

NO CHOICE!

A Reluctant First-Time Feminization, Alpha Female Boss Tale

Jaclyn Dicey


Copyright

Copyright © 2024 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher.


Take a Look!

(Follow me on AMAZON to get instant updates every time I publish a new story).

Dear Reader,

Here is my AMAZON Author Page and other titles 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

_________________________________________________

STEPMOM'S PET SISSY

SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES

THE CRIME BOSS'S SISSY

BUSTED SISSY! Book 1 of 2

BUSTED SISSY! Book 2 of 2

BUSTED SISSY Series Compilation

REMAKE

A COLLECTION OF HOT, STEAMY, LEWD, SLUTTY EROTICA TALES

GO AHEAD - MAKE ME BEG FOR MORE!

EVERYTHING SISSY - 9 BOOKS IN ONE!

FOXY SISSY

GIRLY BOY

LADY BOY IN BLUETHE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

HIS INNER SISSY

MISS SISSY MADISON

TWIN SISSY

HIRED SISSY

RAUNCHY REVENGE SISSY

GUARDIAN SISSY

OUT OF TOWN SISSY

WHAT THE F*&%$ HAPPENED TO ME?

STEPMOM UNWRAPPED

TOO MUCH TOO FAR

NO FREAKIN' WAY, YES WAY!

WHAT DAD DOESN'T KNOW


Acknowledgements

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Simra - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish transgender, and gay erotica.

Most of all - To all of my readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


Table of Contents

Copyright

Take a Look!

Acknowledgements

Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

More Juice From Jaclyn

About the Author


Chapter 1

_____________________________

_________________

Iwas feeling a bit self-conscious sitting in the boss’s waiting room waiting to be called in for a quarterly “assessment meeting.” Carswell Advertising was a pretty decent first job for a guy like me just out of a state university with a major in advertising and marketing. There was someone in the office with the boss already, and I didn’t want to seem too forward in asking the receptionist how long a wait there might be. I had never met the boss before; my interview was with the head of personnel, and now I was just past my four month mark with the company.

I was shown the ropes by a fellow named Doug, who was in his mid-thirties. Doug was a strange character, very shy, very nervous; who responded to my jokes with a nervous titter. The guy seemed afraid of his own shadow, and the best word to use to describe Doug would be a “nebbish” – a roly poly guy with thick glasses, whiny voice, unremarkable dressing style, someone you would probably forget two minutes after meeting him. Under his tutelage, I was able to get my first two accounts and I think I did pretty decently with them.

The thing about this company was that most of the clients were companies who catered to female services and items, and some of the more successful ad people who worked here were women. I had a funny feeling about the place, which I thought was just all in my head. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but I reasoned that many companies today either went the “WOKE” way or were just female dominated, whatever; it was a job, no way to say if I would stay or go at any time soon. I was looking for experience as I was still sorting out my career preferences.

The CEO was a woman named Veronica Carswell, a very successful entrepreneur, highly respected in the industry and known for her “eccentric tastes,” whatever that meant. I picked some things up from listening to the buzz around the cubicles. So now I sat in her office, waiting for my first meeting with her.

I had a nervous habit of tapping my feet, and the secretary, a middle aged woman with silver-flecked black hair done up in a neat bun, looked at me with an annoyed expression over the rim of her half-spectacles. I gave an embarrassed grin of apology, and stopped.

Finally the door to the executive suite opened up. A ravishing, big busted redhead, with tousled, waist-length hair wearing a short-skirted business suit and high wraparound black high heeled shoes, perspiring heavily, and breathing hard, came out of the room. When the door closed behind her, she stood with her back to it, legs spread out, with palms pressed against the door to stop her from falling. Her white cotton blouse clung to her skin, her black brassiere visible underneath it. Her makeup which she probably worked on meticulously for the occasion was a runny mess all over her sweaty face. She was seemingly relieved that whatever it was that had just happened inside was over with, or maybe she was in shock; I really couldn’t tell.

Claudia the receptionist didn’t even bother to look; she just kept typing on her laptop like this sort of thing was routine; expected maybe. I couldn’t help staring at this woman, who gathered herself, worked a tissue around her face, and strutted out of the office for the ladies room outside the door. I could swear her arms were trembling.

The sight of her did little to assuage my anxiety which was already high. I heard hearty laughter from behind the oak door, unable to ascertain complete sentences. After five minutes, which seemed like an eternity, the intercom buzzed on Claudia’s desk. She looked at me with a blank expression over the top of her half-glasses, and said, “Ms. Carswell will see you now.”

I got up slowly, a bit dazed from the display, muttered a thank you, took a deep breath and opened the door to Veronica Carswell’s office.

“Well, Blake Dawson, come in, take a seat. Would you like a coffee, or something stronger perhaps? Cola or water, an alcoholic beverage? I have everything here, please feel free to help yourself,” she said pointing to the counter on the side of the room. “I’m having a scotch and soda – feel free.” It was only ten am, yet I was about to break my self-imposed rule of no alcoholic beverages before four pm. The display I just witnessed firming up my decision.

“Thank you very much, Ms. Carswell, I’ll have what you’re having.”

“Good choice, I like that in a man – knows what he wants, very good. Go right ahead,” she said nodding to the cart against the wall. As I fixed myself the drink, going a little heavy on the scotch side, she was reading through my personnel file. “Wagner State College, three point two cumulative index, major in marketing and accounting, with a minor in speech and communications? Why may I ask did you choose that as a minor?”

I wasn’t prepared for that, so I answered the best way I could. I figured the truth was the best way to play this. Veronica Carswell seemed to be very intelligent, perceptive, a straight-shooter, and from what I heard, had little patience for bullshit. She had a diploma from the Wharton School of Business on the wall behind her desk, which impressed the heck out of me. She had long, wavy blonde hair with a part on the right side, roundish lips covered in red lip gloss, and heavy black mascara, and blue eyeshadow which complemented her deep blue eyes. When I first saw her, I couldn’t help but notice her enormous firm breasts sticking out from under her white dress blouse with black laced trim. The top three buttons of her blouse were invitingly opened. I could make out a tinge of red lipstick on her blouse collar, that matched the shade of the sweaty woman who was just in the office.

