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Preface

This is a collection of five very hot, lewd, bawdy tales that are total fiction, although, some of the events depicted actually are based on real-life experiences with lots of artistic license on my part. Their sole purpose is to entertain, and arouse your innermost fantasies. You won’t find these stories in your public library - but if you do, it probably means the world will be ending within about a week.

“THE INVITATION,” is a fantasy about a very sexually frustrated, angry woman, recently dumped by her boyfriend, who opens the mail one day, and receives a literal ticket to paradise where anything is possible!

“WANTED BY THE FBI” is about the wife of a jailed Mafia crime boss. She and her friends, also spouses of “made men,” are supposed to be faithful, and save themselves for the day their husbands come home. But . . . for one of these women, staying faithful is VERY hard, especially when she catches the attention - literally, of one of the men who was responsible for putting her husband behind bars.

“ALL OF YOU - GIVE IT TO ME HARD” deals with a woman with a dilemma. Suppose you are the wealthiest PERSON in the world; a woman, who has every move scrutinized, and every tabloid interested in her every move. She is young, in her late twenties, and single. Dating normally is totally out of the question for her, so, how is he supposed to find what she craves: hot, steamy romance, where she can remain anonymous and come and go as she pleases? She does find a way, with VERY unexpected results that will have you dreaming for weeks.

“CANDY’S GAME” is about a middle management type who is a real suck-up to the boss, and threatens the jobs of four, very beautiful, sexy women at the firm. One of the women takes notice that Joe Candy has a very powerful smoking fetish, which she uses to her advantage and try to save the jobs of her and her fellow coworkers. When Mr. Candy invites Joyce and her three friends over to his house, with the only caveat that they “smoke for him,” they become intrigued - especially when he offers each of them $10,000.00 to do it! However, he tells them to be “very open-minded.” When they finally accept his invitation to come over, “Candy’s Game” begins, with very surprising results indeed.

“REMAKE” From Crossdressing Sissy to Transgender Female smoking fetish, is about a young war correspondent with a frustrating, life-long smoking fetish, who finds himself the victim of a terrible accident; which gives him plenty of time to reflect and to reset his life. He doesn’t just want to cross-dress, and “become” the object of his fetishes, he also considers going full transgender female. When he is all recovered, he tries to reset his life with his new second chance, dumped into his lap by a very intriguing newspaper assignment. His very sympathetic lesbian sister gives him the help he needs to start on his new path.

I sincerely hope you enjoy this titillating collection!

❤️JD
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THE INVITATION
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I’m having the craziest, wildest, wettest, and most extreme orgasms with my eight-inch silicone, vibrating, self-lubricating dildo. I’m working myself up into a lathered frenzy of mess, my long hair in disarray, and my clothes in a heap at the foot of the bed; dreaming of the nameless, faceless “him” that’s haunted my dreams lately. It’s more than a longing, no, more like an obsession. Looking back on it now, I realize that it was all fate.

I skillfully move the dildo hard and fast, twisting it around the inside of my cunt like a wooden spoon stirring cake batter. My back arches and my mouth is open in a wordless scream of ecstasy. I dip my free fingers from my other hand into my drooling cunt and rub my clit which is as hard as a nub, tugging on my clit ring, giving myself the most incredible release; wet, drooling orgasms, like one electric surge after another; thrusting hard and talking (no screaming) dirty, degrading language to myself; calling myself an “evil, selfish twat, a spunk-hungry, cum-sucking slut.” But only a real man could cum all over my face like I wanted, and poor Ted never could.

The first six months after my breakup with Ted I spent locked in my apartment, drinking, sulking, smoking, very depressed and hopeless. The only times I left were to go to work, the chemists, or shopping for groceries. I stopped calling EVERYONE.

I was very bitter because the last time I saw Ted was the night he told me he had found someone new - someone “exciting” and “sexy,” he said. I threw him out screaming; feeling betrayed, worthless, toyed with, and used for the past four years we were together. I swore I would never be used by a man like that again. He was a selfish prick; just cared about HIS orgasms! HIS pleasure! So I told him to BUGGER OFF! I started using my “toy” as I like to call it about three months after the breakup. It was as if a new world had opened up for me.

Being single and living in a townhouse in London that belonged to my family allowed me to save quite a bit of money. I’m thirty-two, own my own business, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to wither and die on the vine. It was time for Cecilia Sommerville to live her life at last.

So when I got the post on Thursday, I became very intrigued when I received a light blue greeting card envelope with fancy black calligraphy script on the front. The return address was a hotel on the Hawaiian Island of Maui going by the curious name “The Hotel Aphrodisia.” I eagerly opened the envelope and found inside a heavy vellum paper, with the same calligraphy.

It read:

Dear Miss Sommerville,

You have been selected as part of an elite group of lucky winners to spend two weeks at our new luxurious beachfront resort in Maui, Hawaii, USA

Your stay, including room, board, tips, and ALL amenities will be covered by the host. Your only expense will be your transportation on American Airlines in First Class, at a greatly reduced fare!

All we ask in return, is that you allow us to make a short YOUTUBE video with your impressions of our hotel.

Please call us within the next ten days to reserve your two weeks!

Sincerely Yours,

The Concierge

Hotel Aphrodesia,

Maui, Hawaii, USA 96732

Well! This sounded too good to be true, and I immediately went to my laptop and Googled this place to see for myself if I was being scammed or lured by a serial killer! My search revealed an island beach paradise resort that seemed to cater to upscale single men and women.

There was also a colourful brochure inside the envelope that showed the same with testimonials. Several words and phrases in the brochure caught my attention: find a new love, that “special” someone . . . let us help you forget life’s hardships & heartbreak for a while . . . Humm . . . heartbreak. Well, they certainly got that right.

So, the next day at work, I brought the envelope, and asked my partner in my eyeglass shop, and friend Sara what she thought.

“It seems too good to be true Cece, but . . . why you!?”

“Sara, I’m as flummoxed as you. Do you think you could do me a favor and ask John what he thinks? Could he, you know, use his contacts to look into it?” Sara’s husband John was an inspector with the London Metro Police Dept., and he “knew people.”

❤️❤️❤️


Of course I will Cece, that’s what best friends are for!”

Three days later, Sara called me on a Sunday. “Cece, John says it’s all proper. Evidently this is a new hotel that caters to, how shall I say it: ‘physical and sexual gratification’ in a discreet setting.’ If I were you, I’d hop right on it!” Sara laughed. “Forgive the pun! If I didn’t love my John so much, I’d go with you! Besides Cece, how long has it been for you, um, without a proper shagging I mean?”

I just shrugged, and shamefully admitted - “Six months Sarah, six months and not even a peck on the cheek.” I didn’t tell her about my new toy, my “spunky monkey.”

“Well, I suppose it’s time sweet girl! Get on it! - so to speak!!” We both had a laugh at that.

The matter was decided, and next Friday morning I was at Heathrow, boarding American Airlines to Honolulu for the holiday of my life - I hoped.

❤❤❤

By late Saturday afternoon, I was sitting by a stunning swimming pool as big as a city block, with waterfalls, fountains, cozy grottoes where couples were pairing off, and a beautiful view of the beach with the late afternoon Sun moving down to the ocean surface.

I was wearing a deep purple bikini bottom and just a soft cotton T, (black) with a “Manchester United” logo on the front, over my left nipple, very stylish sunglasses (courtesy of my shop (of course), and my long, long, silky, thick auburn hair lay across my shoulders over my breasts. I was trying to forget that asshole Ted, and the horrible things he told me that night.

The thought crossed my mind that perhaps he was gay because I certainly was not lacking in any of the departments with which he found fault. Well, it’s HIS loss. A bit jet lagged, I was dozing on and off, with a seemingly bottomless pineapple daiquiri next to me, courtesy of the very attentive pool bar staff.

With my eyes closed, I sensed a shadow in front of me blocking the sunlight. As I brought my hand up to my forehead to shield my eyes from the sunlight, I saw the rugged outline of a very powerfully built, “chiseled from rock” man standing in front of my chaise lounge just looking down at me, smiling. I sat up to assume a more formal position, and saw he was grinning from ear to ear, had gorgeous blue eyes, and black, curly hair. Not to mention, rock-hard abs and powerful arms. Perhaps it was the strong sunlight, or too many daiquiris, but for a second, I thought of the nameless face of my obsession.

After my initial shock, I got a welcome tingling feeling between my legs, and I was at a total loss for words. He was holding a bottled beer in his hands, and gestured to the empty chaise next to me. “May I sit down here,” he enquired with a crisp American accent. I also couldn’t help but notice that “the Vicar” was standing at full attention ready to burst through those bathing trunks, balls, and all. It really was a massive package.

“Of course,” I said. “Isn’t this supposed to be a free country?” He laughed, not quite cocky, just naturally sure of himself. He seemed the type that would go around breaking women’s hearts around the world, and I was flattered that he chose to sit next to me; I mean, I certainly don’t want my heart to be broken again, thank you very much. Also, six months with just a dildo for company is no way to live!

❤️❤️❤️


Oh, where are my manners?” he asked as he sat down. “My name is Roger, Roger Bannister; and to whom do I have the pleasure of meeting?”

“Cecily, Cecily Sommerville. I’m from London,” I hastily added, at a complete loss for other words.

“Yes,” he said as he chuckled. “I could tell you were British by the sound of your voice. I love English accents - very proper, very nice.”

“And your accent,” I replied. “I would say you were from New England? Perhaps Boston.” He smiled. “Right you are!” The “are,” sounding like “ahr.”

“So tell me, Cecily Sommerville. Did he leave you, or did you leave him?” I was shocked, and had a most unsettling feeling that this man could see right through me; like he knew me. I also felt the tingling growing into a primal hunger for this most insightful and very sexy stranger!

I didn’t protest or debate, his eyes drew me in, drank me dry as I responded, “He left me.”

“I hope you don’t mind me saying so, but he was an ass for letting someone as attractive as you slip away.”

“No,” I said, greatly flattered. “I don’t mind at all. You’re right!” I answered, laughing. “Now I’ll ask you the same question.” As he answered me, I felt the light touch of his finger gently stroking the inside of my forearm. I didn’t protest, I couldn’t protest. I wanted it.

“Neither. No one left me, and I left no one. I’m just here by myself.” Something made me gently wrap my fingers around his, and his eyes never left mine.

He intertwined his fingers with mine, palms now touching, and he said, “Then that means we’re both alone. Something should be done about that.”

❤❤❤

My heart started pounding; I felt warm, and also a bit wet around my inner woman. I saw it all laid out in front of me: That bulge in his bathing suit he didn’t try to hide; I wanted it, I wanted his hard, lonely cock inside me, ravaging me, exploding an ocean of spunk throughout me. His eyes spoke the same thing, and never taking mine off his, I just said, trying to be playful, but subservient to his needs; “I agree. This place is too nice to be enjoyed alone.”

He grinned at me; a hungry, a stalking grin that increased my arousal, making my clit throb. “Come, let’s go for a swim, and then I’d love to take you for dinner. They have lots of nice restaurants in this place.”

I smiled, and nodded my head yes. “So, the beach or the pool?” I asked.

“I vote for the pool, look at all of those secluded grottoes!” I didn’t have to say yes, my desire spoke for me.

He pulled my nearly limp body up from the chaise lounge. Maybe it was the jet lag, the alcohol, or him . . . but I wasn’t myself - I was on FIRE! The grottoes were everywhere with foliage around the entrances, some with waterfalls in front. I’d never seen a pool like this one in my life, or fucked my brains out in one either. Live and learn Cece . . . He took me by the arm, and we laughed and splashed through three feet of water to a large grotto with a waterfall at the entrance. Roger motioned to a pool attendant with a commanding gesture, most odd, and the man practically ran, coming back with a purple orchid Lei which Roger ceremoniously placed on my head.

“Beautiful, just beauti. . .” He never finished the sentence because I threw my arms over his shoulders, pressing him close to my body, planting a very hungry kiss on his lips, my tongue roping his, exploring. I felt his arousal on my bikini bottom, and it only made me hungrier for what I knew was a giant cock inside those trunks.

❤️❤️❤️

My nipples were very erect and shone through nicely on my wet T-shirt. I was in a rush to get to the pool and some sun, without realizing I didn’t have on a bikini top.

He let out a low moan through our kiss as his manhood pressed against me, and my tits pressed against his chest, with just one-half inch of cotton between us.

I pulled my lips away whispering harshly in his ear, “I WANT IT ROUGH!” With that, he scooped me up in his powerful arms and carried me through the waterfall into the grotto.

We went deeper inside where there were lit tiki torches on wall sconces, and much further in, there were about five steps leading up to a small landing carved into the rock. He carried me up the stone steps and stood me up, kissing me with a hunger I had never seen from a man. Bathed in the light of the torches I saw his rippled arm and chest muscles, shadows clearly outlined by the flickering light of the torches.

He was kissing me all over my face, my eyes, and my neck. My cunt was on fire and my swollen clit was twitching with every move. He bit my shoulder, and I orgasmed the first time, my mouth opened and my eyes rolling in the back of my head. He reached under my bikini, roughly rubbing the top of my shaved pussy. Breathlessly, I gasped. “I want you to talk dirty to me. Be rough with me, treat me like a cum-sucking, spunk-loving street slut! You can spank me because I deserve it, you son of a bitch!!” Playfully taunting, I said, “Let's see what kind of a man you are.” I had thrown down the gauntlet.

I had given him the green light and he easily pulled my bikini down my legs, and I stepped out of it, spreading my legs wide. “Okay bitch,” he growled. “Bend the fuck over.” He smacked my right butt cheek hard, and the shock of passion-fueled pain made my cunt leak down my legs. “I’m gonna teach you how to behave to your master, bitch! Now suck me DRY!” he yelled. He didn’t have to tell me, because I turned around, got down on my knees, and grabbed (Oh my God!) his massive, thick, wet, eight-inch Yankee cock, and put it in my mouth, making me gag at first.

❤️❤️❤️


What are you going to do with your spunk?” I asked him through my sucking and slurping.

“I’m going to shower your face with it, put it in your eyes, and then I’ll lick it off,” he yelled. I tasted some salty pre-cum, but he had excellent control. “After you pleasure me whore, maybe I’ll eat out your cunt, and then fuck you senseless!” I was living all my fantasies with Roger. His cock was like a drug, and I was a junkie for it. I knew that if he took it away from me, I would scream bloody murder, and then die.

I grabbed his huge balls hard which made him hiss and gasp. “I’m gonna teach you good, how to really suck a dick!” And with that he put both his hands on the top of my head, giving force to my bobbing up and down on his shaft. I broke contact briefly and started licking and sucking on his balls which he lifted up even with my mouth.

“NOW MY SNIVELLING WHORE, GET BACK TO WORK ON MY COCK!”

I resumed, with relish, taking his slippery lathered cock into my mouth again, so thick I thought it would tear apart my lips. He pulled out, groaned, and shot the thickest, and largest load of spunk right into my face, my eyes, my mouth. I gulped as much of it as I could. He grabbed the snake and got even more out of it to shoot onto me.

“How’s this you cheap English slut? I bet your mother and your two sisters like to suck cock as much as you do, eh?” He said, berating me, while I’d  loved all of it. “If you’re good, maybe I’ll turn you onto the street to earn for me!” He said. This made me drip even more, playing into all my fantasies. “Please YES!” I said. “I want to be a scantily clad London street hooker for you, please!”

He pulled me close, and he lapped up all his cum from my face, and began to stroke and then finger fuck me, driving me wild. “You like this, don’t you slut?” I couldn’t speak, I could only nod my head and shiver.

“What’s this? What does this slut have on her clit?” He was referring to the ring on my pierced clit hood, which he proceeded to tug on, sending lightning bolts through my torso. He then spanked me on my left butt cheek really hard, blotting out all my vision for an instant. Tell me slut, do you DESERVE to have a toy like this?” He said tauntingly.

“No, no I don’t. I should be punished for that.” After I said that, he spanked me again, and I felt a new sensation: He picked me up and lied me down on my back on the landing, my ass exquisitely painful. With my legs spread he started licking me; first my tummy and then the top mound on my pussy, his tongue a magic wand of pleasure, taking over from his hand. Around and around my clit went his tongue, teasing and taunting me to insanity. My entire purpose in life was now to be fucked and licked senseless by this man who was a complete stranger two hours ago.

My clit was a hard knob, surrounded by a sea of red, aroused vaginal folds. The tips of his fingers gently spread me open to his full furious onslaught. His tongue teased and pulled at my clit ring, jerking my body, and sending me into one wave of orgasm after another.

He buried his face deep inside my woman, the tip of his nose rubbing and playing with my clit, while his tongue teased and licked around my pussy’s opening. “I gasped - PLEASE TONGUE FUCK ME . . . MORE, MORE.” I was crying with pleasure, my ass stinging from the slaps just before. “YOU don’t deserve to give the orders here, you trashy slut - I’ll say where and how much!!”

“YESSSSS . . .,” I gasped. That was like a declaration of war, and his tongue was making circles, licking at the inside of my cunt. Something new for me: I felt a stiff finger slowly make its way inside my puckered asshole. Slowly, it went in and out, deeper, and deeper with each return, the waterfall providing comfortable lubrication. Now, like a water balloon bursting, I squirted into his mouth, and felt pleasure like I’d never known before. I cried out, a high-pitched, guttural moan. He kept his face there and licked my juices clean, like a fiend in need of a fix; his finger continuing its dance inside my ass. He pulled off me, and I felt like a limp, rag doll, putty for his erotic deeds.

“Now get up skank! I don’t think you learned your lesson well enough yet!”

I felt like a hooker in a lineup at the police station. He grabbed me under my arm and helped me stand up. We tongue kissed in what seemed like forever; his cock getting harder again, its thickness pressing on my thigh.

❤❤❤


We broke contact, surprisingly tender, like it was another man ravishing me on the cold, stone floor. We lost track of all time, and he said in his commanding tone again, “Put your back against the wall slut, bend your knee and put your foot against the wall.”

As I did so, he supported my raised leg with his arm and said, “Prepare to have the most vicious fucking of your life now SLUT!” His swollen, hard cock entered me forcefully, its entrance made easier by our previous play. My ecstasy I cannot put into words; it simply was beyond human, as all my nerve endings inside my woman fired rapidly.

He kissed me again on the mouth, pressing my lips hard, and shoving his tongue deep down my throat. After starting out slowly, like a tease; he would enter, move in a circle with just his cock tip inside my cunt, and take it out. This he did again and again until I couldn’t take any more and yelled out - “DE-DE-DEEPER, HARDER, FASTER.”

He said nothing, but acceded to my request and began to, to . . . Bang the mother loving shite out of me!

In and out, hard rapid strokes; like machine gun bullets being fed on a belt. I was grinding my hips to match his action, my hair wild, falling all over the front of my face, the lei on my head mashed and crooked, my mouth open in a frozen spasm of pure carnal lust. My arms were around Roger’s strong neck and shoulders, and with each thrust, I felt like I was lifted off the ground. He came again, coating my insides with that hot, thick spunk, which was now my personal opiate. I put my leg down on the stone floor after two hours of being fucked, sucked, spanked, and deliciously treated like a spunk-hungry slut, a common trashy street whore from the east end. I had never felt so dirty, degraded . . . and happy.

We continued hugging and kissing for several delicious minutes, and then Roger whispered in my ear, “Let’s clean up and go to a proper dinner.”

We walked outside holding hands, and when we came out of the grotto, a couple of people stared, but Roger and I just smiled.

I turned to Roger and said, “You know, Roger, I never asked you, and I hope you don’t think I’m prying; but when did you arrive here and how long are you staying for? Also, I don’t recall telling you anything about my having a mum and two sisters.”

