I was jealous of the way that Casey was able to dress up and pass for a beautiful smoky slut. I wanted the same thing. Now was my chance.

“Okay Dottie, all right. Give me a minute here.” And with that I got off the couch and kneeled in front of it with my ass exposed and bent over the cushion. Dottie reached into her bag and pulled out a fresh tube of lube gel, which she opened and slathered all over my asshole. For good measure she stuck her index finger inside me and rolled it all around. I stiffened and moaned. It was a strange mix of pain and pleasure. Come on Dottie – ram me already I said to myself with desperation. Where did this come from, I wondered?

Dottie got behind me and spanked and rubbed my butt cheeks which made me flinch and she laughed. “My my, you’re so nice and ready for me Devon – I like your attitude.” She and Cassie both laughed. Then she lined up her cock with my puckered, cherry asshole, and place the tip of it against my swollen butt lips. She played with me and went up and down against it – teasing me. “You’ll get used to this Devon – or should we call you “Donna?”

She went slowly inside me – dilating me for the first time. My lips parted as she went in and out deeper and deeper. My fists were doubled up on the sofa cushions and the pain was intense – but I didn’t try to fight it – I was loving it. Her speed picked up and I reflexively bucked my hips up to meet her thrusts. I felt delicious and so dirty at the same time, like I was privy to a secret.

She thrust and moaned inside me until she reached a feverish crescendo. I felt a fire light up deep inside of me unlike anything I ever felt before. Then Dottie let out a stifled scream, and I felt an explosion of wet warmth enter my gateway. I felt warm, sticky cum leak down the insides of my butt cheeks. She kept going until the fire inside of me exploded – I shot a huge load of cum without even touching myself. Cassie, who stood off to the side exclaimed, “Look! Donna is having her first sissygasm!”

By now a crowd appeared around the sofa. They were all people from the sales floor and were looking at me and smiling. I was starting to get it now. This whole evening was built around me – it was an initiation of sorts. I was now part of Dottie’s exclusive club. My boy pussy, or bussy, as I was to later learn the terminology, was tingling. Then something strange happened; I just wanted more. As if my mind could be read, Dottie came off me and Cassie took her place. She bent over my back and whispered harshly in my ear. “You know Devon, since the first day you started at Ryder, I’ve wanted you. I was rooting for you to make the sales team. I know you’re going to love it here.”

Before I could have a chance to respond, I felt another cock – Cassie’s cock enter me as Dottie’s had just done. She thrust even harder and faster than Dottie, almost ripping me apart with her fury. Faster and faster she went until she exploded inside of me – adding to Dottie’s cum which was still leaking down my butt cheeks.

________________________

__________

Now, after Cassie finished, I was being passed around to the other transgender sluts in the room. They gave me drags of their long cigarettes and sips of alcohol – plying me with these things so I would get into the mood. I must have been fucked and enjoyed by at least six more of them, and the evening was still young.

Dottie stepped over to me and pulled me up, so I was facing her. “I see you love this Donna, am I right?” No more was I called Devon. I was this new transgender persona.

“Yes, I suppose I do. You know Dottie, I never expected anything like this. I thought I would just have you after what happened in your office. Bu I have to admit – I enjoy being passed around like a cum toy for you and the others here.”

“Well that’s great Donna, because I have plans for you – big plans. We’re going to dress you up and make you a regular at our club here. Of course you’ll be making LOTS of money and be able to have your pick of any girl here you want.”

Cassie looked at me and grinning, she said, “Dottie, I want her to be my special little cum toy. Is that okay?”

“Of course it’s fine Cassie – I’ll make you responsible for Donna’s transformation! How do you like that Donna?”

“Better than I ever could have hoped for.”

Now you know the story of my rise up the corporate ladder into a life I never thought possible before. I was living my wildest fantasies!
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Dear Reader,

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story). I would love to hear what you like to read about! Just shoot me an email and let me know. I’ll even name a character for you and send you a free book!

Jdicey120@yahoo.com

This is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other short erotica. If the links don’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

Thank you for taking time out of your day to allow me to entertain you (get you off!) with my craft. ❤️JD
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Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica
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for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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