“Well, I minored in speech and communications because I thought that would help me in the advertising field; you know, in giving marketing presentations, that sort of thing.”

“I see,” she said, staring at me, now standing up, holding my file, and turning to the side, giving me a full view of her. She was a tall woman, standing about six feet, one inch, and was hot as hell. Maybe it was the scotch, but I became as hard as a rock looking at this very sexy, and dominant woman. Her ass and her legs were a sight to behold as well. A testament to what looked like long hours in the gym. “That was smart on your part. I see that you landed two pretty decent clients too. ‘Magda’s Boudoir’ is an up and coming company. I think we, or should I say you can probably do well with them. I’m pleased Blake, very pleased indeed. I see that Doug taught you well. He’s another story altogether,” she said, rolling her eyes at me and laughing, “but he has his uses.”

I relaxed a bit in my seat, all positives so far, and - I was enjoying the show.

“Blake,” she said, sitting down behind her desk now, clasping her fingers together resting on the desk, drink beside her, leaning forward and staring me right in the face, “Where do you see yourself going with this company?”

I answered honestly. “I would like to learn as much as I can about the advertising industry, which has quite a history here in New York City.”

“Good, I like that. Your work so far shows potential. This company is probably the right fit for you. In fact, I’m going to do something with you that I don’t usually do with employees before their first year. I’m going to sign you up for a week-long training seminar upstate, at our company training center just outside of Oneonta, NY. Now, you being a product of the state university system, I’m sure you’re familiar with the college there, right?”

“Yes I am. As a matter of fact, I applied there but decided not to go.”

“I see. Of course, your travel expenses, gas, bridges, and tolls will be all reimbursed by the company, and room and board is of course included. Now how does that sound? There are several benefits to attending.”

“Sounds good Ms. Carswell” - she cut me off with her hand up.

“Please Blake, call me ‘Veronica.’ I like my trainees to be informal with me.”

“What are the advantages of the training,” I asked.

Her demeanor seemed to change to a bit of a smirk, or it could have been the scotch causing a hallucination. She was on her second, and refilled my glass too.

“Well, the first advantage as you put it, is you get to keep your job.” She let that sink in a moment and seemed to enjoy the shocked look on my face, as she sipped her drink staring at me. “You see Blake, we have a lot of feminine product clients at this firm, and they like to be treated in a (she waved her hands around in a non-descript manner) ‘certain manner.’ Not everyone can, but I believe that you can be taught the correct, Carswell Company way.

“The second advantage is that you’ll make a lot more money by taking the weeklong seminar.” She looked at my folder again.

“And” she said, “You’ll be able to afford moving out of that rat infested squalor of a studio apartment of yours in Maspeth, Queens. Still with me? Or would you rather go back to living with your parents on Long Island and be unemployed? I can be a little vindictive you know. If you don’t comply with this simple request, I can make sure you’ll never work in corporate advertising again Blake.”

The whole tone of this meeting seemed to change. A cold shiver ran through me. It felt like I was being threatened – and I was. This woman had done a lot of research into me for some reason. She must have seen the shock on my face because her tone now became a bit different.

“Blake, I’m going to be blunt with you. I don’t hire macho idiots in this company except for my personal security and drivers. You seem to fit the build for the training I’m offering. Would you please stand up?” NOW, I felt intimidated, but I stood for her. She got up from her desk and walked around me looking me over.

“Humm, ok, ok,” she said as she faced me putting her hands on my shoulders and looking me over. Maybe it was the scotch doing the work, but I became aroused almost immediately and had trouble disguising my boner. She noticed it too. She looked down on it smiling.

“I see that everything seems to be working on you Blake. Now, you will be at the training compound Monday afternoon at one o’clock in the afternoon, ok? Do we have a deal?”

“Yes Veronica, fine. I’ll be there.”

“Smart, smart boy. Good. Then finish your week and go up there Monday. Claudia outside will fill you in on everything you need. I’m really excited Blake – you’ll be a roaring success; I just know it! Oh! One other thing: Sometimes I pop in up there, just to see how the trainees are doing, so you may see me next week,” she said grinning.

And that was that. I stopped off at Ben Franklin’s wife outside at the desk, and got my expense log, and a pre-printed sheet with directions and what to bring for the week.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 2

________________________________________

__________________

My instincts told me that there might be a sexual overtone to this whole thing, but that would be crazy, right? I mean it was just simple job training. Probably a series of boring lectures, gabbing with the other attendees, and I would get a certificate or something, and goodbye. God only knew how much I needed the money. Yet it was the way that Veronica ‘studied’ me that had me thinking those thoughts.

Now about my sexuality. I have to admit that at twenty-two, I was still a virgin. I never got past heavy petting with any girl. To sum up my entire sexual experience would be a zero. Even in college, I never seemed to be able to score with girls. I seemed more like them, than interested in them, but I never gave it much thought – until the week that was to come that is.

The drive up was about five hours and when I got there, it was just a bit before one o’clock. I got off the state route, and went down a long, country road, corn fields lining most of the countryside, until I came to what looked like a Victorian castle with an iron gate in front of it, and two towers on each side of the stone building. At the gate was a CCTV camera and a box. I pressed the button, called out “Blake Dawson. I’m expected,” and a bored female voice said, “Okay, come in, follow the signs to park.”

I parked in the dirt parking field, thankful it wasn’t raining, or else it would be a mud trap. I thought that a company like Carswell would be able to afford paving, but I guess not. Whatever.

I went up to the porch and rang the doorbell. The door opened and I thought my eyes would fall out. There in front of me stood a buxom brunette in a girl’s school uniform, like the kind you would see in a Catholic parochial school, except that this “student” had to be at least twenty five. Her skirt was very high, and her giant breasts were like two ripe melons, and her tits were poking through whatever kind of bra she wore, like two dart tips. Her blouse had the three top buttons opened, and I got an excellent view. She wore heavy makeup, her hair was long, falling between her cleavage, and as she took me in, I had a swollen cock immediately, and I had a lump in my throat.

