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Chapter I

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!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

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.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

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?”

❤️❤️❤️
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I went across the yard and through the gate leading to my house faster than an Olympic runner would go doing the one-hundred-meter dash! I came back in record time and Gina was smiling and handed me a fresh towel that wasn’t outside before. “Oh Bryan, please don’t lock the bathroom door. There is lotion inside that I may want to get to put on,” she said with a seductive grin.

I was panicking at this point. What was the worst thing that could happen? I go take a shower, nothing goes on, I say goodbye to Gina, and then I go home. Now, what was the best thing that could happen? I take a shower, she hops in with me, and I get laid for the second time, with the daughter of the woman I fucked last week?? Not too shabby! So I grabbed the towel and nodded to Gina, saying, “Ok, gonna’ shower now, I’ll see you soon.”

❤️❤️❤️

See you soon Bryan;” she said in a like a sing-song voice. I went inside the bathroom, and it was a nice enclosure, very modern, temperature controls, presets, jets, and sprays, and it could even be used as an indoor hot tub. I turned the water on, and it got steamy in there pretty quickly. The glass enclosure fogged up, and the hot water felt good on my tired muscles. I didn’t even hear the glass door open, but I got startled when I found arms wrapping around me from behind, and Gina kissing my neck.

“Now you didn’t think I would let you stay in here all alone, now did you Bryan????”

“Well, if we’re being honest, I sort of expected it.”

“Are you happy?” she asked as her hands rubbed my chest.

“Uh . . . yes, very!”

“Then I think you’ll like this,” she said as a soapy hand grabbed my hard, stiff cock from behind and started wanking me off. She made an “O” with her index finger and thumb and slid her hand up and down my shaft. “How does that feel,” she asked with the same catlike, almost cunty, milfy tone of her mother.

“Yeah, it feels terrific,” I said, almost panting by now.

“Well, if you like that, then you’ll really like this . . .” and she turned me around, the hot water flowing down on the both of us. She was on her knees and placed her lips around the tip of my cock. It felt so good, that it took all of my endurance and strength not to come right there.

“Bryan, you can’t tell right now, but my pussy is throbbing, my clit is hard and the juice from my aching cunt is leaking down my legs. I want you to shoot your load in my mouth, and I’m going to take all of it, and not waste a drop. Then after we’re done here, we’re going to dry off and go into my bedroom, have a cigarette together and really fuck each other blind.”

That was enough for me. Gina quickened her up and down motion with her lips on my cock, and I shot my load of spunk all the way down her throat. She was moaning as she took my whole load into her mouth, never once stopping the up and down motion of her lips. After she cleaned me off good, she threw her arms around my shoulders and rammed her tongue in my mouth, and I could taste my own cum . She didn’t seem to want to stop. Without breaking contact, she took the fingers of my right hand and pushed them hard against the top of her mound (which to my surprise was shaved), and then made them circle her clit.

With short gasps she said, “keep doing that and then finger-fuck me, please!” I could feel her own juices flowing down the inside of her thighs along with the water, and she stiffened and threw her head back. In fact, she did that several times. I improvised a little. I turned her around, and while finger-fucking her like before, I also played with putting my thumb in her tight, little cherry asshole. I may have been a virgin just a week ago, but that didn’t mean I never watched any videos. My actions were unexpected, and she let out a sharp little shriek, but it was more pleasure than discomfort. She gasped and shuddered as I went in and out of her pussy and her asshole.”Uhhhhh . . . Bryan where did you learn that?” she asked abruptly.

“I’m full of surprises honey,” I said, feeling like I was in control; but I wasn’t. Not really. I was hard again, and our skin may have been waterlogged; but my erection wasn’t lost on Gina. She placed both her palms on the wall of the shower and spread her legs in front of me. So I took her from behind, ramming her pussy with the pent-up release of all adolescence and young adulthood. It felt great. Over the water of the shower I could hear the rhythmic slap, slap, of my thrusting against her body. It took me just a little while longer to cum because I was enjoying myself so much and I had learned control from years of smoking while masturbating to magazine pictures, and later (just up until last week as a matter of fact) videos and online pictures. When I let loose with a full broadside, I let out a moan, and so did Gina; the both of us cumming at the same time.
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