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Note From the Author

This book is a compilation of five of my favorite standalone stories of LGBTQ, Transgender, and Lesbian Erotica. There is something here for everyone. My characters will do almost anything to pour water on their fired-up libidos, or stoke them with gas!

Please check out my author page on Amazon/Kindle to see all my short books of erotica:

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica  If the link doesn’t  work, just copy and paste it into your browser.

***

The first story is called “His Oral Exam.”

Mike Warren, a man who hates going to the dentist. But when he goes for his yearly visit, he gets a surprise! Not only is there a covering dentist with her own hygienist, but the dentist is a HOT female with an unusual physical ailment. A VERY unusual ailment. She selects Mike to help her out with her condition; but Mike, who is a married attorney is totally shocked and pleasantly surprised that he has been chosen to help Dr. Valerie Pleasant.

Of course, Mike isn’t the only one to help the good doctor with her condition. She also has her live-in lover, the beautiful lesbian dental assistant, Julie.

***

The second story is my newest release: “The Transgender In My House”  - Forced Feminization by An Internet Crush.

Dr. Zev Berenson is playing a risky game with a woman on INSTAGRAM. He makes up a name, fake e-mail address, and fake photo in order to have what he thinks is a secretive, online affair. She sends him explicit and very arousing photos of herself, and soon becomes his obsession. He fantasizes about meeting her for real. Little does he realize, but his “Internet Crush” is the bisexual lover of his wife’s best friend. He gets a shock when his wife tells him that her friend is coming to stay with them for a few weeks - and . . . she is bringing Zev’s Internet Crush with her! Will Zev manage to keep the affair secret, or will he reveal himself to her and take a chance on the consequences. How far is he willing to go to be with her?

***

The third story is called “Taming the Boss’s Daughter”

Crystal is a very sexy, witty, twenty-two-year-old college graduate, living at home, and earning minimum wage at a local drug store. Her father is a very wealthy hedge fund owner, who would like Crystal to “get her act together,” and make something of herself. But Crystal is strongly influenced by her three Goth girlfriends who introduce Crystal to smoking, drinking at underground Goth clubs, and sex with both men and women  - especially her girlfriend April.

Her father hires Mr. Jack Hammer to teach Crystal the family business and get her ready to take control of the company someday. It seems a pretty tall order, but Jack assures her father that he can get the rambunctious to take orders and “good direction.” She soon finds out that his methods are just a bit “unorthodox” with some twists and turns along the way.



The fourth story is called “Two Hot and Dirty Lesbian Shorts”

Maddy is a camp counsellor looking forward to a summer free from the academic grind of pre-med. The last thing she expected to find at her summer job is a camp supervisor, Carol, twice her age, who seems to be interested in just a bit more than a work relationship! Maddy has had relationships with both men and women, but isn’t quite sure which she likes the best. It seems that this summer will somehow make up her mind for her - just maybe.

Emily’s stepmom has a new houseguest: The gorgeous and highly seductive Cassanda; twice Emily’s age, who seems to be sending Emily “signals,” of a sexual nature.

Emily is a recent college grad who moves back in with her stepmother, and bounces around from different temp jobs until she finds herself and can get a job in her chosen field. One day, unexpectedly, her stepmom has a new houseguest due to a house fire: A highly seductive and gorgeous, old college friend, Cassandra; twice Emily’s age, who has her sights set on her friend’s stepdaughter. On the first night, Emily overhears Cassandra and her stepmom, Elena, as they pleasure each other behind the closed doors of her stepmom’s bedroom! It excites Emily to no end; making her want to give anything to be inside that bedroom with Cassandra. It seems that Cassandra has been sending Emily “signals” since her arrival earlier that evening. Is it just her sex-starved imagination, or is Cassandra really “on the hunt” for some young blood?



The fifth and last story is called “Teacher’s Detention - Blackmailed Feminization”

“Blackmailed though he certainly was, the idea of being a “sex slave” to a very hot transgender woman who also smoked long, white cigarettes was a huge turn-on for him.”

Evan is the oldest senior in his high school, having had to repeat a couple of years. He’s built like a stud, rides a motorcycle to school and loves “The James Dean” look. When a beautiful, provocatively dressed, and extremely hot chemistry teacher gets hired, Evan must take chemistry, although he’s definitely NOT a science guy.

The teacher, Miss Briamonte, notices the powerful, handsome new student in her class. She desperately wants to “bond” with him and makes it obvious during class. An experienced “honey trap,” she hatches a scheme that starts with a mandatory “private” detention for Evan. What Evan thinks is a slam dunk, turns into a very frustrating, confusing set of twists and turns, that has his pants tied up in knots. What Evan doesn’t know is that he’s playing with fire.

At stake in this game is much more than “a notch” in his belt. His very freedom is at risk. For Evan, the term “teacher’s pet” takes on a very different meaning. If you love what happens when a handsome, innocent young adult becomes trapped by a master seductress, then this story is for you!

I sincerely hope, dear reader, that you enjoy these little shorts, and that they leave you with wanting more!


#1 HIS ORAL EXAM

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter I

I had an appointment for my yearly dental exam on Tuesday morning. Not exactly my favorite way to start the day. Ever since I was a kid, I had an innate fear of the dentist. I vaguely remember an episode where my dad took me for a cavity that needed filling. I couldn’t have been more than six at the time, but all I remember from that day was running out of the office and screaming.

My dad gave me the lecture about “Big boys are NOT supposed to be afraid of dentists!” Did nothing for me. So I always put off visits until I had a serious problem brewing.

But Dr. Trigg was different. He had an easy-going way with “cowards,” and we got along fine. So, albeit reluctantly, I went to his office.

I stepped inside and the smell of clove oil and the sound of the drill hit me right away; but “something” was off. Elsa the plump, stone-faced receptionist was at her desk, but I didn’t hear the laughter and gregarious banter of Dr. Trigg.

Elsa greeted me with all the personality of a mortician at a convention of immortals. “Good morning Mr. Warren, please sign in here,” and she handed me the clipboard with the smiley faces to grade pain, and did your insurance change? That answer was always “N/A” cause NO ONE has dental insurance, at least that I knew of.

“Dr. Trigg is out of town this week for a family emergency, but Dr. Pleasant is filling in for him,” Elsa said. I felt like making a joke, you know filling in – the dentist? But it would probably go right over that dense head.

So I sat down and waited for about fifteen minutes, the sound of the drill only increasing my anxiety. To make matters worse, I usually take a XANAX an hour before the appointment, but I forgot to take it.

My wife was hounding me about shaving over the sink, and a bunch of her other pet peeves – a real “joy” that Marilyn of mine is. She is the other main reason that XANAX and I have cultivated a loving relationship.

I was also sweating. It was only the first week of June and already the mercury hit ninety several times in the last few days.

“Elsa, is the air conditioning not working? It’s stifling in here.”

“Yes Mr Warren,” she said in that pleasant undertaker monotone, “The AC is on the fritz,” and she was fucking laughing! Her laughter, combined with her pasty complexion sounded like a death rattle.

I couldn’t even remember a June here in Harrisburg, PA that was ever this hot.

I heard a female voice coming from the operatory – strange because Dr. Trigg always worked alone.

Then I heard another female voice coming from inside. A few minutes later I saw a forty-something year-old man leave the room. That must mean that Dr. Pleasant was a woman and there was a female assistant in there with her!

Elsa picked up the intercom. “Yes Dr. Pleasant, I’m sending Mr. Warren in now.” She nodded at me, and I walked into the dental operatory. I was greeted with a VERY pleasant (no pun intended) sight. There were two beautiful women inside who greeted me with nice smiles and equally pleasing demeanors.

“Hello Mr. Warren, I’m Dr. Pleasant and I’ll be taking over for Dr. Trigg today. This is Julie, my hygienist.” Very fancy; a dentist with her own traveling hygienist.

She could have done her examination of my mouth right there because my jaw was hanging open! First, Dr. Pleasant was sexy as fuck, and the growing bulge in my pants showed it. Her hair was a light red, which was long and hung freely around her shoulders, in bangs on her forehead.

She wore a long, white lab coat, sleeves rolled up to her elbows with goggles over her owl-rimmed glasses. A mask hung around her neck. All I saw was leg under the lab coat – very smooth, long, and shapely legs. With “fetish lovers” white, strapped high heels!

If I didn’t know any better, I’d say she wasn’t wearing ANYTHING under her lab coat. She did have a cotton top on, very low cut with breasts that had to be double D size! The cleavage view was incredible, and I wasn’t even in the chair yet.

I saw beads of sweat on her exposed breast, chest, between her breasts, and forehead. The assistant had light brown skin, a nice size ass and her hair was braided. She had on a blue scrub top that had sweat stains all over the front.

❤️❤️❤️

“Nice to meet you doctor, Julie,” I said as I climbed into the treatment chair.

“Likewise Mr. Warren,” Dr. Pleasant said.

“Please Doctor, call me Mike,” I said, barely able to conceal my arousal, of which all eight, thick inches of were at attention.

It may have been my imagination, it happened so quickly, but I could have sworn her eyeballs did a snap inspection. But! HOLY SHIT! Now that I was seated, I could see that she wasn’t even wearing a top! I could just make out the thinnest bra string connecting her breasts!

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was expecting the camera man to come out noticing the shock on my face to say, “Surprise! You’ve been skunked!” I’m referring to that new TV show that puts people in compromising sexual situations and then the host pops out at the last minute.

“Well okay Mike,” Dr Pleasant said, “Julie’s going to set you up and take some X-Rays and then I’ll take a look�� around and see what’s what.” She had her hand on my shoulder and was rubbing her palm on it a little bit “too informal,” but I wasn’t complaining. I was salivating at how HOT this woman presented herself, and I knew that suction contraption was going to work overtime for sure!

Just then the building’s fire alarm sounded. Elsa was speaking on the office phone, and she came into the room and said, “We have to leave the building, something about the fire department checking out a gas leak. They want us to stand across the street – away from the building.”

So we all had to take the stairs down three floors and go outside with the rest of the tenants of the professional building.

“Come with me Mike, you’re my last patient of the morning, and my afternoon is light. Why don’t we go to the Starbucks and grab a cup of coffee? Would you like that?” she said, as she practically pulled my elbow. Damn! Her voice was so smooth and silky. I could listen to that sound forever. What a difference between her and the shit show I had at home! Her hand moved down from my elbow to my arm which she intertwined with mine. My cock was as hard as her drill, and I couldn’t believe this was real! A couple of passersby did a double take at her. Julie remained behind with Elsa and the others.

“Sure, why not? I’m off the whole day today.”

“What is it you do Mike?”

“I’m a lawyer and I have a case to prepare for at home – but that’s tonight.”

“Oh good, no pressure,” she laughed. Then she did something that surprised me more, if that was even possible. She reached into the pocket of her lab coat and pulled out a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and a pink lighter.

“I thought dentists didn’t smoke, Dr Pleasant.”

“Okay, now it’s my turn Mike. I’d prefer if you called me Valerie.”

I pretended to clear my throat and I repeated: “I thought dentists didn’t smoke, Valerie.”

“I know, it’s a dirty, disgusting habit, but sometimes it just calms me down when I’m wired.”

“You’re wired – now? Why?”

She sighed and said, “I’ll tell you about it later, Mike. I don’t want to bore you with my troubles.”

Shit – she could bore me all day. I loved the contact of her sweat-soaked forearm against my skin. We had only crossed the street and I was letting all my fantasies get the better of me.

We were walking to the STARBUCKS which was just across the next intersection on our side of the street when we came to a narrow alleyway between buildings. Suddenly, with me in tow, she made a ninety degree turn into the alleyway, pulling me along. We walked a while, a green metal trash dumpster blocking half the alleyway. “Where are we . . . ,” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

She pressed me against the brick wall, her body pinning me against it. She took a last, very sexy hollow cheek drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my face; not even finishing the exhale when she pressed her mouth against mine and shoved her smoky tongue into my mouth. I’ve always been turned on by attractive women smokers, especially horny ones who knew exactly what they were doing. I had a HUGE smoking fetish, and Valerie definitely knew what she was doing! I smoked occasionally, going outside because my wife didn’t allow it in the house. Sometimes I would jerk off when I smoked, and I knew FOR SURE that tonight would be one of those nights!

She now had both palms planted against the brick wall, making a “cage” with her arms and body that I couldn’t escape from. Who would want to? She was pressing her waist against my cock and moving herself up and down me and moaning; all the while keeping her mouth pressed tightly against mine. She broke contact briefly and whispered with that crazy, smoky breath; “someone is very hard today,” and resumed kissing me.

Her nipples were erect and pressed through the sweaty bra and lab coat, giving me chills as they touched my chest. It was like two, hard, fleshy pins touching me. The smell of her perfume, her smoke and sweat was driving me beyond crazy. I could tell she was lost in a female pre-orgasmic state somewhere.

I hadn’t felt my cock ache and throb like that in a long, long, time.

She was gasping – “Mike! I NEED to suck your cock NOW! It’s so big and I must take it till I choke on it; then I want you to fuck every opening of my body!” Her desperate fingers started to tremble and fumble with my belt and my zipper.

I saw out of the corner of my eyes pedestrians passing by the alleyway, some pausing to look down at us about 100 yards away, and smiling. They couldn’t see past our shoulders, but it was obvious what they were looking at.

The next part took every ounce of strength and willpower I had, which was fading fast to do what I did next, knowing that I might have to go home and kill myself after I did it.

I pulled off her mouth, and my breathing was shaky as I said: “Valerie, we’re too exposed here, we’re both professional people; and if a cop should see us or pass by, we could be cited for indecent exposure. There’s also the grammar school across from the STARBUCKS, and getting caught would end our careers. Let’s think before we go any further!”

She slowly took her hands off my pants which she was pulling towards her, and she started crying! Part of me felt like an asshole, and part of me felt that this was the right thing to do. I had to think quickly to try and salvage something. I had a “red devil” on one shoulder and a “white angel” on my other shoulder arguing with each other in my mind.

She held me close, and I thought she would be very angry with me and never want me to touch her again, but I was wrong. She only cried harder and buried her face in my shoulder.

“What’s wrong Valerie?” I asked.

“Mike,” she said. “I’m so sorry – you’re right. We’re both sensible professionals, and this really isn’t the place for this; but I have a . . . a ‘condition,’ and I owe you an explanation. Could we please go to the STARBUCKS, have a coffee and I’ll explain, before we go back to the office?”

“Sure,” I said. I felt guilty, stupid, sorry, and right all at the same time.

❤️❤️❤️

We ordered two iced coffees, and sat down at the table. We heard the fire engines coming down the block to our building, so I knew we’d still be away for a while.

However, my act of chivalry left my balls bluer than blue, and Dr. Pleasant sweating profusely. She still attracted stares from the male customers who came in. Who could blame them.

“Mike,” she began – “I owe you an explanation, and I don’t know where to start.”

“The beginning is usually the best place Valerie,” I said. She took a deep breath and put her hands flat on the table, but only after touching my knees first.

“I have an unusual medical condition, of which very little is known. I’m being treated by an endocrinologist, but I don’t like the treatment. The medical term for it is “Heat Induced Nymphomania - Erotica Syndrome,” known by the acronym ‘HINES’ (Hy- Nees).”

“What is it exactly?” I asked, curious of course, but also concerned; I mean, I had just met this woman, and never had such an experience with a woman so soon after meeting – certainly not in a situation like this.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

What it is,” she began, “is that when the temperature goes over ninety degrees Fahrenheit, I have a FLOOD of Estrogen and Progesterone – female sex hormones into my bloodstream. So much in fact, that it causes me to sweat and to have an unnatural hyper sex drive. Until I started with my endocrinologist, Dr. Casey, one of the pioneers in this research, I was totally out of control. I mean, I would literally bang the mailman or cable service technician!

I am also bisexual, have been for some time, and that’s where Julie comes in. She is a dental hygienist, but if there are no men around, she is “on-call” to help me get through an acute episode of the illness.”

She paused, trembling, to wipe at her eyes. It was then I noticed how truly beautiful she was. Her eyes were aquamarine, and the mascara she had on was running.

I placed my hands on top of hers, and she was biting her bottom lip which was always a turn-on for me when women did that. I was afraid (almost hoping) that she would lose control and make a grab for my stiff and very disappointed cock under the table. The “devil” on my shoulder was whispering, YOU IDIOT! See what you did!!?? Now she’s going to go back to the office, work on you and then lady-fuck her assistant, probably with a HULK-SIZED strap-on. .

She continued. “The treatment consists of testosterone injections monthly – a very low dose, but the side effects are murder, plus they cause “hirsuitism,” a condition which causes me to grow hair on my face and back.” She let out a big sigh. “So I stopped the regular treatment and usually get just a small amount in July – only. But I never considered a heat wave so early in the season. In the winter I’m fine and my libido goes back to normal.” She laughed. “I suppose I should move my practice to Antarctica. Dr. Trigg is a friend of mine from dental school, and we used to fuck our way through finals.”

“I see,” I said. Lucky Dr. Trigg.