“Oh, well, let’s just say I live here, and I really don’t have any other place to go.” I looked at him, puzzled. He looked back at me for about thirty seconds, grinning and said, “I have a more formal name around here. They call me “The Concierge.”

❤❤❤


WANTED BY THE FBI

[image: Graphical user interface, text  Description automatically generated]


You probably saw me on television several years back. A&E ran a series on us - “Mob Wives of North Jersey” I’m Valerie Persico, and my husband, Rocco, is in the Mafia, only he was in jail, and I lived the bizarre and clannish life of a faithful Mafia wife, hanging out with other faithful Mafia wives, daughters, and even granddaughters of other incarcerated men. We sat around, gossiped about what little shits our kids were; always how they took after their fathers - especially our sons, and taking turns cooking big dinners for ourselves.

We hung out and danced and drank with each other in dive bars, and shopped at Walmart and Target. We socialized only with each other, and we had our own code of “Omerta.” (Silence to outsiders)

One thing we never talked about much was the lack of cock in our lives. It was a depressing topic. Wherever are husbands went, so went their dicks. Men are funny like that. Some of the women forgot they even had a cunt; religion, and/or fear told them to save it for their incarcerated husbands, but not me.

I ACHED for a good fucking. Hell, I was only thirty-two, and expected to wait (waste) five more years before ever getting fucked again? This, after having him already serve four years? Nuh uh, not me! So very early on Sunday morning when the kids were sleeping, and the “boids was choipin,’” I woke up feeling very horny and hot and bothered. Earlier that evening, Big Jinnie and I went out to dinner at Fanellis, a local Italian Trattoria - one of many in North Jersey.

There was a new waiter there; his name tag said “Dominic.” It might as well have said, “Let me fuck you till your eyeballs pop out NOW!” Oh Marone, he certainly had the credentials to do it too. I was damp after he served the antipasto! Come to think of it the smell . . (Oh FUCK - that’s so gross) I ain’t going there!

So I opened my “toy drawer,” where I kept my panties and pulled out two items: A blue silicone butt plug, and an eight-inch vibrating dildo - both self-lubricating and both with blue tooth so I could turn them on with my phone. I wonder what sick pervert at Apple designed that? Some nerd named “Stanley” at the Genius Bar? I highly doubt it, but thank you whoever you are - you are a Godsend.

So I lit a cigarette, got a little cocoa butter from the nightstand, put some around my ass, and I was just about to squeeze the butt plug in when I felt something was off. On the dresser opposite my bed was a framed picture of the Blessed Virgin with the Sacred Heart of Jesus. “Oh fuck!” I loudly whispered, and jumped out of bed and reverently turned the picture frame around facing the wall; what the Virgin don’t see won’t hurt her. I genuflected quickly and hopped back into bed. I may be a sex-starved skank, but I’m also Catholic.

My conscience clear, I squeezed the butt plug to get some jelly out. It slid easily enough up my ass - I’ve had years of practice, and I turned it on with my phone. I kept my butt cheeks closely together and I got rocked into paradise. I gently began rubbing my middle finger around my clit, and then dipped it in and out of my wet pussy, really getting off. Then to top myself off, I turned on and squeezed my black dildo, and played around at the entrance to my pussy with it, imagining it was Dominic’s cock.

Next thing I knew I was onto all-out thrusting that sucker deep inside me - all eight inches, trying to keep my moans from becoming screams and waking the kids up. I must have climaxed at least twice in rapid succession, leaking a small lake onto my bedsheets, digging my fingernails into the mattress. Thus satisfied, for now, I put my toys away and went back to sleep before having to wake again a few hours later and go to church with my kids.

❤️❤️❤️

Some of these women in my crew, like Big Jinnie Mandrillo, had Botox up the wazoo, huge fucking lips, a frozen smile, trashy hair, and makeup, and was a poster child for mortician’s college. She didn’t need any candy for Halloween - the tots going “Trick-or-Treating,” RAN as fast as their little legs could carry them as soon as they saw Big Jinnie standing at the door!!

Our men didn’t exactly have the reputation of being faithful to their wives; especially mine. In Italian, we called the women they wined and dined, and bought expensive gifts for, “butanas” - whores. So one weeknight, Marie Buoco, Vickie Costello, Big Jinnie and I were in my dining room, having coffee, smoking, and talking.

“It just ain’t fair Jinnie,” I said. “These ‘entitled’ slime balls we’re married to can fuck and suck their gumars anytime they want to. Hell, they even visit our husbands in prison! - this you know,” and we all giggled at that one; but behind the giggles was also sadness. Sadness at the lives we’d chosen for ourselves; kids raised without a father around; but tons of men coming by to check on the family, bringing them lots of Christmas presents. ALL of our kids had a favorite “Uncle” Tony, Guido, Rocky, Sal, Frank, Joey. I lost count.

Most likely these “uncles” would have “uncles” visiting their kids one day because they themselves would be in the slammer, or worst case, found rotting in the trunk of a car in some deserted place with a small nine-millimeter hole in their forehead.

“I tell you what girls, I’m gonna find me some man candy on the side and have him fuck me from here to Kingdom CUM!” (Spelling out the last word).

With her big, raspy, smoker’s voice, Jinnie said through phlegmy laughs: “So what are you gonna do; get the sex god from Fanellis, what’s his name? to come over and fuck you when you get the urge? Do you enjoy handing out death sentences, Valerie?”

“It’s only a death sentence if you get caught Jin,” I said. The grin on my face made the other girl’s nervous; except for Big Jinnie. I had a feeling that maybe she had traveled this road before. She looked at me with her streetwise eyes, slits, really. “Just be careful you, is all I’m sayin.’”

Then Marie put her two cents in, trying to be comforting. “Remember Val, everything we talk about stays in this room. Don’t think I haven’t thought about it too. Paul still has seven years to go. I’m forty-one, and I was thirty-four when he got sent upstate, know what I mean? I got urges too! You ain’t alone.” Sure, I knew what Marie (and me) did about those urges, but there comes a point when silicone just ain’t enough. I was at that point. The girls were laughing now, telling me they wanted details if I ever got laid!

❤️❤️❤️


Janine DiPalma called me the next morning at eleven o’clock. “Val! she screamed into the phone. The hairs on my neck stood up.

“Janine? What happened?”

“You’re not gonna believe this . . . Ok . . (she was having trouble catching her breath.) I get a knock, no, more like a pounding on my door at eight o’clock. There were three men in suits, but they weren’t out of shape or nothing, no bread baskets - these guys were in shape. I knew they was gov’mint.”

“Yeah, ok, so what happened?” I knew it would be thirty minutes before I found out what she had to say. She sounded petrified.

“They asked me my name, and then the first guy flashed a badge at me. They was FBI. He took out a search warrant for my house. I asked if I could see it - I know my rights. It said they was looking for ‘contraband and/or cash related to an ongoing investigation of illegal gambling.’”

“Those cocksuckers! They was probably lookin’ for something else to pin on your poor Ralphie and add time to his sentence!” I said with certitude.

The Feds were like slime balls when it came to organized crime; it got their dicks hard, like all the agents involved in a bust or search would get medals onstage somewhere. Donnie Fuckin’ Brasco! It made me sick. Our husbands broke the law, we (in most cases) did not.

“Anyways, after they turned my house into an overturned clutter case and left with NOTHING . . . I called Big Jinnie.”

Big Jinnie was married to the Boss, Carmine Mandrillo, and, if anyone knew why the Feds were in Janine’s house, she would. “So what did she tell you?” I asked.

“She said that some rat, some former cell mate of Ralphie snitched about some business our guys had that was still active.”

“Motherfucker, Jan!” I was pissed.

“Val, that means that none of us are safe; any of us could get a knock on the door!” We spoke for about thirty minutes more, and I calmed Janine down, but now I was paranoid. Janine can do that to a person.

All of our husbands were in the same crew, and Big Jinnie’s husband was still able to run things from his jail cell - more like a suite. If you’ve ever seen “Goodfellas” you know what I mean.

My two kids, Silvano, ten-years-old, and Marie, eight-years old, both attended Catholic school nearby our house. They usually came home at four o’clock every day. If my house was gonna get raided, I didn’t want them being home!

My husband, Rocco, was a practical man if nothing else, and he kept a large stack of cash and passports for me and the kids in the house, which, from time to time would get bigger. I also had a bank account of my own, just for appearances sake. I never paid credit for nothin’, cash ONLY, no digital signatures. I didn’t even have a “COSTCO” Card under my real name, and I practically live in that place for Christ’s sake. If I had to leave, me and the kids would be on a private jet to Rocco’s parents in Palermo the next day.

Janine’s call really shook me up. Rocco’s stash of cash and passports was under a section of the wooden living room floor covered by a large Persian rug. In addition to the cash and passports was about six marble composition books and a nine-millimeter Beretta Parabellum, which Rocco taught me to shoot. I looked at the floor by pulling back the rug. Rocco was good; he covered up the crack in the floorboards with a little touch of varnish so that to get it to open, you’d have to know exactly where you were looking, and scrape the surface and look carefully. He taught me how to do it, which I did, a couple of times a year when I took money out. Other than that, he NEVER discussed business with me; just like in “The Godfather.”

❤️❤️❤️

Two weeks later, I was on the phone with my sister Joyce around noon, and I saw two cars pull up to the house. They parked in the street in front, and I could see one of the plates - a US Gov’t plate! I told my sister I’d call her back and my heart was racing. After the call with Janine, I moved the TV recliner in the living room on top of the rug and the money stash. I was telling myself to relax. I was wearing a NY METS tee shirt, (Mike Piazza, of

course), baseball cap, and my usual tight-fitting jeans. My long, auburn hair was tied back with a band. My breasts were a double “C,” and I was wearing a bra. I made sure I looked good, and I put lipstick on earlier, thinking I was gonna go to COSTCO for groceries.

I didn’t want the Feds thinking I dolled-up for them. I preempted the knock by opening the big door and smiled as they walked up the stairs.

“Mrs. Rocco Persico?” The first of four agents asked.

“Yes, this is she,” I answered in the politest manner I could muster at the moment.

He flashed a badge and said, “I’m agent Norris, FBI,” and then nodding to the other three, he said, “And these are agents Morgan, Pierce, and Cassera.”

The first three sounded like a law firm: “Norris, Morgan, and Pierce,” from Bumblefuck, USA.

The three of them looked “gov’t issue;” plain suits, white shirts, pale faces, and bland ties. Of course, they were all built like they worked out 24/7.

The last agent, with the Italian name, Cassera, was different and stuck out from the others. He had a face like Mt. Rushmore, piercing green eyes that were unnervingly glued to me, black wavy hair cut really short, and just the hint of a smile.

He was kind of hot, and I felt a “stirring” between my legs, and a bit of moisture from my starved pussy. I caught a little glimpse of an aroused cock standing out a bit under his belt line if you know what I mean. I said to myself “Kill that noise, Valerie.” But I couldn’t help it. I was looking at him out of the corners of my eyes, taking in a scent of pleasant cologne, and noticed on closer inspection, that this guy was dressed much more dapper than the others; everything was different. How do I describe the look? - seductive as fuck.

I pictured him bending me over my kitchen table . . . doing “things” to me. I guess I have a “thing” for bad boys, and this Fed gave off that vibe that got this sex-starved mob wife going! The others were a mixture of blondes and a redhead - good midwestern boys. “Here is our warrant,” Norris said, and presented it to me to read. It was just what Janine told me.

Evidently, they were looking into loansharking, gambling, or some other shit. I had no fucking idea.

I made the typical remark; “Would you boys care for some coffee?” Norris answered for all four in a brisk monotone. “No thanks, we stopped off before.” Norris made a call, and two minutes later, three men and two women walked in, all with blue windbreakers, FBI in large yellow letters written on back. Cassera stood to my left in the kitchen, and I watched them start their search. Then the most incredible thing happened. He whispers out of earshot of the others: “Cellphone video them.” I looked at him SHOCKED. Looking straight ahead with his arms folded, he whispers again - “constitutional right.”

Then, he goes over to the original three agents. I took my cellphone out and followed them around with the phone, and amazingly, they did NOTHING. Guess they were used to savvy mob wives who “knew their Fourth Amendment Rights.”

Just when I thought I had a friend, Cassera joins in, flipping sofa cushions, taking books out of the bookcase, and tapping on the walls - FUCKER!!

After the most humiliating three hours of my life, they all left, Norris giving a curt “Thank You.” Cassera was the last out of the house, and the bastard winks at me!! What nerve!! I went into my mess of a bedroom and cried my eyes out, cursing Rocco, the FBI, and especially Cassera. As hot as he was,(and a paisan to boot) he was still a prick; but there was something out of place, I just didn’t know what. I called the girls and of course they tried to console me, especially Big Jinnie.

The next day I picked the kids up from school and drove them to their piano lessons. When I came home, there was a plain white letter envelope that was slid under the door when I was out. I opened it up, and there was a typed slip of paper inside. It read:

“House & phone, (cell phone too) are bugged, kitchen, lvng room, master bedroom - cameras. Buy a BURNER PHONE and call this number . . . .”

MOTHER FUCKER! I felt violated and wanted to puke! It was signed “Sincerely, a friend.” WHO was messing with me? I told no one, went about my business, and the next day, I went out to Walmart when the kids were in school.

❤️❤️❤️


I bought a burner phone, and from my car I called the number. It rang three times, and a familiar voice said “hello.”

“Hello. Who is this please?” I knew it was the prick, Cassera, but I was playing along with this “007” game.

“It’s Mike Cassera, Valerie,” the smooth, silky voice replied.

“Boy, you’ve got some fucking nerve buddy, I’ll tell you that much! What -  You think you can come rip my house apart with your Gestapo buddies, and I’d be nice and forgiving and all?”

“Well, I’m sorry about all that, but I just wanted to explain. It’s true that your house is bugged, and this was the only way I could talk to you without losing my job - or go to prison; and I could, if they found out about the note and our call.”

“So why bother? I said, more turned on then angry. There was a brief, awkward pause.

Then, he just blurted out the truth: “As soon as I laid my eyes on you, it made me feel like I never did before with any other woman.” I was stunned, but loving it. A big smile was all over my face, and I was sopping wet.

“And can you describe these feelings of yours, that you never had with another woman?” I was probing, practically dripping a puddle on my car seat.

“Yeah, like I want to pull your panties off with my teeth and ravage you completely!” Another silence.

“Hummm, sounds delicious,” I said, remembering my conversation with the girls a couple of weeks ago. “So,” I said, “What are we going to do about these feelings of yours?”

“Are you familiar with the Marriot in Paramus,” He asked.

“Oh, you mean like a one-night stand; like a ‘wham, bam, and thank you mam’”?

He chuckled softly and I wanted to pull my hair out of my head. “We could do that if you like, but I was thinking more like a Friday night through Sunday type thing. You could drop your kids off with your sister Joyce in Montclair for the weekend.”

I was shocked, but I loved it; how he had things already planned out. I said, “HOW THE FUCK . . . do you know about my sister, Joyce!?”

“Oh yeah, the one you were on the phone with before we came in, right?” The cocksucker was laughing.

“Okay, so I guess the note about my phones being tapped was true then.” I said, maintaining an air of composure. Now I really wanted this guy to fuck my motha-lovin’ brains out.

I wanted him because he was clever and smarter than me, and most of the men around me (especially Rocco) were dumb. I wanted him because he was fucking gorgeous and strong. His assertiveness, and the absolute gaul of hitting on the wife of a felon you’re investigating, a Mafia Caporegime no less, turned me into quivering jelly. I wanted him because the mystique of being an agent of the FBI was sexy as fuck - especially one that bent the rules a bit! He was a “bad boy,” and I loved it. I wanted him to take me and burn a hole in my cunt a mile wide, and singe my clit to ashes. I wanted to LIMP for a month after just one night in that hotel room.

I said, “Yeah, I know where the Marriott on Route 17 in Paramus is. What time and when?”

“Meet me Friday night at seven o’clock, in room 237. The room will be registered to Mr. and Mrs. Donald McGowan. OK?”

“Sure, sounds great! Like an adventure.”

“You should get a key from the desk in case I’m running late.”

He just gave a curt laugh. “Oh, feel free to bring any ‘toys’ you might have,” he said, sounding serious. “I wouldn’t want you to overlook anything,” he said. I wasn’t even going to ask him how he knew about “my toys.” Now this was getting interesting, and a bit scary, but I fucking LOVED it!

“Oh, and Valerie?”

“What now,” I said.

“It’s time to get your car inspected, and clean your rear windshield.”

“WHAT THE FUCK!!!!!!”

“See you Friday night, Valerie.”

“Yeah, see you,” I said, feeling just a bit humiliated.

❤️❤️❤️

So Friday came and I felt excited and a bit guilty at the same time, but any guilt was assuaged by the tingling between my legs. The kids were excited about spending the weekend with their cousins. My sister Joyce has a plain, normal life with her husband George who owned a car dealership in Paramus. I told Joyce I was going to the Keys with my girlfriends for a long weekend. It was dark by the time I headed out to Paramus from my house, and I got there at about seven-fifteen - I was late. I walked up to the front desk carrying a suitcase. I wasn’t worried about being followed because Mike told me where the agents would be who were watching my house, and also that they had no reason to follow me. That was good. He did tell me to put the TV on a timer, which I did.

I got the key to the room, and I went up. Mike wasn’t there yet. My burner phone rang. It was Mike. He said, “I’m gonna be there about nine o’clock; got some follow-up on a case I was working. Go have dinner in the meantime. See you soon!”

So, okay, shit happens. I got changed into a short, black evening dress with a low cut back. I had on a black laced, strapless bra. I wore black, see -through panty hose, with straps to a smallish girdle and satin panties. I wore my four-inch heels as well. My long, auburn hair fell over my shoulders onto my breasts, and the front was curled up. Total killer outfit. I hadn’t gotten dressed up in years, and it felt really great. So I ordered dinner with a glass of red wine. I just got started with the salad, and when I looked up, Mike was there, grinning at me - perfect timing. “I got done early, and rather than eat at a diner, I thought I would join you.”

His eyes bore right through me, and I felt paralyzed, under a spell of wanting I couldn’t describe. He ordered dinner and we talked.

“I don’t see a ring, ‘Agent Cassera,’ so I suppose you aren’t married, am I right?”

“Yes, you are. Never married, a couple of long-term relationships, but no marriage. In this line of work I get transferred to different field offices, so asking a family to pick up and move constantly is rough.”

I was going to respond, but he abruptly said, “You look totally stunning, Valerie; I just have to get you up on that dance floor.”

My breath was gone, and the DJ put on an old Eric Clapton song, “Wonderful Tonight,” and suddenly two people who got up to dance became one. His arms were like steel, and he wore that intoxicating cologne he had on the afternoon of the fucking raid.

At this moment I realized he was trying to shield me. I was in the arms of my protector, and I loved it all: Him, the song, the slow dance, and the way he held me. I placed my head on his shoulders, and my arms wrapped around his broad, thick neck. His hands were on the small of my back, every so often gently grabbing my ass and I gasped: “Harder.” I pulled my head off of his shoulder and looked up at him and we kissed. It started gently, probing, and then our tongues simultaneously roped around each other. I could feel the bulge in his crotch growing into steel, and my pussy was wet at this point, grinding into his boner. Our surroundings had no meaning, but there was just one thing to do; to go up to our room.

❤️❤️❤️


Mike wasted no time as soon as the door closed, he threw his suit on the floor, taking off his tie and unbuttoning his shirt. I shimmied out of my dress and walked up close to him, slipping off my bra, and wearing my pantyhose, girdle, and panties, that had a visible wet spot showing through the black satin.