“Hi, welcome to Carswell Academy. I’m Stacy. You must be Blake. We’ve been expecting you. The girls couldn’t stop talking about you all week, and I can see why,” she said as she gave me a nice, firm handshake. “Come, let me show you to your room, and then you can come downstairs and join us for lunch. You must be hungry.”

“Why yes, thank you Stacy.” Another girl came up to Stacy as I turned to pick up my suitcase. The other girl was a blonde and was dressed just like her. I heard laughter, and Stacy said in a whisper, “He’s mine Robyn!” I tried my best to pretend I didn’t hear anything.

“Come on up Blake, follow me.” I followed right behind Stacy, my eyes following that beautiful butt as it made its way up the circular staircase from the parlor.

We went down a hallway at the top of the staircase to the right, and Stacy led me to the third door – room number three. The inside of the room was done up in pink – a four post bed with a pink spread, and a canopy on top – pink of course. It was like an adult “Barbie” house. Even the window sashes were pink. There was a bathroom with a shower inside the room.

“Uh, Stacy?”

“Yes Blake.”

“Why do I have a girl’s room?” Her response indicated that she’s been asked this question many times before, and she smiled as she answered me.

“Oh it’s not just your room Blake; every room is done up in the same décor. It kind of sets the mood, now don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “I guess, uh, well, never mind.” She threw a white track suit at me. Sets the mood . . . for what? I wondered.

“Here, put this on and come downstairs to the parlor for lunch. You can get settled afterwards.”

I did as I was told and came downstairs. This was one of those occasions where everything was going well, but something I couldn’t put my finger on was out of place.

Immediately, I noticed that I was the only male at the table of twenty women – all dressed in the same parochial uniform as Stacy and Robyn. They were all exceptionally beautiful women, and were all looking at me. I don’t think I was ever so excited and uncomfortable in my life. Speaking of Stacy, she sat next to me at lunch and told me, “I’ll be one of your trainers this week Blake, okay?”

“Sure, sounds great.”

“Now after we have lunch we have a business training film and discussion afterwards. Then, it should be time for dinner, and you have free time after.”

She introduced me around the table, and since I was the only new one, male or female there, every one of them was wearing a name tag. I placed my adhesive tag on my chest, and I was “Blake” for the whole world to see. There was a large goblet of wine in front of every place, and of course I had it too. It was fruity with a strange after taste that I would soon get used to.

We made small talk during lunch and all the women present worked for Carswell in the client department, except for a few in administrative functions. They didn’t think it odd that I was the only male either. A few of them shot me glances of curiosity, and looked at Stacy with what I can only describe as jealousy. I thought it funny that I didn’t recognize any of the women from the office, however, something made me think that perhaps I did know them from somewhere. Maybe there was another department where I would have met them briefly in passing, but it didn’t matter for now.

After lunch we made our way into what looked like a college lecture hall in the basement, and Stacy sat next to me. After about twenty minutes of what I can only describe as a very feminine oriented approach to advertising – keeping and getting female companies as clients, Stacy held, or rather grabbed my hand without looking at me.

The room was darkened, and nobody saw anything unusual. Stacy leaned into me and whispered rather seductively, nibbling on my ear lobe, “I think you’re going to have a terrific time this week Blake.”

My cock was throbbing at this point, aching for release. The only release I knew of was giving it to myself, in my bedroom at my parent’s house, or my shitty studio in Queens, with little shadows of vermin creeping and squeaking through the room; the shadows cast larger by the light streaming through the window from Queens Boulevard. Now I thought I might actually get something, and the funny thing was, I’m getting paid for this!

Then she turned to me, kissing my cheek, her hand grabbing my cock through the thin material of the track suit, and said, “Let’s get the fuck out of here, and come upstairs to my room. Your instruction begins NOW!”

I was in a fog, I didn’t feel quite right, like maybe I ate something? But I let Stacy lead me upstairs, through the empty parlor and upstairs to her room. My head was spinning a bit, and it seemed Stacy’s voice had an echo to it. I also had a raging hard on – unspeakable even. I never experienced anything like it before. It wasn’t ‘natural,’ but here it was.

The “not me” Blake followed Stacy into her room. Unlike mine, it wasn’t pink at all – just regular, whatever that meant. She stood and faced me, my back to her bed, her right hand on my crotch, her enormous breasts pushing up through her schoolgirl blouse into my chest. Her nipples were like two diamond points sticking me, egging me onto a path I was powerless to stop.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 3

_____________________________

_________________

Now she gripped me by the collar of my track suit and kissed me on the lips - hungrily, wet, passionate kisses interspersed with moans. It was her body that replaced her right hand on my cock, pressing and rubbing her waist against mine, back and forth and up and down. She took my right hand and put it under her short schoolgirl skirt. To my shock and surprise, I felt not some kind of fabric, cotton or otherwise, but soft tufts of pubic hair going in a straight line from her mons down to her pussy’s opening.

I wasn’t in control of my hands. She was moist, dripping even as she held onto my right index finger and used it to rub herself hard, around her stiff little clit. She took my finger and moved it in a circle; then she put it, slippery and wet, very gently up to my lips, pressing gently until I opened them, tasting her sweet nectar of arousal. I looked at Stacy’s face, her nostrils flared, and eyes misted over, and I felt her lean against me as her legs weakened. I smelled her hair, my nose buried deeply, and felt its thick, silky texture against my face. Taking my hand again, she held onto all my fingers and rubbed them up and down, in what was a wet, engorged, pulsing pussy.

I felt like a spectator at some orgiastic, erotic dance. Was it a feeling? Was it a drug? It was certainly a high, a euphoria. She tugged at the waistband of my track suit, and she pulled them down, below my knees, and they fell around my ankles. Before I knew what was happening, for the first time in my life I felt a woman’s lips around my cock; gently, exploring its head, her lip gloss coating it in a circle.

Next to enter the fray was her tongue, swirling around first the head and then the shaft of my cock. I could feel some liquid coming out of me, pre cum it was called, as I was later to learn. Now her lips tightened around my shaft and her mouth continued sweeping around my shaft, and her head was bobbing on me up and down. I met her thrust for thrust. She was on her knees on her carpet by her bed. I pressed her hair against my waist, my fingers full of the strands between them.