“Mike, this is why I can never get married or commit to any man, or woman, because I never know what might happen. I constantly have to take cold baths or showers to lower my hormonal output.” She started sobbing again. I got us both another iced coffee. The air conditioning in the STARBUCKS helped to relax her a bit and cool her off.

“Well Valerie, what can I do to help? I mean, you have to go back to work.”

“Yes, but as I told you, I have a light afternoon schedule, and then I’m off.” She studied me for a moment. “There IS something you can do to help me Mike.”

“Go ahead, I’m all ears.”

“Well, Julie will go home with me; sometimes she spends weeks with me during the summer, but now . . . “ her eyes were looking at me and her pupils were completely dilated and black, and her voice was distant, but seductive. “But now, I’m craving COCK. I mean really honest to God COCK,” she was loud, embarrassingly so, that I wanted to shrink into my chair.

“And I want YOUR’S Mike!! I NEED you inside me – desperately!!” This time she spoke in a harsh whisper that made no heads turn – only mine, swivel around like Linda Blair in “The Exorcist.” I was with a sex demon, a sex vampire! She began to shift in her seat, practically trying to fuck the chair. Just imagine having your ass itch badly and you can’t scratch it in public.

My so-called marriage wasn’t even an issue – I could easily make up an excuse, like I had to defend a serial killer or something, and stay late.

“Well Valerie,” I said. “I’m married, but not happily, and if you’d like, maybe I could come over to your house tonight.” There it was, I laid all my cards on the table. She started breathing again, and her eyes welled up.

“Oh would you?” She said excitedly. “That would be so good! You could actually be a big part of my treatment!!! No need to even feel guilty; you’d be helping a sick friend. Think of it like that! All the guys I’ve met were real scum and just tried to use me and only pretend they cared! But I know you’re sincere Mike! So you’ll do it!? Can you come by around seven o’ clock?”

“Sure Valerie, it would be my pleasure! I mean, we’re both adults and as you said – professionals, so it’s ok. Just one thing.”

“What’s that Mike?”

“Promise me that when we go back to the office and you work on my mouth, that you’ll use the Nitrous!”

She laughed. “Of course! It’s the least I can do. I see the engines leaving, we should be getting back. I need a cigarette badly.”

I was so charged up and thinking about this evening that I asked her: “Uh, can you please give me one of yours?”

“Sure I can.” So she lit me up and as we walked back to the office, she pulled me back into the alley “for a quick fix.” All it did was make my starving cock quiver like a jackhammer working overtime.

To say it was hard “playing normal” when we got back to the office would be an understatement. It was CRAZY. Julie knew what was going on, and she kept a close eye on her boss. Valerie did her thing, and found no problems with my teeth.

Before I left the treatment room, her hands were shaking, and she asked for my cell phone. When she realized that she couldn’t even type in her contact info, Julie took my phone and did it for her. As Julie was typing away, Valerie was rubbing her pelvis against my thigh.

Good thing Elsa never moved from her desk. Julie said nothing because she was used to this unusual behavior from her boss.

Dr. Pleasant lived in Carlisle, which was about a thirty-minute drive from my home in H-Burg. I got a text about six-fifteen from Julie asking if I was on my way; that Dr. Pleasant was in bad shape and sitting in a bathtub of cold water.

I was tempted to text back that Dr. Warren is on his way with the treatment, but thought better of it. What did Valerie call it again? HYNEES? Whatever, it just meant that I was gonna get some relief from my aching balls! My wife was used to me leaving the home at all hours, so I was okay there; not that I cared all that much what she thought.

Cold water bathtub or not, when I rang the bell, Julie answered, wearing a robe, and told me that Dr. Pleasant was “a hot mess and in OUR bedroom.” It just confirmed what I thought all along – that Julie lived there with Valerie; maybe not just for the summer. I followed her up the carpeted stairway to the second floor.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

I heard an otherworldly moan coming from the bedroom. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. First let me say that it had to be at least forty Fahrenheit in that bedroom; the AC was blasting.

In the middle of a huge king-sized bed, was a beautiful, nude, sweaty, redhead with an incredible figure, somehow painted with waterproof makeup and shiny red lip-gloss, plunging a nine-inch wide, ribbed, black silicone, self-lubricating, vibrating dildo, like a possessed fiend into her pussy.

She didn’t even notice me when I entered the room. I was amazed at how deep she was plunging that thing inside her. The high-hat light over the bed showed that she was covered in sweat; her hair long and tangled, legs spread wide open, going in and out, in and out. A newly lit Virginia Slim 120 hung out of the side of her mouth, smoke billowing out of her nostrils.

Julie told me; “She’s been like this since she got out of the tub an hour ago! She made me fuck her with the strap on first!”

Valerie screamed out and threw her head back, scaring me. She took the cigarette out of her mouth, saw me, and yelled, “Take some of this, then give me a drag! And take your fucking clothes off and get in this bed!”

I took the cigarette (I needed it after watching Valerie in action), then I held it in my hand giving Valerie a drag. Julie took her robe off and she was wearing a leather fetish outfit of sorts. She went into the bathroom and came out wearing a leather cat mask with ears, a black leather underbust tied in front, and black satin panties with a long leather tail – the end of it another vibrating dildo.

Valerie, still thrusting, had a second orgasm – since I came in, in the space of twenty minutes. I slipped my clothes off, my cock harder than Gibraltar, and still throbbing from the play in the alleyway this morning.

I climbed onto the bed and my cock was so hard I could break walnuts with it. Valerie took her massive dildo out and threw it on the ground. Julie picked it up and immediately took it to the bathroom to clean it.

I turned my head to watch Julie leave the room and I felt fingernails grabbing my shoulders; Valerie holding me close to her. In between gasps she said, “I hope you have enough cum inside you to satisfy me and put my fire out!”

I couldn’t answer because she pressed her entire body against me, and locked her lips with mine, sending her tongue to the back of my throat. I was overwhelmed by the smells of a woman in heat, perfume, and the erotic smell of smoke.

She grabbed my cock like a vice grip, and started sucking on it like her life depended on it. She moaned and ground her wet, engorged pussy against my thigh. At first she teased and sucked my tip, but then quickly took all of me; all of my eight inches to the back of her throat.

She was going up and down on me and she quivered and shook. I felt her squirt on my thigh, and it ran down my thigh coating the bed sheets.

I was this close to cumming, when in a move worthy of an Olympic gymnast, she pulled her mouth off of my cock and flipped around; her belly on the bed and her ass sticking up in the air. She was hoarse from screaming and she yelled out “NOW FUCK ME LIKE THE SWEATY HOT SLUT I AM. I WANT YOU TO RAM ME!!!!”

I obliged and her pussy closed around my meaty cock like a Venus Fly Trap as it went into a very slick and cum-starved cunt. She had a ring on her clit hood, and she played with it; supported by one arm; and cried in pleasure as I kept pounding her.

Now there was no stopping it. I shot Niagara Falls inside Valerie. I felt the warmth of my jizz in her pussy surrounding me. “Keep going!” She gasped – “Don’t stop Mike, please!” So I kept it up until I was too limp to continue- I needed a break.

Valerie wasn’t done by any means. Her clit ring was getting a workout; I thought it would be ripped open by now, and bleeding. “JULIE!! I NEED JULIE!” She shouted as she kept rubbing her clit – cumming again – this was like, her third or fourth time in the hour since I’d been in her house.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

No need to call Julie, she heard Valerie and came running, vibrating tail and all. Valerie was still breathing heavy, but she was coming down from the dildo, my fucking, and her own self-play.

“I need you Julie,” Valerie called out. I sat at the head of the bed and Valerie was on her belly, sliding her fingers up and down my slick cock, my legs spread wide open. Julie positioned herself underneath Valerie and started licking her pussy. “THE TAIL JULIE!!” Valerie moaned.

Julie, still wearing the cat mask, and eating Valerie out, placed the tail attached to the bottom of her underbust in the back, into Valerie’s asshole and turned on the vibrating switch. So now Valerie was getting it from her pussy and her vibrating ass while sucking with great fervor on my cock.

Her touch had me hard again in a second. She was moaning and sucking like a diehard fiend. Her silky hair was touching and brushing my belly, and it felt so good! I felt sorry for Julie; all dressed up and all giving. Something would have to be done about that.

In mid-suck, Valerie started screaming and her back was in a spasm; another orgasm. My God, I thought – how much could this woman take!!?? I was hard as a rock, and she left me panting and wanting more.

Then Valerie called out: “Julie, get on top of me and kiss me honey, tongue me and lick my face!”

Then Julie, moving out from underneath Valerie, looked at me and said, “Mike, I want you to fuck me now!! Please! Hard!!”

I’m a gentleman, so who am I to refuse such a lovely invitation. Now Julie had her ass up in the air while she was kissing Valerie and waiting for my cock. Her pussy was engorged and wet, so I was able to mount her with no trouble.

She pushed back hard against me, and her pussy closed up around my cock. I was slick and on the verge of shooting my load into this amber beauty with a cat mask and a tail.

While I was fucking Julie, she was finger-fucking Valerie as her mouth was locked on Valerie’s.

I shot my load again. First time in my life I had two women in one night. Valerie had at least her fifth orgasm of the night, and who knows how many more she would have with Julie once I left.

Valerie seemed to me a bit sated, over her crisis, and she pulled out three cigarettes and lit up Julie, myself, and her. I was getting hard again watching two sexy women, eyes glazed over from amazing sex, smoking.

“Mike,” Valerie said. “I can’t thank you enough for tonight. Now that we have a little “thing going,” would it be too much to ask if you could come over again soon?” She laughed. “You don’t even need to have a toothache!”

I stood up like a gentleman, and announced: “Julie, Dr. Pleasant. I believe it’s going to be a long, hot summer.”

❤️❤️❤️


#2 THE TRANSGENDER IN MY HOUSE

Forced Feminization by an Internet Crush

Jaclyn Dicey


Dedication

To Lea,(my friend and sometimes model), M, and K - You all Rock! (-; Your support, critiques, and ideas are invaluable! ❤️❤️❤️


Prologue

Iwould call myself an average guy. I’m happily married to a good woman, have two adult sons who I’m very proud of, and live in an upscale neighborhood on Long Island. I’m an orthopedic surgeon with a very busy practice, and what little time I have outside of my work, I devote to my wife and my family.

My name is Dr. Zev Berenson, and my wife Ariel is what’s called a Sabra - a native born Israeli, and she lives up to the reputation that many Israeli women have of being like the sabra fruit: tough on the outside, sweet and delicious on the inside. She is a stunning woman: shapely legs, a nice, tight ass, light skinned, crystal blue eyes, and long, blonde hair, and stands at five feet- five - inches tall in her stiletto heels (when she has occasion to wear them). Some people mistake her accent and appearance for French, which only increases her sex appeal to me. In a bathing suit? Forget about it!

We met when I was in medical school in Israel at Bar-Ilan University, and immediately there was a huge physical and emotional attraction. She’s intelligent, street smart, and well, beautiful. After a stint in the Israel Defense Forces as a combat surgeon; seeing things I still have trouble forgetting, we moved to the US, where I joined a very large orthopedic practice. Like I said before, the work schedule is very grueling, thus making the time that I can spend with Ariel very precious.

I never spent a lot of time online looking at porno sites, stuff like that, because Ariel and I have a decent, but rather conservative sex life. However, I do spend time on social media; perhaps more than I should. It can even be more dangerous than porn sites. As you’ll soon see, this story is about a “scrape” I had that changed my life around.

Now, if you were to classify my married sex life, if there even is such a metric, I would call it a “shade of vanilla.” Ariel and I never really discuss it. Sometimes we spice things up a bit by starting up in the kitchen or the living room, and then go upstairs laughing into the bedroom. I always believed that Ariel was fulfilled sexually. Lately however; since our two sons moved out of the house, things changed. I don’t know, maybe Ariel was having some kind of a mid-life crisis or something. Lately, there’s been a machine-like quality to our lovemaking. Some people would say it’s normal when you’ve been married for thirty years. I am happy, but I think (it could all be in my head) that she wants something “more,” as if something is missing. I wish she would talk to me about it.

I’m fifty-three years old, Ariel is fifty-two, and looks not a day older than thirty. That’s one thing I love about her - she knows how to keep herself. I’m pretty fit myself and keep active. I don’t have that “middle age belly” that so many guys my age have. If I did I wouldn’t be able to stand on my feet in the OR all day.

The story that I’m about to tell could happen to anybody. I don’t believe I was “marked” for it, it just happened. It’s called life, so, it could happen to you too. I’ll just say this: Don’t take it for granted that you know someone implicitly - especially your spouse - you could be in for quite a surprise. Enjoy the ride!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter I - The House Guests

“Married or not, the chemistry of sexual attraction between men and women doesn’t stop because of a ring.”

It was a Monday morning, and I was getting ready to go in to the office. It was to be a busy day because I had a surgery at the hospital at one o’clock. Ariel and I had a nice weekend which I was grateful for. The summer was a hot one, and we enjoyed a nice beach day on Saturday, and a relaxing day at a friend’s house for a barbecue yesterday afternoon. So now, back to work. Our vacation wasn’t to be until late August - next month. Ariel worked as a data systems analyst for a finance company, and she had a “normal job;” nine to five, Monday through Friday.

“Don’t work too hard Zev,” she said. Don’t forget to change into those running shoes of yours before you go to the OR. I don’t want you to throw your back out!”

“You mean like this?” and I put my arms around her waist, squeezed her tight and picked her up and whirled her around the kitchen. She squealed. “Yes, exactly like that.” I put her down and looked into those beautiful eyes and said, “I love you Ariel.”

“Me too, motek” (Hebrew for sweetheart). “Oh,” she said. “What do you want for dinner?”

“Well, I should be home close to seven, so I’ll just have the chicken breast from last night.”

“Sounds good - Okay honey, have a good day, and be careful! - lots of crazy people on the road!” That’s her, always looking out for me, like a mother hen. Since I was the parent with the crazy hours, I would have to give Ariel most of the credit in raising our sons to be the good young men they are today. I was seriously in love with this woman. To me, she would always be my “my bride.”

I came home a little later than I had planned - about seven-thirty, and she waited for me before she ate. We exchanged small talk about our day over dinner. She opened a bottle of Merlot, my favorite, and we let the wine take the edge off our day. I couldn’t wait to stretch out on the couch. She put some Netflix movie on, and I had my laptop out, finishing up some patient charting for the office; called the two surgical patients from today to see how they were doing, and I snuggled up with Ariel. Both of our sons called us, and we were still making the adjustment to being “empty nesters,” but it was okay. That’s how it should be. You raise kids, and in the blink of an eye, they’re out and on their own, making their way in the world.

At about nine o’clock, Ariel got a call from a girlfriend in Israel she did her army time with. She hadn’t heard from her in a while, so I got busy with my own stuff, expecting - and I was right, a lengthy phone call. I didn’t hear many words, but what I did hear was lots of laughing. After about an hour and a half Ariel came to me in the living room where I was half asleep, stretched out, and the laptop was on the coffee table next to me.

“I’m sorry honey, Dorit and I haven’t spoken in months, but guess what?”

“What?” I said, expecting, I don’t know what. My eyes were barely open, but what Ariel said woke me up -and quickly!

“She said she’s coming here for about a month with her girlfriend, Yaffa. I told her that they are welcome to stay here as long as they want to.” Ariel looked at me expectantly. “That’s okay, isn’t it Zev?”

❤️❤️❤️

I immediately froze, and a lightning bolt of fear ran right through me, draining the color out of my face. Holy shit! I said, and not with any exaggeration. What I didn’t tell my wife was that I was quite familiar with Yaffa through Instagram. I know it sounds sleazy, dirty, and any other salacious adjective you may want to throw in there, but here’s what happened: I made up a second Facebook account under an assumed name, and I used it to go on to Instagram to talk to other girls and have vicarious online “romances” with them. I happened to come across pictures of Dorit and Yaffa. I was very careful, and I stayed away from Dorit, but something about Yaffa caught my interest; I got “very chummy” with her. Yeah I know, colossal mistake. What the fuck was I thinking!? I knew she was a lesbian, maybe bisexual, and in a relationship with Dorit, but I didn’t tell her I was married. She insisted on getting a picture of me, and I kept putting it off. When it became apparent that she would “drop me” if I didn’t send her a picture, I found an online photo of some Spanish male model, played around with it a little on a Photoshop editor, and sent it. I also sent her pictures of my cock (I didn’t doctor those!). I told her my name was “Esteban,” the best match I could find to Zev. This little game was going on for about a year. She even hinted around that she was in an open relationship and would love for me to come to Israel and meet-up with her! The next thing I knew, she was sending me barely clad pictures of herself, in bikinis, and pictures in very suggestive poses; teasing me and almost daring me to go further.

I would often take my iPhone somewhere private and jerk-off my rock-hard cock to these pictures of Yaffa from Instagram, and also the most incredibly sexy photos she sent to an e-mail address I made up just for this. There were pictures of her shoving dildos up her ass; pictures of her face with cum dripping down from her chin and her eyes. One quick video showed her holding onto some dude’s humongous Black cock as it was spraying her face with a gallon of creamy jizz. In my mind I wasn’t cheating because nothing physical passed between us. To me, and I suppose many other guys, it was just harmless fun.