We embraced and kissed, his fingers gently sliding under my panties, and his palm rubbing my tummy. I was hungry and I wanted that big, strong cock to ravage me.

We broke contact briefly and he asked me; “I need a ‘safe word’ from you, and I want you to bring out any toys you may have.”

I undid my hair band and shook it free, and saw him watching me, hungrily; and I reached into my overnight bag and pulled out my silicone dildo, and the butt-plug. He looked at it and said, “Oh, I see they vibrate too. Cool; we can have some fun with these.”

One thing I did have was a wicked sense of humor, so I chose the word “Mafia.” Mike just laughed and said, “Okay, ‘Mafia’ it shall be then.” He then took off a pouch from his belt and inside was a pair of stainless-steel handcuffs.

He threw them on the bed, and I started dripping a new stream, especially when next he removed his belt from his slacks. His service weapon he carefully placed on the dresser.

My eyes told the story, and he said with a smile crossing his face, “So, I see you like it a bit rough, eh?”

“I’ll take it any way you can give it to me,” I said with breathless excitement.

“How rough do you want it?” He asked.

“Treat me like a cheap Mafia slut in your custody, and I have to fuck you as my price for getting into witness protection.” I don’t know where that came from, but I wanted him to lead, to do it all. He grinned a VERY HOT and wicked grin.

❤️❤️❤️

I unhooked my pantyhose from my girdle, and it dropped to the floor around my ankles. Next, I squeezed the butt-plug, turned on the juice and let Mike slowly stick it in my ass. He took his time with it, fucking me with it, twisting it, and taking it in and out.

I was moaning; it never felt this good when I did it. While he was doing that, his other hand reached in front and started rubbing the fur on top of my pussy, and then rubbing my clit. It was electrifying. I yelled out, “Throw me on the bed and FUCK my effing brains out, NOW, you Fed Fuck!”

Mike bent down and slowly lowered my panties with his teeth. I felt his hot breath on my pussy as he lingered a bit, pulling them down slowly. I was shivering with excitement.

He inhaled my aroused scent deeply, and rubbed the tip of his nose on my damp clit in a circle, as I pushed his head down into me, closer. His fingers were rubbing my nipples, making them stand on end, making me moan.

Mike’s tongue made its way into my pussy, pushing apart my engorged lips, and his saliva mixed with my wetness, making me moan loudly with my mouth open, head back and eyes closed.

“What are you doing to me????” I pleaded.

“Pleasure before and after pain, he said.” I stiffened from his words and his tongue reaming through my hot, dripping cunt, and I came, wave after wave.

He guided me by my arm to the bed for I could not stand on my own, the aftereffects of  several quick and mighty orgasms. I pulled him close to me and kissed him hard, from his lips, over his eyes, his forehead, his neck.

In one quick move, I pulled his slacks and his boxers off, and I could not believe the size of his giant cock, making my X-tra large dildo look so puny.

Before he could say or do anything, I grabbed at that cock and swallowed it whole, suppressing a gag reflex. My tongue was all over it with a passion, a purpose that no lover had ever given me.

My long, reddish hair was all over his cock and the front of my face. I ignored the pain in my knees from the sharp carpet. Suddenly he pulled out of my mouth.

“Now let’s see what happens to a CHEAP MAFIA SLUT when she’s wanted by the FBI!” He said as he placed me on my knees on the bed, my arms outstretched in front of me, and then my wrists handcuffed very quickly.

I was very excited, and all my senses heightened with expectation. Suddenly I felt a sharp CRACK! over my right buttock. “This is what you get slut!” He barked at me. “What do you think a fitting punishment should be for you?”

I smarted from the belt crack, but I didn’t flinch; it actually made me, or rather kept me highly aroused! There was another being, another “me” inside my body that cried out: “MORE, MORE . .  I NEED TO BE PUNISHED FOR BEING A DIRTY MOB SLUT WIFE!!”

Then I felt another crack of the belt on both cheeks, then another. I was moaning, hugging the pillow, tears of both pain and an extreme pleasure I had never known coursing through my body, whose ownership I doubted at this point.

Mike then cried out: “I think this MOB BITCH needs a good, hard SHAGGING!! DO YOU AGREE, SLUT!!?”

“YES, YES, give me everything you have!!! PLEASE, I’M BEGGING YOU TO FUCK AWAY ALL MY SINS!!”

“I’ll do much more than that BITCH!” He ‘angrily’ said. Mike then began to finger fuck me deep and hard, - I gasped sharply because I had never had the combination of the butt-plug humming in my ass while being finger-fucked. It was beyond exquisite.

Mike then picked up my black dildo from the bed and turned it on and squeezed it, while removing the butt-plug and tossing it on the bed.  A lubricating gel came out from very small holes inside. He slipped the dildo into my ass, first an inch, causing me to cry out in pain, then sort of playing with it, going in and out.

The sensations I felt were electric, like nothing I’ve ever had before, different - much bigger and wider than the butt-plug, causing me to moan involuntarily and loud. After I came, Mike wasted no time and rammed my cunt with his giant cock, doggie style, in and out, harder, and harder.

He was breathing hard and staggered. The sensations of being whipped, ass fucked, handcuffed, and then rammed from the back of my hot, hungry cunt added to the intensity and frequency of my orgasms which numbered about five now - I thought. None of it mattered because I was his . . . his little bitch-slut to do with as he wished.

I screamed into the pillow because if I didn’t, then someone would call the cops, since it must’ve sounded like someone was being murdered. In a way that was true; the stoic, abstemious, Mob wife was gone. A new, sex craved, ravenous woman, hungry for cock took her place.

Mike’s pounding and thrusting continued without mercy, as this was “a punishment.” He asked through ragged breaths, “Where do you want me to cum, BITCH!!?”

“Please cum all over my face Sir, please?”

Without another word, he pulled out from me after the longest and best fucking session of my life, flipped me over and warm, thick, salty government-issue spunk shot out all over my face, my eyes, and the top of my head.

He softly growled after he came, and started licking it all off of my face and I loved it all. Next, he unlocked the handcuffs and continued licking my face, kissing me, and holding me tightly to him.

“You‘ve been a very, very cooperative prisoner, Mrs. Persico. Do you feel that you’ve received adequate punishment for all your sins?”

I pursed my lips, and just lay there with him on top of me, looking into his eyes, and I took my index finger and pressed it on his lips.

“Maybe just a little bit, Agent Cassera.”

“Well that’s just fine Valerie, because you are very much wanted by the FBI - by this agent you see, and you’ll be under my protection from now on.

❤️❤️❤️


ALL OF YOU - GIVE IT TO ME HARD!

[image: Text  Description automatically generated]


Right now I’m sopping wet; I’m shoving my long, eight-inch black dildo in and out of my pussy at a feverish pitch. “Ohhhh God YES!” I scream. I change hands and lick my fingers, it’s so fucking GOOD! My other hand dips into my wet, swollen cunt, and I start to rub my clit with it. I twist the dildo and rub it all through my insides. If only men could fuck me this good . . . I tug on my clit ring, and I’m hit with a thousand volts of pure pleasure, all at once. . . I shiver and shake as I climax. I want to be fucked by a real man - ANY man. But it’s not so easy for me.

I’m Randy Olsten, and I’m the richest person in the World - and I’m a woman. I’m in my Lear Jet, flying at 40,000 feet above the Continental US, from NYC headed to a private airport (which I bought on a whim), just outside Santa Monica, California.

I’m taking an extended leave of absence because I can. It was my mother who convinced me to take some time off from work; just one forty-minute phone call, but the problem is; work NEVER took time off from me. The last time I took off from work was for only three days, and that was to attend my father’s funeral five years ago.

I’ll admit two things: First is that I’m a workaholic and intensely career driven. I graduated first in my class at MIT seven years ago, and today I have a net-worth of 410 billion dollars at twenty-eight-years of age. I could buy out Elon - easily. What’s the source of my success and wealth? It’s in very high tech, and a lot of it is classified, but I tell people: “A little bit of this and a little bit of that.”

The second thing you should know is that I haven’t gotten fucked (really hard, long, and good) since my meteoric rise to success seven years ago. My long, black, aforementioned silicone cock, and my butt-plug are my only sex partners. You must be sitting, or standing there shocked and ready to drop your mobile reading device on the floor of, well, none of my business! “No fucking way! Is this woman kidding???” You’re probably saying.

The way of it is, with all the celebrity; tabloids, TV, Instagram, Twitter (one Tweet from me can drop a stock market), interviews, etc., I’m surrounded by boot-licking assholes and limp-dick suck-ups. I’m afraid, the picture is much gloomier than that. Great wealth and fame certainly has privileges, but it also comes with a price; a hefty one. There is much truth in the saying “It’s LONELY at the top.”

I confided my intense sex cravings and needs to my man-Friday (Jasper), who is highly intelligent; he’s also my licensed psychotherapist (I’m his only patient), and he also happens to be gay. He knows what it is to CRAVE a good boning!

“You know, Randy, if your sexual needs were really satisfied from time to time, you wouldn’t need those ‘Benzo’ pills to calm your anxieties. Sex is a natural and healthy ‘pressure relief’ valve,” Jasper said to me one day, with his aristocrat British accent. I told Jasper about my toys, but he believes in the real thing, as do I, but sometimes we have to make do with what’s available.

“You’re absolutely right Jas, so MAKE IT HAPPEN!” And here we are. The aforementioned masturbatory activity occurred in my private sleeping cabin on the plane, just a little while ago.

For just once, I want to shed my refined public persona and glamor, and become a cum-sucking, ass-fucked, cock-crazy slut! But HOW?? I NEED what ALL women want at some point; to be talked dirty to and treated like a complete whore. I awoke with my thighs tingling and my pussy damp. Now the urgency of my flight became clear. Might as well have painted a Red Cross on my plane - “emergency sexual-medical transport!!” Also, Jasper really knows discretion, and this is all HIS plan. I trust Jas with my life. He’s also my best friend and confidant.

I’ve been on hundreds of magazine covers, talk shows, and my TWEETS move stock prices, like I said. But I don’t give a shit about any of that. I’m using a fly speck of my wealth to buy me some anonymity. So I HAVE to look outside of my comfort zone. I have to mingle in circles where no one knows me, and perhaps I can get what I crave - real hardcore, blistering sex - and I am open to experimenting! Sounds like I have the words to my new social media site profile!

So to find this man/men, I have to create an “alternate persona” i.e. a realistic alter ego; a disguise, a double life just for the couple of weeks I’m here on the West Coast. I had Jasper buy a beach estate for me in Santa Monica. He actually paid the celebrity owner DOUBLE the value of the house, in cash American, and it was mine; just like that.

Here’s the way my story will go. I’m divorced, and I got the house from my settlement. Just to be safe since I will live there alone for a while; (just Jasper around), I hired a SWAT security team comprised of former (and active) Israeli Special Forces from one of their top units. There are twelve of those boys - actually two are females. Two years ago, there was an attempt to kidnap me. My driver was killed, and it made the headlines. It turned out to be a real wakeup call, so now I take my safety seriously. I hired the best. Five million bucks each per year; but I’m worth the sixty million. They stay out of site mostly, but are always around, should I need them. They are my regular bodyguard team.

My hair, which is an astonishing red, and goes down to the bottom of my breasts, I dyed blonde. My emerald, green eyes, I replaced with blue contacts. I also have a pair of tortoise shell eyeglasses, just for this “role play.”

Last thing, creating my “stage name,” my alter ego. I’ll call myself “Mira.” After my advance team went about changing the furnishings to my liking, bought me a wardrobe of jeans, shirts, sneakers, etc; and purchased a (used) black Hyundai Elantra for me, I was ready to play this game. It was the most excitement I’ve had in a long time.

❤️❤️❤️


Jasper found a website for me to use my new persona on: “HornyDawg.com,” for unattached (or cheating) men and women looking for “anyone” to have a quickie with; very discreetly, with no attachments - perfect! I just need a profile and a picture. I will portray myself as being divorced, and in my early thirties, say, thirty-two. Let’s see how this sounds:

I am thirty-two- year-old, divorced, no kids, live in Malibu. Interested in men for VERY dirty talk and dates. Education: Some college, alcohol - sometimes, smoker- occasionally. (Might as well be up front with that). Age looking for: 30-50. Willing to try new and interesting things.

Now I need Jasper to take a hot picture of me, maybe a side profile? So we’re outside by the pool with the beach in the far background. I don’t want to show too much of the house - let them guess. I’m wearing a wet T-shirt with no bra on underneath, and sunglasses - to add a bit to the “mystique.” Perfect! Let my nipples speak for themselves! That’s it - a side profile, and I’m looking into the iPhone camera.

Within about ten minutes of posting my profile, I got hits already. The first few were drooling slobs. I’m not interested in anyone who doesn’t show a profile photo. A couple of them sent me “kisses,” and one guy right off the bat asked me how I felt about anal sex! I answered him: “That’s ok, as long as you don’t neglect my pussy. I need to be handled rough from both ends.” Then he started getting really weird, so I blocked him. I then went on to the others.

That first day was a disaster, so now I’m thinking maybe I should make the bar scene. I haven’t done that since I was at MIT. I wasn’t successful then, so why should now be different? It was good being away from the daily grind though. I played tennis in the mornings with Dorit, Avi, (two of my guards), and Jasper, and went swimming. The rest of the day I devote to business on my laptop. See - I can’t get away completely! No one except Jasper from my business empire knows I’m away. I postponed all my appointments, so I have a full week booked in two weeks when I go back. I’m starting to get anxious about not finding anyone. I’ll be crazy horny and VERY angry if I don’t get any action here.

This morning was a little bit different. I got a message from a guy in Newport Beach. He gave his age at forty-two. He said he was interested in “dating, leading to sex; no strings attached.” Interesting. Just like me. His picture wasn’t half-bad either. He was standing in front of some late model sports car - maybe a Corvette. He was nicely tanned, wore an LA RAMS football jersey, had piercing brown eyes and black, curly hair. I was immediately attracted to the photo. In my mind’s eye, I had him bending me over a table and just doing me really hard. Jasper saw me looking at it. “Well, Randy, this one seems to have caught your fancy I see.”

“You never know, Jasper. He certainly has everything right where it should be!” Jasper, looking over my shoulder said, “Well, if he doesn’t work out, perhaps I should like to meet him.” Poor Jasper, his love life was tanking also.

His profile said divorced, no children, college grad. His profession/job said “advertising.” Advertising. That could mean just about anything. So I struck up a chat with him. I was vague about my sexual wants and desires, other than I wanted to get laid really badly, and the more “enthusiastic” the partner, the better. I naturally asked him to describe exactly what he would do with me. He was nondescript and just said, “I would do what you would expect me to do.” This was a “hook,” and it piqued my curiosity. I pushed a little. “Can you be a little more explicit??” I continued: “I like rough foreplay, some light bondage, spanking, and I want to be eaten out really good - think you can handle that?”

“I think that once you have me, you won’t need to go looking anywhere else. I also like surprises,” he said. “What kind of ‘surprises?’” I asked. There was a pause, so I texted: “Are you still there? Do you always ‘play hard to get’ with a woman who says she wants you to bone her silly!?” No reply. I was just about ready to give up because some of these men are all talk, use fake photos, and when push comes to shove, they disappear, and play their sick games with someone else.

I was about ready to move onto another profile which I found interesting to read, when my phone beeped. It was him. He texted, “I carry my best surprise around with me. I have a massive nine-inch cock, that most women find to be too much to handle. Sometimes I even need two women.” It was then I saw that he added a second photo onto his profile. He was leaning against the Corvette, and I saw a VERY LARGE bulge in the swim trunks he was wearing. This was a smart move on his part, and it got my juices going immediately. I could tell he liked to tease. He could just as easily have taken an “au natural” photo of his cock, but this way left something to the imagination - just enough to make me really interested - and hot! Christmas was just a few weeks away, so I asked him, “Could that be a shot of my Christmas present? Could you fit that cock in a stocking? LoL”

“A stocking wouldn’t be much of a challenge. I think it would go much better in a receptive cunt, don’t you think, Mira?” That was enough convincing for me. Now I absolutely had to meet this guy.

❤️❤️❤️


Even though I had my security, I wasn’t going to just invite him over to my house; that would be stupid, right? So we made up to meet for drinks along the beachfront area near him in Newport Beach. His name online for the “HornyDawg.com” website was “The Kingsman.” His real name was Kevin. The date was for one o’clock in the afternoon on Wednesday, and we chose a small bistro with gaily decorated tables, and a lively crowd. My security detail just blended in with everybody else, yet they didn’t smother me, so I felt free to indulge, and safe.

I seated myself at one of the tables with an umbrella that advertised an imported German beer. I wore blue jean shorts, white tennis shoes, and an LA Dodgers T-shirt, and wide sunglasses. My hair was tied behind me in a band. I had just lit a long Virginia Slims 120 cigarette. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a guy approach who was unmistakably Kevin: broad shoulders, athletic build, a piercing gaze, and a bright, ivory smile. Before he sat down, he extended a hand to me, and said, “Mira? I’m ‘The Kingsman,’ or Kevin if you prefer.” I shook hands and that gaze bore a hole through me, making me wet, I had to admit. The massive bulge he sent me the photo of - his “surprise” was wrapped up in white tennis shorts. It was exactly at eye-level. It might just as well have been in my face! So far, this seemed like it could work out nicely.

“Yes, Kevin, I’m Mira. How do you do?”

“I have to say, your picture does you no justice at all; you’re really beautiful.”

“Well, flattery will get you everywhere,” I said. The banter was necessary, but I just wanted to get down to business.

“What are you drinking?” he asked, very polite; refined even. “Umm, I’ll just have a beer,” I said, pointing to the umbrella over our table.

“Sure,” he said. “I’ll have one too,” and he called the server over.

“So Kevin,” I asked. “Do you go on these sites much? Is it a regular thing for you?”

“Not much, just once in a while when I’m in-between relationships.”

“I see, so have you had many relationships?” He looked at me and laughed. “No, not that many. I said I was in advertising, and my job takes me out of town quite a bit; it makes having a steady girlfriend a bit difficult.” It made sense to me. So far, so good.

“And what about you, Mira? Your profile says you’re divorced. Is this how you meet people?” This is where my “script” that I rehearsed with Jasper came into play.

“I’ve been divorced about two years, and I don’t really like the bar scene that much, so I thought I would try one of these online sites. This one seemed to really get down to business if you know what I mean.” He looked at me and smirked. “I totally get it. We can play this any way you want it.” Just then, the beers came. We sat around, drank, and made small talk. He talked about different women, his likes, and dislikes; his expectations, which were what I thought they would be, and what I was looking for as well. After all, this was a hookup site.

I had lit up another cigarette at the table, but I just had to know, so I asked Kevin: “Does my smoking bother you, Kevin? Is it going to be a “deal-breaker?”

“Oh no, of course not! I really enjoy watching attractive women smoke - it’s a definite turn-on for me, so please; go right ahead.” I laughed, a bit relieved, and Kevin ordered two more beers for us. As we were talking, he rested a hand on my knee, rubbing my thigh slowly. I liked it, and made no move to stop him. In fact, he aroused me so much, I didn’t hear any of the conversation; I was consumed with his touch. I got a chill, and my nipples became erect, and my pussy moist. Then he said abruptly, “Let’s go for a walk along the shoreline.”

“Sounds good,” I said. “It seems a shame to let such a beautiful beach go to waste.” I watched as he stood up, and my God, I thought. Does this man have a hard-on like that ALL the time?? I loved it! He reached for my hand and practically pulled me right up, his hand like a vise grip, with muscles of steel. It was like he was “claiming me,” already. Our arms were intertwined as we walked away from the table and through the crowd, past the shops and onto the beach. I got prickles on the back of my neck, and a stirring between my legs, confirming my excitement of what was sure to come. Back at the table, he picked up the tab - a real gentleman, which scored points in my book.