She stiffened and moaned, her hand working feverishly where mine had left off. I could take this no longer, and I shot a cannon’s load of white, sticky cum right into the back of Stacy’s throat, her Adam’s Apple bobbing, swallowing all of me. She used her fist to grab my cock and pull it out of her mouth and the last drops of my arousal spurt onto her face, making her mascara run. She was a total cum-slut, and she lifted her head up to me smiling.

She asked me with a pretend school girl’s voice, standing up facing me, and moving from side to side: “Did you like me sucking on your beautiful cock, Mister Man?”

Playing along, partially in shock, I said, “Yes I did, very much,” my voice trailing off.

“Okay, then would you like to lick your cum off of my face?” she said with her faux innocence. That only made me hard again.

I stood up from the bed and faced her. She pulled me closer to her, and she kissed me. “Now lick me, lick me clean Blake,” she said. I broke off from the cum-tasting kiss and licked her entire face; everywhere there was any cum – the sides of her mouth, her eyes, her cheeks, until there was none left. She dropped her skirt down around her ankles and she pressed herself against me so I could feel her sopping wet pussy against my bare thigh.

“Did you like to taste your own delicious cum, Blake?”

“Yes I did, very much.” I felt as though I was speaking on auto pilot. Maybe I was drugged . . . I would do anything she asked me. I was powerless to resist.

Again in the “innocent” school voice: “I’d like it very much if you fucked me Mr. Blake, Sir.”

I was as hard as a rock, and she hopped on the bed facing the head. I was inexperienced, I didn’t know then what she was up to.

“I want you to put your delicious cock in my ass Blake, please,” she said, looking behind at me. I wanted to question the request, but I could not.

I said, “Okay, sure,” and jumped on the bed, on my knees behind her delicious, firm butt.

She reached into her bedside night table and pulled out a new tube of K-Y Jelly. She squeezed some into the palm of her hand and smeared it over her butt and stuck her index finger in her puckered, cherry asshole which made her moan with pleasure. Then, reaching behind her, she grabbed my cock, and spread it all over my shaft and head. I was so charged up by this, I thought I might cum again.

She used her hand to line my cock up with her nice, lubed hole. The whole thing was surreal. I felt like a puppet, but damn, it was so good! She guided the tip of my cock right over her “back-door-pussy,” and rubbed it around the opening.

Suddenly I felt her back up onto my cock, and I slid right in; effortlessly, with her firm butt cheeks pressing against my ball sack. Once more, the experienced Stacy started thrusting back onto me, and we were both moving in sync with each other. What came out of her mouth were wordless sounds, and I had my eyes closed, fantasizing about how she looked with my cum all over her face.

I went faster and faster; the both of us like two bucking bronchos. This was strangely more pleasurable than having my cock sucked by Stacy, yet it also made me wonder, and I couldn’t even tell you where the thought came from – that I would like to have a cock in me like Stacy was getting.

The rhythm continued for a few minutes until I exploded again inside of Stacy, my release accompanied by an all-encompassing warm-wet feeling around my cock. Stacy reached underneath and grabbed my ball sack with her fingers, her nails digging into my soft flesh, bombarding me with sensations I never thought possible.

I don’t remember what happened next, other than I woke up alone in my pink room, and my phone said six o’clock. I was breathing heavy, evidently Stacy pulled the pants of my sweat suit back up and put the top back on. I felt and remembered nothing, except my cock was sticky. Could I have had a wet dream? An enormous wet dream? I had no memory of the afternoon right after Stacy led me into her room; everything was a blank. But how did I get here?

Then a knock came on my door. A gorgeous redhead in the “school uniform” peeked into the room. “Blake are you up?” she asked in almost a whisper.

“Yes,” I said, still groggy.

“It’s time for dinner, come down.” She then stepped into the room. Her hair was long, but it was tied up in a bun. “Oh, by the way, my name’s Cathy.”

“Nice to meet you Cathy. I’m hungry, I’ll come right down.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 4

______________________________

_________________

The table downstairs was set for dinner; about twenty place settings. There was a goblet of wine at each place. In a few minutes the girls came down in their uniforms. I noticed a patch on the pocket over their left breasts. It said, “CARSWELL AGENCY ACADEMY.”

Stacy was the first to enter, and she was smiling at me. I had questions that I was embarrassed to ask, so I tried in the best way that I could and not appear dumb. I remembered the seminar video in the basement, and after going upstairs with Stacy, and being woken up by Cathy, the middle of the day was a blur.

I motioned to Stacy to come sit next to me and I leaned into her and whispered my question to her. “Stacy, what the hell happened to me after you showed me your room, and how did I wake up in my room – my pink room??”

She smiled at me and placed her hand gently on my shoulder. “Don’t worry about it Blake. You’ll see; nothing bad happened. Every new trainee at Carswell Academy goes through the same thing.”

“But” I couldn’t finish my next sentence – everything was a hazy, and I had a weird metallic taste in my mouth.

A tall brunette stood up next. She wasn’t enormous in the beast department, but like the others, she was heavily made up, and had long hair practically down to her waist. The other girls were talking to each other, and looking at some of them, a sense of déjà vu came over me. From where I had no idea.

She banged a fork onto her empty drinking glass, next to the goblet of wine in front of her. “Good evening ladies, for the benefit of our newest student here at Carswell Academy, I’ll introduce myself: My name is Leslie. Tonight we have a lecture on finding clients, followed by some free time before bed. We have a lot of events planned for tomorrow, so we’ll try to finish up early. Now, please raise your wine glasses and let’s drink a toast to the success of our new ad person, Blake.”

The room erupted into hand clapping and some cheering.

I was a bit embarrassed by this “big deal” they were making over me, but I kind of liked it. The wine was especially good, a different brand than this afternoon at lunch, also a fruity table wine, but it had a strange after taste.

The lecture, given downstairs, was by Paula Ettinger, the CFO of Carswell Academy. She had slides on a Power Point presentation, with graphs, and the usual boring business crap. I felt the same feeling of fatigue that I had earlier in the afternoon. I must have nodded off.