Since I found out she was actually coming to visit us, I was fantasizing about revealing myself to her, and wondered what I could get away with. I mean, after all, she would be here under our roof! But I told myself that was crazy. I didn’t want to ruin my marriage with Ariel. So their visit started with all sorts of things running through my mind; some of them scary.

❤️❤️❤️

“Of course it is honey. This house has been too quiet since the boys left, so maybe a little company will ‘spice things up’ a bit,” I said, after the initial shock wore off. (Ordinarily, I wouldn’t be so forthcoming with hospitality, but I know how much Dorit means to Ariel. Besides, Ariel doesn’t have any trust issues with me being around Dorit because Dorit prefers women to men. I like her as well. She is one of those people who is always interesting, and speaks with an animated flair.)

Dorit and her partner Yaffa, who is a grandchild of Moroccan immigrants to Israel, both run a new start-up company in the field of biomedical technology. It’s quite successful and involves some cutting-edge science dealing with the heart muscle. This means that I certainly won’t be bored by their conversation.

Yaffa stands at about five feet-nine inches tall, has a killer figure, has long, golden, luxurious hair, and has a nice, light complexion.

“Dorit says they will be with us for about two weeks, then go down to a conference in Washington for one week, then back up here for a week before they fly back to Israel.”

“Nice. So what do you plan to do with them? We don’t have vacation time until the end of August.”

“Well, Dorit says they will be renting a car and would like to do some sightseeing in NYC and maybe upstate. Yaffa has never been to the States. Don’t worry too much about keeping them busy; you know how independent Dorit is.” I nodded my assent.

“So when are they coming?” I asked.

“They will arrive on Thursday afternoon, and Dorit will drive them both here directly from JFK.”

“Sounds good. I guess we can let them stay in the guest room upstairs, right?”

“Sure. They’re polite, won’t get in our way, and we also have the pool where they can lounge around during the day.”

“Yes,” I said. “They can do that while we ‘working class people’ do our jobs,” and I would be treated to actually seeing that hot body of Yaffa in real life! I was already feeling my cock moving around in anticipation of  . . . of a “feast?”

Ariel laughed at my joke, which was partly true. “I’m going to try and get next week off. If I finish this data project I have, then I can work the rest from home and spend some time with them.”

“That’s fine with me,” I said. Now, what was I going to do with Yaffa? Suppose she sends e-mails and Instagram posts to “Esteban” during her time here? Should I play along and answer her as if she wasn’t in the States? She knew that “Esteban lived in Spain. I would just have to be patient and see how things developed.

❤️❤️❤️

Finally Thursday rolled around. I was at the office all day, and when I came home I was beat. It was time for my “Oscar winning performance” to begin, just as I was pulling up and I saw their rented silver Nissan with Georgia license plates in the driveway. It looked like my plans of falling asleep in front of the TV after dinner were going to need a raincheck. I took several deep breaths before I walked into the house, where I was greeted by Ariel, who threw her arms around me and kissed me. “Zev!” she said. “Look who’s here!”

“Hello Zev,” Dorit said, in perfect, but Hebrew-accented English. “How long has it been since I’ve seen you? Two years.”

“Yes, that’s about right. The last time Ariel and I were in Israel.” Dorit got up from the kitchen table and kissed me on the cheek.

“Oh,” I said, “and this must be Yaffa. Ariel has told me wonderful things about you.” She had really beautiful green eyes, and looked like she was in her early forties; at least ten years younger than Dorit, Ariel, and me. In person she was even hotter than on Instagram. She was dressed very chic, with a very stylish short green leather skirt and gold chain belt, four-inch green high heels, and a white, studded, short sleeve blouse. My mouth hung open because the top three buttons were open, and I was treated to a great view of the cleavage of two gorgeous peach-colored breasts. I think that seeing her tits like this was even better than the nudes she sent me. Something very alluring about semi-clad breasts that’s a real turn-on.

Her long golden hair was way past her shoulders, and I could make out the outline of two nipple rings on very erect nipples. It looked like they could punch through any bra. Right away my thoughts turned to seeing her outside, lounging around by the pool. I tried, without much success I’m guessing, from hiding my arousal which was, shall we say, “off the charts.” Just catching her scent of coconut skin cream, and French perfume was getting my cock very hard; like I could break walnuts with it. In addition, I usually wear scrubs in the office, and I didn’t change out of them before I came home. Sometimes I do, and sometimes I don’t. Today was one of those days where I definitely should have changed!

I’m positive that Ariel noticed my cock, but she didn’t say anything, secure in the knowledge that Yaffa and Dorit were a couple. Something told me though, in the way that Yaffa looked at me, that her relationship status (plus her Instagram posts - hello!) wouldn’t stop her from wanting to fuck me, especially because of the way that she was grinning at me! I tried my best not to show any emotion. Married or not, the chemistry of sexual attraction between men and women doesn’t stop because of a ring. I knew right then and there that I would have to be very careful this month!

“Yes, hello Zev. Thank you and Ariel for your hospitality. Dorit has told me many wonderful things about you. You’re a surgeon. That’s very impressive.” She stood up, and walked cat-like to where I was standing, and she kissed me on the cheek, stealing a quick wink at me that Ariel didn’t see because her back was turned to me. I felt my pants size shrink as my cock, with a mind of its own pressed further up against my scrub suit. I didn’t even have time to change. I tried to stoop over just a little to hide my erection; I was so embarrassed as I stood there in the kitchen looking like a hunchback. Yaffa didn’t say anything because maybe she was used to men having the same reaction as me when they first laid eyes on her. I tried my best not to make a big deal of it, and think of a way to get out of there and change - quickly.

In my fantasy thoughts, I wished it was the Middle Ages or something. I would just grunt like a caveman, grab Yaffa by those golden locks, bend her over the kitchen table and fuck her brains out, giving her pussy a good pounding from behind!

“Yes, I’m an orthopedic surgeon. Ariel told me that you two are in the biomedical engineering business and working on projects related to the heart muscle. After dinner I want to hear all about it!”

“Of course, my pleasure,” Yaffa said, looking at me straight in the eye, and focused like a laser making me extremely uncomfortable; yet turned on at the same time. The sexual tension could be cut with a knife.

Now Dorit was a beautiful, petite blonde like Ariel. She had the same gorgeous build as my wife, just a little shorter and was also dressed very, I want to say “provocative,” but the version of me that was in college would have used the word “fancy slut.” So there I was, in very revealing scrub attire, with three beautiful blonde women in the same room, and I needed an out - and fast!

“You ladies will have to excuse me, but I must take a shower (ice cold!) and get dressed for dinner and the evening.” It did feel like I was in college again, because in the shower, I took advantage of the hot water (forget about cold!) - and the soap, and did what any virile man in his early fifties would do. I jerked myself off, a large, thick wad of pent-up cum shooting up against the tiled wall; the smell of Yaffa still in my nostrils. I had my eyes closed and I thought of those e-mailed photos she sent me with the cum rolling down her face. I swear that if I didn’t have to be downstairs for dinner, I would have jerked off again like a twenty-year-old!

When I went into the master bedroom to dress, I went to look out the second-floor window, overlooking the pool and the back yard. Yaffa was standing outside, in front of the glass sliding door to the kitchen, very sensuously smoking a long, white, 120 cigarette. I instantly got another boner! There is something about watching a very hot woman smoking that turns me on. I’ve had a smoking fetish for about as long as I could remember, although neither Ariel nor I smoke.

As I was intently watching Yaffa, she turned and looked up at the bedroom window. Shit - busted! The only thing I could do was wave, and then she did something that totally blew me away - she blew a kiss at me! At that point, at not even past the first day of the visit, I knew I was getting sucked into something. So, I finished dressing and took my throbbing cock and me downstairs.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II - Lessons

The rest of the evening was uneventful; watching TV, making small talk, my wife and Dorit catching up on things, and reminiscing about stuff from their university days. Ariel and I were curious about how Dorit and Yaffa met. Ariel knew some details, and I think they spoke more for my benefit, than to satisfy Ariel’s curiosity. So here, I took the lead. “How did you two meet? I don’t recall Ariel telling me anything about that,” I said, a pleasant smile on my face, trying very hard to hide the excitement in my pants since I first walked in the door in my scrubs.

Dorit and Yaffa looked at each other and smiled. It was Dorit who spoke. “Well, as you know, I was studying biomedical engineering at the Technion in Haifa, and Yaffa and I were in advanced physics together. We were in a small research group, revolving around the differences in fluid pressure in the heart chambers . . .” She paused and smiled. “Ariel, are you sure you want to hear all this medical stuff?”

“Well, it’s a very different language for me, but okay. I think that’s how you two decided to form your start-up, am I right?”

“Yes, that’s it exactly,” Dorit said.

“Okay, so sure I want to hear about it, and I know Zev is very interested in what you two have to say.” Ariel shot me a knowing glance, with an obvious reference to my “demonstration” of the hydraulics of the penis earlier! Then, Yaffa broke in: “Naturally, after we got to know each other better at work, we started dating.” She had a faraway look. “I’ve never been with such a great, and considerate lover as Dorit in my life!” Yaffa said; and with that, Dorit leaned over and kissed Yaffa on the cheek.

Later that night, after Ariel and me had gone to bed, we were awakened by “noises” coming from the guest room next door, which among primal screams of pleasure included “bumping sounds” on the headboard. Now, our house is about fifty years old, and the walls are real walls; not the cheap crap they use in construction today, but the sound from next door still traveled.

“My God, Ariel. How long have they been at it?” I asked, completely in awe of the sexual Olympics going on in the guest room, and extremely jealous as well.

“What time did we go to sleep? 11:30?” Ariel asked.

“Yeah, and now it’s 3:45. This is only the first night! How are we supposed to last for three weeks?” I was such a great actor!

My mind was going crazy thinking about all the Instagram pictures as well as the pictures she emailed to me, in the private account I set up. This was dangerous. If Ariel was the jealous type, she could have easily done a search on me and found out my secret. Hearing the two of them going at it next door was making me insane. I wish there was some way I could just watch them - hide in the closet or something and shoot my load to what they were doing.

The next morning on the way to work, I was thinking crazy things, like getting Yaffa alone and telling her that I was her “Instagram lover,” and how much I wanted to fuck her. It would be like “strictly business.” I knew that she wouldn’t leave Dorit. She was a lesbian to be sure, as I saw from her other pictures, but she was also a bisexual lesbian. My God, I thought, what if she could be discreet and I could find some way to have her? The rest of that day at work I had trouble concentrating , knowing who was in my house for the next couple of weeks. A big surgical case was cancelled, and I got the chance to come home early. Ariel would be working until six o’clock trying to clear her schedule for the rest of her friend’s stay. I was hoping that Dorit and Yaffa would be outside in the backyard by the pool. This way, I would get to see both of them in bikinis.

I pulled up to the house about three o’clock, and Ariel’s car was gone, but the ladies were in. The question was, do I go directly into the backyard, or go into the house first and get into my bathing suit. Well, my curiosity got the better of me, as well as my raging hard-on, so I went around the house to the side gate, and entered the backyard. What I saw stopped me dead in my tracks. Both Dorit and Yaffa were in the pool, and both of their tops were off. Yaffa was wearing a cotton tennis skirt, and Dorit was in a very skimpy bikini bottom, with a purple string running down her ass crack. They were in four feet of water, arms around each other’s shoulders and kissing. I stood transfixed at the sight, wondering if I should intrude, or go back into the house, and wait for them to get out of the pool. But by the looks of things, no one was going anywhere.

My questions were answered when Yaffa opened her eyes and saw me standing there. She broke off from Dorit, looked at me and smiled, causing Dorit to turn in my direction also. “Hello Zev,” Yaffa said. “You’re home early, what happened?” Her tone suggested more delight than interest in why I was home three hours early.

“Oh, I had a case cancelled today, so I thought I would come home early. I’m sorry for intruding.”

Dorit answered, a big grin on her face. “Don’t be silly Zev! It’s your pool, why don’t you join us? I’m sure Ariel won’t mind.” Ariel wouldn’t mind? How did she know that; what made her so sure??

“Yes Zev,” Yaffa said, “Why don’t you join us. Please.” I was ready to jump in with my scrubs on, and didn’t need much prompting.

“Okay, I’ll change and be right down.” Both girls started giggling.

I went into the kitchen for a beer, and sat at the table, drinking it to calm my nerves, and stop my heart from racing. My cock was making a tent that could house a full regiment in my scrubs. I walked over to the sliding doors from the kitchen and called out to them in the backyard: “Would you ladies like some refreshments; beer, wine?”

Yaffa answered. “Sure Zev, bring out whatever you want,” and both of them were giggling like school girls.

I finished my beer and went upstairs to change into my bathing suit as quickly as I could. I realized from their giggles that both of them took notice of my cock poking out from my scrubs. I shrugged, and I thought, so what? Was that so unusual? I mean, they were hot women and knew that they would get that kind of a reaction. So after I changed I grabbed a towel from the hall closet and went downstairs. I brought out two beers and a bottle of red wine with some plastic cups on a tray. Dorit and Yaffa were out of the pool and sitting on two of the chaise lounges that Ariel and I had set up out by the pool. Yaffa was smoking one of her long, 120 Virginia Slims, eyeing me and seductively dragging on it. She knew how that turned me on from the other day when I watched her from the bedroom window.

“Thank you Zev, you’re a terrific host! No wonder that Ariel loves you so much,”
Yaffa said.

“I would think there might be a few more reasons why she loves me as much as she does,” I answered.

“I’m wondering if maybe she appreciates how you are in the bed? What do you think, Zev,” Yaffa said. Dorit was taking this in like it was completely normal. I turned a bright red. Now Dorit turned to Yaffa, and the rest of this little conversation was continued in Hebrew, because a lot of the idioms, and nuances of the subject were better for both of them in their native language. I, of course, spoke the language fluently as well, and answered them. For example, “Lih heet foke” - “to fuck” sounded much better when a sexy Israeli woman said it.

“I think I’m quite good in bed, Yaffa,” I answered.

“Oh Zev, Zev,” Yaffa said, with Dorit smiling intently at me, “I think that Ariel is looking for ‘a bit more’ from you as far as sex is concerned.”

“Really, and what makes you say that?” I asked.

“Because she told us Zev,” Dorit chimed in. “You know, during one of our many phone calls, Ariel told me that you don’t really know how to please a woman sexually.” This came as a shock to me because Ariel told me that she didn’t really speak all that much to Dorit, but the part about me “not satisfying her” may have some truth to it, because of Ariel’s behavior to me in bed. I knew that I sensed something. I felt ashamed, and also a bit angry that Ariel would discuss our sex life with her friends.

“So Zev, one of our goals on this trip is to try and educate you a little bit about your ‘deficiencies’ in that area. What do you say? Are you game? Don’t worry, Ariel knows we would have this conversation. In fact she told us that she won’t be home till about nine o’clock anyway tonight.”

“When did she tell you this Dorit, and how did you know I would be home early today?” Both Dorit and Yaffa were laughing. “We didn’t know this Zev. We were planning to start our lessons a bit later tonight, but now that you’re here earlier, so much the better,” Dorit said.

The fact that Ariel knew about these “lessons” pleased me greatly, because I was doing all I could to restrain myself from grabbing Yaffa, telling her that I was her Instagram lover and plowing her right here. But I thought I would be cautious and just wait a bit till I could reveal that. The photos of Yaffa with a face full of white cum dripping down her cheeks, holding onto a big Black cock, were fresh in my mind.

“You know Zev,” Dorit explained, “Yaffa and I have a very open relationship, so we don’t mind teaching you a few things. But we’re going to take things very slowly, and you have to take what we give you and not ask for more or the deal is off? Okay?” A little strange, and I would have to be an idiot not to take Dorit up on that, but my real desire of the two of them was Yaffa, and I think both of them knew that.

“The other thing Zev, is that Ariel doesn’t need to know all the details of what we do, ok? It’s up to you how much you want to explain to her,” Dorit said. “Now are you ready to join us in the pool for your first lesson, Doctor Zev??”

I didn’t say anything, but put the tray of drinks down on the table, threw my towel on the back of the empty lounge next to Dorit and went to the diving board at the end of the pool. I dove in head first, came up and swam over to the four-foot section of the pool. Dorit and Yaffa both laughing, jumped in to join me. There was nothing to be shy about. We had a nice fence enclosing our backyard from any neighbors. Besides, my property was two acres, and any nosy neighbors would need binoculars to see what was going on. As soon as I reached the four-feet section of the pool, Dorit grabbed me from the front and started kissing me rather intensely, winding her tongue around mine like a snake. She was, very talented in that. My raging cock was pressed up against her. Yaffa took her place behind me and wasted no time in slipping her fingers around my cock, underneath my bathing trunks and rubbing it between her thumb and index finger shaped like an “O.”