Like I said, it’s been at least seven years, maybe more since I had been this close to anybody. I enjoyed being led like that. Unbeknownst to him, of course, my security detail was keeping a respectful distance and a very watchful eye on all the goings on of my date. The time seemed to fly by, and before we knew it, it was four-thirty. As we were walking back to where we were sitting, Kevin gave my right butt cheek a nice grab. If it was anyone else, I would have swatted it away, but I liked it. Here was a man who wanted me without knowing the truth about who I was, had nothing that he wanted, except my company and my body, which was what I was looking for all along.

❤️❤️❤️


We made plans to meet the following night at my house. I knew the house would impress him, but not so much that it would give the game away. I was getting nervous as eight o’clock came closer. “Jasper! What should I wear?” I knew that he would be a great asset in that department. After all, this whole plan was his idea. We decided on a short, navy blue evening dress with a low-cut back and no bra. My perky double Cs would stand out nicely, and the dress gave my ass some nice definition. Jasper did my makeup, blue eye shadow, long, false eyelashes, and a nice red shade of lipstick. My hair was down with a nice wave in the front. I wore plain gold, hoop earrings. I was ready. My team was in a room with TV screens and Jasper in another wing of the house. This was the price I had to pay for my little fling.

At about ten minutes after eight the doorbell rang. Kevin was in the doorway, and behind him was another couple, a man, and a woman! I’m sure my security team was stirring, paying very close attention. My jaw dropped a little. As if to head me off, Kevin raised his hand. “Hi Mira. . Now before you say anything, these are my two good friends, Brian, and Jenny; they’re married - to each other. Brian works at the same advertising agency as me. We’ve known each other for years.” Brian smiled at me and nodded. The two of them looked around, in awe. I hope I didn’t overdo it with the house! A little bit of silence followed. Then Kevin said, “I told you that I liked surprises, right?”

“Yes, but you never said anything about other people!”

“Okay, now we won’t do anything you don’t like. Mira, please hear me out. Brian and Jenny here belong to a ‘swinger’s club,’ and I thought they might enjoy coming along. If you’re more comfortable they can leave; we came in two cars. OR . . . they can do their own thing, or join us, or watch. Whatever you prefer.” I thought long and hard. I was VERY horny at this point, just fantasizing about tonight, and besides, my security team was ready to jump in at a moment’s notice should anything go south.

It was Jenny who spoke. She was a very attractive mulatto-skinned woman with long, black hair, who seemed to be my age, and Brian was dark like Kevin, and had a very disarming smile. She extended her hand to me and said, “Nice to meet you, Mira. Kevin told us some very nice things about you. A couple of years ago, Brian and I decided that we needed to ‘put a little spice’ into our marriage, so we joined a very discreet swinger’s club. Having good sex with different couples has really been a godsend for us! No attachments, no emotional baggage, just loads of fun, right Brian.”

“Absolutely, Jen. Besides Mira, we’ve done this with Kevin and other women before and it’s worked out just fine - amazing, in fact. So what do you say?”

I let my raging hormones do the talking for me and I said, smiling, “The bar is over here on the side - let’s ‘lubricate’ a little!” Kevin stood in front of me, holding my hands, placing his hand on my ass, and kissed me on the lips. “This will be loads of fun, Mira, I promise you!” He smelled so good, and I felt really comfortable, and, well, hot! We poured our own drinks and just got to know each other a little bit first. Naturally, they asked me what I did for a living, and what my ex-husband did, looking over the expanse of the property and the enormous living room we were in. I made up a plausible, but bullshit story, of course, that my ex-husband controlled a large hedge fund with many international clients, and the marriage didn’t work out because he was never home.

So, I was comfortable being the wealthy divorcée, living off a comfortable alimony settlement. I lit up a Virginia Slims 120, and I was pleased, and turned on to see Jenny take out her own - the same brand. Here is where I started to move into unfamiliar territory. Jenny and I made eye contact, and as she smiled at me, I was getting turned on. It was very confusing to me because I had never been attracted to a member of the same sex before, and never one as beautiful as Jenny.

After making small talk on the couch, and certain that I wasn’t going to get naked with The Manson Family, I suggested that we all would be more comfortable in the Master Bedroom. The bed was huge, and off to the side was a hot tub, and two large couches, a bar, and a large sliding glass door with a terrace overlooking the ocean. From this point on, things just ran their course. Kevin instinctively grabbed my ass that turned me on so much yesterday at Newport Beach, and tonight, kissed me again, putting his arms around me. Brian and Jenny were in a similar position.

Kevin worked the zipper down the back of my dress, and we stayed kissing, my tongue roping around his. I could feel that sweet erection busting to get out of his pants, and I just reached for it. Kevin began kissing my neck and nibbling at my ear, which made my clit hard. My body took over and I was rubbing my clit against that covered cock. Kevin started moaning which pleased me greatly because I knew I was really turning him on. I undid his belt and pulled his pants down to his ankles. He kicked off his moccasins, and stepped out of his pants. We were still standing, and Kevin pushed my head down to his waist. I used my teeth to grab hold of his boxers, and slowly pulled them down past his ramrod-straight cock down to his ankles. Now freed of his boxers, and my dress hanging around my waist, Kevin took me sideways to the bed. I shimmied out of my dress, and kicked my heels off.

We weren’t alone in the bed, however. Brian and Jenny beat us to it. Brian had a large cock too, but its full length was obscured because it was covered by Jenny’s mouth, and she was going up and down on it. Kevin said to me, “Straddle Brian’s face and look towards Jenny.” I was so high from this play that I just did it. I was already sopping wet from Kevin, and as soon as I put my cunt over Brian’s face, he worked magic, eating me out. His tongue started playing with my clit, gently grabbing my clit ring with it, sending shockwaves through my body. I had my first orgasm then, squirting into Brian’s face, my hands pressing into Brian’s chest.

Kevin got behind Jenny who was still working her mouth over Brian’s cock. He started fucking her doggy style, her pussy already wet from her foreplay with Brian. Brian now licked me clean and stuck his tongue deeper into my cunt, licking around the sides. He let out a muffled cry as he came inside Jenny’s mouth; she pulling off him just enough to get cum over her face as well.

Kevin was pumping Jenny hard and fast, and soon he came as well, filling up Jenny and draining himself dry.

Jenny slowly took her mouth off of Brian’s cock, and with mouth and face surrounded by cum, she grabbed for me and started kissing me. Brian slid out from underneath me, and his face was replaced with Jenny’s skilled hands as she used my wetness to gently massage my throbbing pussy which was dying for more. I tasted Jenny’s smoky breath which turned me on as well, and Brian’s fresh spunk which was dripping down the sides of Jenny’s cheeks.

Out of the side of my view, I saw something that surprised me, but I kept going kissing Jenny. Brian and Kevin were both standing by the side of the bed and touching each other’s cocks and kissing! Holy shit, this was getting interesting. Both of them had little contraptions in their hands, which they placed on each other. They were both a light blue, and I saw that they were dual cock-rings with butt-plugs attached. I knew this from some of the online sites I had visited at home while masturbating. I learned all about them from Jasper.

Jenny, meanwhile, gently held me by the chin and kept my attention for herself, kissing me and playing with my pussy. She was skillfully finger-fucking me, and were both on our knees on the bed facing each other. I didn’t have to be told, but I began massaging her clit as well, making her moan. This was the first time I was with another woman, but I have to say it was very pleasant. Jenny and I were deep inside each other, and Kevin and Brian continued their thing. But I wanted cock, and I wanted it BAD. I looked over at Kevin and he could read my mind. Then Jenny announced, “I need a cigarette. Would you like one too Mira?”

“Yes sweetheart, I would.” So Jenny and I retired to the couch and lit each other up. Both Kevin and Brian looked over at us women, both seductively smoking, and they were both so turned on by us, that they really began jerking each other off in earnest. Jenny and I inhaled and blew smoky kisses at each other. Brian and Kevin moved over to the bed recently vacated by Jenny and me, and Brian immediately took Kevin’s ringed cock into his mouth, expertly tonguing him up and down. Both of them were watching Jenny and me smoke as they did so. Kevin put his hands on the top of Brian’s head, forcing Brian to suck his cock on full. It didn’t take long for Kevin to moan as his jizz filled Brian’s mouth.

❤️❤️❤️

We both finished our cigarettes, and sat on the couch kissing. I gave Jenny a quick parting kiss and got up and poured myself a scotch and soda. “Who wants one?” I said. All three of them said they would, moved over to the bar and got their own drinks. “So Mira, is this better than you thought it would be?” Kevin asked.

“Yes Kevin, you are certainly full of surprises. I hope you have enough stamina left for me. My pussy is crying out for you babe!” I noticed too, that Brian and Jenny were in their own little world now on the couch; Jenny grabbing Brian’s ringed cock, as both of them were deeply kissing.

“I love the fact that both of you girls smoke too; it’s a HUGE turn on for Brian and me.”

“Sure thing. Also, Jenny and I are totally in love.” As soon as I said that Jenny and I looked at each other and started laughing.

Kevin laughed. “Yes, I can see that, it’s good, very good.”

I finished my drink, feeling nice, warm, and horny - alcohol does that to me. I came from Jenny multiple times, and once or twice from Brian’s tongue, but now I was craving Kevin’s cock. I stood up from the couch and stretched. “I WANT ALL OF YOU TO GIVE IT TO ME . . .HARD!” I don’t know where that came from; some inner, unknown place deep inside of me? Maybe it was partly the alcohol talking, but I was looking right at Kevin. I pulled him onto the bed and Jenny looked at me and giggled as she pulled her husband onto the bed next to us. Now, looking at Kevin’s cock closely, I grasped the enormity of it for the first time. Not only was it long, but it was also thick - thicker than any dildo in my collection.

Kevin just looked at me, and we were on our knees facing each other on the bed, deeply kissing. I pulled off and turned my ass up to Kevin and cried out, “FUCK ME HARD!” Kevin went slowly at first, playing around the opening of my vage, and even putting his cock on top of my ass, not penetrating me, but just rubbing it on top of my ass and between my pussy and my asshole. That caused me to moan with excitement. ‘Next door’ to us on the bed, Brian was really pounding Jenny hard, making her grip the pillow and mumble wordlessly into it.

“Where do you want it?” Kevin asked.

“Stick it right in my cunt . . .HARD!” I said. I was on my knees, my ass up in the air, and nothing was happening. Then, a bolt of lightning hit me! Kevin spanked my ass hard and said loudly, “YOU SAID YOU WANTED TO BE TREATED LIKE A CUM-SUCKING SLUT, NO??” It was hard to describe the sensation; brief intense pain, followed by a warm wave of pleasure flowing through me, making me shudder. “YES!” I yelled out; I DESERVE to be treated like an evil slut!” With that said, he spanked me again, and once more, making me cringe! “Okay, now brace yourself and I’ll show you how a horny slut gets rammed - hard!”

“Please, yes, I deserve it for being such a naughty girl”

Next to us I heard another loud smack. Brian was spanking Jenny, and she was crying out too - a mixture of pleasure and pain. “Both of you deserve a hard, punishing fucking! What do you say, Kevin?”

“I couldn’t agree more, Brian!”

Now Kevin went all out, making me shake with pleasure, making my eyes roll to the back of my head. It was also pleasantly painful; I never had such a massive cock fucking me like that before. He picked up speed going in and out, in and out, harder, and harder. I thought his cock was going to rip a new hole inside of me. Brian and Jenny were spent, she was curled up on top of him like a ball, licking cum off his dick.

“Oh my God Kevin, don’t stop;” I cried. Kevin was grunting, past the point of talking. Then I felt a nice warm sensation inside my pussy as his jizz filled me all the way up. I’ve never been with a man who could do that - well, my experience has been very limited as you know. When he was done, I turned around and started licking off his cock, his jizz spilling out onto my sheets.

We fucked and sucked some more, and we left the bed. Jenny and I lit cigarettes, and got drinks for the four of us.

“I vote for the hot tub!” I said, as if this was a democracy, my ass still pleasantly smarting from the spanking. “Excellent idea,” Brian seconded, as he led Kevin by the cock over to the edge of the hot tub. So Jenny and I were in the tub smoking seductively, and kissing, and the boys were next to us. The hot water felt delicious, and I was very happy, satisfied for the first time in a very long time. I had another weekend left before I had to go back to New York.

“Did you guys have a nice time?” I asked rhetorically. Jenny gave me a big kiss on the lips. “Yes, we sure did honey. Kevin, thank you for inviting us.” Kevin looked at me and said, “Don’t thank me, thank Mira; she’s the hostess.”

Then Brian said, “You know Mira, if you’re up for it, why don’t you and Kevin join us at our swinger’s club? You could meet the gang.” I smirked a little bit, thinking of a word that rhymed with “gang.”

“Sure,” I said. “Why not? Kevin, are you in?”

“Absolutely.”

I turned to Brian and Jenny and said, “What about next weekend - here at my place” Both of them nodded and Jenny said, “Sure, I’ll make some calls, I think the rest would enjoy getting together here.”

So this trip was turning out even better than I thought it would. I met three great sex partners, and next weekend I would even meet more. I smiled to myself thinking, I hope my bodyguards and Jasper enjoyed the show! I learned a lot about myself tonight as well. I was even planning some alone time with Jenny. I wonder if Brian would mind if Jenny spent the night with me? This was exactly the release from the demands of my work that I needed - I went ALL in!

❤️❤️❤️


CANDY’S GAME
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Joseph Candy (yes, that’s his real name) was not my favorite person in the office by any stretch of the imagination, but he did intrigue me. Some of the younger girls like Violet and Lucinda gawk over his incredibly sexy body, his intelligence, wit, suave and confident demeanor, and the large “package” in his pants. He’s also a nasty, manipulative bastard.

The office that I work in is one of the biggest advertising agencies in Chicago. Busy place; lots of clients, interns, visitors coming and going, phones ringing off the hook.

For the girls I mentioned and probably more, Candy remains an enigma. He’s single and flirty but he’s never made an actual attempt to really get close - relationship close; to anyone. He’s never been seen with anyone, has no photos on his desk, and as far as I know, he isn’t gay. Apparently, the white teeth and the large bulge under his belt line comes with two faces; and the other face, as I said, isn’t pretty.

He’s not “management” management, but he is the “pet” of the CEO’s on-site manager; which makes some of my fellow employees shy away from him, and others try their best to get close.

In a nutshell, he’s a suck-up, a dweeb, an ass-kisser (figuratively, literally I wouldn’t know about). Get on his good side, and you may have a personal day with pay if you need it. Get on his bad side, and you could find yourself in the basement, with the post and janitorial equipment - or out the door.

If the on-site manager were to drop dead tomorrow, Candy would be sitting in his seat by the end of the same day. So, being on Joe Candy’s Christmas Card list may just help you keep your job. It’s that simple. Tough way to work; always looking over your shoulder for Candy’s tattletale gaze. The terror on two legs - the monster with the boss’sear. And there you have it.

After lunch, Janet came over to me in the ladies room in tears. I met her here at work and we started dating about two years ago. Six months ago, she moved into my flat. I’m bisexual but Janet is not. She had some information on “good authority.” Apparently, the incredibly sexy monster came up with a way for the boss to save some big money. He convinced him that he could eliminate eleven jobs at the company and things would run just fine.

A new programming system he’d read about would allow one person to do the job of many at the office level. Six positions to go would be in graphic design, and four or five jobs would be in accounting.

However . . . All may not be lost. You see, I believe I have the inside scoop that Violet, Lucinda, my Janet, and the other female gawkers and employees in this establishment do not have. I think that my Psych BS from Northwestern may just come in handy.

I was on a lunch break on a particularly nice, warm day, and I had just lit up a cigarette; a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. Joe Candy was nearby, and he smelled it and saw me smoking. He came over to me, possibly to discuss the impending layoff rumors, and so I mentally prepared myself for an unpleasant encounter.

To gain some perspective on his possible, but so far unproven motives for his coming over to me, based on his behaviors in the office; I’m sure my appearance had something to do with it; because I happen to be rather attractive, single, thirty-two years old, with long black hair, nice legs, and short black silk skirt with ample cleavage showing through my long-sleeve, white silk blouse. Aside from work issues, and my sexy body, I had another theory as to why he would single me out to come over and chat. It had to do with what I’m sure was a smoking fetish, because after myself or one of the other girls went out for a smoke, Candy always had an excuse to pass by our desks and “sniff.”

“Joyce,” he cheerily greeted me; “mind if I sit next to you?” My antennae went up. “No, not at all; it’s a free country after all, isn’t it?” He laughed, and replied, “Yes it is. You know,” he said, “you’re a good worker, and you’ve been with us for what, six years?”

“Yes, Sir, I have.”

“Well Joyce, that’s because you’re doing a good job. All of our clients seem to like you; they all say that you’re polite and that you treat them like family. That’s just the kind of attitude we like.”

Perhaps I was wrong about my theory, and this was a work-related talk. “So then, does that mean I get to keep my job.”

“Pardon me, but why would you ask a question like that?” He said.

“Well Mr. Candy, I’ve heard that some layoffs are expected because some improvements in technology may make some of our jobs obsolete.” He shifted a bit uncomfortably, and as he did so, I couldn’t help but notice a bulge in his pants when I took a long drag, and blew a plume of blue smoke in the air which wafted towards his face.

“Oh. I’m sorry Sir, I didn’t mean to blow my smoke in your face!”

“That’s fine, it doesn’t bother me. In fact, you may find this hard to believe, but I’m a smoking fan. While I don’t smoke myself, I find the sight of a pretty woman smoking to be very . . . erotic.”

“I see.” So what do you know; I found a chink in the black knight’s armor. Joe Candy has a smoking fetish. My strong suspicions were confirmed. I’m well aware of the phenomenon, but never encountered it up close and personal; until now. So I decided to up the stakes a notch and see where “my game” would go. Perhaps I could use this discovery to my advantage.

“So tell me about these layoff rumors. Are they true?

“Well, the new technology has certainly opened up several cost-saving possibilities, but nothing has been written in stone . . . thus far.”

I made sure to make “this smoking experience” more sensual (and for my advantage), by holding my cigarette high up between my two fingers, my painted nails shining in the sun. As I thought about what he just said, I did a very sexy “snap-inhale,” and blew the smoke right past him.

I felt like egging his fetish on. “Mr. Candy I . . . haven’t had a cigarette all morning, and the craving to come outside and enjoy one was just too much to bear.” I sighed. “I suppose that’s the price of being a cigarette junkie.”

“Please Joyce, call me Joe.” And I laughed. As I spoke, I crossed my legs and reached into my bag for my lipstick. As I did so, I made sure to “sexually dangle” my long, white cigarette from my lips. “Oh, this smoke is so delightful; I’ve been craving it all morning, but I couldn’t get away from my desk!” That really got to him; talking with the cigarette dangling from my lips. It looked as though he would for sure wet his pants.

“So Joe,” I said as I put my lipstick on by looking into the mirror of my compact case; “What are the chances of keeping my job at reception?” I made sure to take another drag, getting my cherry red lipstick all over the filter. He was in a trance, just watching me, noticing my cleavage through the opening in my blouse, watching me smoke, (envy, maybe?) making no effort to hide the growing bulge in his pants.

There was silence for a moment, and he just stared at my cigarette, held on top of my tight black silk skirt with my crossed, exposed legs underneath. I could smell those little wheels burning and turning in that kiss-ass brain of his.

“What do you have to do to keep your job,” he was thinking out loud. He had his right hand balled up in a fist under his chin with a twisted smile across his face. “Well let’s see. You may not like this, OR you may be interested.”