*****

I found myself upstairs in my bedroom with a girl who introduced herself as Angela. She was a buxom blonde, with wavy hair that extended down to her waist. She reminded me a bit of the boss Veronica, but whereas Veronica Carswell was in her late thirties, this one was about my age.

“Blake,” she was gently gripping my shoulders and we were standing in my bedroom. In front of me spread out on the bed, were items of women’s clothes, even lingerie. She had a husky voice and she smelled faintly of cigarette smoke, perfume, and a heady female scent.

“What you see on the bed is part of your training. I’d like you to take off all your clothes please.” Then she removed her white Carswell blouse, and she was wearing a red laced brassiere. What I didn’t tell you was that I had a raging smoking fetish since I was about fourteen. The sight of a beautiful woman smoking all-white 120 mm cigarettes was a huge turn-on for me. I got hard wherever and whenever I was in the company of such a woman. I didn’t smoke myself, but I do remember playing around as an adolescent secretly trying on my mom’s undergarments, and strutting around the house like some kind of slut. My mother’s friends all smoked and that only served to increase my fetish. I loved masturbating while wearing panties, careful not to cum inside them while being thrust into ecstasy by the silky, smooth feeling. I had the same sense of excitement now, but with very little resistance. There was no embarrassment about complying with Angela’s request.

Sure enough, she reached into her bag and pulled out an EVE Menthol 120mm cigarette and lit it up with a quick flick from a silver butane lighter. She did a snap inhale, looking me over up and down, and noticing the rising hard on that just appeared from nowhere. She caught onto my fetish right away and did everything she could to enable it. With the cigarette dangling from her mouth, she grabbed my hard on with a fist, and said with amazement. “Wow Blake, either you’ve got the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, or my hands just went from a medium to a small.”

When I had all my clothes off, Angela looked at me and said, “Blake, I’m going to take you into the bathroom and shave you. Please start the water and fill the tub.”

I did as I was told, and Angela hummed to herself as the pink ladies razor went up and own my legs, my chest, and my balls and the surrounding areas.

“Now, how does some make-up sound to you, and then we’ll pick up a wig.”

“Sure, let’s do it.” What the fuck is wrong with me? She could tell me to tie my cock to a bed post and jump out the window and I would have done it. It all seemed like some kind of an erotic dream. All I knew that WAS real, was that my cock was pulsing, and leaking.

I sat in a vanity chair in front of the mirror, but I was turned sideways. Angela applied all the makeup needed to make me look like a real slut – a teenaged slut.

“You know Blake, except for that deliciously hard cock of yours, you have a perfect feminine physique. Soon it will be really apparent.” Huhh . . . WTF?

She even shaved my eyebrows and skillfully finished up with eyebrow pencil. “Now I think we’ll go with green eyeshadow to go with your big, brown eyes.”

“Sounds great Angela.”

Next, she placed a long, auburn wig on me, with waves in the front, and length down to my waist – the “Carswell Look.”

The laced bra and the satin panties went on next, and I started to rub my cock inside them. “Ah, ah, ah, just wait. I don’t want you making a mess there, not yet anyway,” she said and laughed.

She placed a laced garter over the panties and sheer black nylon pantyhose that strapped onto the garter. I also got a white cotton Carswell blouse that all the girls wore. “Here, take a look at yourself Blake.”

When I looked in the mirror, I thought I would faint. Looking back at me, but with my reflection was a total stranger – a hot total stranger.

“Well, what do you think, Blake?”

The robot that was me replied, “Just wonderful Angela, thank you.”

“Sure. Oh! One more thing. I know that you love to smoke, and all of the sluts around here do, so here,” and she pulled out an EVE 120 from her pack and put one in my mouth. The sight of me made up, with a wig and lipstick with a cigarette dangling from my lips, almost made me shoot a load in my new satin panties.

“Here you go, we want you nice and hooked, so get started.”

She lit me up and I loved the way I looked in the mirror, smoking and touching myself.

“Wow, just like a fish in water,” Angela said, quite proud of her creation. “Now Blake, hop onto the bed, on your knees and face forward.” I looked at her quizzically, and she instantly solved my curiosity. She dropped her panties, and I was staring at not a dildo, but at one of the largest cocks I’ve ever seen. But how could it be?

“Don’t be shocked Blake. Most of the girls here, except for Stacy are all transgender women. Ms. Carswell prefers it that way. You should consider yourself privileged because not all of the new hires get this treatment at her camp.”

I said nothing and did as I was told. Angela reached into her bag and pulled out a tube of K-Y JELLY, just like Stacy had done. Only now, it appeared that I was on the receiving end. I was powerless to say or do anything.

“Now Blake, this may take some time to adjust to, but I assure you, in no time at all you’ll be begging to be fucked by a real ‘girl cock.’”

Angela placed a nice amount of cool, wet, K-Y JELLY all over my butthole, and then rubbed some on her cock which was already hard as a rock. She lined herself up with my fleshy doorway and entered me with the tip of her cock. I felt fullness, and when she went in farther, it became painful, so that I clenched my butt cheeks together.

“I’ll go a bit slower Blake; you’re doing great so far – nothing to worry about. Just relax and enjoy it.”

She was right; going slower and deeper each time. The strange sensations of pain, fullness, and pleasure all intermingled as one. I felt her ball sack beating my butt cheeks like a drum. I was starting to relax as my boy pussy, or “bussy” as I was to later learn the terminology took on her full girth. She leaned over me, her blonde hair falling on my bare lower back, picking up speed.

I felt a fullness within me, like a sneeze waiting to happen, and I grabbed onto my boner with my right hand, and began stroking it; it already having been lubed with the K-Y.

I felt Angela stiffen after another minute of incessant pounding and then she hissed through clenched teeth, as she shot a huge load of her cum into me. It felt electric and warm at the same time. She only increased her speed, while at the same time I exploded a load myself onto the bed sheets. This was my first “sissygasm” as I was to learn.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 5

____________________________________

________________

My nights were strange, dreamlike. With every meal at the Carswell Academy there was the same wine, which all of us had; even at breakfast. On Tuesday morning I came down for breakfast, with Angela’s help, fully made up and dressed in the Carswell Academy uniform. When I showed up in the dining room, there were hoots and whistles from the girls. They spoke amongst themselves, and Leslie, the tall brunette from Monday’s dinner stood up.