Both of them had their tops off and while Dorit pressed her tits into my chest, her nipple rings digging into my skin, Yaffa pressed her tits into my back as she was yanking me. At no time did Dorit take her mouth off mine. I only moaned through that long kiss, being bombarded by all these pleasant sensations. Now Dorit put her hands into my bathing suit as well, the two of them taking tuns in jerking me off. I’ve never had two women doing that to me at the same time, and let me tell you, the feeling is awesome. Yaffa put her long fingernails on the bottom of my balls, yanking and pulling. Through the sharp pain was pleasure, lots of pleasure. Dorit took my right arm off of her shoulder and forcefully took my hand and placed it underneath her skimpy bikini, centering it over her clit, which was as hard as a cherry pit.

She moaned as I squeezed it between my fingers, then resumed kissing me even harder after she gulped some air. Through our closed lips she “instructed me” to “slide your fingers into me!” So I did, and I was able to feel the slipperiness of her aroused cunt even through the water of the pool. She moaned with approval and Yaffa was yanking and sliding over me even harder. I felt Dorit stiffen and spasm, one time after another; cumming like a machine gun. I heard her hoarsely whisper: “This is what Ariel wants.” That was it for me. I groaned loudly and shot my cum into my bathing suit, most of it escaping to the surface of the water, making a white oil slick. Yaffa sensed this and squeezed me even harder. The girls switched positions. Now Yaffa was kissing me, and had her right hand down her short cotton tennis dress, playing with herself. Dorit was at my back, grinding her tits into my shoulders. Yaffa was moving her hands up and down her front with a fury. She stiffened and let out an “Ahhhhh,” and then relaxed.

The three of us stopped to catch our breath, and stood there hugging each other. “You did well Zev,” Dorit said. “Now, if you could only do that with Ariel, I think she’d be happy. But there’s still much more you have to learn.” I didn’t say a word, but stood up straight and led the two of them out of the pool to dry off. We headed to the lounge chairs for our drinks.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III - The Big Surprise

We had dinner without Ariel. She had called me and told me to order in Chinese takeout. Of course, I didn’t tell her about the afternoon’s activities, and thought it best to leave that up to the two “architects” of the plan, Dorit and Yaffa. All during dinner I wondered when would be a good time to “reveal myself” to Yaffa, and how would she react? I was hoping that she would be turned on even more than she was in the pool, which would be an amazing feat. As for Dorit, she was a hot little number herself, and I fantasized about watching her and Yaffa going at it. What would they do if I was around? Make me sit on a chair and watch them as I jerked off? Hop into bed and join them? That was one of my biggest fantasies - to be in be in the sack with two hot, oversexed lesbians. We had just finished the fortune cookies and the Chinese tea when the phone rang. It was my neighbor, Clarence, and he sounded urgent.

“Zev!” Clarence said.

“Hi Clarence, what’s up? You sound excited.”

“Zev, my goddamned hot water heater broke, and there’s like two inches of water in my basement! Can you come over with your Shop-Vac?” This couldn’t have come at a more inconvenient time. The girls had told me that Ariel wanted the four of us to hop into bed together and “explore new heights of pleasure.” At least that’s what Dorit had told me. She admitted over dinner that Ariel knew there would be a “pool party.” Now I agreed to help my neighbor out and who knew when the hell I would get back - SHIT!! But Clarence is a nice guy, so, I know he would do the same for me if I was stuck.

“Okay Clarence, give me a few minutes and I’ll be over. I’m just finishing up dinner.”

“Thanks Zev! I’ll see you soon.” Now I had to disappoint Dorit and Yaffa, just when my cock was telling me it was ready for some night action.

I hung up the phone and my face must have shown my disappointment because Dorit came over to me from behind my chair and placed her arms around my front. She leaned close to my ear and licked it with her tongue. “What’s wrong Zev? It sounds like you must leave us all alone tonight.”

“Unfortunately, yes. For a little while anyway, at least. That was my next-door neighbor, Clarence. He has a flood in his basement, and he needs my help.”

“Ohhh, too bad. Oh well, I guess that means we’ll just wait till you get home, ok?” Now I was NOT going to miss this for the world. Then, I started to think about Yaffa. Maybe if I took her on the side and revealed my Instagram “secret” to her, it would, how shall I say it, “pique” her interest. That way, while I’m gone helping Clarence out, she could discuss it with Dorit. So, after careful consideration of thirty seconds, I decided to talk to Yaffa.

“Yaffa, before I go, could I speak to you - alone?” This caused both to look at me, then to each other. Yaffa was quick to respond, “Sure Zev, we can talk.” I took Yaffa into the hallway leading outside to the front while Dorit remained at the table.

“What I’m going to say to you will come as a big surprise, ok?” She took a big drag of her long cigarette, blowing the smoke into my face, an evil little smile appearing on her lips because Yaffa knew how much that turned me on. (She knew how much it also turned on my “alias persona,” Esteban, because she sent “him” erotic smoking pictures of herself). My cock was officially now a “dangerous weapon.”

“I’ve spoken to you before, Yaffa,” I said. She made no expression, just looked at me and waited for me to continue. “You have a friend on Instagram and Facebook that you’ve been talking to regularly and sending pictures too.” She held up her hand and placed her two fingers holding the cigarette up to my lips, shushing me.

“I know all about that Zev. I was waiting for you to confess your little secret to me. Apparently, you don’t know very well how to disguise your tracks with online media. It wasn’t very hard for me to do a little digging, with some facial recognition software and tracking your IP Address for me to find out it was you. So, all I did was just string you along and see how far I could go with it.” Now an evil smile crossed her face. I turned white as a sheet, and my fear level went up one hundred percent; and my mouth was wide open.

“Dorit knows all about it,” she said. “But Ariel doesn’t know a thing. I wonder how she would take this news?” She did a mischievous smile with an exaggerated expression that looked like oh no! She had me. I was just waiting, dumbstruck, for the punchline to hit me, my mouth wide open. She continued: “Go run along now and help your friend, Zev. Enjoy the next few hours of freedom that you have, because now . . . you’re mine! But you know, being ‘mine’ isn’t all bad. In fact, I think you’ll really enjoy it. So, what do you say? Can we, as you in America call it, ‘play ball?’”

I tried to be as brave as possible in the face of what I would call getting “busted.” “Okay Yaffa, you win. You did your detective work. I suppose your time in the IDF’s military intelligence corps paid off for you.” She placed her arms around me and gave me a big smoky kiss, putting my cock on fire. “Yes, my time there was well spent - you bad, bad, boy,” and she laughed as I went out the door.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV - More Schooling

It took about three hours to help Clarence. He had a real shit show in his basement and would need a new floor for starters, poor guy. Thank God for insurance! As I left his house at about ten o’clock, I saw Ariel’s car in the driveway and wondered what kind of show I would be walking into. This was all uncharted territory for me, but I was very aroused by the whole thing - being a sex slave to three beautiful women! On one hand I deserved to be punished for the sneaking around online I did behind my wife’s back, but I was certain that the “punishment” would be very pleasurable.

The lights were off downstairs as I entered the house as quietly as possible through the back entrance by the pool. I disabled the entry chime using my smart phone. The marble staircase up to the bedroom made it possible for me to get up there without the sound of heavy footprints. I heard laughter coming from the master bedroom as I made my way to the foot of the staircase. I smelled a heavy odor of cigarette smoke, which seemed unusual for just Yaffa alone. I saw light streaming into the hallway with the door to the master bedroom open. The bathroom door across from the bedroom was open, and I could see the master bed through the reflection in the bathroom mirror.

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw. All three women were completely naked except for Yaffa, who had navy blue panties on. Dorit was on her back, and my wife Ariel was on her knees straddling Dorit, with her face buried in her pussy. Dorit’s neck was arched, and her nails were digging into Ariel’s back. Yaffa was behind Ariel, bent over her back and playing with Ariel’s tits. The three of them were so absorbed with each other that I don’t think even my loud door chime would have made them take notice. I wanted very badly to get in on the action, wondering if I would have enough cum stored up in my fifty-year-old body for three women. Before I walked in, I stood to the side of the doorway, my hands down the front of my pants, feeling my hard cock and squeezing it.

“Hello girls.” I said as I made my grand entrance. The three of them were breathing heavy, and Ariel lifted her wet, glistening face up from Dorit’s slippery, wet cunt.

“Hi honey,” she said, panting. “Get undressed and join the party!” All three of them looked at me and started laughing. Yaffa said, “Okay, who get’s Zev’s cock first? Ariel, you can get it anytime you want, so let Dorit and I have a shot at it first, okay? Show some hospitality to your guests!” More laughter.

I wasted no time, kicking off my shoes, my T-shirt, and then my shorts. I still had my boxers on. Ariel said, “Come on sweetie, don’t be bashful! Show our houseguests your beautiful, circumcised cock!” This got all three of them going. As I took off my boxers, all three of them lit up their own cigarettes from Yaffa’s supply.

“Ariel!” I said surprised. “Since when do you smoke? And Dorit too?”

“Oh Zev, I know how much this turns you on! I know all the smoking fetish sites you look at on your laptop. Here, do you think I’m sexy, honey?” she said as she did a perfect snap, French inhale. She was also wearing a lot of makeup which she never wore with me. “Now come over here and fuck us!” she said, like she was asking for a cup of coffee. I couldn’t believe it - my wife was turning into a slut just for me. Or was it for me? Anyway, I didn’t care. I was jealous of women who were sexually pleasing my wife. It only aroused me more.

Dorit was like a wild animal. Her face was painted like a hooker as well, and she barked, reaching out with her hand, “Give that cock to me, NOW!” She pulled my massive, eight-inch cum stick very roughly to the side of the bed. She wasted no time in placing my cock in her mouth, blue eyes looking up at me, ‘ummming’ to herself. Her mouth was deliciously wet and slippery. The odor of pussy hung in the air, floating along with the smoke. She didn’t use her hands, just her mouth going up and down from the tip to the base of my cock. She was like a junkie getting a long, sought after fix.

Yaffa was on top of my wife, taking Dorit’s place, and eating out her pussy. Ariel’s legs were spread wide open, and she moaned with delight as the very experienced Yaffa went to work. Yaffa looked up for a second at me and Dorit, and said, “You see Zev, this is how you eat pussy!” Both Ariel and Yaffa laughed, and Dorit was trying very hard to make me cum. It didn’t take long. She held my cock with her whole fist, looking up at me and saying, “Will you please cum for me baby? I want you to shoot your cum all over my eyes and face, and then I want you to fuck me hard, OK!?”

She didn’t need to tell me that, I was well on my way. I let out a huge groan, and a big spray of white goo splashed all over Dorit’s eyes, cheeks, mouth, and chin. She was drowning in it and only wanted more! “Now Zev, I want you to lick my face clean!” This was a first for me, but I was so caught up in the events that I did so. I tasted my own, salty, thick jizz, along with the perfume that was on Dorit’s face. Right when I was finished and licked her clean, she grabbed the hair on the back of my head, stood up and kissed me hard, her tongue lapping up the cum from my mouth that I just licked off her. Then she pulled me down onto the king-sized bed on top of her, right next to Yaffa and Ariel.

“Eat me out Zev!” Dorit commanded. “Do a good job and suck on and bite my clitty!” I obeyed and was on my knees with Dorit sprawled out under me like a “V.” She was slippery and dripping, from Ariel’s play just thirty minutes before. My tongue tasted the sweet, tangy essence that was Dorit. It didn’t take long for her to quiver like the bow you shoot arrows with. She pushed my head deeper into her, and my nose came up against the hard, little cherry pit that was her clit, my tongue licking her insides up and down.

Then someone was grabbing for my cock, which wasn’t quite as hard as it was when I first walked into the bedroom. It was Yaffa, and she silently paced a blue silicone ring on my cock and slid it easily down to my base. I didn’t stop eating Dorit, and I knew better than to question Yaffa. She was up to something, and I was in no position to question her motives. Dorit let out a scream, quivering again, and she squirted a waterfall of pussy juice into my mouth. I was hard again. Dorit pulled me up her body, so our lips were at the same level, and she began biting my neck, my shoulders, and grabbing for my cock again, which was slick from before. Her tongue wrapped around mine and we kissed very hard. I was still trying to wrap my head around the fact that this was happening to me. I went from sucking up a wet basement floor to sucking up a wet pussy in about one hour. That had to be a world record somewhere!

What I saw in the bed next to me and Dorit was something I never expected to see in a million years. Yaffa was on her knees straddling Ariel and had Ariel flip over onto her stomach with her butt sticking up into the air. Yaffa looked at me and grinned as she stuck her thumb underneath her panties. Next, she pulled out a humongous nine-inch cock and started fucking my wife with it, winking at me sideways. My mouth opened in a wordless “holy shit!!” Yaffa like me had a huge cock ring slid over the base of her, I didn’t know what to call it - a

“She Cock?” Ariel was not surprised. Quite the contrary. She was turned on more than she ever was with me. She was moving backwards and forwards, meeting Yaffa thrust for thrust, the sound of Yaffa’s torso slamming into my wife’s butt rhythmic and loud.

Dorit took the cue from Yaffa and turned around with her butt facing up to me and yelled “Fuck me Zev! Come on!” I was so turned on by watching this transgender woman fucking my wife, “cuckolding” me, that I pounded Dorit hard and fast myself. The four of us were on the bed together; the four of us coupled up. Her pussy was nice and tight, grasping all eight inches of me as I slid in and out of that slick goodness. I buried my face in the back of her hair and bit her shoulders as I closed in on another orgasm. I inhaled the most pleasant aromas through my nose; her perfume, strawberry shampoo, and cigarette smoke – which for me was a natural aphrodisiac.

Ariel was crying out in an ecstasy from this crazy pounding, with animal sounds, not words. Finally, Yaffa let loose and pulled her cock out of my wife and shot her creamy load all over Ariel’s backside; her mouth opened, and her eyebrows furrowed in deep concentration and pleasure, as I did the same to Dorit and watched. I held and shook my cock like a firehouse.

In all the time, about a year since I’ve known Yaffa, I never knew she had a cock and was a transgendered woman. Nothing on her Instagram account showed any of that – she was just a very hot girl who loved cock, other men’s cocks. When everything seemed to break for a respite, I saw my wife lying on the bed face up with Yaffa lying on top of her. They were kissing deeply now, lost in their embrace. Dorit was the only one paying any attention to me. She took the time to light a cigarette and smiled at me, and I was sure that she knew about my Instagram relationship with her bisexual, transgendered lover, Yaffa.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V - The Test

Slowly, Yaffa pulled off of Ariel, and Ariel was on her back now with Yaffa gently stroking her pussy, sliding her middle finger slowly up and length of it, occasionally dipping one of her fingers into her honey trap. Ariel was writhing with guilty pleasure, biting her bottom lip, looking at me sideways.

Ariel shocked me again and very seductively lit up a long, 120 Virgina Slims. After a quick snap – drag, she said to me: “How does it feel Zev to watch your wife get fucked with a cock that isn’t yours. Yaffa and Dorit were looking at me and smiling.

“Well shit! You know I’m knocked out by all this; I never expected anything like tonight to happen, but to tell the truth . . . I kinda like the idea – watching, I mean.”

“Okay then Zev, you want to know what would really turn me on and also help liven up our sex life?”

This got my attention quick. “What would that be honey?” Dorit and Yaffa were laughing, which sent a chill up my back.

“Wait,” I said, before she could answer me. “Before you tell me that, Ariel, I want to know how you felt seeing me fuck and get sucked off by another woman?”

Without hesitation she said, “It was so fucking hot watching you get off! I want to do this all the time Zev.” She paused, looked at Dorit and Yaffa, and said to me: “I want to see you sucking the cock of a transgender man, starting with our love Yaffa, and then . . . and then . . . I want you to fuck me, and then fuck other women dressed as a woman while I get to watch!!”

I thought I would say no fucking way, but to tell you the truth, I was really turned on by Yaffa, watching her bone my wife, and it was a long-time fantasy of mine; to dress up as a female and have sex like that. It had something to do with my smoking fetish to be sure. So, I think my answer surprised the girls more than me. At this point, in the heat of the moment, I really didn’t care if Yaffa told Ariel that I was her secret Instagram lover. Her “threat” over me at this stage was mute.

“Okay, I’ll do it. I mean I’m NOT going to transform, but I’ll dress as a woman and fuck you silly if that’s what you want!”

Yaffa wasted no time in voicing her opinion. “We’re wasting time here! I want Zev to suck my cock NOW! Come here handsome,” she cooed to me, then got closer and whispered in my ear; “Esteban.”

I was surprised about Ariel’s enthusiasm for the whole thing. It was a side of my wife I never knew existed. I lay back on the bed and Yaffa straddled me, large, thick, nine-inch cock and all, playing with it and wiping me across the face with it, a devilish grin on her peach-colored face. Ariel and Dorit were amused by the site. Dorit had probably seen Yaffa in action with other “stunned men” before, but for Ariel this was a sight to behold. She was intently staring at the action on the other side of the bed, her fingers dipping into her glistening cunt. Slowly, Yaffa teased me by placing her cock on top of my lips, trying to force my mouth open by bumping the tip of her cock on my teeth. She wasn’t hurried about it all. Very nonchalantly she called out to her lover Dorit: “Dorit, please get me a cigarette from my bag, and take out one for you and Ariel.”