What could he possibly be thinking of? I had no idea.

“Go ahead Joe, I’m all ears,” I said. He swiveled his head around the little office plaza we were in, and when he was satisfied that there was no one near to overhear our conversation, he said: “For starters, I’d like you to come over to my house and . . . and to smoke for me.” I wasn’t sure I heard him correctly, but he said it clear enough.

“Oh okay. So all I have to do is what you just said, and I can keep my job? What about Janet, Violet and Lucinda, and the others on the ‘cut list?’”

“I’ve seen you smoking before from my car in the parking lot with Janet, Violet, and Lucinda. The four of you are thick as thieves. So now, ask the three of them to come over also.” Well that sounded about as creepy as hell, so I looked at him and blinked twice, feigning surprise, and took a very seductive, hollow cheek drag, blowing the smoke right in his face. He was getting very turned on; squeezing his hands together.

I made sure to dangle my cigarette very seductively as I said to him, “So, what happens after we smoke in front of you . . . do you expect a smoky blow job???” I said with a salacious grin.

He had a sick kind of smirk on his face, and he said, “Why don’t we just play it as we go along?” I didn’t know what he meant by that, but I was intrigued. I was far from a virgin, and I’ve seen all kinds of stuff; I’ve been around the park a few times myself you know. I certainly wasn’t worried about my physical safety, especially if there were four of us coming over to his house. I couldn’t wait to tell the other girls about this! It sounded really fucked up though, right?

❤️❤️❤️

The next day the four of us went to a diner for lunch, and naturally sat in the smoking section. “OMG!” Violet said to all of us, after listening to me with her eyes wide open. “You mean that sadistic little perv just wants us to smoke in front of him, and we get to keep our jobs - just like that?”

I took a thoughtful drag of my Virginia Slims and said, “Yep, that’s about it. But the way he looked at me and grinned, I think there’s more to it than that.”

“Like what?” Lucinda said. “You mean like . . . like, he wants blow jobs from us?” I looked at Lucinda calmly and said to all three: “I think he wants us to maybe ‘put on a show’ for him, like us getting it on with each other, and maybe involving him somehow. Like, he may want us to ‘punish him’ for his nasty little thoughts. I’ve heard of kink shit like that before.” All three of my friends giggled.

Then Violet said, “We know that you and Janet are a couple and are living with each other, so you guys ‘getting it on,’ wouldn’t be a problem, but I’ve never been with another woman before. Now, I’m NOT knocking it, I just mean, I’ve never done it before.”

“What about you, Lucinda?” Violet asked, giving a playful little “wink” to her friend. “How do you feel about this - being with another woman, that is.” Lucinda took a thoughtful drag off her EVE 120 Menthol cigarette and shrugged. After a quick, high exhale, she said, “I’ve never been with another woman, but to save our jobs and maybe have some fun,” she said looking at me and Janet, and grinning, said, “Yeah, yeah,” shaking her head affirmatively, “I’m in. Whatever you guys decide,” she said and giggled. Janet leaned over and kissed me quickly on the cheek, and said, “Sounds like this could be fun. I hope the little fuck wants to be humiliated somehow.” I looked at my sweetheart and said, “Don’t worry; I think humiliation will kind of ‘work its way in there!” We all laughed. Now the only thing left to do was to set it up.

Naturally, when we came back to our desks, Candy casually came by “to sniff” the aroma of smoke from us. He gravitated towards my desk as he always does, and I asked him: “Joe, have you decided on a night for our little get together? The other girls are in.”

“That’s great, Joyce. As a matter of fact I have. How about this coming Saturday night. Say, eight o’clock?”

“I’ll run it by the others, but I’m sure it’ll be okay.”

“Good. Smart move.” I was a bit taken back by his reply, but I wasn’t too concerned as I said before - there’s safety in numbers.

So, Saturday night came, and Violet and Lucinda came over to Janet’s and my apartment about six o’clock. As I instructed them, they were heavily made-up, and wore the sluttiest clothing they had. As far as a plan went, we decided to play it by ear.

“All of you have your phones with you, right?” I asked. All three nodded. “Just in case something goes south,” I said, “I want one or all of you to get this on camera! Right?

“Absolutely,” Violet said.

We made sure we all had plenty of cigarettes with us. We got into my car; Janet next to me, Violet, and Lucinda in the back. Lucinda broke the ice by cutting a joke like she always does. “Hey, suppose a cop stops us; do you think we could get arrested on ‘suspicion’ of prostitution?” We all laughed. “No, not unless you’re blowing some guy in the car and there’s wads of cash laying around!”

❤️❤️❤️


The drive to Candy’s home was about twenty minutes from us. It raised some suspicions immediately because for one thing, he lived in the Gold Coast neighborhood of Chicago, right on the lake with a beautiful view of the skyline. There are mansions there as well, and lots of history. For one thing, how could he afford such a place on his salary - he wasn’t really management. It was a beautiful, spacious house. I was the first one to the front door and Janet was right behind me. I rang the bell and Candy answered, wearing a royal blue bathrobe. He had just taken a shower and put on some sickening cologne, the smell of which could probably knock a buzzard off a shit wagon.

“Good evening ladies,” the would-be Hugh Heffner impersonator said. All he was missing was the signature pipe. “Hi Joe,” I answered, and like the rest of the girls, I looked around awestruck. There were Renaissance tapestries, some modern art sculptures, and a big bay window with a view of the lake and the Chicago skyline. “I sent the housekeeper home early tonight for our little get-together; make yourselves comfortable.” He pointed to the interior of the large living room, and against a brick wall on the other side there was a fireplace, and next to that was a bar counter of solid oak. High-hat lights on runners lined the ceiling. Motioning towards it he said, “Don’t be shy, help yourselves to a drink.”

Of course, I was the one to get the party started and said, “Joe, do you have an ashtray? We’d like to smoke.” His demeanor changed almost at once. I noticed a bulge underneath his bathrobe, and his eyes never left us. I guess the slutty, but tasteful clothing we wore, and our whorish makeup did the trick. His jaw actually dropped. Violet and Lucinda just gawked at each other. I wanted to tell them see what I mean about him? But there was no need. His bulging cock was apparent as the four of us lit up; Violet and Lucinda lit EVE 120 Menthols, and Janet and I lit up Virginia Slims 120s, also menthols.

We went over to the bar where there were ashtrays lined up on the counter, and of course bottles of liquor already out on the bar. What struck our attention right away was one particular ashtray. Inside was a crushed-out, all-white, Benson and Hedges Menthol 100 with red lipstick on the filter. We looked at each other and said nothing, but I made a mental note of it. “Joe, aren’t you going to join us for drinks here at the bar,?” I said.

“Yes Joyce, I was just on my way over.” He reluctantly got off his leather recliner and came over and poured himself a scotch and soda. The three of us preferred gin and tonics. On his way over to the bar he turned his sixty-five-inch TV on with the remote to a music channel. It reminded me of “Animal House,”- the seduction scene of the dean’s wife by the Eric Stratton character. He held his scotch in his hand, and without saying a word, he went back with his drink to his recliner. “You girls, for now pretend that I’m not here.”

“This is some place you’ve got Joe,” Janet said.

“Yes, it’s pricey as hell, but I love it here. Wouldn’t trade it for the world.” Come to think of it, if I could afford it, neither would I. As we continued small talk and helped ourselves to second drinks, we were in shock when we looked at the recliner. Candy was sitting there, his bathrobe opened up and he had his very erect and huge cock in his hand, just stroking it. More surprising and contrary to what he’d told me that time he came over to me outside and proposed this evening, he was, himself smoking what looked like a Benson & Hedges Menthol 100 cigarette; the same one that was crushed in the ashtray. What was even more of a shock was that he was wearing red lipstick! The other girls noticed too and said nothing. Candy’s face was expressionless, and he said, very matter-of-factly, “Continue your conversation girls, pretend I’m not here.” Now that was a little hard to do - ignore a man jerking himself off in front of guests to his home! Still, we went along. Violet wanted to leave, leaning over to me, and whispering, “I’ve had about enough of this sick shit, Joyce!”

I told her to “hang in there, and follow my lead!” and that it would work out just fine.

“Ladies,” Candy said, “I see you may be a bit uncomfortable, but I am willing to compensate all of you for this evening. How does ten thousand dollars apiece sound to you?” We looked at each other stunned. We thought it was just about satisfying some freak’s smoking fetish to keep our jobs, but now it was about a lot more - MUCH more! I was the group’s unofficial spokeswoman and I said, “That’s more than generous, Joe.” I winked at Violet. Candy lit another cigarette with the stub of the first one. I didn’t want to bring up the fact of his smoking even after what he told me that afternoon. We were still talking amongst ourselves when we heard Candy moaning in pleasure, the cigarette clamped tightly in his lips. He let out a big “Ahhhhhh . . .” and we saw white cum squirting out from his cock, which was as I thought, very large indeed. Very nonchalantly, he cleaned himself up with a tissue.

The (what was by now) three drinks we had kind of loosened us up a bit, but not so much as for us to be defenseless in case the perv on the recliner did something crazy. I told the girls to continue smoking in a way that would “turn Candy on,” and they did so. Violet had her red hair permed, and wore a low-cut blue silk blouse, and a high and tight leather skirt with a gold, hanging chain belt, a high slit up the side, and four-inch black high heels that strapped around her ankles. She had on green mascara which matched her eyes, and wore black, sheer, pantyhose like mine, that reached over the knee and had a laced top.

Her ample cleavage was quite visible. Lucinda was a long-haired blonde, and she wore a one-piece red dress, which rode very high, accenting her nice ass, and red high heels. The top of her dress had a low-cut back, and the front showed her cleavage. My Janet and I wore matching black leather high skirts with the same black panty hose as Violet wore; above our knees, but with straps to our satin panties. The four of us happened to be the hottest women in the office, which was why Candy had chosen us.

The now dried-cum wearing Candy stood up and announced, “Ladies, it’s time for us to go downstairs to my ‘playroom,’ and start the evening’s activities.” If this was only a “start,” I thought, what else could there be?? I wasn’t afraid, I was more intrigued. My observation and intuition, which was rarely wrong, told me that he’s harmless. The girls looked to me for reassurance, and I nodded my assent. I also nodded to Violet who seemed to need a little bit more reassurance than the rest of us.

“Follow me please, and you can bring your drinks with you if you like. There is also a bar downstairs and a table with some Hors-d’Oeurves, and sushi.” That sounded nice to me. I think we were all a bit hungry - alcohol will do that; increase your appetite. His basement “playroom,” like the upstairs was just as spacious and well furnished. There was a large brass bed in the middle of the room, and a large cabinet built into one of the walls. Like he told us upstairs, there was also a bar, a bathroom, and a large screen TV. In addition to the bed there was a padded table, looking like one you might find in a physical therapy room - but bigger. It also had stirrups at the end; very weird, like maybe for some sex-play? At this point nothing would surprise any of us.

“Please ladies, get comfortable,” he said, more authoritative than a request. “I’ve been very, very bad, and I think I need to be punished this evening,” he said. I was quick to respond. “Okay, what would you like us to do?”

“I’d like to see you all smoke and make out with each other.” He gestured towards a large couch opposite the bed and the big table.

“Joe, do you mind if we eat something first?” I said.

“No, please Joyce, go right ahead,” he said, pointing to the table with the Hors d’Oeuvres. So we helped ourselves and brought the food over to the couch. It was like we were entertaining ourselves and he was just watching us very intently. I knew that Lucinda and Violet were looking at each other with curiosity, and Janet and I were very comfortable with Candy’s request.

Opposite the couch, on the other side of where the bed and table were, was a large black curtain, like you would find on a stage. Candy flicked a switch, and high-hat lights went on over the area behind the curtain. He was sitting on a large recliner, much like the one upstairs. He walked over to the locked cabinet and brought out a couple of items. “You girls don’t mind me, pretend like I’m not even here,” he said. He took his robe off and he was fully naked. The device he brought out was a sex toy I recognized as a cock-ring with a butt-plug attached to it. He took it into the bathroom, ostensibly to moisturize it and perhaps to insert it. I was wrong, however, about the insertion part. That, he did in front of us, getting on the big table and bringing his knees up to his chest, with his back turned toward us.

He pressed a button on the side of the table and the black curtain went up, and we were shocked at what we saw. There was an 80’s vintage blue Chevy Impala, the front facing us on the couch. How it got there God only knew - separate entrance to a garage perhaps? But what was even more shocking was a man in the passenger seat dressed in a leather BDSM suit, complete with a black leather “gimp” or leather fetish mask on. The rest of his leather outfit seemed to be covered with metal studs and rings from what we could see. Very nonchalantly, Candy walked over to the car which was pointed at us and got behind the driver’s seat. The “gimp” was right next to him. It looked like he was chained to the inside of the car. He wore some type of metal studded leather vest, and there were two openings in the front for his nipples. We could see his nipples were pierced with rings through them, each attached to a chain, which formed a “Y” with a longer chain, like a leash down the middle. The curtain/car was maybe twenty feet in front of us.

Candy leaned out the driver side window and said, “Ladies, I want you all to light up and smoke very sensually for me!” So we did so, and after about two minutes of watching Candy stroke his cock, the gimp disappeared from view, placing his head on Candy’s lap to suck his cock. The drinks helping the mood along, and together with the background music playing, I looked at Janet, and we started kissing each other. Candy was watching us intently, and also looking at Violet and Lucinda smoking for him. Soon Janet and I were lost in each other; she was kissing my face and my neck, and my hands were touching her breasts.

Lucinda and Violet looked at each other, Violet saying, “We’re being paid ten thousand dollars to enjoy ourselves, so let’s just do it.” Lucinda said, quite sincerely, “I don’t even know where to begin.”

“Don’t think about it Luce, just follow my lead, and get into it” Violet said. For us, it was a night of “firsts;” especially for Violet and Lucinda. Both of them looked at Janet and me, and then moved closer, and gently started kissing and touching each other, stopping for brief seconds to take drags off their cigarettes and blow smoke in each other’s faces. They started giggling so I assumed they were enjoying themselves. I briefly broke away from Janet and said quietly to Violet and Lucinda, “That’s right girls; it turns him on when you give smoky kisses to each other.”

❤️❤️❤️

Over at the car, we could see the gimp’s head bobbing up and down, and Candy, obviously enjoying himself tremendously, still watching us. Violet and Lucinda were really getting into it, exploring each other, using their tongues to lick each other on the neck, and the face. Lucinda placed her hands underneath Violet’s low-cut blue silk blouse, causing Violet to moan with pleasure. She kissed Lucinda’s ear and was whispering to her. Now both of them were kissing and touching each other through their clothes, and watching Janet and me, taking cues. But soon, they didn’t need any and were lost in each other. Violet was stroking Lucinda’s long, blonde hair and had her hand reaching up underneath her tight, short red dress. Lucinda slipped out of the shoulders of the dress, and it exposed her ample tits. Of course the four of us weren’t wearing bras.

Lucinda unbuttoned Violet’s blue blouse and immediately took her nipples in her mouth and started sucking on them. They were enjoying themselves, and on autopilot. She loosened the chain belt on Violet’s black leather skirt, and Violet was talking to herself: “I’m getting so wet, Luce you’re amazing, please finger-fuck me!” At the same time, both still kissing, Violet reached underneath Lucinda’s red skirt and started massaging the top of her pussy, which was also getting moist from the touching and kissing of her friend. She slipped her fingers deep into Lucinda’s pussy and rubbed her clit, causing Lucinda to do the same. Both were moaning now, somewhere in paradise, and Violet, using her free hand, pushed away Lucinda’s blonde hair and began sucking on her tits. Violet was the first to cum, squirting on Lucinda’s hand and Candy’s leather sofa. She stiffened and spasmed; “I’ve never . . . never felt this good before . . . never came like this!” Violet quickened her finger fucking of her friend, now causing Lucinda to moan and squirt on Violet’s hand.

Janet and I were past that, and were lying on the couch in a “69” position, both eating each other out, completely nude. Janet was so skilled with her tongue, which, on a whim, she had gotten pierced three months ago. It had healed enough so that now, she was able to pleasure me so intensely. The little metal ball moved all around my clit, and dipped into the inside of my cunt so that I was locked in a wordless scream and my nails were digging into Janet’s thighs. I had a sense of guilt, and resolved to get my tongue pierced as well so I could give my roommate a similar pleasure.

Nevertheless, Janet soon came, squirting in my mouth which I drank in and kept licking her hard, swollen clit, and all around her cunt. I had my face buried between her legs. I couldn’t see over to the car, but I assumed that Candy had cum again, judging by the dreamy look on his face. Why the car, though? I assumed it was part of his fantasy. I remembered him telling me about how he loved to park his car and watch women smoke outside of their offices while sitting parked in his car, probably jerking off to the sight.

❤️❤️❤️


The four of us took a break, kind of at the same time, and reached for our cigarettes which tasted so good after such awesome sex between us. The night was still young and so far things were going very well. Quite unexpectedly, Violet leaned over and kissed me on the lips, hard; Lucinda watching. Both of them were in states of partial dress, yet to explore the delights of true female sexual pleasure, as Janet and I had. I enjoyed kissing Violet, and all of us were smoking because we knew it turned Candy on fiercely. We could see the gimp’s head bobbing up and down again on the “Candy Cane.”- (I laughed at my new joke.) Lucinda got up, her long, blonde hair falling down in front of her tits, and walked over to the left of Janet on the couch. She immediately began kissing her, and Janet was very receptive (and surprised). Lucinda was really getting into it, and since she wasn’t wearing panties, I could see the wet spot from her arousal with Violet as a dark stain on her short red dress.

Violet came over to me, and she smiled and said, “I’ve never been with a woman before tonight, but I think it’s something I can enjoy as a naughty pleasure!” I laughed, leaned in close to her and kissed her gently on the lips. Pulling away a bit I said softly to her, “Of course you can sweetie.” The fact that Candy was in the car with the chained guy in the gimp mask, at first seemed a little creepy, but now we didn’t care. He seemed to be enjoying himself. So I resumed kissing Violet and I spread my legs open and pulled her on top of me. “Suck on my tits and rub my clit and my pussy,” I said to Violet. She gently bit my nipples, causing a bit of pain, but I loved it. Just being with Lucinda “schooled her a bit.”

I remembered when I fell for Janet. Actually, she seduced me. At first it felt strange, but that first time, when I closed my eyes, it was like kissing a man, but softer. I began to get moist right away, and Janet was pressing herself against my crotch and sliding up and down; we were both at a bar with a dance floor and standing. One thing led to another, and before I knew it, I was climaxing like I never had before with any man. I thought of all the men I had as “clumsy,” unaware of how to please a woman. After we started living together about six months ago, Janet went shopping with me to a shop that sold sex toys. We bought a couple of silicone dildos that were self-lubricating, thick, and eight inches long. Janet also bought a butt-plug for herself and me. Spanking play wasn’t a thing for us, but we’d been discussing it lately. I’m open to trying new things.

Violet was working her fingers around my clit and the moist lips of my cunt. The girl had talent. My clit was engorged and pulsating, hungry for more. I thought she was moving her hand off me, and I gently guided it back onto me and said softly, “Please don’t stop, Vy . . . finger-fuck me!” She obliged, and soon three of her fingers were moving around the inside of my pussy with a regular circular motion, making me moan and very wet. She was putting pressure on my swollen folds from the insides, which practically made me insane with lust. I was kissing her madly, our tongues wrapping around each other. We were semi-sitting, and I was able to reach out and touch her pussy, it was quite wet with her arousal, and she was wordlessly moaning. I played with her clit, snapping it between my fingers like a rubber band. This put her over the edge, and she shuddered, and let out a cry, squirting on my hand and the sofa.