“Attention everyone! I’d like everyone to welcome the newest member of our group of top account executives of the Carswell Corporation, Blake Dawson. Isn’t she stunning!”

Cathy the redhead who woke me up from my nap on Monday night before dinner was there too, giving me an approving look. Angela sat next to me and held hands with me at the table.

Leslie continued. “Today we have a Power Point on selling techniques, and client retention. You ladies are all experts in that, so most of this will be a review, and at the end of the week on Friday, Veronica is coming down to award our top sellers of the year.”

Angela whispered to me: “Blake, next year I’m sure you’ll be at the top of the list! All the girls are very excited to be working with you.”

I nodded my satisfaction at that. Looking around at the table, some of the faces of the other women and trans women, looked familiar, but from where, I couldn’t place them. This recurrent feeling haunted me all week.

Wednesday and Thursday nights were surreal, like a dream-fog state I had no control over. I recalled bits and pieces. I was asleep in my room, and I felt someone climb into bed with me, and experienced the pleasurable sensations of having my cock sucked, silky, long hair falling onto my chest and my belly, and then being rolled over onto all fours and taken from behind the same way. I think that on Thursday night, I may have had two or three nocturnal visitors. Faces and names were a blur. On Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday mornings I woke up with my face fully made up, and my track suit replaced by red satin panties, and the red laced bra. I had no clue who dressed me or made me up. The ashtray next to bed was full of the EVE 120 mm cigarettes. My mouth tasted of wine again, and also cigarettes.

By Friday, I was used to being used like a rag doll, trans-slut, and while something wouldn’t let me refuse, I began to love being passed around like that, and dressed in the Carswell uniform. My breasts were a bit tender, and throughout the day, I was daydreaming about the nighttime visitations, and what it all meant.

Just as Leslie had said, Veronica showed up at the academy around two o’clock in the afternoon. A large, white stretch limo pulled up and parked in the circular driveway. Two burly security guards accompanied Veronica. Why she needed such security I had no idea.

She was dressed in a short skirted, yellow business suit with full makeup, stiletto, wraparound heels, and a gym bag carried in by the driver of the limo. I was dressed in the Carswell uniform, and I watched her enter from my bedroom window on the second floor. I heard doors opening in my hallway, and the other girls were going downstairs to greet our CEO. I left my room and headed downstairs too. Maybe I would have some time with Veronica and get some answers. I had many questions.

“Well, well, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes. I must say Blake, you do clean up well. Angela tells me that you are progressing nicely. How do you feel?” Veronica asked as soon as I came downstairs to the parlor where she was greeting the other girls. I felt special because she was talking with a few of them, and broke off from them to greet me.

Veronica walked over to me. “Please Blake, let’s have a seat and we can talk.” She looked over to Cathy, the girl who called me down to breakfast on Tuesday morning, which seemed like ages ago. “Cathy, please bring a glass of wine over for me and Blake here.”

“Right away, Ms. Carswell.”

Veronica laughed. “You are one of the few I let call me ‘Veronica,’ Blake, did you know that? You’re special.”

“I’m, I’m speechless, Veronica.” She eyed me over carefully.

“You know Blake, when I first met you last week, I had my doubts as to whether or not you would actually come here and get into the whole company spirit. However, I sensed something about you that told me you would be, how shall I say it, ‘amenable’ to what you no doubt realize is your transformation. There is nothing holding you here, and you could have left any time you wanted to, but you chose to stay. I admire that Blake, and I’m glad you came.”

“Thanks Veronica.”

“After dinner, you and I will have some ‘special time’ together, just you and me. Now how does that sound?” Her eyes lit up as she looked me over hungrily.

“Sounds great.” By now, Veronica and I were enjoying our wine together. I was up to three goblets a day of the stuff, and I strongly suspected that there was more in it than met the eye. Turns out I was correct, but I didn’t care – I enjoyed it.

“Now tonight’s dress code for dinner is a bit different than during the week because we have some special guests coming over.”

“Who would they be?” I asked.

“They are some very special clients. In fact, one of them is the CEO of your biggest accounts – ‘Magda’s Boudoir,’ Jason Talmadge. He loves your work and is dying to meet you Blake. I think you’re ready.”

“Uh, so does that mean I have to change and wear my suit and tie? Because I didn’t bring them. I only brought casual clothes, like in the printout Claudia gave me.”

Veronica looked at me. “You don’t get it yet do you? Well, I’m not surprised given the wine and all.”

Veronica placed her hand on my crotch as we sat in a sitting room adjacent to the parlor. “Listen,” she said while looking at me. As you are certainly aware, our ad agency only caters to companies who sell feminine products be they clothes, perfumes, or whatever. The CEOs of these companies are all gentlemen and a few women who like their ad reps from Carswell to be either women or transgender women.” She continued.

“The male agents usually don’t stick around long, or they get other, lower cost clients, or I fire them or move them to accounting, or admin. Doug, who you met when you first started is one such guy. He’d be a horrible trans woman! But you, as soon as I saw you, I knew I could make you into a rock star!”

She let that sink in for a while. She explained that there would be very good money in it for me if I “took care” of these special ad clients. Veronica Carswell had carved out a niche in the advertising industry that no other agency had – catering to the needs of bisexual CEOs of women’s dress companies, etc. 


“I suppose I should feel flattered Veronica.”

“Yes,” she said, rubbing her long fingernails on my thigh, “You should be. Oh! By the way, your name – Blake, is perfect. I don’t have to give you a female persona. Blake is one of those names that could be good for any gender.”

“Speaking of which,” she continued. You have been getting ‘special medicine’ this entire week; actually, a couple of medicines. The first one is a form of estrogen, the female hormone that helps with transitioning, and also pentobarbital, known as “truth serum,” which makes you, how shall I put it – very ‘pliable.’ You will tend to forget certain things, and have foggy memories of others. In case you haven’t figured it out yet, Blake, it’s been in every glass of wine you’ve had this week!”