Dorit complied, and lit up Yaffa, Ariel, and then herself. I was as hard as a rock, and my hand moved down to my cock at the sight of three beautiful women smoking. Yaffa had her long cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth, and looked at Dorit, giving a silent command. Taking the cue, Dorit pushed my hand off my cock and grabbed it for herself; also dangling her cigarette as she started stroking me.

“C’mon Zev, open up for me,” Yaffa said, her slutty eyes squinting from the smoke and pure lust. I did as she commanded and instantly, she shoved that cock in my mouth, and down my throat; far enough to make me gag on it. Fortunately, my juices were flowing, and I was getting Yaffa’s cock nice and wet. I was a natural at it. I’ve always been able to move my tongue in weird ways, and I was able to wrap it nicely around that monster size cock and lick it up and down. Yaffa kept pumping me, and my teeth were biting down just a bit and she enjoyed it. You know, that thin line between pleasure and pain. Meanwhile Dorit put some cocoa butter on her hand and between that, sucking on Yaffa, and the cock-ring, I was ready to blow my load all over. Yaffa was grunting, and I felt pleasure knowing that I could do that to her. “Lick me faster!” She called out to me, eyes closed and in a world of her own. I could feel the head of her cock which became even more engorged start to drip a little salty pre-cum. I knew that she was close to exploding in my mouth.

Her cock was so large, I couldn’t even get to the base of it, I was struggling with what I had, but Yaffa loved it. She proved it to me by letting out a loud moan, gripping the top of my head with both hands, and filling my mouth with a mother lode of white sticky cum. I felt it drooling down my chin and spilling onto my chest. Yaffa was still hard when she pulled out of my mouth and started licking her cum off my chin and cheeks. “Zev,” she said, “you are the best. With just a little more practice, I think you’ll be terrific!” But my thoughts were on what was happening a little lower down. Dorit stopped rubbing me, and I felt a familiar pair of lips around my cock now - it was my wife, Ariel, who took over from Dorit. Ariel hardly ever wears makeup, but tonight she wore a ton, and just seeing her face like that made me insane. She looked up at me expectantly, slut-like, with crow’s feet, and went to work on me.

She was able to play me like a violin and knew exactly what I wanted and how I liked it - nice and slippery and wet. Being practiced in pleasing me, it was only a few seconds before I came in her mouth. She pulled off a bit so that I shot most of my load all over her pretty painted face. What a fucking turn-on that was. It’s amazing what a little makeup can do to “accelerate” the mood! “Lick it off me Zev!” she said. By this point, after about five minutes I was already an experienced cum-slut, so that’s just what I did. I grabbed her and kissed her, getting the full taste of my own jizz from my wife’s mouth. “You missed a few places,” she said, and turned her cheek towards me. I licked her entire face clean, and while I was doing that, she was sticking her fingers in her snatch, and I could smell the heady aroma of an aroused pussy. With the cock-ring on I was still hard, and I wanted to fuck Ariel badly, but she had other ideas.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter VI - The Reluctant New Me

I’m sorry honey,” but I want Yaffa to fuck me.” I was surprised and a little hurt by that. Seeing my pained expression, she explained. “Zev, you are wonderful - I think you know that. But after fucking Yaffa, I think I only want to be fucked by a transgender man, or a full shemale from now on.”

“Okay,” I said, going along with my wife’s desires. “So, what do you want me to do?” Hearing this, the three of them started laughing.

“Well, you’re going to watch Yaffa fuck me again, and then . . . and then I want you to put on some clothes and fuck me dressed up. We can do that after I take you shopping! What do you say?”

What can you say to that? Being honest with myself, I had to admit that I liked the idea, and this was the opening night to a series of firsts, in a summer unlike any of my previous ones. “All right,” I said. I was pretty much taken care of for the evening and wondering about my role for the rest of the night. I got up and watched as Ariel took my place on the bed, and it was like she was teaching me something new. She turned over and got on her knees; her sweet, firm little ass up in the air, just as I saw it when I walked into the bedroom a few hours ago.

“I like it when I’m getting fucked from the rear Zevvy,” she said, Dorit and Yaffa laughing at my expense.

“Now pay attention Zev,” Yaffa said, in a fake, mocking tone. “This is how Ariel loves it and how you’ll be doing it for the rest of your married life, okay?”

With that said, Yaffa got on the bed, moved me out of the way, and took her place right behind Ariel; her cock very hard from the cock-ring, and found a very wet, very willing pussy. In all my married life, I never thought that I would be a bystander while my wife was being fucked and sucked by another cock, or rather, another person with a cock. But it was a huge turn on for me. I was still hard, and as Yaffa began humping Ariel, and my wife’s moans of pleasure reached my ears, I began running my fingers on my cock in rhythm with her. Dorit had just lit a cigarette, and she kissed my ear and whispered, “Zev, you don’t have to do that by yourself; I’ll help you along, and she got on her knees, facing the opposite way on the bed from Ariel, and slowly guided my erection into the slippery, and tight little pussy of hers. I was getting a consolation prize for going along with their little scheme.

“I love your cock Zev because you’re so big and thick,” she said, a cloud of smoke accompanying her words. Now I was fully at ease, and looking forward to fucking Ariel, dressed and made up as a woman. I mean, why not? Dorit moved back and forth on my eight-inch love snake, and the feeling of that tight pussy, all slick with her juice suffocating my cock was incredible. Now I took up the pace and my torso was slapping her ass with each thrust. In the background I could hear Ariel moaning with pleasure from Yaffa’s fucking, and it got me going harder. I went faster and faster, all the while listening to Dorit, Yaffa and Ariel moaning. It was too much for me to take and I exploded inside of Dorit, feeling the warmth of my cum surround my cock. It made me go faster and faster, her pussy soaking up every bit of that precious fluid. Ariel let out a scream and I turned around and saw her gripping the sheets as she came. She never did that with me, but all that would change when I dressed up and fucked her dressed as a woman.

The four of us, sated for the evening, fell asleep on the bed all tangled up with each other. Tomorrow the girls would take me shopping after I came home from work. I was exhausted from the day - from work in the morning, the afternoon of pleasure in the pool with Dorit and Yaffa, and helping Clarence with his basement, and then the incredible session the four of us had here in our bed. I was glad I had no cases to do. I called the office and left a message with my service to push all my appointments ahead to later in the day, because I needed to sleep.

❤️❤️❤️

I managed to get through the day at work, glad that I pushed all my appointments forward. When I came home it was about six-thirty and Ariel and the girls brought in a pizza. I guess no one felt like cooking after last night. Who could blame them?

“Ready to go shopping Zev?” Ariel asked me, kissing me and hugging me.

“Yes, I’m looking forward to it, very much.” This was a half-truth. After sleeping on it, I had doubts. I didn’t like to be “forced” to do anything, and there was pressure on me. My own wife refused to have further sex with me unless I dressed up before, and there was always the unknown factor of how Ariel would react if Yaffa told her that I had a “secretive” relationship with her, as an impostor, over Instagram. I didn’t want to find out what she truly thought and was resigned to doing what they asked of me. I was their plaything, their “experiment.” However, my curiosity and my fetish got the better of me.

All of us went to the nearby mall, and I came back with a load of stuff. Thankfully, they spared me the embarrassment of trying things on at the stores; Yaffa and Ariel taking careful note of my sizes for the various items they selected for me. After all, Yaffa had experience in sizing up men for this sort of thing. She had transitioned with drugs, but not surgery, and as a result she still had a penis, of course, but she had curvy hips, the right fat disposition, and breasts - nice, firm breasts. The wig they selected for me was blonde, naturally, and long. They wanted me to “blend in,” to become “one of the girls.”

When we got home in the late afternoon, everyone was tired, including me, and so we all slept for a couple of hours, and then took in dinner. It seemed that while our houseguests were here, takeout food would be a mainstay for our dinners. Ariel was in no mood to do dishes, and neither was I. There were more important things to do. We went upstairs, the girls smiling to each other, a victory of sorts being won. All the things they bought me were on the bed. Yaffa would oversee the makeup. While it was being applied, Yaffa would not let me watch. My reaction would have to wait until I saw myself in the mirror when it was all done.

“Let’s get started on ‘the new you,’ Zev,” Yaffa said, winking at me; a reference to our little secret that she still wielded over me in case I had any second thoughts about going through with it. I would say that my acceptance with the whole thing was about sixty-forty. Realistically, I had no choice. The panties were the first item to go on. They were bikini-shaped, with a large gaff to hide my cock from view. I slipped them on, and I must admit that I enjoyed the silky feel of them as they slid up my legs, and then around my waist. To my surprise, I got hard - very hard. I suppose my age made the skin and fat of my chest pliable to some degree because when the bra went on, being tight, it pulled the fat of my chest together, giving the illusion of a cleavage of sorts. Before the bra went on, Yaffa took me into the bathroom and shaved off my chest, arm, and leg hair. This was the only part that I really didn’t enjoy. Yaffa, however, was having fun with the shaving. She leaned in close to me and whispered into my ear: “Now Esteban, I would love to shave off your eyebrows and pencil them in, but not today - that would be too much, too soon, I think. But it’s really what you deserve for sneaking around behind Ariel’s back.” I didn’t respond.

After the black-laced bra went on, the panty hose were next. I was glad that my legs were shaved, because otherwise the pantyhose might have ripped, or gotten a run. I amazed myself because I was already thinking like a woman would! They were black, sheer pantyhose, and were very silky, giving me a nice feeling when they went on. The top was a black laced pattern, and there were straps that held them to my panties with the gaff. They selected a powder blue satin blouse for me, with a ruffled pattern going down the middle. The top three buttons were open, showing what little cleavage I had. The illusion was good. Dorit said it was good enough to go out in public, but the girls decided that I wasn’t ready for that yet. Maybe by the end of the summer they said, grinning at me. Of the three of them, Ariel enjoyed the show most of all. She was getting the husband she desired. I had to make a mental note of asking her when she decided that this was what she wanted for me; no, insisted for me.

The first thing that most guys look at when they’re checking a lady out at a bar, is the skirt, and how much leg is showing. They had that part covered nicely by buying me a black leather skirt with a wide, belt and buckle. It came with a slit up the side, and went to just a bit over my knees, leaving something to the imagination. The shoes were a complicated matter. Yaffa told me that I would have to wear four-inch heels to go out in public, but I needed practice in walking in them. So, shoes were the only accessory they didn’t bother with - yet.

Finally, Yaffa was ready with the makeup, and she took me into our bathroom, and had me sit on a chair, facing away from the mirror, as per our agreement that I was not allowed to see until after she was done with me. Ariel and Dorit were in the bedroom, kissing and touching, warming themselves up for the night’s activities, with me as the guest of honor. The joke amongst them was something like, “We wish Zev could have joined us tonight.” Apparently, they had another moniker for me, and it wouldn’t be “Esteban.”

After studying my face for a few minutes, Yaffa carefully applied the foundation, the blush, lip liner, a bright, cherry red lipstick, and blue eye shadow, with black eyeliner. My eye lashes were bright and not too thick, so they bought me false eyelashes - a dark brown, and long, to match with my blonde wig. When my face was done to her satisfaction, Yaffa applied the wig cap, centering it just right on my head. The blonde wig was just below shoulder length and had frosted tips. It cost around two-hundred dollars and was made from human hair. Only the best for Zev’s transformation. The front was wavy and parted over my forehead, and curly. Yaffa was a genius with this, and she told me I looked like a real “slut.” She used the Hebrew word for slut - zonah, and the girls laughed when she called me one for the first time.

At last, she was done, and now for the moment of truth. “Turn around Zev and look at the new you!” Until now, I didn’t see myself in the mirror at all. When I did, the reaction was amazement. I didn’t recognize myself. I was looking at a real hooker in the mirror - a very sexy, horny, cum-slut. A moment of confusion passed over me. I was at a loss to decide which was the real me - Zev the doctor, or this new person, the blonde slut. I was as hard as a rock, and really turned on by myself. I wanted to fuck the image in the mirror hard. I wanted to suck Yaffa’s cock and have her cum all over my face. I wanted to cum on her face and lick all my jizz off it.

“Well Zev,” Yaffa said. “What do you think. How do you like the ‘new you’”?

“You’re a master Yaffa, a real pro,” I said. This made her smile.

“You know Zev, you really do look beautiful. Why I even want to fuck you more than before! But there is one last thing. We need a female name for you. ‘Zev’ just won’t be good anymore. Any ideas?” I was clueless. No one had ever asked me that before. Even in all my dressing fantasies, I never had picked a female name for myself - a crossdressing name.

Yaffa’s hand was on her chin as she looked me over from side to side. Finally, inspiration hit her. “I think we’ll call you Estelle,” and she smiled a knowing smile at me, our secret. It was a play on my Instagram name, Esteban. “What do you think Estelle . . .?” rolling it off her lips slowly for added effect.

“Okay, yeah, I think I like it.” That was only half true. I knew it was her way of taunting me, getting back at me for my Instagram transgression. I think that Yaffa really hoped there was a Spanish Esteban for her to fuck. Now she had one - me.

“Ladies,” Yaffa announced, after making me get up from the chair and walk into the bedroom. “Meet our new playmate, ‘Estelle!’”

Ariel was the first to react. “I want her first!” She was laughing. “We’re married!” All three of them were laughing, but they weren’t mocking me, they were proud of me, sincerely. They wanted me to feel like I fit in with them.

Dorit said, “My, my, she looks like a very slutty girl.

Don’t you think so ladies?” They all nodded in agreement. “Just one thing is missing. She needs to smoke with the rest of us.” Now I had quit smoking about twenty years ago, and had no intention of starting again, but when I looked over at Yaffa, smirking at me, I knew I had no choice.

“Let me do the honors,” Yaffa said, getting a Virginia Slim out from her bag. Ceremoniously she took one out and placed it in my lips. Seeing my cherry red lipstick on the white filter was a huge turn on for me. My cock was rock hard. Yaffa had put a touch of her perfume on me, and I couldn’t wait to smell the smoke on myself mixed with the perfume. I knew it would only make me want to suck cock even more. The lighting up was not as rough as I expected. The nicotine rush came back to me as if I had never quit. I always told myself that if I ever smoked even one cigarette, I would be back to it in no time. I think I was right. I would have to reconcile this new fact with my new identity. I promised myself though, that I would only smoke when I was dressed as Estelle, and never as Zev. After all, Zev was a doctor - a highly respected orthopedic surgeon. Yaffa was pleased with the way I took to smoking. Looking at myself, with my false, red painted nails, holding a lipstick-stained cigarette effeminately between my index and middle fingers was a real turn on for me. I felt a chill of excitement run through my body. Ariel’s reaction was the one that counted the most.

“Oh Estelle!” Ariel said. “I do so wish for you to fuck the hell out of me.” This was music to my ears. Yaffa and Dorit were excited to watch, and the way that Dorit was bumping her ass on Yaffa’s crotch meant that I was turning them on too. When I walked in my stocking feet, I sashayed my hips, keeping my right had extended with the long cigarette, my eyes half closed with a slutty desire, and my left hand bent, with my hand on my hip. I loved the silky feel of the panties with the silky gaff against my hard cock, the “swish” of my legs in nylon against each other, and the tight feel of the skirt against me. Most of all, I loved the silky feel of the blue satin blouse against the skin of my shaved chest and arms, and the way the silly hair of my wig felt on the side of my neck. I inhaled the delicious scent of my perfume and smoky smells. It was hypnotic, and I was in a trance of self-absorption and a state of total arousal.

Ariel was standing across from me and her mouth was hanging open, her legs rubbing together. Whenever she did that, I knew that she was getting very wet and at the peak of her arousal. She slowly walked, cat-like towards me from across the room. Dorit and Yaffa were sitting on the bed and kissing, stealing glances over at me and Ariel. We were the main show for the evening, the main event of the summer. I knew they couldn’t wait for us to put on a show for them and fuck. Ariel couldn’t wait any longer and she quicky made her way to me, covering the last few steps fast, grabbing me around the shoulders and kissing me - hard. This erotic illusion was something that Ariel had waited for most of our married life, I was guessing. As for me, I was merely saving my marriage, but it was more than that. Despite my previous objections, I knew this was what I was meant to become as soon as my cock grew hair. Speaking of which, I knew that soon I would have to shave off my pubic hair as well. That was something which Yaffa neglected. I think as far as shaving my pubes went, she would let that come in time.

They gave us space. I grabbed Ariel back and we were kissing like we always had, but there was something different about it. All sorts of thoughts were running through my mind. Did Ariel have lesbian tendencies? Was I to expect her to bring home “lovers,” like other women, or more transgender men for her to play with. Did she expect me to play with other transgender men, other women. All these things were unknown, and I was starting to wonder to what lengths I would have to go to save my marriage. Right now, these were nebulous questions, and I had to concentrate on Ariel in front of me, and the new form our sex life would take. Her hands moved slowly down to my skirt and playing around, sliding her hand slowly between my skirt front and blouse. She broke off from the kiss and looked at me, biting her lower lip. Her smells were familiar, yet different, more exotic. The smoky aroma of her hair and face were a huge turn-on for me, maybe for Ariel as well.