I was at the point of no return, and I came too, crying out in intense pleasure myself. Next to us, Janet and Lucinda were in a similar state of play, only now they were lying together in a “69,” eating each other out; Janet having pushed Lucinda’s skirt up over her tummy. I heard two car doors slam. The gimp and Candy got out of the car at the same time; the gimp’s chains attached to his nipple rings hanging loosely. He was wearing black leather pants and a black leather open vest. When he turned around I noticed that the pants were cut out revealing his bare ass. He and Candy got on the bed and were both sitting, watching us.

“Girls!” Candy yelled. We all turned towards him and the gimp. “I’ve been extremely naughty, and I need to be punished and corrected for my sins!” Motioning to Violet he said, “Violet, please come over to me.” Violet got up and walked the short distance to the bed where Candy sat with the gimp. Candy produced a small whip with a “cat-o-nine tails.”

Candy got on all fours in the middle of the bed and the gimp stood in front of the bed, facing Candy. “Violet,” Candy said sternly. “I’m about to be extremely naughty, and I want you to punish and berate me for what I’m about to do!” he said, handing Violet the leather instrument. “I want you to smack me on the ass with this thing, and don’t stop until I say so, ok?”

Violet at first hesitant, looked to me. I nodded my approval, and she moved behind Candy, standing on the floor at the back of the bed, holding the cat.

“Okay Joe, say when.”

“Now . . . and remember I am about to be VERY, VERY BAD!!” That was the signal for the gimp to pull out a massive cock, a huge cock, that looked like a stage prop, I had never seen a live cock so large. SWACK!! Violet began whipping Candy’s bare ass, SWACK! Again, and then again, the gimp now forcing that pound of cock-flesh right into Candy’s mouth, and he began moaning, I guess from both pleasure and pain - the two indistinguishable. Candy’s mouth pumped up and down, up, and down, the gimp thrusting to match Candy’s rhythm. The gimp’s cock was so large that Candy looked like he might choke on it; it was that large.

Violet kept at it. “HARDER!” Candy cried. “Look at what a miserable cocksucker I am - punish me!”

Violet was really getting into it, and she yelled at Candy as she whipped him, berating him like he asked. “Look at you, you little sissy fagot! Does mommy know you take cocks in your mouth!!??”

The three of us were now watching the events unfolding with interest, disbelief, after having enjoyed ourselves and discovering things about each of our friends that we never thought possible; until tonight. Janet and I who were the only ones fully unclothed, put our skirts and blouses back on loosely without fastening. I said, “Well girls, let’s go get some of the goodies and some of that nice wine.” It didn’t take long for the gimp to cum, backing out and spraying Candy’s face with white cum; Candy trying to gulp as much of it in as he possibly could. Violet whipped him even harder; his ass was beet red, little droplets of blood appearing on the skin of his ass.

“Look at you, cum all over your face like the cheap man-slut you are!” Violet was really good. I could see her in a future role, dressed in leather herself as a dominatrix. She really enjoyed it!

Without missing a beat, Candy cried out, “Okay, enough Violet; I think I’ve paid for my sins for now. Smoke for me!” he ordered the rest of us. Just as he did so, the gimp walked over to the car and brought out Candy’s pack of Benson & Hedges Menthols and took one out for Candy and himself, lighting them both up. Candy had the gimp by the chain attached to his nipples and pulled him over to the brass bed again.

We sat back down on the couch with our food and drinks and took out our cigarettes; EVE Menthols for Violet (who was shaking from what she’d just done), and Lucinda, and Virginia Slims Menthol 120s for Janet and me. After that display of sadistic torment; I didn’t know what else to call it, I leaned over to Lucinda and whispered, “Make it sexy for him - we’re getting TEN THOUSAND FUCKING DOLLARS for this!” She was giggling and said to me, “I know; crazy, right?!” So we lit up and were looking at Candy, and I thought it would give him some pleasure and get him off a lot more when I said, “Hey Joe, look at the four of us sluts sitting here in your basement smoking like whores. What do you think?”

“I love it Joyce. I want to see Lucinda and you give each other smoky kisses; in fact I want all of you to!” The gimp was quietly sitting next to Joe who held him by his chain, and had his hand out for Joe to put his ashes into - a human ashtray. Joe placed his Benson & Hedges in his mouth, and started stroking his cock with his other hand. Then he said to the gimp: “I want you to SUCK MY FUCKING COCK NOW!! I have been punished enough for THAT TOO!”

The gimp didn’t move right away, just sat there watching us give smoky kisses to each other. I must admit, I was turned on by Violet kissing me and exhaling her smoke into me. I was actually getting wet again from it. Janet and Lucinda were kissing and exhaling into each other as well, and fondling each other’s breasts. Both the gimp and Joe were watching. I was surprised that Candy could even sit after Violet’s 18th century-style naval flogging. Suddenly, there was an explosion from Joe.

“WHAT DID I TELL YOU, YOU WORTHLESS PIECE OF SHIT!?????.” Then, regaining his composure a bit, said, “Did I tell you that could watch those smoky sluts???? The right answer would be “No, Mr. Candy, you did not give me permission to watch those smoky sluts. BUT . . . since I did not give you permission to speak, I guess you can’t answer me then, can you?” The gimp just shook his head sideways.

“However,” Candy continued, “I DID tell you to suck my cock! That, I distinctly remember, and you failed to do it! Therefore, there is only one thing left to do. Now sit there and don’t move. Oh, since you’re so interested in watching the girls smoke, go right ahead.” Candy got up, fully nude, except for the combo cock-ring/butt plug, and walked over to his cabinet of wonders, opened it, and came out with a long stick with a paddle on the end, and a pair of handcuffs. He promptly ordered the gimp to put his hands in front of him, and cuffed him; grabbing the cigarette from the gimp’s hand, saying, “No smoking for you until I say so! Now get on all fours like a good doggy!” The now handcuffed gimp did as he was told by his master. Candy turned his attention to us. “Keep smoking girls. I like it when you exhale into each other’s mouths and fondle each other - so go right ahead. I’m a little busy here.”

Lucinda and Violet went back to each other, smoking and kissing, and if I didn’t know any better, I’d say that now they were a couple, or VERY close to becoming one. They did look good together. The gimp was kneeling on the bed, handcuffed with his hands in front on the bed; and Candy went to work, slapping the gimp on the ass very hard, at least ten times. “Well, I don’t think you’ll be sitting any time soon. This should teach you to disobey me, you worthless piece of shit! Next time I ask you to do something for me, you’ll jump to it; understand?” The gimp just shook his head yes.

❤️❤️❤️


Candy got behind the gimp, turning his head towards us, watching us smoke, and said, “I’ve changed my mind! I want to do the fucking now!” With that said, he got on the bed behind the gimp and started fucking him in the ass. The first sound we heard from the gimp was his moaning, and Candy shouted, “This is for MY pleasure, NOT yours, so shut up and take it.” He increased his speed, looking at us all the while and going faster and faster. In a short time, after some more hard pumps, and probably triggered by the sight of four sexy women sitting on a couch smoking, Candy shot his full wad into the gimp’s ass. When he pulled out, I could see traces of his cum running down the back of the gimp’s hamstrings. “Now I need a cigarette, and you’re just going to watch me and my guests smoke,” he said to the gimp. He then turned to us and asked, “Are you girls having a good time tonight?”

I answered for all of us. “Yes Joe, this has been quite pleasurable and interesting. I have never seen anything quite like it before!”

“Really?” Candy said. “I know you and Janet live together; you mean you don’t have any toys?”

“No, we do,” I said. “But we’ve never seen a ‘gimp’ and his master in action before.” I laughed.

“Okay, then I guess you’ve got an education. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll be right back.” We watched as Candy went into a large combination bathroom/dressing room combo, because when he opened the door we could see a closet in the back. We took the opportunity to grab a few drinks and some more food, while the gimp just stayed in the position that Candy had left him in. Violet, still a bit shaken from the “punishment” she had just given Candy, really needed a drink. Lucinda asked, “I wonder how long that guy has been a gimp for Candy, and what he does for a living?”

“I don’t know Lucinda, maybe this, is his job full time! I mean, it certainly seems that Candy has the money for it,” I said.

“I wonder what the source of his money is, unless he is a partner in the firm,” Lucinda said.

“No, he is no partner. He’s a kiss-ass, but he certainly doesn’t have the smarts to be a partner!” I replied.

Violet said, “I wonder what’s taking him so long?”

“I don’t know Vy, we’ll just have to see,” I said.

We didn’t have to wait too long. What came out of the bathroom was a surprise, but after what we’d witnessed and done tonight, it was hardly a shock. Joe Candy was dressed as one of the sexiest women I’ve ever seen. He came out of that room radiantly smiling, a freshly lit Benson & Hedges between his lips which were painted cherry red, a long, black wig which extended well below his shoulders, blue eye shadow, a heavy dose of mascara, and just enough red blush to look great under the high-hat lights in the ceiling. He was wearing a slutty purple dress with a low back and a very high skirt. He wore black, sheer, thigh-length panty hose with a laced top strapped to panties. He also had on a bra with a strap which surprisingly gave the appearance of nice cleavage.

He stood in front of us and said, “This is the real me girls!” I’m thinking of transitioning and dressing fulltime. Well, no surgery, but I just started using  hormones. I want to keep my ‘G-U-R-L Cock,’” spelling it out for us. We looked at him very surprised, but we also admired him for what he was doing. But it didn’t change the fact that he was still a twisted fuck at work!

“Well, what do you think?” he asked us.

“Joe,” I said, “You look beautiful. I mean, you transition so well.”

“Hum, yes I do! Thank you Joyce.” He ditched the Benson and Hedges in the ashtray. “Now be a dear and give me one of your Virginia Slims please.”

“Of course, Joe.”

“No, no, no,” he said. I want you to call me ‘Julie’ from now on when I’m dressed, OK ladies.” All of us said that we would. I gave “Julie” one of my Virginia Slims and saw that he was hard through his skirt, and he was rubbing himself as he took the first hollow cheeked drag. He held the cigarette in his fingers with fake, purple-colored long nails, that matched his dress. He did a perfect effeminate “snap-inhale,” and then said to us “I feel so good . . . like such a CUNT!!”

He strutted around for a while, and his four-inch black high heels made a nice clicking sound on the polished wood floor. He certainly had the walking part done right. There was a long mirror on the wall behind the sofa, and Julie stood in front of us and admired her reflection in the mirror and said, “I wonder if Caitlin Jenner felt like this when she dressed for the first time. I do so love being a woman,” and he(she) just stood there smoking, looking like a real squinty-eyed cunt with one hand on her hip, and the other holding the cigarette. “There is one thing that’s missing,” the new ‘Julie Candy’ said. “I really need to be fucked badly, and I know just who it shall be.” We all looked at each other. “Oh don’t worry ladies, we don’t have to do that just now. It can wait till we feel more comfortable being in each other’s company. I know just the cum-slut I need.”

Sounding more like a scornful woman that any of us could possibly be, Candy yelled out, looking straight at the gimp. “Today’s your lucky day you piece of shit! You get to fuck the boss tonight! You better have enough of that cum saved up for this slut!” The new Julie click-clacked her way over to the gimp, and uncuffed him. He was rubbing his wrists a bit after being cuffed so long, I almost felt sorry for him. I wondered if he was being held here against his will, but that was crazy, right? “Joyce dear, could I please have another one of your Virginia Slims?”

“Of course you can Julie. Here, let me light you up.” Janet, Lucinda, and Violet were all smoking as well. Julie bent into the flame of my lighter and I could see the perfect ass she had. It was so good, that I wouldn’t have minded being fucked by that. Julie looked at herself in the long mirror again and took a nice hollow-cheek drag. Then she strutted back to the bed and this time she got down doggie style, and one hand was pulling the chain attached to the gimp’s tits. “Oh, you girls can do whatever you’d like; really don’t mind me. I just NEED to be fucked really badly like the spunk-hungry slut that I am!”

We were more interested in watching the show unfolding on the bed. The four of us were just laying back and watching. The big screen TV was playing, and Julie barked out: “Okay, shit head, let’s see whatcha’ got. Momma needs a good fucking tonight!” Candy took the cock-ring/butt-plug out. And with that, the gimp flipped up Julie’s dress and pulled her satin panties down to the back of her knees. He went to work right away. We could see that he was wearing a cock-ring. First the gimp took some lube in a jar and spread it around inside of Julie’s asshole so that much of the friction would be taken care of, and she gasped as that was done so expertly.

The gimp was hard already from the cock-ring, and we watched as he entered Julie’s ass very slowly at first, making Julie gasp. Then he went in deeper and deeper. The gimp had a pretty large cock, and it showed on Julie’s facial expression. Julie yelled out, “Pound me good, pound me fast and hard, NOW!” The gimp increased his speed and his force, forbidden from making any sounds of pleasure from his master. Julie on the other hand was practically crying with joy (and pain) as the leather-clad thighs of the gimp happily slapped her ass which was up in the air. She yelled out through gritted teeth, “Oh my God this is so fucking good!”

She placed her cigarette between her lips and left it there, her head bent down, with her hair wrapping over her shoulders, getting off on its silky feel; taking puffs, and exhaling long streams from her nose; the cigarette never once leaving her lips. The smoke from the cigarette curled up from the orange tip, wrapped itself around the slim, white cylinder, and some went into Candy’s nose. The gimp, being the obedient slave that he was, put an ashtray near the front of his master for her use. The pounding continued incessantly, and so Candy’s groans grew louder and louder, until Candy sprayed her shecock jizz onto the nice, white bedspread. The gimp’s pounding slowed, and he withdrew, milky cum sliding down the back of Candy’s(Julie’s) thighs.

Julie had to stop for a moment and catch her breath after what was an extraordinary orgasm, saying to us, “I’m so glad you ladies could be here tonight. Just watching you play with each other and smoke, got me off so bad; I don’t think it could have been this good if you weren’t here, so I thank you!” He was thanking us, and he was giving us ten-thousand dollars apiece? For what? We basically sat here on the couch, ate his food, drank his wine, and finger-fucked each other. We should be the ones paying him for the show.

Lucinda took me aside. “Joyce, does . . . does tonight, and what we did here with each other mean that Violet and I are . . .” She was gob-smacked, so I finished the sentence for her, “Lesbians?”

“Yeah, that’s what I meant - Lesbians.”

“Well, let me ask you dear. Was it enjoyable? Would you do it again?”

Lucinda didn’t have to think very long. I think she knew the answer. “Yes,” she said. I believe I would.”

“Good,” I said. “Try not to overthink it. What’s a label anyway? It’s how you feel about yourself.” Lucinda looked at me, smiled, and gave me a nice lingering kiss on the mouth, and a small pat and small grab on top of my pussy which I loved.

“Now ladies, there’s one last thing; wait here,” Candy instructed us. He left the room and made his way upstairs. The four of us lit up and relaxed. Violet poured herself another glass of wine, and spoke up. “Girls, aren’t you curious to know how Candy gets all this money?” We all said sure. “Well,” she continued; “I think I may have the answer, at least part of it anyway.”

We all looked at each other - “Go ahead,” I said. “I found this flyer on the floor at the end of the bar. Look here.” We all gathered around. The flyer read: “SKYLINE PLEASURES - By appointment only” There was a photo of a woman in a regal pose that looked like Julie, “Queen-like,” but it was a side profile, and she was wearing a white fur stole, lots of jewelry, and a glittering evening dress. It was printed on glossy paper and there was an “888” Area Code with phone number on it. Our mouths hung open. “Holy shit, ho-leeee shit!” Janet said.

We heard Candy’s “click-clack” coming down the stairs, and Violet quickly folded the flyer and stuck it in her purse. Julie strode across the floor holding a leather satchel. She took out four stacks of fifty-dollar bills. “I would have paid you ladies in hundreds, but the banks don’t look too kindly on that kind of currency, as I’m sure you’re aware of.”

“Yes, we know,” I answered. “They might think we’re drug dealers, or maybe prostitutes, even!” We all laughed, but I think Janet wanted to stab me for saying that. Nevertheless, it was like Julie didn’t even hear us, and gave us each our stack - ten-thousand dollars each.

We went upstairs and were milling around, and Julie came up too. “Joe, or Julie, I have a question.”

“Sure Joyce dear, go right ahead; and remember, it’s ‘Julie’ when I’m dressed.”

“Of course, Julie. What about us keeping our jobs, you know, the reduction of labor?” The Joe/Julie creation just smiled and said, “Oh that. There was never any real threat to your jobs. I’ll admit, guilty as charged; I needed a way to get you all here, that’s all.”

Son of a bitch! But that was okay; we were each leaving with ten-thousand dollars. “Well, you sure had us fooled, ‘MISTER’ CANDY! Nice game, well played,” I said.

“Now, I have a question for you ladies.”

“Go ahead,” Lucinda said.

“How would you all like to make some REAL MONEY?”

❤️❤️❤️


REMAKE

From Crossdressing Sissy to Transgender Female

Smoking fetish
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Preface of REMAKE

Today, The Present

. “Was the cigarette the complement to my crossdressing, or was crossdressing the complement to my cigarette? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I just looked sexy as hell.”

My name is Morgan Flowers. Two things about me: I have a HUGE smoking fetish, and I started out early in life by being a part-time crossdresser. What was just a once in a while thing grew, and became a dominant force in my life; an obsession. A life-altering accident gave me a long time of recovery to think about why I was given a second chance at life and how I wanted to spend that life. I wasn’t satisfied with only crossdressing though. I wanted to become a full-fledged Transgender Woman. I could not enjoy, much less have sexual relations with a non-smoking woman. I desperately needed to become the object of my fetish; a very hot looking, smoking woman. With the help of my understanding lesbian sister Valerie, I embarked on that journey, soon after my recovery from my accident was complete.

Then, lightning hit! I’m a newspaper reporter, and a chance assignment gave me just the opportunity I was looking for to explore what is today a very satisfying lifestyle for me. I explain in very juicy, explicit detail just how all this came about. I found a group of crossdressers and transgender women who were very open to beginners. Their methods will shock you, as I was! I’m so glad that you can come along with me on this amazing ride. I hope that you will be greatly entertained - and aroused by my tale! I just know you will be.


May 2009

Of that day, what I do remember, is the blinding flash, a feeling like someone clapped me on the ears, hard; and the sensation of flying. Then everything went dark, and I woke up in a hospital bed; a body cast encasing me, practically every bone in my body broken; tubes and wires going everywhere, and the steady beeping of a monitor. The doctors told me that I died twice on the way to the aid station. One of the nurses told me my recovery was nothing short of a miracle. After that, my only job was to think, and try to understand the answers to some very perplexing questions; like, why me, will I ever be the same again, (I didn’t quite like the answer to that question), and where do I go from here? I had lots of time for that.

My name is Morgan Flowers, and I was a war correspondent/photographer for the LA Times, embedded with the 10th Mountain Division in Afghanistan, in 2006. I was riding in a Humvee, (or so they told me), when an IED went off right underneath the left front tire. I’m not married, I’m thirty-five-years-old, and I’m a man. I say that because I have one of those names that could easily be mistaken for either a man or a woman. Before my mishap, I was living by myself in a fairly nice apartment complex in Ventura, CA. After I came home from the military hospital in Germany, I was placed in sort of a rehab/hospital-like facility near my parents in Minneapolis. After I improved, I still needed help, so I moved back in with my parents.