Oh, so now it all made sense. If I didn’t have any of those special female desires or fetishes, I would have been angry, but the truth is – I loved it, and Veronica was very smart, and also very creative. Or devious, you might say. In fact, she understood me better than I knew myself.

“Now,” she said, “Come upstairs with me to my special room. The dress code for dinner tonight is different because we’re getting company.”

Veronica made me over in a completely different way than I had been used to all week. I guess you could call it “business provocative.” My waist was perfect. I had a midi-length leather skirt, black pump dress shoes, so I would be able to walk well. A leather outer jacket with studs, and a black nylon bustier, a bit low cut. Veronica explained that after my breasts had grown bigger, I could get more revealing clothes. My makeup was more “daring” than Angela’s work. My wig was jet black, wavy like the other one, and Veronica gave me long, black, false eyelashes, and deep pomegranate lipstick, and gold hoop earrings – clip ons until I got my ears pierced. When I looked at myself in the mirror, hell, I wanted to fuck myself I was so hot.

“Come now Blake, let’s go to dinner. Our guests should be arriving soon.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 6

_____________________________

_________________

Dinner was uneventful, and of course there was more “wine,” with Veronica sitting next to me. The other girls looked outrageous. We all looked like sluts, and the others all knew that I understood the purpose of the Carswell Academy, and the true nature of our work. We were a combination of super advertising talents, and high class transgender call-girls. I was very turned on by being a slut, and I got hard just thinking about it. I was actually dying to suck good cock, and take it up the ass as well. All that Veronica’s academy did was to bring out the “true me,” and for that I was grateful. There was laughter from the other side of the table. I was also dying for a cigarette, and Veronica took one herself and lit me up with her sleek silver butane lighter.

Cathy and Leslie were laughing. Veronica said, “Okay you two, let us all in on the joke please.”

Leslie answered, laughing. “Cathy and I were just thinking how we all look like high class hookers in a house of ill repute!” Everyone laughed because it wasn’t often that we were all together dressed “for business” – the other side of our occupations.

Veronica, smiling, lifted her wine goblet and said, “Here, here.”

I was horny as fuck, maybe a side effect of the estrogen, and Veronica knew it and said to me, “I know you want it Blake, Jason will be here soon. I think he’ll adore you. But when he’s done, you’re sleeping with me upstairs, and tomorrow night as well.”

“Okay with me.” Then Veronica leaned into me and kissed me deeply on the lips. The other girls looked a bit jealous. “I have a cock too, you know,” Veronica said as she winked at me.

After dinner, we all retired into the downstairs parlor, smoking, and drinking. Cathy and Leslie were together, going at it pretty heavily, and Stacy, I believe one of the only bio women, was getting it on with Dawn, a short-haired brunette, trans woman I had only met a few times.

Then the front doorbell rang.

Veronica jumped up to answer it. “Jason!,” she exclaimed as she ran over to the tall sandy haired man standing in the doorway. “Come in, come in. We just finished dinner and we’ve all gathered in the parlor for drinks and entertainment.”

For the CEO of one of the largest female fashion houses on the east coast, Jason Talmadge was unassuming with his thick, black framed glasses, rust colored turtleneck sweater, brown casual slacks, and shoes. He smiled at Veronica and gave her a warm embrace. “I’ll have one of your famous Manhattans if you still remember how I like it Veronica.”

“Of course Jason, have a seat, “ she said, nodding to one of the couches, coincidentally the one I was already seated on.

“So Veronica, I’m very excited to meet my new account executive. If she’s half as good as you say she is, we’re all going to make lots of money this year!”

“Oh, I think you’ll be quite happy Jason. You’ve already seen some of her ideas so far, no?”

“Yes, but before I commit fully to an agent, (he gave Veronica a sly look) I must develop a ‘personal’ relationship with them, just like I did with you sweetie, remember?”

Veronica exaggerated her speech, and placed her hand up to her forehead. “Oh of course Jason, how could I forget. But it’s time to make way for the new generation of superstars.” Veronica gave me a proud look before continuing. She came over to where Jason was seated and handed him his Manhattan, also bringing one for herself. Then she turned to me. “Oh Blake, I’m sorry, would you like a drink too?”

“Yes, thank you Veronica, I’ll have what you’re having.” She smiled.

“One scotch and soda coming right up, heavy on the scotch!”

“Veronica . . .” Jason said, but was immediately cut off by Veronica, anticipating his question.

“Oh I’m so sorry Jason, where are my manners! This beautiful young lady is Blake, your account manager.”

Jason looked me over with salacious eyes, and said to Veronica, “You did a very nice job with her.”

“Why thank you Jason. My first girl Angela should really take the credit. Well, I’ll leave you two to get acquainted.”

Looking over Jason, I was hard right away. The first time I ever got hard and actually wanted cock from a man. That’s only partially correct – I wanted to devour him; I was ravenous.

“Blake,” he said grinning, “I’ve been very impressed with your work so far. I need a woman’s perspective for my ad campaigns and Veronica has never failed to disappoint me. In fact, all the ad people she places on my account, make lots of money and are always very successful.” He placed his hand on my thigh, underneath my leather midi-skirt. He raised an eyebrow to me and said, “In fact, the only place for you dear is up! If you don’t mind me asking, how old are you?”

“I’m twenty two.”

“That’s perfect.”

I was getting nervous, so I lit up an EVE 120, and sat there seductively smoking like the cum-slut I knew I was. I saw Jason get a “tent” in his trousers, obviously turned on by my actions.

I eagerly awaited his first move. I didn’t have to wait long.

“Is there a more private place we can go Blake?”

“Why of course. How about my room upstairs?” I said as the pre cum was forming in my panties.

“Delighted,” he said as he stuck out his arm for me to take.

“Lead the way.”

Veronica had given me a gaff to place in front of my panties. It did a nice job of covering my excitement.

“Wow, nice room - a bit girly though,” Jason said as he looked around, taking in the pink décor.

I just shrugged. “It’s what I was given here.”