I slid my hand down the front of her skirt as well, and immediately the fur on top of her mound was moist. As soon as I touched that spot, she moaned, and closed her eyes, using my body for support. She kissed my neck, my ears with an intensity that I hadn’t seen since we conceived our kids almost thirty years ago. I pulled her down to the bed and I got on top of her. Yaffa and Dorit were sitting together on a love seat across from the bed, kissing and stealing glances our way. They had a ringside seat to all our activities. We each took our blouses off, but I left my bra on, and Ariel left hers on. Next, both of us took off our skirts - Ariel unzipping mine, and I unzipped hers. We were both left in our nylons hose and garters on. I had her lie next to me, and I slipped my hand underneath her silky panties, which caused her to tense. She parted her legs for me, giving my hand easy access to her nether regions. The tips of my fingers found her clit which was slick with her juice, and slippery from her earlier play with Yaffa. I played with that hard little nub, snapping it between my fingers like a small rubber band, causing her to jerk and convulse.

“That’s it Estelle,” she used my new name! “Stick your fingers inside me, make me cum,” she breathed. My hand was in a lake, soaked in my wife’s femininity. I managed to stick, two, then three and four fingers inside her pussy, running them all around the inside, putting pressure on the sides. She stiffened and squirted, grabbing onto my wig, and then reaching down for my cock. “I want you to eat me out good,” she cooed softly, sounding out of breath, from what would be one of many orgasms that night - mostly from me. I placed my face between her legs, taking in the heady aromas of arousal, that tangy scent that was my wife. The tip of my nose was rubbing up against her clit, and my tongue was painting her wetness up and down, entering her pussy with just the tip, teasing.

I decided to try something new. I was licking between her wet cunt and her puckered, cherry asshole, sending her mouth into a wordless scream, as she wrapped her arms around my shoulders. She helped me by lifting her hips up into the air. Now my tongue was playing with her asshole, licking it, the wetness helped along by the dripping from her pussy. I took my left thumb and slowly played around with the entrance to her butt hole, and after it was slick and wet, I entered her with it, making her call out and scream wordlessly. I hit the bullseye. I didn’t want to hurt her by dilating her too much.

“Estelle, FUCK ME HARD!” she yelled; the lust and strength of her voice shocking me. In all our sexual play together, I never heard her call out to me like that.

“Turn over,” I said softly. She turned around, crunched up like a ball with her butt sticking up in the air. Then I took her. I slid in easily, the slick walls of her pussy closing in around my pulsing cock. This felt better than any other time I had sex with my spouse. I thought in the heat of that moment, that maybe it was due to the level of our mutual arousal; the way I was dressed, the force with which I took her. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t even conscious of Yaffa and Dorit; I didn’t really care either. My pounding increased to a feverish tempo. My cock met less resistance too; probably because Ariel stiffened and spasmed, flooding her pussy with juices. She came multiple times during that first session with her.

Now it was me that was losing control. I let out a large grunting sigh and shot a full load up into Ariel’s hot pussy. The warmth of my cum enveloping my raging cock, making us both shudder. I slowed down my pounding of her buttocks, and slowly withdrew from her. The jizz leaked out of her pussy, falling on the sheets below. Ariel turned around to me. “Stay there,” she said, her eyes squinting, full of pure unbridled passion. “I want to suck your cock clean.”

I backed up a bit and she lied down in front of me. I was on my knees and her mouth had all of me inside her, with her tongue twirling around my cock, making a slurping noise as she drank me in. I was still hard from the cock ring, and Ariel was still full of energy, after that incredible workout. “Ummm,” she moaned repeatedly, greedily drinking me in, wiping me clean. Dorit and Yaffa were on the loveseat, watching us intently. Then Yaffa rose and walked to us on the bed. “Ariel, is it okay if I get a piece of Estelle too?”

“Of course, sweetie, he’s here for all of us, and remember what we said; we all have to break him into his new role!”

❤️❤️❤️

Seductively, Yaffa lit one of her long, white cigarettes, and lit one for me at the same time. It made me even harder than before. She took a slow, contemplative drag, and asked me, “What do you think we should do now, Estelle?”

“What would you like to do?” I spoke. Yaffa looked first at Ariel, and then over at Dorit on the love seat. The three of them were conspiratorially smiling at each other.

“I think,” Yaffa said, “that Estelle should have another ‘first’ for her new life.” My eyes widened because I knew what she would say. The second option I was thinking of wasn’t quite practical yet.

“I think,” she repeated, “that I’d like Estelle to get down on the bed, behind me!” Yaffa moved in front of me, wasting no time in putting her butt high in the air. She held her cigarette between her index and middle finger, seductively, taking slow drags, waiting for me to get in position. I moved in behind her, my cigarette dangling out the right corner of my mouth. Yaffa’s ass was already wet, and just for good measure she wiped a little cocoa butter around her hole, turned around to me, and made a show of licking the excess off her finger. She was a true slut and I loved it. I loved being a part of their little sorority too.

“Come on Estelle, do me hard,” Yaffa said. I didn’t need much prompting. I put the tip of my cock up against her asshole, and she took me, sucking me inside her. She immediately groaned with a shock of pleasure, pushing back against me as I entered her. I was surprised at how good it felt, so much tighter and so much better than a pussy. The rhythm for both of us came naturally; she matched me stroke for stroke. I was breathing hard and turned on more from this than anything else I’d experienced. I thought about taking a cock myself; and only two weeks ago the thought would have repulsed me, but now it was like a second nature. I was sure I wouldn’t have to wait much longer.

My thrusting got faster and faster, Yaffa in complete bliss. Her sounds turned me on more and I felt that small precum leaking from the tip of my cock. Right on schedule I exploded inside Yaffa, the first time in a Shemale cunt. Yaffa let out a gasp and shot her load out on the pillow she was kneeling against. I didn’t pull out right away; instead, I came down slowly, my thrusting going into slow motion. I left Yaffa on the bed, sated, and smoking dreamily. I walked into the bathroom and looked at my reflection in the mirror.

My makeup was in place, except for my lipstick which was quite smudged, and my hair mussed up. I saw how good my pantyhose looked, the unhooked straps dangling alongside my thighs; my new “she-cock” hanging down in a state of semi-erection. Things worked out. I had put the spice back into my marriage, and Ariel and I found new ways to have some fun in bed. After Yaffa and Dorit fly back to Israel, we would have to find another couple to have fun with. Hopefully a transgendered couple, or two lesbians, whatever. The best part of all this was, to tell you the truth - I got to know myself much better. That was the big payoff to having two “houseguests.”

❤️❤️❤️


#2 More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of a married couple who have their sex lives and their marital relationship steered in a new and hot direction by a visit from two “houseguests.” The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Zev and Ariel’s journey. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. My books 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.
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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
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#3 TAMING THE BOSS’S DAUGHTER

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter I

The impact jarred her, and the car skidded and turned ninety degrees, with the front facing the sidewalk. She was making a left turn from South Bayview onto Atlantic Avenue; a very busy intersection at the afternoon rush hour. Crystal was planning to meet a friend for dinner at a burger restaurant on Atlantic. She wasn’t hurt, just shaken up.

A middle-aged man got out of his car and started yelling at her. “Ayyyy WHAT THE FUCK! You ran a red light! You didn’t have no arrow to make that turn! Look what you did to my car!”

Crystal, in shock, stayed inside her car, and was too upset to reply to the tongue lashing. His car, a blue Toyota Corolla, had its right front smashed and hood scrunched up like a pup tent. Crystal’s car, a black 2020 BMW SUV had minimal damage to the right rear, being of very solid construction. By now, cars were turning around to avoid the small pile up.

In a few minutes the police sirens could be heard. The Nassau County PD arrived with four squad cars. They did their thing; they made sure everybody was okay, and facilitated transferring all the insurance information between Crystal and the rude bastard who was screaming at her. Crystal began to cry and called her friend who was waiting in the restaurant to come out to her. It was practically in front of the collision. April had seen the commotion after Crystal had called her and ran to meet her friend.

The car fortunately, was drivable, and Crystal was able to join her friend April after all the business was done. At their table, Crystal had no appetite and was a mess of tears.

“My dad’s going to KILL ME April!! This is the fourth accident I’ve had in six months! I’m worried the insurance company is going to drop me, and the premium will go through the roof! I’m only twenty-two!”

“Well, the most important thing Crys is that you’re okay. Do you have any pain?”

“No, not now, but my head hit the driver-side window when the car spun around.”

“I think you should go to the doctor anyway; head trauma can be serious,” April said.

“Well April, you’re an ED nurse, so you would know.”

“Yeah, trust me – you should. Wanna come to my hospital? Dr. Franco is a great neurologist and deals with car accidents all day.” By now, Crystal had stopped crying, and said to her friend, “I think I will. Maybe I’ll also score points with my dad if I do.

“Yeah,” April said. “You’re dad has always been hard on you.”

“He never came out and said it, but he thinks I’m a slut!”

“Why?” April laughed. “Because you are one??? We dress Goth, and party at Goth clubs – shit like that?”

“Yeah, exactly. Also, he’s not too fond of Greg either.” Greg was Crystal’s sort-of boyfriend of six months. This meant nothing because Crystal sometimes had multiple boyfriends at the same time and relished being treated like dirt by them.

“If you want my opinion Crys , I think it’s me he doesn’t like. He thinks I’m a bad influence. I mean you never smoked until you started hanging out with me, or going to clubs. I even got you into the whole Goth scene!”

Crystal thought for a moment, and said, “I think that may be part of it. He’s also made it known that my Liberal Arts degree from Stony Brook was a waste of time and especially money!”

April laughed. “So then you’re screwed no matter what you do!”

“You know what? I think that maybe I am sort of a slut!!” Both girls laughed.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Crystal’s father, Edward Keating, was a hedge fund broker; one of the richest on Long Island with a suite of offices in Jericho, and a huge house in Sands Point. He stood by his drawing room bay window overlooking Long Island Sound with a drink in his hand. Another accident, he thought. The fourth in six months, and she wasn’t even drunk, or preoccupied; or so she said. My premiums are going to go through the roof. Either that, or State Farm will drop me! It’s not the money that’s the problem. It’s HER! He needed a solution to “The Crystal Problem,” but it was hard doing it by himself. His wife, Crystal’s mother passed away four years ago, from cancer, just about the time of Crystal’s high school graduation. Crystal’s mother was very close with her sister Mollie, and the three of them, Crystal, her mother, and Mollie often did things together; going on vacations, shopping, and her aunt was Crystal’s confidant for many things she didn’t feel comfortable speaking to her mother about.

Crystal was a very shy girl, normally, often socially awkward, until she met her friend, April, during their freshman year at college. Then all hell broke loose; all the pent-up sexual frustration had finally found an outlet with April and their Goth friends. Their friendship (and sex) opened up many doors for Crystal, not all of them good. April’s influence introduced her to the Goth scene at school, started her smoking long, white Virginia Slims Menthols, and going out to dance clubs where they would party, dress provocatively, and drink all night. Along with April, Crystal and their friends went to some “underground” Goths clubs where hook-ups of all kinds was a given.

All of these “extracurricular activities” made Crystal’s grades suffer and she switched her major from elementary education to just a general liberal arts degree. Her father was beside himself, and didn’t know how to straighten out his daughter. He attributed her behaviors to a response to Crystal’s loss of her mother; and even Crystal’s aunt couldn’t seem to make a breakthrough with her.

❤️❤️❤️

Back at the restaurant, Crystal and April were finishing up their lunch, when April came up with a solution to Crystal’s problem. “Why don’t you try to ‘tone it down a bit’ at home? Like, maybe don’t stay out too late during the week after work.” Crystal got a job stocking shelves at CVS, and now April was laughing: “Don’t dress like a slut at home anymore and tone the makeup down a bit. Oh! And don’t bring any other guys or girlfriends around, except me once in a while. Do your screwing with me and anyone else you do outside the home. Do you think that will help at all?”

Crystal thought about that. “Maybe you’re right. I was home when my dad brought a client over one night and I was wearing my favorite tight, short leather, black skirt with the fishnet stockings and the laced-up combat boots; and I had all the goth makeup on. The guy was leering at me, and it pissed my father off, especially because my nice, tight ass was showing really well!” He was mad at me! Can you imagine?? But I think you’re right April - I’ll try that - ‘toning it down’ a bit.”

“That’s fine, I just don’t want to lose my favorite slut/fuckbuddy!”

“Don’t worry April - you won’t!”

“So does that mean we’re a go for “The Grunge Pit” this Friday night?”

Crystal replied, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world “A”. (A was Crystal’s pet name for her girlfriend).

Two Months Later

Crystal’s dad saw enough of an improvement in her behavior that he was ready to offer his daughter a proposition. He thought that perhaps she was starting to show enough maturity that she could give up working for minimum wage at CVS and come to work for him at his hedge fund office in Jericho. So when she came home from work at nine-thirty he would spring it on her. He was getting sick and tired of her low motivation and self-deprecating behaviors. At a quarter of ten she walked into the house and took some leftovers out of the fridge and set out dinner for herself. Her father came into the kitchen. “Hi Crystal, how was your day?”

“It sucked, as usual - boring; just a paycheck.”

“Well a paycheck is better than none, right?”

“If you say so dad.”

“Well,” her father said, “If you had worked harder at school and maybe got a useful degree, say in business, things would look brighter for you. Unless you’re happy with just clubbing, and having money for the tons of makeup and crazy clothes you wear.” Crystal just sighed.

Edward thought a bit. Now was a good time to make his offer to her, and was immediately sorry for what he just said to his daughter. “Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that. Since your car accident, (he kept his temper because the last fender bender had cost him a small fortune in insurance premiums, and he had to practically beg his broker to not drop her) you’ve shown much more maturity and responsibility, and I have an offer if you want to make some more money.”

At this, Crystals ears picked up. “Sure dad,” she asked cautiously, “What did you have in mind?”

“I thought you might like to come work with me in my office. I’ll start you out easily, you’ll learn the business, and gradually you can work with some clients - your own clients! Now how does that sound?” Crystal didn’t know what to say; she had to think. First she lit up a cigarette - one of her Virginia Slims 120s. Her father at first, didn’t allow her to smoke in the house, but when he saw it was a losing battle, he begrudgingly tolerated it. She sat there, took a long drag, and contemplated what her father had said.

“It sounds interesting dad. Like, maybe I could learn the business.”

He looked at his daughter. “You know, I always say that you wasted your time in college with that liberal arts degree, but as you know, I didn’t go to college. When I got out of high school, I joined the Marines and was a grunt. I eventually made gunnery sergeant, but that was my education. Then when I got out I was twenty-five and I got a job on Wall Street working for a stockbroker. I always had a head for numbers, and I looked around and said, look at these millions of dollars floating around from person to person. What do they do when they have it? (He made a fist to make his point). They need someone to help them put it somewhere where it’s going to grow and make MORE money. Why can’t I get some of that? So I learned on my own, how the money operated; where it went, how it increased. I was curious, and I worked hard. Now, look around here - Did I do so badly with less than what you have now?? Come on Crystal; you’re a smart kid. You can do it. Also, if you work hard and impress me, then the company will stay in the family after I’m retired, and you will take over! ”

She thought about it and realized that packing out boxes at CVS was NOT going to be her future. “Okay dad, you have a deal. When do I start?”

Her dad was overwhelmed. He was so happy that his daughter was starting to see the light. She was after all only twenty-two years old. She had her whole life in front of her.

“Let me ask you dad. If I like what they do at your office, do you think I might be able to go for a graduate degree, maybe an MBA in finance?”

Mr. Keating couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “Yes, of course,” he was smiling from ear to ear. “That is certainly possible if you want to go that route. But first let’s see how you do in the office. Now you’ll need some clothes. I’ll give you my credit card. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but I trust you. Don’t buy anything too outrageous, okay,” he said, looking her over dubiously from her long, thick, silky, black hair with purple highlights, black mascara, purple eye shadow, leather under-bust with tight, high, black leather skirt with a slit up the sides, and combat boots. She sat at the kitchen table with her bare legs crossed, smoking seductively - not on purpose, that’s just how she was, and it got her father thinking; now if she can only stay out of trouble – trouble meaning with men.

“Okay Crystal; today is Wednesday. Go shopping between now and Sunday, and you’ll start on Monday morning. I’m going to have you work with a new hire of mine who will show you the ropes; he’s a real go-getter. A nice young man with a future ahead of him. His name is Jack Hammer.”

Crystal broke out in laughter. “Jack Hammer, dad??? Really?? That’s his name?”