This was a necessity, but it was something I didn’t plan on for the rest of my life; I mean, I’d been living on my own since college at eighteen, and never looked back. Don’t misunderstand me; I love my parents, and my two older brothers and younger sister, and we always did get along, but, you know, kids grow up, go their own ways, etc., My older brothers are married, and my sister is a real estate agent in Oxnard, which is a neighboring city of Ventura. Her name is Valerie, and she isn’t married, but she lives with another female, and they’re lovers. Her partner’s name is Sofia, who is from London, UK.

2009 was my year. I made excellent progress with my rehab, and was able to move out of my parent’s house into a new apartment, also in Ventura, courtesy of Valerie. Valerie, by the way, is thirty-two. The Times liked my work, I was their international superstar; and my recovery made headlines - I wasn’t used to being the subject of a news story, and when I came back to work in February, I was grateful they didn’t stick me with writing obits, or covering flower shows in Santa Barbara, thank you very much. So, they asked me what I wanted to do. My editor, I suppose, felt sorry about what happened to me, and this was her way of making it up to me, which is cool; I get it.

❤️❤️❤️

So my editor called me into her office one day. “Morgan, I think I have something you’d like. I know that someday you want to write a best-selling novel, so you can think of this assignment as a way to ‘stretch’ your writing muscles.”

“Claudia, I’m all ears.”

“Good, that’s great,” she said while she kept her head down and shuffled some papers and handed me a page she had printed off the Internet. While I was reading, she started talking. Multitasking is one of her superpowers. Claudia was one of those people who was a real ‘go-getter,’ so I knew this wasn’t some crap deal. Plus, she liked me. “Okay,” she said. “This type of thing is going to be really a big part of pc culture in the near future, I’m sure. You’ve heard of crossdressing - transvestites, and transgender men and women, right?”

“Of course,” I answered. I didn’t live in a cave.

“Well, many crossdressers and transgender men and women are a bit skittish about going out in public dressed as a member of the opposite sex, and revealing their newly found sexual identity. So, there are a bunch of informal groups which have sprung up where these people can go, usually in someone’s home, where they can feel welcome, and either come dressed or get dressed there. Sometimes they go out in groups, or just have socials in private houses or clubs. What you have there is a few pictures of one of these groups from YOUTUBE and FLICKR, of a couple of hosted gatherings. I want you to contact the administrator of this group, or a similar one you find on your own, and get a story.”

“So you want me to go undercover, and pose as a crossdresser or transgender person, write a story, and then blam! they end up in the LA Times?” Isn’t that a bit unethical Claudia?”

“No, no, just a second (She held up her hand, like a traffic cop ordering me to stop). I want you to contact the administrator first, and find out if it’s okay. You can promise not to use real names, I’m not asking for their exact location or the group’s name. I just want you to do some research and go to some gatherings, get a feel for what they do - I’d imagine emotional and group support is the main idea, and write a story. This is NOT an exposé! Maybe put a few personal stories in there as well of some of the participants, you know; make it real. Can you do this? What do you think?”

“Yes, Claudia, I think I can do this.”

“Good. Now get on it - go!” And she shooed me out of her office.

I didn’t tell Claudia, in fact I never told anyone. I noticed in those pictures Claudia took off of YOUTUBE, that a lot of the women/crossdressers, TGs, what have you, were VERY attractive to me. In fact, my dick got very hard. I wasn’t just aroused by their appearance so much as what they were doing. They were engaged in various sexual activities, and best of all - they were SMOKING! Long, all-white, 120mm cigarettes! You see, I happen to have a HUGE smoking fetish, and have always gotten hard being around women who smoked, or smelled like smoke after they’d gone on a break smoking outside the newspaper office.

I didn’t tell Claudia that to me, this was a dream assignment come true! I couldn’t wait to start. Now, I’m not “really” a smoker myself; but on occasions where I’ve gotten hold of women’s lingerie,(by going to VICTORIA’S SECRET and buying it as a gift for a pretend girlfriend) I’ve put various articles on at home and lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and then jerked-off to how I looked holding it effeminately, dressed, and smoking it in front of a mirror. This caused me much internal shame, sometimes leading me to think I was mentally and emotionally unstable. Little did I know then! I had been doing this kind of behavior since high school - “fetish smoking.”

That evening, I went on the Internet, did a Google Search, looked on other websites and such, and came across a group from the app “Meet-up,” that met in a private home, catered to “newbies,” and was only fifteen miles from my home. I emailed the administrator, telling her about my assignment. At first she was very skeptical because she naturally wanted to protect her group’s privacy.

Then I did something that, for me, took a lot of courage, and I believe was the icebreaker. I admitted my own personal struggle with wanting to dress and see where it took me. You see, as I said; during my recovery I had lots of time to really think without any major distractions. It surprised me how sympathetic she was and deep down, I think she really wanted to help me on my voyage of discovery, as well as with the story. For me, the story would be a personal catharsis - something to validate myself, and I believe a writer always does his best work when he is emotionally involved with the story.

Her name was Barbara, a transgender woman, who was born male, started out as a crossdresser, but took hormones, and she wanted to keep her cock - and so did I! So we spoke for a while about this and that, I told her about my injury, my rehab, and the mental and emotional turmoil I was going through. I also mentioned my intense smoking fetish in a “by the way” sort of conversation aside. I felt very comfortable speaking to Barbara, and she told me about her group’s private Facebook Page where I could go to take a peek at what was going on, as a backdrop for my story. I told her that I would do that and was very grateful for her welcoming manner. Next, I asked her about clothing. She asked me, “Well what do you have?” I told her that I had various pieces of lingerie, but no dresses, skirts, bras, or blouses yet, and she told me not to worry, that they had a lot of stuff to get me started, and besides, I could bring whatever I wanted to. That put me at ease right away.

The FLICKR page was agony to look at; I wanted it so badly, to engage with each other like they were. There were these beautiful women tongue kissing, some on their knees giving blowjobs to equally gorgeous dressed trans women, and they all looked like they were truly “free” and enjoying themselves like I’ve wanted to all my life. I was very excited - and jealous.

The only thing left to do was to set up a date and time when I could come over to visit Barbara’s group. We decided in two weeks; on next Thursday night. My heart was beating so fast I felt it would leap out of my chest! I thought I had made a huge step forward – for myself – not the story.

I had no idea what to expect once I got there, especially if it was like those photos online. Most importantly, did I believe I could make love to a woman with a cock, or just some guy dressed and pretending to be a woman; and if so, what would that make me?? Was I gay?? Yet, I had no desire to fuck another guy dressed as a guy . . . so much to think about, and just after feeling that I had everything all figured out!

❤️❤️❤️


Iwas very self-conscious and tried to come up with ways that could ease my social anxiety. I considered starting smoking regularly, and not just the occasional time when I put on fake nails and wore lingerie, but decided not to; that it would be more of a turn on if I became a regular smoker as I was fully dressed. I remember seeing a photo of Caitlin Jenner holding a cigarette very effeminately, and getting a HUGE boner just watching her smoke next to her sports car. She was my idol, all except the surgery part, that is. So during the week before my first appearance at the group I thought I should do some shopping. I also decided to come out to my sister Valerie who, since she was a lesbian, I felt would understand me and try to help me on my journey.

I stopped by my sister’s apartment one night on my way home from the Times. Her girlfriend Sofia might be there also, and I didn’t feel uncomfortable in the slightest letting both of them in on my little secret. She greeted me warmly even before I had the chance to ring the doorbell.

“So, how’s my favorite “Woodward and Bernstein,” she said.

“All good Val. Is Sofia home?

“No, she’s running some errands, but I expect she’ll be home soon, She just went to pick up some groceries. Hey, why don’t you stay for dinner. You must be tired of all the frozen food.”

“You know me too well sis. I’d be delighted to stay.”

“Now, what is this ‘urgent matter’ you wanted to discuss with me?” she said as she lit up an EVE 120 Menthol cigarette. She was a very attractive woman, and smoking added to her sexy allure. She had long brown hair, and green eyes like mine, stood at about five-seven, and had a figure to die for. Her picture was on the back of almost every shopping cart in town, advertising her real estate agency. She was what I wanted to look like as a crossdresser and maybe even as a transgender woman. But, I said to myself, whoa cowboy, take it SLOW!

I steeled myself for the conversation. It wasn’t easy getting this out, even though she was my sister, and we were close. I had never discussed anything this private with her before, except shortly after my accident when I told her I was glad my cock and my balls were still intact. I took a deep breath and sat down at the kitchen table, rubbing my hands. “Wait,” she said. “Here, let me get you a drink; it’ll help to loosen you up.” I swear to God my younger sister was a mind reader, and had the most wisdom of any of my siblings. She brought me a Heineken, which was nice and cold. I finished half the bottle before I started talking.

“Val,” I began. “This isn’t easy for me to say.” The look of deep concern on her face told me I had to explain a bit first. “Don’t worry, I’m not sick or anything, and I’m NOT in any kind of trouble. It’s a personal matter that I believe you will understand better than anyone else.”

“Go ahead,” she said. “I’m all yours.”

“Okay. When I was recovering from my accident, I had a lot of time to do some thinking. I mean, it was a life-changing event, and put every aspect of my life in a new perspective, I mean every aspect.” I laughed a bit, and she smiled. “Remember when I told you that I was so relieved to know that my cock and my balls were still intact, even though the rest of me was broken physically?”

“Yes, I remember,” she said, laughing.

“Well, it got me thinking about my sexuality.” That really got her attention. I took a deep breath and took a large pull from the Heineken. “Here, I think you can use another.”

“Yes, thank you.” She went to the refrigerator and handed me another bottle which I popped open. “Uh . . .gee, where to begin.”

“At the beginning is usually a good place to start,” she said, smiling.

“Okay, well then. I believe that I’m a transvestite and I may want to become a transgender woman - all except the surgery that is. It’s something I’ve had in the back of my mind for years. I really get off on wearing articles of women’s clothing.” She interrupted me. “You mean lingerie, don’t you?”

“Yes, precisely.”

“But why now?” she said. “It seems like there’s some urgency. What’s changed and made this such a top issue, now?” I told her all about the newspaper assignment, and I thought that my sexual feelings jived really well with the assignment. My love life really sucked at the moment, and I wanted to be “happy,” whatever that meant. It was almost as if the assignment was a sign from above. You know what they say: There are no such things as coincidences. I told her about the group from Meet-Up.

“So,” I said, “I could really use your help in picking out clothing. I’d feel like a homeless person, or that I wasn’t serious if I just showed up there and had them give me stuff to wear - especially lingerie.” To my great relief, Valerie didn’t think it was such a big deal, and she said she’d be happy to come shopping with me. Having her around, aside from her knowledge, would make me feel less self-conscious.

“Now I just have one thing to say. You’re not going to tell mom, or Ed, or Brian, anything about this - yet; are you Morgan?”

“No, of course not. I don’t think mom and dad could take it. You know, they’ve been after me to ‘meet a nice girl and settle down,’ like forever.”

“That’s smart. Also, Morgan, that could be your woman’s name as well, don’t you think? Or would you pick another name?”

“No, I think Morgan will work out just fine,” I said.

“Okay then; Morgan it shall be - male and transgender female!” She paused a bit, scrutinizing my facial expression. “Don’t you feel a bit better now? More relaxed about your choice?”

“Yeah Valerie, I really do. Thanks.”

“That’s what little sisters are for,” she said. Listen to me Morgan. If your cock goes crazy when you think about something that turns you on, you’ll never be happy unless you ‘scratch that itch!’” She paused a moment, looking me up and down. “I could have gotten married to half a dozen guys and made mom and dad really happy, maybe even pushing out a kid or two. The point is that it wouldn’t have made ME happy? Got it?”

Sofia came back soon, and we had a pleasant dinner, but neither Valerie nor I said anything to Sofia. We wanted to surprise her after Valerie, and I went shopping for clothing.

Valerie and I set out on the next Saturday to pick out some clothes for me. I had a nice body, and Valerie told me that if I started on the hormone treatments my body would redistribute fat and I would look more feminine. I gave this some serious thought. I dressed up nicely as a woman. I was five-feet, nine-inches tall, which was okay. Also, the ‘telltale’ sign of a male trying to pass as a female - the Adam’s Apple, didn’t stick out on me. The second thing; I had feminine hands. I remember being teased about that in high school. Yes, I was the “delicate flower type” and was bullied quite often just because I wasn’t built like a linebacker. I think that’s why I took the job as a war correspondent; I had something to prove. How stupid I was! It almost got me killed - and for what?

Valerie picked out a one-piece black-laced dress, with wide shoulder straps for me to wear with black pumps that I could quickly adjust to walking in. My wig was long, and had wavy black hair that was a bit longer than shoulder length. I also got a nice pair of long, four-sided pointed silver earrings, with a black pearl in the middle. When we got back to her apartment from shopping, she put makeup on me, teaching me some tricks, and dressed me - wig and all. I got black, sheer pantyhose, up to mid-thigh and a laced top, with straps to satin panties. It felt really smooth and cool on my cock as I moved around.

When dressed and made up, I really had to have a cigarette to complete the picture, which Valerie gladly supplied. In fact, she gave me two of her packs of EVE 120s and my own yellow Bic lighter. It felt so good to light up - I was really craving a cigarette by this point.

I enjoyed seeing myself in the mirror, holding the cigarette, dangling it out of the right corner of my mouth and taking French inhales. The cigarette made me not just to enjoy being a woman, but it made me crazy with longing to be a REAL SLUT! If I was going to do something, it had to be all the way or not at all!

We bought me a black leather handbag with a wide shoulder strap that I could fit a lot of stuff into. The cigarettes and my new makeup case were the first things to go in it. It was still chilly out, so I bought a nylon and polyester trench coat, navy blue, that came with a belt and a removeable lining. I felt like a total bitch! I was ready to party!

Both of us came out of her bedroom and sat in the living room of her apartment. Valerie was looking over her creation from head to toe.

“God,” she said. “I am such an artiste; wait till Sofia sees you!”

❤️❤️❤️


Ididn’t have to wait very long. Sofia came home from work; she was an ER nurse at a local hospital, and was very tired. Weekends for her were really busy. When she came through the doorway, Valerie was there to meet her, and they kissed tenderly. They were really in love, and looked great together; a very pretty couple. The first thing that turned me on was that Sofia came through the door with a freshly- lit Virginia Slims 120 Menthol dangling out the corner of her mouth. My sister just aroused me, but Sofia gave me an all-out boner. She dressed in the Goth style. She had black lipstick, deep purple eye shadow, and spiked black hair and penciled - in black eyebrows. Did I mentioned that her bust size was at least a double D? She also had a studded black choker around her neck, and was wearing her scrubs.

She saw me dressed in my new dress, sitting on the living room couch, and did a double - take.

“Valerie, who is this? You didn’t tell me we were having company this evening, or a dinner guest?”

“Sofia, look closer - this is my brother, Morgan!”

“Good Lord, so it is!” Sofia looked from Valerie to me, then back again. “Why is he dressed like that???”

“Let’s just say that Morgan has ‘come out’ to me. He got a newspaper assignment that brought out the crossdressing transgender girl in him, right Morgan?”

“Yes that’s right ladies. You see Sofia, I’ve always known that this is what I wanted to be, and my injury, recovery, and a newspaper assignment made the decision for me. My editor wants me to investigate intimate social gatherings, or house parties, for transgender women and crossdressing men. But she never expected me to act out on it myself. So, I decided to attend a social function of one of these groups and actually go dressed to do it. This couldn’t’ have fit in with my real desires, which were only dreams up until now any better.”

“Oh my, well good for you Morgan. I think you look absolutely radiant! You did an excellent job on him Valerie!”

“Thanks Sofia, you see this was my first time venturing into this area, but I never expected it to be my own brother!”

I was really craving another cigarette at this point, so I lit up, getting aroused as fuck, and I wondered if the boner in my panties was showing through my dress. Was the cigarette the complement to my crossdressing, or was crossdressing the complement to my cigarette? I didn’t know and I didn’t care. I just looked sexy as hell. Now I felt I was fully prepared to attend the crossdresser social next week, in body and spirit. Before I left, I changed back into “male Morgan” and Valerie hugged me as I was at the door. “Have fun Morgan! And stop thinking so much!”

❤️❤️❤️

I called Barbara on Monday morning and got her home address which wasn’t on the group’s Facebook Page for obvious reasons. The event was a buffet and a social. The “dress code” was anything you wanted to wear, which was perfect for me, a newbie. Barbara put to rest my lingering anxieties by telling me that I wasn’t the only “beginner” expected, and just relax. Now, my sex life, to date, was a regular heterosexual one, severely lacking in quantity, but I was not excited by, and even had performance issues with women who were non-smokers, especially if they were “hand wavers.”

The day was warm for early May, and I didn’t need my coat, which was okay. I drove to the event dressed up. It was my first time going out in public as the “female Morgan,” and I was nervous and very self-conscious. What if a cop stopped me and I had to show them my driver’s license? I felt the public attitude towards trans people had changed significantly, but back then, it was not as open as it is today, in the 2020’s.

There were cars all up and down the block by Barbara’s house, which was a ranch at the top of a hill in Ventura. I had no idea what to expect. I certainly wasn’t ready for anything as wild as the YOUTUBE videos I’d seen or the FLICKR photos from some of the trans and crossdresser pages. I was just there to socialize and perhaps put to rest any fears that I was mentally ill for feeling the way I did about my sexuality.

I rang the bell and could hear voices and laughter coming from inside the house, and I saw festive lantern lights coming from the backyard patio. A beautiful thirty-something woman answered the door, smiling, and eye-catching. “You must be Morgan! Hi, I’m Barbara.” She took a step back to look me over and her mouth hung open. “Wow, Morgan! From what you told me on the phone, you were hesitant and shy about even coming tonight, and here you are - all dressed up . . . and gorgeous! Please, come in, relax. The drinks are over there by the bar, and take your time, and I’ll introduce you, okay?”

“Sure Barbara, thank you. My little sister is very understanding and helped me pick out my clothing, and taught me how to do the makeup.”

“That’s wonderful, Morgan. Some of the girls and I were planning to dress you up and help with the makeup, but now, I see that since you’ve done such a wonderful job; kudos to your sister, by the way, you can just blend right in.”

“Sounds good.” I couldn’t take my eyes off Barbara. She was stunning; about 5’6” tall, and she wore a very tight fitting, low-cut blue dress, with dirty blonde hair, done up like Farah Fawcett used to do. She kind of resembled her too - the same blue eyes, and a figure to die for. I looked out on the patio and saw knots of smokers, and I could feel myself getting aroused already. I knew I was home - at last! The music was going, and people were milling around, some on couches, others on lounge chairs.

Barbara said, “Talk about reporters really getting into their stories,” she laughed, “I can see that you’re very serious about your job. Oh! I didn’t tell anyone except Cassie over there that you were a reporter ‘on assignment.’ Cassie’s my girlfriend; she lives with me here.” Cassie was a beautiful brunette in a short leather skirt and a sleeveless, low-cut top, revealing her nice cleavage, with high heels that laced around her ankles. She had cherry red lipstick that matched her long, painted nails. She looked our way and Barbara called out, “Cassie, come over and meet Morgan! Isn’t she beautiful!?”

“Yes, she certainly is beautiful!” She took me by the elbow. “Come on over to the bar Morgan. Dennis will make you anything you want.”

“Sounds great,” I said, but somewhat unsure of myself and feeling a little self-conscious. Cassie caught on immediately. “What’s the matter Morgan? Barbara told me this is your first time at a party group like this. No need to feel shy, we all had a first time you know. In fact, I first met Barbara five years ago at a party like this and I’ve never looked back! So come, have a drink with me.” I smiled at Cassie, and was really grateful for her understanding. In a hushed tone she said to me, “So Barbara told me you write for The Times, and that you’re doing a lifestyle piece on, what is it, exactly?”