Jason stood in front of me, then got on the bed, lying on his back. His demeanor changed somewhat.

“Okay bitch, suck my cock. Let’s see how good a job Veronica did with you!”

I was like a robot, fueled by estrogen and the wine and the scotch, plus whatever else Veronica had put in my drinks. I got on my knees, straddling him and pulled the zipper of his trousers down, then pulling the trousers down to just below his knees. I was glad I didn’t have to get on my knees for this guy. His cock was massive. I’m no expert in sizing these things, but I knew massive when I saw it. It was enormous in girth as well, causing me to wonder how I would fit that monster in my mouth. But it turned out better than I thought.

“That’s it bitch, take all of me!”

I pulled his boxers down below his knees, and grabbed his cock with my closed fist. I just had enough room for my fingers to close over all of it. I was filled with a hunger I had never known before. A desire that I knew now I could never have with a woman. My transition to the cum-slut of my fantasies was beyond recall. My lips touched and kissed the head of that snake. My tongue licked the pre cum that formed on his tip; loving the sweet-salty taste of him.

My lips took his entire head inside them, coating them with the deep burgundy lip gloss that Veronica had supplied me with. He groaned, but I decided to torture him a bit, going very slowly, coating the first third of his cock with my tongue, like a paint brush going around and around. Now I took all of him, almost gagging from the size of the monster, but I had practiced for a couple of nights with a few dildos that Angela had given me.

Soon, to my delight (and Jason’s) I had his whole cock inside my mouth, really giving him the royal treatment. My lips formed a tight seal around his shaft, my mouth nice and wet to make the going smooth. I pushed his shirt up and let my long, jet-black wig brush over his tummy and chest, making him moan. He pushed my head deeper into his lap, and I let my teeth gently go from side to side over his cock.

I increased my speed up and down and he raised his torso to give me better access, but it wasn’t necessary. He stiffened and then my mouth was flooded with a hot lava field of his cum, painting the inside of my mouth and my throat. He then grabbed the base of his cock, and shot the remaining spurt of jizz all over my face and eyes, causing my mascara to run. This turned me on greatly and I almost came myself into my gaff. I became my ultimate teenage and young adult fantasy. My eyes misted over, and I decided to “take charge.”

“Now lick the cum out of my mouth Jason,” I said.

“I thought you’d never ask, I love the tase of my own cum. You know, Blake, you’re absolutely wonderful!”

I let him kiss me and stick his tongue all through my mouth, kissing and sucking every drop of the jizz that was running down from the sides of my mouth and over my face and eyes.

“Now it’s my turn dear,” I said to Jason.

He smiled at me and said, “I thought you’d never ask! Would you please fuck my cherry asshole, Blake dear?”

“With pleasure,” I said, eagerly.

He flipped over and I was prepared with a tube of K-Y in my night table. I squeezed out a good amount into the palm of my hand and my fingertips. I rubbed it inside the crack of his butt cheeks and over his “bussy,” even sticking my finger about an inch inside him. This caused him to moan with delight. He was wider than I expected, obviously no beginner at this. Then I put another squeeze onto my cock, being careful not to cum, I was so fucking hyped up and eager.

I had my skirt off, and slipped my cock out from behind my gaff and panties. I lined up and played around at his opening, and he moaned, bucking back on me as a cute signal for me to get started. I moaned, “Oooh, someone’s eager I see.”

“Fuck me HARD, SLUT!”

He didn’t have to say that because in a second I was already inside of him, knocking on his doorway. I slid in smoothly, pumping slowly at first, him meeting me thrust for thrust. He was so good, and reflexively clamped down on my cock doing its thing. My balls were smacking against his butt cheeks as I went harder and faster, like a mindless machine of pleasure. He reached in front and grabbed his cock with his right hand, and didn’t even need to stroke himself, letting out a moan and shot a big wad of jizz onto my bed sheet.

I couldn’t take it any longer and I soon released all my pent up tension into his bussy, coating his insides and my cock with the warm sensation of my jizz. I kept thrusting harder and harder. There was a contest to see who could moan louder, me or him.

Finally I stopped and backed out of him. He turned around and surprised me, putting my still hard cock into his mouth, sucking, and licking all of his cum from my cock, as some of my jizz ran out of his bussy. I loved it and pressed his head hard down onto my cock. I was rocking on my knees on the bed. He went faster and faster until finally, I exploded again into Jason’s mouth. He let none of my cum escape his mouth. He closed his lips tight around my girth, and ran his tongue around and around me.

We broke off slowly and were facing each other on the bed, kissing, and embracing.

As we were getting dressed, I just had to know. “Jason, do you like to dress?”

“Actually Blake, no I don’t. I just love sucking cock and getting fucked by transgender women like you. But I have to tell you – you’re simply the best I ever had.” He laughed. “But please don’t tell Veronica that. We go back a long way.”

“Don’t worry honey,” I said with my best female voice, “I won’t tell – your secret is safe with me.”

“Good, that’s what I like to hear. Now, I have a proposition for you.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.”

“How would you like to go on some dates with me. I could take you out to dinner, spend money on you, and we could fuck our brains out in my pent house overlooking Central Park?”

“Oh yes! I would love that Jason,” I said really happy at my fortuitous turn of events.

“Also, the work I’ve seen you do for my company is simply outstanding!”

The both of us went downstairs into the parlor, where Veronica was entertaining new guests. Some other clients no doubt because they were paired up with the girls from the company. Now I knew where I had seen them before. Some of them were men from the office, just cross dressed, and some were transgender women (like me now), who worked there as well. Veronica only transitioned her favorites. The men simply liked cock, and dressed for special occasions.

Veronica came up to Jason and me excited. She turned to Jason and asked, “So how was she? Did you two get along?”

“We certainly did. Jason is very happy with me.” He was standing next to me, his hand on my butt and smiling.

“Well Blake, I see you did well for yourself. You will certainly go far in my agency. Now, how would you like to be an instructor here in a few months, like Angela?”

“I would love that Veronica, thank you,” I said, beaming.

“Well, you know Blake, it’s not like you had any choice in the matter,” she said laughing.

❤️❤️❤️
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