“Yeah, I know, sounds like the name of some porno char - - -“ (he caught himself, embarrassed and turning beet red). “Well, that’s the man’s name, ok? I know it’s funny; but he seems like a nice, young man. Remember, I am an excellent judge of men and what they are capable of. The Marines have a way of teaching you that stuff quickly.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

Saturday Night

Crystal was on the phone with April. They had already discussed Crystal’s new job and this morning they were going shopping. Then later in the evening they had plans for “The Grunge Pit.” On Thursday, Crystal, without much regret had packed out her last case of cough syrup at CVS, and without much fanfare and little love lost, had finished her last day. For Saturday night, April picked up Crystal, since her father’s new rule that Crystal could not drive when she went out clubbing at night. Her dad would prefer that Crystal never go to these clubs anymore, (which was not happening) so this was kind of a compromise.

The Grunge Pit was a bar out in Farmingdale, in the industrial district since the local residents wouldn’t tolerate a Goth bar and the people who patronized it, because they were usually loud, and congregated outside. The girls were dressed to the hilt.

April was a redhead; her hair spiked with a green streak down the middle, and matching Green eye shadow and thick black mascara on her eyelashes. Both she and Crystal had killer figures and their clothes showed that off just fine. As soon as they made their way past Paul, the crewcut, tattooed bouncer, the eyes of all the guys were on them. It was April who spotted their girlfriends Lisa and Samantha. Samantha went to CW Post, newly graduated, and was a friend of Crystal’s from CVS, but had quit to work as a paralegal. When she was at Post, Samantha was the chapter president of the Goth sorority house on campus. Lisa was a girl they met at The Grunge Pit about a year ago.

Lisa was high on something. She usually smoked weed - lots of it, and she didn’t care for the vape pens, she liked the real joints. When Crystal spotted her friends, she and April walked over to them and had to speak loud over the punk band that was playing - eighties style.

“Hey guys,” Samantha said, “we thought maybe you weren’t going to show.”

“No,” April said. I managed to get Crystal out here as long as I drove!”

“Well then,” Lisa said, I guess you can watch us all get wasted! Lisa took April’s hand and walked over to the bar. “What do you want, guys? Lisa said.

“Something strong, really strong,” Crystal said. “Maybe Tequila shots with beer chasers!”

“Okay, looks like we’re all getting fucked up tonight!” Lisa replied.

Crystal and April downed their drinks quickly and both were looking around the dance floor, taking in the crowd. “Well A, I guess you’ve had yours for the night!” Crystal said. “Yeah, well, the night’s still young,” April said, smiling. Crystal opened her studded black bag and took her Virginia Slims 120s out and gave one to April. Samantha was close by and gave them both a light. “Say,” Samantha said, “you ever notice that there’s hardly anyone new here anymore?”

“Except the band,” Lisa said. Leaning into her friends she spoke louder. “They’re from LA. They call themselves “The ‘Dumpster Clowns,’” Samantha said; “Supposed to be good.” The whole theme of the music and the club actually was eighties anarchy. One step inside the unisex bathroom and you would know that. People usually left the bathroom looking more disheveled than when they walked in.

“Let’s dance A,” Crystal said. “Good by me. Hey, guys, why don’t you guys join us?” April said.

“Give us a little bit and we will. We don’t wolf our drinks down - we savor them like ladies,” Samantha said, giving Crystal and April a wink.

Crystal took April’s hand and they walked onto the hardwood dance floor. The colored strobe lights were on and so far no one was having a seizure, although, by the way some of the people were dancing, you’d never have known it. Though the music was loud and fast-paced, Crystal and April were doing a slow dance, holding each other close, arms around their shoulders. Lisa walked up to them, a long, white Virginia Slims hanging out of her mouth. She was carrying drinks for Crystal and April. Two glasses of Sambuca. “Thought this might loosen you guys up a bit,” she said.

“Thanks Lis,” April said. Both of them downed their drinks in one shot and handed the empty glasses back to Lisa. April moved a hand down to Crystal’s ass and held it there firmly against the tight, cool leather as Crystal bent down a bit to lock lips with April, since she was a bit taller. They both parted for a second and giggled to each other. They were grinding their hips against each other, and Crystal was getting moist as April seemed very turned on tonight.

She usually got that way when she had a couple of drinks in her. With the strobe lights going fast, April wasn’t spotted as she slid a hand down the front of Crystal’s black leather skirt. Crystal’s pubic hair was shaved, and she had a clit ring which April touched very gently, the slow dance moves helped Crystal’s arousal along. The kissing became more intense, and Crystal was moaning and getting wetter as April continued her sweet, delicate touching.

Crystal broke off from the kiss and gently kissed April’s ear and with a whispery moan said, “harder baby, harder.” April tugged gently on the clit ring as Crystal stuck her tongue in April’s ear, which April loved. She got wet from any touch from Crystal very quickly. In this duo, Crystal was the leader, and April usually did what she was told.

Now, April’s fingers were massaging Crystal’s clit, nearly driving her over the edge. Crystal came and squirted, stiffening as she did so. The whole bottom of April’s index finger was rubbing over Crystal’s pussy and massaging the inside of her folds. “I want you to finger-fuck me,” Crystal said to April, leaning in closer to her. April responded, putting her mouth by Crystal’s ear: “We have to go to the couches to do that, sweetie.”

“Okay, let’s go then.” Samantha and Lisa were both on the dance floor, the two of them kissing and dancing as well. Luckily, there was an empty couch in the corner of the large room that was unoccupied. The regulars at the club called it “The Clit Couch,” for obvious reasons. April was the first to sit and pulled Crystal next to her. They sat faced front, but turned to one another. April loosened Crystal’s belt just a little bit, and was easily able to resume placing her hand against Crystal’s pussy, digging gently deeper with her fingers, now dipping inside her.

Crystal moaned and kissed April’s face again and again as her friend resumed her digital coitus. “I wish we were alone so I could suck on your gorgeous tits Crys,” April said.

“Ummm . . . maybe we could go back to your place after here and really fuck with some of your toys,” Crystal responded, an evil grin on her face. “Yeah, that would be nice,” April said. “I won’t get you home too late.”

“Fuck April don’t be a cunt-blocker,” and they both laughed.

“That’s the last thing I would be with you, Crys, you know that!”

“Yes, I do,” Crystal replied, kissing April on the cheek tenderly. Crystal, very turned on, now gently opened April’s belt, but she did it slowly. Crystal was a tease, and because of their unofficial understanding, Crystal was the one in charge. Because April wore a cotton blouse buttoned down, with a black leather studded vest, Crystal was able to access April’s tits. Her nipples were hard and straight, poking out through her laced bra and satin blouse. She kissed and licked her neck tenderly, and teased April with her fingers just touching underneath her skirt. April’s clit was hard and slick. Crystal teased first by touching it over April’s panties which were soaked through. Her fingers were soon skin on skin and snapped April’s clit like a rubber band between two fingers, putting April in orbit. She squirted and made soft crying sounds of pleasure, pushing her breasts against Crystal’s, and rubbing.

They stayed cuddling and kissing for a while, then Crystal took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and offered one to April and lit them both up. April said, “Thank you Crys, it tastes so good after we both come, doesn’t it?”

Blowing out a plume of blue smoke, Crystal said, “Yes sweetie, it does.” So both of them sat there, relaxing, when April turned to Crystal and said, “Hey Crys, don’t look, but it seems like there’s a guy sitting at the end of the bar just staring at you! It’s really creepy, but he looks kind of hot.”

The Jacked Stud at the Bar

Cmon A, let’s go get a drink, and maybe I can get a better look from the bar.” Crystal looked around. “I see Sam and Lisa over there, let’s join them.”

“Sure; I’m telling you Crys, I’ve never seen him here before, let’s ask Ted (the bartender) what he knows.” The bar, as conventional bars go was pretty long and had three people serving drinks. “So where were you guys?” Crystal asked Samantha and Lisa.

“We, uh, we started at the dance floor, and then we sort of moved into the bathroom because what we had to do, we did standing up!” Lisa said, laughing.

“Yeah,” Samantha said; “We don’t mess around!”

“I can see that,” April said, impressed. “Guys, there’s a guy at the other end of the bar who’s been staring at Crystal the whole time we were on the couch. Look carefully.” Samantha, who was like the group’s den mother and guardian, swiveled around slightly and gave a good look.

“Well, he’s looking our way now, and I think he might have noticed me looking at him, but don’t worry - if he comes over I’ll do the talking.” April signaled for Ted to come over. “We need refills . . . or rather you guys need refills. I’m just getting a Diet Coke, you know, designated driver and all.”

“What’ll it be ladies? Tequila shots again?”

“Yes, thanks Ted. Make it three Tequila shots and one Diet Coke,” April said. Ted brought the drinks over and April said, “Say Ted, do you know that guy over at the other end of the bar with the black biker jacket on? He’s been staring at Crystal for a while. It’s kind of creepy.” Ted was washing out some glasses and looked over.

“No, sorry ladies, I don’t. I’ve never seen him here before. He seems to be alone.” That was an observation that April failed to make.

“Well guess what?” Samantha said. “I’m gonna finish my drink and go over to him. You know, ‘security check.’” Sam’s dad was military, and she wasn’t afraid to be forceful and forward, especially when it came to men. So after Samantha downed her shot of Tequila, she ordered another one from Ted. “Liquid courage ladies,” and she laughed, and lit another cigarette.

After downing the second shot she got off the stool and walked down the bar, not looking at anyone in particular until she came up to the mystery man.

Samantha saw there was an empty space at the bar next to the guy. He wore a black leather biker jacket with the metal studs on, just a mustache and seemed to be in his late twenties. His arms were bare and muscular, and he had a variety of tats; one was a serpent, another was a bouquet of black roses. The others were symbols; a cross, and some dark, Goth types. He also had black eyeliner on, and his hair was spiked, but not too outrageous.

He had jeans on and black combat boots. His front was a nice six-pack that Sam admired. He wore a black T-shirt with the logo of the punk heavy metal band, “The Doom Squad” in red, dripping letters. “Hey, can I buy you a drink,” he said to Sam.

“Sure, why not, I’ll have a shot of Tequila with a beer chaser.”

“Wow, you’re hard core!” He said with almost a touch of admiration.

“Oh, I’m very hardcore,” Samantha said with much conviction.

“Oh, by the way, my name’s Dave, Dave Chirillo.”

“Well, how do you do Dave Chirillo, I’m Samantha Prince.”

“Nice to meet you Samantha. Are you with that group over on the other end of the bar?” he asked.

“I might be, why do you ask?”

“Well to be honest with you, I’m interested in the tall girl with the black hair, purple highlights, and tight black skirt.” There was a brief pause as Dave ordered Samantha’s drink.

“I’ve never seen you here before Dave, I come pretty regular; is this your first time?”

“As a matter of fact it is.”

“And you come alone? What’s the matter, no friends?”

“I have friends, just not too many like the music and the Goth lifestyle like me,” he said.

“So you scoped out my friend and you want to meet her, right?” Samantha’s drinks arrived; Dave was still nursing his Heineken. “Thanks for the drinks.”

“No problem, always glad to meet new people.”

“So Dave Chirillo, want do you do for a living?”

“Well if you’re looking to find a rich doctor for your friend over there, it wouldn’t be me.” They both laughed. So far, Samantha thought, this guy seemed okay.

“I, uh, work in an office.”

“Oh, what do you do in your office.”

“It’s not my office, I just work there. I’m like a stockbroker and a bond trader - finance.”

“That sounds interesting.”

And what do you do Samantha?”

“Currently I’m a paralegal, thinking about Law School.”

“Nice. So, can I meet your friends.” He said “friends,” because it might not go over well, if he singled out Crystal which was what he wanted to do all along.

“Sure, why not. After I finish my drinks here, we’ll take a walk over.”

“This might sound a little awkward, Samantha, but I saw two of your friends sort of ‘going at it’ on the couch over there.

Are they a couple or does your friend also date men?”

“You can ask her yourself,” Samantha said and pulled out one of her cigarettes. “Oh, here, let me light that for you,” Dave said. Dave produced a Bic lighter and lit her up, then pulled out a Salem Menthol 100 and lit himself up. Well, he smokes, so that’s a plus I think that would make Crystal more comfortable, Samantha thought.

Soon, they both walked over to the other girls.

“Hey look, they’re coming over,” April said. “You ready, Crys?”

“This should be awkward. Like what do I say: I saw you staring at me all night?”

“Just be cool,” Lisa said. We got your back,” and they all laughed.

Samantha led off when they got there. “Hi guys, this is Dave, it’s his first time here.”

“Hello ladies,” he said very smoothly. “My names Dave, Dave Chirillo.”

They all said, “Hi Dave.” Samantha did the introductions. “Uh, this is Lisa, April, and this beauty over here on the end is Crystal.” Noticeably, he said hello, but he was definitely looking at Crystal. The girls picked up on it right away. Dave called the bartender over. “Does anyone want another drink?” he said very politely.

April answered for the group. “No, we’re good, but I think Crystal might,” and she was smiling broadly. Lisa was giggling at their inside joke which wasn’t lost on Dave because Dave was definitely checking out Crystal. As if on cue, Dave asked Crystal “what are you having?”

“Oh I think I’ll have a tequila.”

“Then Tequila it shall be.” He motioned for Ted to come over. After Dave ordered himself another Heineken and Crystal her Tequila, Samantha said to April and Lisa, “C’mon girls, lets go out to the dance floor.”

“So you girls are pretty regular here, it looks like.”

Crystal took out a cigarette and lit herself up, did a snap inhale, and said, “We’ve been coming her awhile. All of us are out of school about a year already, and this is like our favorite place during the week, and on weekends. What about you Dave, where do you like to go?”

“I like clubs in the city, because not too many of my friends are into the whole Goth scene.”

“I see, so pretty much you’re a lone wolf.”

“I guess that’s one way of putting it,” he said taking a long pull from his Heineken.

“So where do you work Dave?”

“I was telling your friend Samantha, I work in finance, the stock market, stuff like that. How about you Crystal?”

“Right now I’m in between jobs. I used to work at CVS stocking shelves. Last Thursday was my last day; I couldn’t take it anymore. It’s mind-numbing work.”

“It must be, you seem pretty intelligent.”

“Not really,” she said blushing; thinking to herself wow, this guy is really packing, and not just his arms. She felt some twitching between her legs which usually meant she was being turned on. “I graduated with a liberal arts degree, so how far can that get you?” as she smiled.

He was smiling at her, obviously trying to seduce her and so far it seemed to be working. As they were making small talk she thought, he seems really into me, and focused. I think he really likes me. He’s handsome and sexy. His face just looks strong, and his eyes are burning a hole right through me; a deep brown, and his pupils are dilated. What was that book on body language I was reading? He’s sitting here facing me, and his arms are out, not defensive. Plus, he’s easy to talk to. I wonder what it would feel like to be held by him. His arms are like steel, and he’s definitely turned on. I can see he must have a huge cock, that’s no crease in his pants, he’s aroused!

“. . . So I decided to go into finance. Crystal? Crystal? Hello, is anyone home.” Shit! Busted! He must know I was thinking about him. Quick Crystal, think! Comeback!

“Oh, Dave, I’m sorry, it must be the alcohol. I’ve had about five shots of Tequila. You sound so smart, like you have a good head with numbers. Where did you say you went to college?”

Dave was smiling, realizing the effect he was having on her, and it wasn’t that she was distracted from alcohol. She was into him, he knew it. “Well, I went to Emory for undergrad in business and I stayed and got my MBA in finance.”

“Wow, that’s impressive!”

“Crystal, would you like to dance?”

Gee, I thought he would never ask. “Sure Dave, let’s go.” So they got away from the bar and danced, under the watchful eyes of April, Samantha, and Lisa. All three were smiling at her as they took the dance floor. Crystal was melting as he held her around the waist. The music was fast, people were moving quickly, their arms pumping up and down, the strobe lights constantly on, made it look like people were moving in slow motion. The band had taken a break and a DJ was spinning ‘noise,’ it didn’t sound like anything she recognized, and she didn’t care. All her thoughts went to how she felt, her growing arousal between her legs, and how shaky she felt, how weak her legs were. Before she knew what hit her, they were kissing, and she didn’t know who started it. Did it really matter, it just felt good, so right. She never felt helpless like this before in the arms of another man.

April was a total lesbian; she understood that Crystal wasn’t, and she gave her space, so Crystal knew that her girlfriend would not be jealous. Now their tongues were connecting, and he moved his hands to Crystal’s ass, and massaged it. As he pulled her in close she could feel his hardness against her. It just made her wet. Basically, Crystal knew she was a slut; she loved getting fucked, and tonight, right now was one of those times, but where? How? Crystal was wearing a leather under bust, and though her nipples were stiff and big, there was no way that Dave could feel that, but something told her that he just knew. She thought that at least I’m sure I will find a way to suck his cock.

Dave was at least two inches taller than Crystal He stood at six-feet one-inch tall, and Crystal was five feet nine-inches. She pulled him closer and whispered in his ear “I’m yours tonight, where can we go?” The answer shocked her.

“I don’t have a regular car here,” he said. “I have an RV. It’s parked outside - meals on wheels.” He laughed. “We can fuck, and I could make you a grilled cheese sandwich!” Crystal was laughing too.

“Well Dave, I’m all yours like I said, so when do we go? I have to be home by two or my dad will kill me.”