“Oh, on the transgender lifestyle, feminization support groups and things like that.”

“Well, I think you’ll find LOTS of support here, and you may just have a good time!” She gave me a little wink. I wasn’t much of a drinker, so I ordered a “Seabreeze,” which was just vodka with cranberry juice. Dennis made it strong. He smiled at me, like a bartender would at any pretty girl. It made me feel relaxed, because I felt like I was “getting away” with my dirty little secret.

“Don’t be afraid Morgan, nobody here bites. Yes, there are some, but they usually come with their crossdressing or transgender friends.” Cassie scrutinized me. “Does it really matter that much what sex they are Morgan?” she was giggling.

“You know Cassie, I’m not sure yet,” I said. I felt like a total newbie and was really dying for a smoke. “Cassie, I’m going out to the patio and have a cigarette; wanna come with me?”

“Sure, let’s go,” she said. “We can smoke in here too you know. Barbara and I are both smokers.” Sure enough, there were smokers gathered by the kitchen and along the stairs. The evening was warm and pleasant, and Cassie and I found a small table outside with a patio umbrella. She took out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and handed me one. “Do you like these, Morgan?”

“Thank you; my sister gave me a pack of her EVE 120s - would you like one of those?” Cassie laughed.

“Maybe later. You’ll see that amongst the girls here, most of them are smokers, and yours and mine are the two most popular brands; I mean they just scream femininity, don’t they?”

“Yes, I have to confess, I really get off on them, you know.”

“I see. Lots of the T-Girls and crossdressers here have HUGE smoking fetishes. Guess it goes with the territory. You do too I take it?”

“I do, as a matter of fact. I always hated dating non-smoking women.”

“Well.” Cassie said. “Too bad I’m taken already; you’re kind of cute,” she said, winking; her Virginia Slims dangling out of the corner of her mouth. She lit us both up, and did a very sexy French inhale. “But there’s plenty to pick from here Morgan,” she said, nodding her head over to a small love seat nearby. On it were two girls, a blonde and a brunette, kissing and grabbing at each other hungrily. “That’s Beth and Britney; the blonde is Beth, and the brunette is Britney. Beth is a Transgender and I’m not sure if Britney is or not.”

I was thinking that it looked like everyone, including Cassie, who I thought was very sexy herself, were already paired up. It was that thought that made me ask Cassie, “Do you think, I mean maybe you could introduce me to someone who’s available?”

Cassie looked at me and smiled. “The night is young still Morgan. Let’s finish our drinks and we can see what’s what. It really is a good turn-out tonight.” My glass was empty, and I told Cassie, “I think I’ll go over to the bar and get a refill; you want one?”

“Yes Morgan, please. I’ll have a Manhattan.”

“Good enough, I’ll be right back.” I finished my cigarette, and took the two glasses back inside and made my way to the bar. The bar was empty, and Dennis made both drinks right away. I took the two drinks from Dennis, and as I turned around to go back outside, I bumped into a redhead with a long, black leather skirt with a high slit up the side and a long sleeve white blouse. My Seabreeze went flying and spilled all over the woman’s blouse, and outstanding cleavage. She was stunned and looked at me, her mouth open.

“Oh gee! I’m so sorry. I’m so clumsy!!” I didn’t want to say that I was still getting used to the pump shoes and I lost my footing suddenly and wasn’t looking where I was going.

“Shit!! she said, “What am I supposed to do now???? Look at me!!” Some heads were turned our way. The woman was gorgeous. She was about six-feet-one-inches tall, slim, had long, red hair, parted in the middle that went down past her breasts, and now her nipples were poking up through the shirt. I felt like I was the MC of a wet T-shirt contest, instead of an asshole who spilled his drink on a beautiful woman. Barbara was watching over from where she was talking to a stocky brunette, and came running over.

“I’m truly sorry!” I said again, and grabbed some paper towels from the bar and handed them to her. Barbara had a quick wit, and I could tell she was able to defuse what was really an awkward situation. “Rosie,” she said. “You’re not supposed to wear your drinks, you drink them!” and she was laughing and looking at me like don’t worry, it’ll be fine. “Come upstairs with me, let’s get you another blouse.”

The redhead, Rosie, could see how badly I felt, and she said to me, “It’s okay, accidents happen. Well, you know who I am, now what’s your name?”

Awkwardly, and feeling terrible for what I’d done, said very quietly, “Morgan.”

“Well Morgan, I’ll let you make it up to me when I come down.” The side of her mouth curled up in a grin, and I was drawn to her lips which had a very shiny coat of red lip gloss on them. She was just a very tall, slender beauty. I could barely stop my hard-on from showing through my dress. She wore no eye shadow, just a touch of mascara on her lashes, and some blush. Like I said, a natural beauty. By now, Cassie must have thought I’d forgotten all about her. I watched Barbara and Rosie go up the stairs and went back outside to the table where Cassie was sitting. My cock was being teased unmercifully. I felt that if I didn’t get any action here, I would have to have a very big jerk-off session tonight.

“Morgan, I thought you’d forgotten all about me, and where’s your drink?”

“I, uh, I spilled it on a beautiful redhead.”

“Oh! Was she tall and slender, really pretty?

“Yes, she was,” I said.

“Well, if she isn’t too pissed at you, and I don’t think she would be, she’s really sweet, I know she’s single! Her name is Rosie.”

“Yes, I know. Barbara saw the whole thing happen and took her upstairs to change her blouse.” I didn’t want an opportunity to go to waste and so I asked Cassie: “Do you know if she’s a, if she’s . . . “

“Transgender?” Cassie finished the delicate question for me.

“Yeah, exactly.” Cassie thought for a second. “You know, I’m not really sure.” Cassie laughed.

“I think you may have found the perfect opening. Why don’t you find out? I know that she’s a very elegant, well-spoken lady, and if you have a smoking fetish, she won’t disappoint, I promise,” and she was laughing. By this time, in the hour since I’d been there, my hard on was straining to get out of its confines. Cassie looked at me thoughtfully as she sipped on her Manhattan. Looking around, she said, “We don’t usually get this good of a turnout - especially on a weeknight. Maybe there is some magic about you Morgan - like maybe you just attract fun!” As she said that her hand slipped to the inside of my thigh; sending me some crazy signal. I mean, she was the live-in girlfriend of the hostess! I was very confused and very much turned on. I moved my leg a little bit. “What’s wrong Morgan? Are you afraid of a pretty girl putting her hands on you?” and she laughed. She took a drag of her Virginia Slims and waited for a reply.

“No, not afraid, just surprised.”

“Well,” she said and pouted a little. “If my putting my hand on the inside of your thigh scares you, then what would this do?” and she moved her hand under my dress and felt her rubbing the head of my suffocated cock through my satin panties sending me into orbit.

I didn’t know where this was going but as I looked around at the other guests, I quickly saw that I wasn’t alone. Cassie moved closer to me, and she pressed her lips against mine and we were kissing. After exploring a bit, she pushed the tip of her tongue inside of my mouth, giving me chills, and making my cock pulsate. I was being teased and very turned on. Two tables over from where we were sitting, another couple were in the middle of a very heavy give and take session of oral sex. I thought I was going to explode. Just then, I saw Barbara and Rosie coming down the stairs with Rosie wearing a new pink blouse. Barbara looked over at Cassie and me, and just smiled at the two of us.

❤️❤️❤️


You know Morgan, Barbara and I have a very open relationship. and part of that means we like to share - everything and everyone. We both allow each other to do whatever we want, and with whomever we want. What do you think about that?”

“I’m a fan,” I said, and smiled weakly, overcome by the way her fingers continued to stroke the tip of my cock in their soft grip through my satin panties. At this point I was wondering if I was just going to jizz all over my satin panties and my dress, or we would take this to a new place. It was then that Barbara made an announcement.

“Attention everyone! We have several new guests here with us tonight. Let’s applaud and give them all a warm welcome,” Barbara said, grinning at me and some others. A round of applauds and some whistles came from who I assumed were the regular members of the group. Altogether there were about thirty guests, both inside and outdoors on the patio. “Let’s move into the red velvet room and play our ‘get acquainted game.’”

Reluctantly, Cassie took her hand off my cock and said, “We can resume this in the red velvet room Morgan. I think you’re going to like this game - it’s always a big hit when Barbara does it.”

My fears of a premature orgasm were squelched by Barbara’s announcement, but my curiosity was certainly raised, as Cassie took me by the elbow and escorted me down the hallway into a big open room, with, as the name suggested, red velvet wallpaper, and red velvet-covered couches. Red high-hat lights were lined up on the ceiling, giving the room a sexy vibe. We both lit up new cigarettes as we walked into the room together. Cassie pulled my face close to hers, grabbed at my cock in a tease, and exhaled a plume of smoke into my face, which nicely maintained my hard-on.

Barbara walked into the center of the room, and Cassie took her place next to her. Barbara was holding what looked like red blindfolds. “Now, I’d like to ask our new friends to come forward,” she said, like a game show host. To me it looked like a game of “spin the bottle.”

“Everyone new, please take a blindfold.” There were six of us. About three of them looked like natural women. I’m pretty sure I was one of them. It might sound a bit egotistical, but I cleaned up nicely. Cassie told me that not everyone here was a crossdresser or trans. Some were just, well, beautiful women. It was Cassie who had the honor of blindfolding me. After we were blindfolded, we were spun around and moved to a different location of the room.

“Now what I’d like you ladies to do is just move around the room, and whoever you bump into is a potential partner. Your partner has the option of either accepting or rejecting you. If anyone of you new girls is not accepted by anyone, then the rest of us have the option of bidding on you. We’ll give it twenty minutes.” I was silently hoping that either Cassie or redhead Rosie would select me. If it came to bidding, I was sure that Cassie would do anything to make sure she ‘won’ me. The room had no sharp edges to walk into; everything was covered in a very soft material (including the other girls!).

“Oh, one last thing,” Barbara said. “If when you bump into someone, and they accept you, you must do whatever it is they want without any complaints or talking from you or your selector. If anyone wants to bow out now, it’s okay - we understand; but trust me, you’ll be missing out on a lot of fun! And . . . you must keep your blindfolds on until your partner or partners tell you to take it off.

I was spun around about four times, and I had to be supported to stand after that; I became dizzy from the three drinks I had. I’m not sure who it was that held me up, but the perfume was foreign to me; it definitely was not Cassie, or Rose. After I was steadied, Barbara announced “okay, start walking!” Just to “set the mood,” there was classical music played on speakers. I may have taken five steps when I bumped into someone. They didn’t get out of the way to let me pass. Quite the contrary, I felt them push themselves tight against me, and silky feminine arms wrapped around my shoulders, and a curvy torso was pushing into my very erect cock through my dress.

I could smell a nice perfume; which one, I had no idea. Did it matter? No, but the strong odor of smoke mingled with it, and I felt long silky hair being brushed against my face, and warm, smoky breath covering my mouth and nose. I heard and felt strong, steady breathing. Next, her lips met mine and I could feel a thick coat of lick gloss transferring over to me. It was delightful. I was being kissed rather intensely and I felt a hand press up against my cock through my black dress. I explored her with my hands. First touching her face and forehead where I felt smooth bangs, and then tracing long hair past breasts which were large and partially covered by a blouse. Her nipples were very erect

She pulled away for a second and then she blew smoke into my face, making me crazy. I felt a cigarette filter being held up to my lips and I took a nice, long, mentholated, cheek-hollowing drag, and exhaled onto her face. We resumed kissing; our tongues winding around each other, which to me, being blindfolded, seemed like the center of the universe. I broke contact and licked her earlobes, which had long earrings hanging down from them. I stuck my tongue into her ears, and she giggled a bit, taking my head into her hands and forcing me to kiss her neck; vampire style. She next guided my mouth onto one of her nipples which protruded from her right side, where her blouse was off, pulled down her shoulder.

The hand that was pushing up against my cock through my dress, now flipped up the bottom of my dress and worked its way up to my panties - to the full length of my cock bulge. Now her fingers slid underneath the top of my panties, and I could feel smooth, polished nails playing with the length of my now-exposed cock. Still kissing, she led me over to a nearby couch, and she sat me down facing forward, and she was next to me, spreading my legs apart.

❤️❤️❤️

A new plume of smoke washed over my face, and then lips kissed my eyes through the blindfold, and then my forehead, my cheeks, my chin, and my open chest through my blouse. I felt her hand now on my chest, nails streaking across my skin. My skirt was pushed up to my knees and my panties were pulled down around my ankles. I felt electric shocks and extreme orgiastic pleasure that would be denied me if I hadn’t been blindfolded. Smooth, glossy lips were wrapping around my cock; just the tip. Her tongue weaving, and working its way around its head, like a small, hungry snake; moans of joy coming from the sides of her mouth. Now it was her mouth that took all of my cock, down to the back of her throat.

An intense feverish pitch of sucking followed as her lips tightened around my cock. I could feel the delightful silkiness of her straight hair on my tummy and my balls. All my other senses were heightened by the blindfold. Sounds were magnified of similar erotic lovemaking throughout the room. Her tongue skillfully working its way around the shaft of my now very slick cock was making magic. I was so close to cumming, and I felt the explosion building inside me, any second now; precum adding to the wetness.

I was breathing hard and moaning, just about at the precipice of shooting my wad, when she suddenly broke off. She got off the couch, and spread my legs apart. Then I felt lips again enclosing around my cock, but it really wasn’t lips that I felt. It was like a tiny version of a tight mouth that was being pushed against my cock. It felt like . . . like . . . Holy Hell - it was her asshole. But did I care? Not really. I was so desperate to cum, I didn’t think twice after the initial shock. I entered her, her, I didn’t know what to call it, but it felt like nothing I’ve ever felt before - so damn tight, so good. Reflexively I began pumping and pumping, her ass moving to meet my thrusts until I was well inside her, and I could hear her scream in ecstasy, a deep throaty cry, and I came. I came like I never did before. I could feel the hot mess of my jizz filling her ass, and from the sounds of it, she came too; both of us locked in a blind ballet of pleasure.

My thrusting slowed to a slow, intense grind; my cock still hard. I felt her pull off me completely, and in a few seconds she sat next to me on the couch, and I felt one of her cigarettes being placed in my lips, and then the sound of a lighter. Her smoke covered my face, and then the lighter flicked again; this time lighting what I felt was my long, thin, cigarette. She sighed and kissed my ear and placed her head on my shoulder, her silky hair falling down the front of my chest. I don’t even remember the front of my dress being pulled down, but it was. In a sweet whisper, she asked me, “Are you ready to meet your lover, honey?”

I couldn’t speak in coherent sentences; I just bobbed my head up and down, indicating “yes.” She untied my blindfold slowly, and just before it came off I was thinking of Cassie or Rose. But it was neither of them. Instead, I saw the most beautiful, intriguing Black woman I ever met; with bright green eyes, purple lipstick, and matching eye shadow. She wore a deep coating of mascara and solid eyeliner. She looked like a real goddess. Her dress was a shiny gold, very tight and short,  accenting her ample tits and tight ass. “My name is Melanie, sugar, and I’ve been watching you ever since you came in tonight. I said ‘yeah, that’s who I’m gonna be up on tonight, for sure.’”

“I’m Morgan.” I didn’t know what else to say.

“I saw you spill the drink on Rosie,” she said smiling and laughing, and touching my shoulder with her hand. “After I saw that, I knew I would get you. To tell you the truth, you were wanted by a few of the girls. I had to push and shove my way in front of you before you’d have wandered off to someone else, and I couldn’t have that - no sir!”

“I’m glad you let me bump into you,” I said.

“So now, let me ask you. Was tonight your first, first?”

“Yes, it was.”

“You’ve never been with a transgender girl before, honey?”

“Nope, you’re the first.” I felt a boldness come over me, a new confidence. “I really hope we can see each other again, Melanie.”

She took a thoughtful, cheek-hollow drag of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthol and she said, smiling and blowing a plume of smoke over our heads. “Well Barbara throws these things every two weeks, and there are also some clubs in the valley we meet up in, that are friendly to our kind.” Our kind, our kind. For the first time in my life, I felt like I belonged, like I was home, like I was safe. Tonight was just the beginning of my story. I was sure I wanted to do more than just be a crossdresser. I longed for the day when I would have tits and an ass just like Barbara!

“Morgan, I KNOW for a fact that we will see each other again, but you know what?”

“No, what?”

A devilish and hungry grin spread across her face, and she said, holding tight to my arm, “The night isn’t over yet. Not by a long shot!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this compilation of some of my favorite erotica stories. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Morgan’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Please take a look at my AMAZON AUTHOR PAGE for my other great entertaining and VERY NAUGHTY series!
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About The Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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 blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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Books in this series (8 books)

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES (8 book
series) kindleunlimited

—— Al titles of this series are included with a
INCLEEAILIon Kindle Unlimited subscription.
by Jaclyn Dicey (Author)

Rick and Gina, both forty-something, and stuck in lifeless, sexless marriages, begin  wild,
sex-fueled fling, after Gina makes an advance and seduces Rick at his pharmacy job. Living
a stifled, smoking fetish his whole life, he is finally free to express it openly,
encouraged by Gina, a woman with a ravenous sexual appetite who is also turned on by a
smoking sex partner. Denied freedom of decisions and control through her whole married
life, she is fulfilled by Rick, who is only too eager to be dominated by an aggressive sex
partner. Rick s at first reluctant to tell Gina his secret desire to cross-dress while he is
with a cigarette smoking MILF. Gina eventually catches onto Rick's fetish and is only too
happy to enable him, being excited by the same thing. Things take on a crazy form that
neither of them expects, when Gina invites a sexually savvy Thai Ladyboy into her

~ Read more
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Kindle Store » Kindle eBooks > Literature & Fiction

GOTH GIRL'S SORORITY SERIES kindleunlimited
_ Compilation Klndle Edltlon Included with your membership.

by Jaclyn Dicey “ (Author) Format: Kindle Edition _
Tk kk v

1 rating
Book 5 of 5: GOTH GIRL'S SORORITY ¥ Want to buy for $5.99?

Look inside ¥

See all formats and editions Deliver to your Kindle Library

Kindle Rewards Beta
[ nderevaraseta |

GOTH GIRLS SORORITY Earn Kindle Points, get Kindle book credit Give as a gift or purchase for a team

SERIES COMPILATION or group.

sckini Dice Earn Kindle Points when you buy books. Redeem for Ll ire ¥
Jaclyn Dicey Kindle book credit. Learn more. 4 !

Buy for others
Follow the Author

Samantha Prince is a very intelligent, provocative, and
.Jaclyn Following sexually active goth-style college girl who likes to be the

Dicey alpha in everything she does, especially the one thing she Send a free sample
does the best: Seduction and manipulation to get her way
through sex. She is bisexual, and has a sizzling and passionate
relationship with her girlfriend Karen. When the dean of

Deliver to your Kindle Library ¥

~ Read more
Add to List v
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The First Time Series (4 book series)
Kindle Edition
by Jaclyn Dicey (Author)

The First Time Series

Bryan is a twenty-one-year-old inexperienced male college student, with a HUGE
smoking fetish and ravenous sexual appetite! He dreams about being seduced by a
beautiful, blonde, MILF. What a surprise when Sonia Redding, a HOT forty-something
woman and her equally stunning twenty-two-year-old daughter move in next door!
Bryan's mother thinks Sonia’s daughter would be a great match for her son, but Bryan
has other ideas. He is infatuated by Sonia and dreams about her taking complete control
of him and having her way. One day, to Bryan's delight, his mother invites Sonia, and her
daughter over for dinner. When Bryan runs into Sonia for the first time while shopping
for the dinner, he agrees to follow Sonia to her home, and she seduces him for his first
time after he carries Sonia’s groceries into her home.
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