“Your dad sounds like a tough man.”

“Well, he was a gunnery sergeant in the Marines, so yeah. Just a minute, let me tell my friends where we’ll be. They are very protective of me,” and she smiled.

“If I had a friend like you, I would be too.”

“So sweet!” and she laughed as she left.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

Camping In the Parking Lot

Crystal left Dave on the dancefloor and went over to her friends to let her know that she was going outside. Samantha was the first to speak. “So how’d it go Crys? You guys seemed to be getting along just fine from our view here.”

“Guys, you’re not going to believe this, but Dave didn’t drive a car here. He has an RV parked outside, and wants me to come inside for a bit.” Crystal said, smiling from ear to ear. Her friends were astonished. It sounded too good to be true. A meetup and a first date, all in the same evening.

Samantha, acting like Crystal’s guardian angel said, “Nice Crys, go ahead. But tell that guy he is not to leave this parking lot with you, because we will be watching!”

Crystal thought about this for a while, and looked at April. Well, thought Crystal, April will just have to understand, that’s all. So, Crystal motioned for Dave to come over to the bar where the girls were standing. After he came over, he said goodnight to the girls, and he and Crystal left arm-in-arm. Samantha called after the two of them, and said over the loud music, “have a good time guys!” Crystal knew that was Samantha’s way of saying “don’t try any funny shit with my friend.” In fact, Samantha told April and Lisa, “I’m going outside and snapping an iPhone picture of that RV with the license plate number.”

“Good idea, Sam,” April said. You could tell that of the three, April was very concerned and in all honesty a bit jealous of her lover’s impending tryst.

Dave walked up the three steps that led to the ground and opened up. Just before Crystal got into the RV, she got a text from Sam: “CALL ME, LEAVE YOUR IPHONE ON AND PUT IT IN YOUR BAG!” This was smart, so her friends would know if anything “funny” was going on.

“Are you coming in Crystal?” Dave asked from the top of the steps with the door to the RV opened.

“Just a second Dave, my dad called. I wanna call him back.”

“Okay, just come in when you’re done.” So Crystal dialed Samantha, and when Samantha picked up, Crystal just left her phone on. It made Crystal feel safer, and she realized how much she loved her merry little Goth girl crew.

The inside of the RV was really spacious, and everything looked new. “Dave, this is really something; do you live here?”

“No Crystal I don’t. But I do like to hit the open road and go camping. Maybe one time we can do that.”

“Sure that would be nice.” Before Crystal could say another word, Dave grabbed her around the waist and started kissing her. As crazy horny being on the dance floor made her, being with Dave inside the RV made her even more aroused. The ache between her legs was real. Even after the session with her April, she wanted cock - and here it was, all for her. Just past the kitchen behind the driver’s cab in the RV was a table, and a pull-out bed. Holding onto Crystal, Dave and she moved to where the bed pulled down. Barely breaking contact, Dave reached for the handle and the bed came down.

Crystal wasted no time and pulled at Dave’s zipper and opened his jeans. Dave moaned as Crystal started stroking his bare cock. His arousal was so complete that pre-cum was coming out the tip of his cock. “Hold on big boy,” Crystal said, “not so fast. You have to be patient,” and they both laughed. Crystal stopped touching him for a bit and took her leather under bust off and threw it on the bed. She put her hand back on his cock and pushed Dave’s head into her now bare breasts and he started licking around Crystal’s nipples, of which each had a ring through them. This only made Crystal wetter and she now moved her head down and put her glossy lips around the tip of Dave’s thick, meaty cock - just the sort that Crystal loved. By now, Dave’s pants and boxers were off, and Crystal broke off and shimmied her skirt off, just wearing her boots. She had no bra on.

“Umm, now where were we?” Crystal asked rhetorically. “Oh, I know!” she said. With that said she resumed placing her mouth on Dave’s cock, but now she used her tongue very skillfully, (as a full-fledged slut, she had a lot of practice.) and licked from top to bottom, taking all of Dave in her mouth. Dave was semi-sitting, and with a little of his saliva he ran his fingers over Crystal’s nipples and resumed his play. Crystal was hunched up, her bare ass in the air and her pussy engorged and her clit was rock hard. She was grinding into Dave’s bare thighs and breathing hard as she sucked, getting her wetness all over Dave. She stiffened and shuddered, squirting over Dave’s thigh onto the bed.

Crystal abruptly pulled off of Dave and she said softly, but clearly, “I want you to fuck the shit out of me!” She turned over Dave’s body and was on her knees, guiding his cock into her pussy. It was nice and tight with her arousal over Dave’s cock; Dave thrusting up in sync with Crystal. Her head was arched backwards, hair down to the small of her back, and she was moaning with pure delight, hands on his chest. It wasn’t long before Dave shot his wad of hot cum into that perfect, tight, Goth body with long, beautiful, silky hair, and arousing makeup. It felt to Crystal like this was the biggest, hottest wad of jizz she ever had, and she wanted more; in her mouth the next time he came. She stayed on top of Dave until he started to lose his erection just a little. Crystal thought to herself, shit, I should have brought my bag of toys with me, especially that cock-ring, known to so many guys.

The clock was nearing one o’clock and Crystal promised her father she’d be home by two. She didn’t want to fuck up her chance at a new job and go back to stocking shelves at CVS. She reached for her bag and lit up a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol, and Dave took out a Salem 100. They both lied there smoking and cuddling on his RV bed. “You know, this was really nice Dave. I’ve never done it in a camper before. I guess you could say now I feel like ‘trailer park trash’!” and they both laughed at that.

“This was too short Crystal. Next time . . . we really should plan for a much longer session.”

“Yes, I agree. Give me your phone and I’ll put my number in it.” (Her phone was live with Samantha and the girls on the other end). I’ll bet they had a nice listen! Crystal thought.

So Crystal and Dave said goodnight, and Crystal did the ‘walk of shame’ back into the club.

She walked over to the bar and the girls were still there. “Hey Crys,” Samantha said. I’m guessing you had a great time in there with Dave.”

Pretending to be aloof, Crystal said, “I guess you could say that. After all, you probably heard everything.”

“Well we heard you not scream rape, which is all that counts. So how was he?” Samantha asked.

“Suffice it to say that we’ll see each other again.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

A Reveal

Monday morning, and Crystal’s dad drove them both to work at his firm in Jericho; her first day at her new job. Crystal wore a tight, one-piece dress - black satin, with Goth makeup. “Okay honey, this is what will happen. I’ll introduce you to Jack, and he will show you how the company operates. You’ll be with him all day; I have clients to see. The best place to start you off will be reception, where you’ll learn to handle the customers as they call. You know, you can’t run the company without learning the basics first!”

“I know dad, I’m ready, and excited too.”

“Good sweetheart, you’ll do fine, I’m sure.”

They went inside the building and went up to Edward Keating’s suite of offices, “Keating Funds, Inc” on the second floor, and walked through the big wooden doors.

“Let’s go into my office first, and then I’ll call Jack; he should be here somewhere.”

“Okay dad, I’m gonna get a cup of coffee first, you want?”

“Yeah sure, honey.” Then Ed pressed the intercom button. “Florence, would you please send Jack Hammer into my office please.” Jack Hammer, thought Crystal. What a name! I wonder if it refers to the way his cock performs!

Crystal came back with two cups of coffee and set them on her father’s desk.

The office door buzzed. “Ah, that must be Jack. Now remember honey, you are to do exactly what Jack tells you to do. His training may involve visiting some clients at their places of business as well. You know me, I always like to look the people I do business with face to face, especially when we are dealing with millions of dollars!”

“Sure dad,” Crystal replied, a bit stunned. She knew her dad was wealthy, but this kind of money was unheard of. It was never discussed at home; the numbers, that is.

When the door opened, Crystal almost dropped her coffee right then and there. “Crystal, I’d like you to meet Mr. Jack Hammer. Jack, my daughter Crystal.”

“How do you do, nice to meet your Crystal!” he said and stuck out his hand to shake. Crystal accepted the handshake, but could not believe her own eyes. Except for the brown hair, and lack of a mustache, he looked just like her new fuckbuddy, Dave, from Saturday night! However, if it was him, he made no show of surprise. After the introductions and some small talk, Edward left his office to run some errands to give the two of them some space to talk. Before he left, he said to them, winking at Dave, “I’ll leave you two to get acquainted. I’ll see you at home honey, and you can tell me all about your day!”

“Okay,” Crystal said, a bit confused, but not one to mince words. “Jack, were you by any chance at the Grunge Pit in Farmingdale on Saturday night? Because I was very intimate there with a guy who had an RV in the parking lot and looked a lot like you, except he had black hair and a mustache!”

The Jack/Dave? person laughed, and walked over to Crystal, and everything about him was familiar to Crystal; the height, the smell of cologne, and the way he spoke. “Maybe I should ask to see your cock for proof that it was you; and if it was you, I want to know what kind of shit you’re pulling here, and I’ll tell my dad!”

“Hummm . . .,”Jack said. “I could do that, but instead, how about I do this.” He took off his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his shirt and showed Crystal his tattoos. Now there was no question that Dave and Jack were one and the same. “Oh by the way, Crystal. Your dad knows all about our beautiful experience on Saturday night. In fact, it was his idea that I meet you there. Let’s just say he wanted to make sure you associate with the right kind of men from now on; especially if one day you’ll be tasked with running a huge company like this someday.”

“But . . “ Crystal started to say. “Just a moment Crystal,” Jack said, holding up a hand to Crystal and picked up the intercom. “Hi Florence. Yes, Mr. Keating will be out for the remainder of the day. I’ll be busy training Ms. Keating in our operations here and how we work.  . .Yes . . . of course. You’ll meet her later, and I’m not to be disturbed now, ok? Good.”

“Florence is looking forward to meeting you later , Crystal. You know,” Jack resumed, “Florence is an excellent receptionist. In fact, I broke her in for your dad too! Come to think of it, I broke in lots of Keating employees during my ten-year stay here.”

Crystal was confused. “But my dad said you were new here.”

“Well, let’s just say . . . he stretched the truth a little. But that’s okay with you, right?”

“Crystal, let me ask you something,” he said softly. “Did you enjoy yourself Saturday night? I know you must have lots of questions. Be honest, please, because a lot of what you say next is quite important.”

Astonished, and really confused, and somewhat scared now, she answered truthfully, drawing a deep breath. “Ummm . . .yes, yes, in fact I had a fantastic time.” Jack was sitting in her father’s chair now and placed his elbows on the desk, fingers touching like a tent, speaking softly. “Again, Crystal, please be honest. What was your favorite part of Saturday night?” Jack made a show of cocking his ear towards Crystal. No reply. “Crystal, (he said softly, but firm) I’ll ask again; what was your favorite part?” Jack sighed, and said, “Crystal, look. Your dad and I both know that you’re a cum-sucking slut, and that you enjoy sucking dick, taking it up your cunt, and in the ass, if I’m right. Please, correct me if I’m wrong.”

Crystal knew the jig was up, she had to come clean, and she did love Jack/Dave’s cock the most, and the way his hot cum filled her. Finally, she said, “My favorite part of the evening was when I rode you and fucked you and your hot cum shot up inside me. In fact, on the dance floor I was sopping wet.” She was biting her lower lip and looking down at the ground like a little girl who was just reprimanded.

“Great, Crystal! Now that’s what I like to hear. You see, your dad and I think that if you can satisfy your craving for cock here in the office or outside with me, then you won’t stay out late all hours of the night looking for it and come into the office looking like a smelly piece of cheese in the morning. Make sense? You get to satisfy your slutty nature, right here, right where you work - with - I’m hoping; a guy you really enjoy yourself with, like me, right?”

Crystal pondered this for a moment and answered “Yes Jack, I think you and my dad have got me figured out perfectly. Whenever my pussy needs a good thrashing, I’ll have you, and give my best to the company, which, some day will be mine.”

“Ours Crystal, our company,” Jack said. Crystal was starting to relax now, and reached in her bag and took out a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol. Crystal was so hot for the sex part, she failed to hear the part about our company. “Jack, can you light me up please. I really need a cigarette before and after sex.”

“Sure Crystal. By the way, you know I have a huge smoking fetish, and you really turn me on!” Jack took out one of his own and lit them both up. Very sexily, she took a cheek-hollowing drag and said, “I kind of figured you did. I saw how hard you got when I smoked!”

She embraced Jack, and exhaled her smoke right into Jack’s lungs, and his cock got hard like magic. It was so easy for Crystal, who was cock crazy at this point to unzip Jack’s trousers and pull down his boxers. His cock was rubbing onto Crystal’s satin black business dress. She took another drag and blew it in his face. He took a puff of his own and told her, “now get on the desk and face me, and pull your panties down; that is, if you’re wearing any.”

Crystal replied and batted her eyelashes. “But sir, I’m just a tawdry slut and I never wear panties.” She was biting her bottom lip again as she spoke. In a small voice she said, “I guess I need to be punished for not wearing panties.” This drove Jack crazy.

“Well in that case, I want you come over to the couch and spread yourself over my knees.” Very obediently, carrying an ashtray over for the both of them, Crystal pulled off her one-piece black dress, leaving on only her lace-up black high heels and laced bra, and spread herself, tight ass facing high up over Jack’s knees.

“Mr. Hammer,” Crystal said, “I think I need to be punished now and again for my slutty behavior. Do you think you can punish me like the slut that I am and deserve?”

“Of course, Crystal, anything for Keating Financials.” By this time, Crystal’s pussy was dripping and making a mess of Jack’s suit. Of course she didn’t know it, but Jack kept at least four suits, pressed and ready in Mr. Keating’s office because the both of them entertained various women (and men) here all the time.

“And Crystal,” Jack said. “I want you to keep smoking during our taming activities.” Oh, Crystal thought, so this was a taming exercise. It played perfectly into all of her BDSM fantasies!

An open palm came down hard on Crystal’s backside with a hard “thwack!” She let out a little cry, but got wetter and wetter with each blow that rained down. Jack much preferred this to the paddle that Crystal’s father kept in the office for his guests. After a little more of this play, Jack said, “Okay Crystal, I want you to bend over the front of the desk. You still need more discipline.”

“Yes, Mr Hammer.”

“Now Crystal, I’m going to show you how I live up to my family name!” With her ass smarting, clit hard, and pussy dripping, Crystal ran over to her bag and pulled out another cigarette, lighting it quickly. She spread herself over the front of the desk, ass up in the air and twat throbbing, waiting for Jack Hammer to go to work. First, he reached under and massaged Crystal’s hungry pussy and tugged gently on her clit ring, rubbing her engorged walls, and then put three fingers in her very wet pussy, causing her to moan with the most intense pleasure she ever experienced in her life. With his fingers wet and slick from Crystal’s juice, he spread it very liberally all over her asshole and as he spread her asshole apart, she began to moan.

“Oh, I see that fingers and cock and God only knows what else are no strangers to this cum slut’s ass, am I right, Ms. Keating?”

“Yes, Mr. Hammer,” she panted and puffed, “you are right.”

“Very good then,” he said. Then, without another moment’s hesitation, He shoved his erect cock right into Crystal’s now slippery asshole. The tightness against the huge girth of his cock was giving Crystal immense pleasure, so much so that she was begging. “Please Mr. Hammer, harder, faster!”

“Oh, so the slut likes this, does she?”

“Yessir, very much. Please don’t stop what you’re doing, I love it; I just want more and more!”

Jack kept pounding and true to his family name, hammering away. It felt so good to him - the way Crystal’s tight little ass just made way for his cock, remaining firm and slick for him. He kept up a feverish pace and then shouted out, “I’m going to fill you up with just what you deserve!” With that, Jack shot a massive load into Crystal’s ass, his jizz leaking onto the desktop and the polished wood floor below.

Crystal had just squirted at the same time all over the floor and was making noises of complete and utter bliss, moaning. Finally, Jack pulled out, and as he did so, he grabbed Crystal by the back of the hair, so she could see out of the office window, and whispered loudly in her ear.

“Do you see my RV in the parking lot, Crystal?”

“Yes, Mr. Hammer, I do.”

“Well that’s good. Because when the clock strikes five, we’re out of here and going right into that RV. Don’t worry about it. Your daddy knows you need a little more taming, today, and every day from now on, until we own the company. Got it?”

“Yes, Mr. Hammer, I’ve got it perfectly.” With the back of her head held by Jack’s hand, Crystal was smirking, a sly smile.

❤️❤️❤️


#3 More Juice from Jaclyn

Would you like more stories about Crystal and her sexy Goth girlfriends? In fact, in the book you just read, Samantha, Crystal’s friend, appears as the lead character in “THE GOTH GIRLS SORORITY SERIES” also available on my author’s page for sale!

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this tale of a rich girl in need of some “taming” before she takes over her daddy’s business. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in this story. 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
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Story 1 - The Boathouse
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Chapter I

The summer between my junior and senior years of college was a welcome break from the rigors of a highly competitive premed program at a top university in New York City. The classes were hard and full of cutthroats who wouldn’t hesitate to destroy a potential competitor for a seat in medical school.

My uncle Seymour was the director of the girl’s half of a summer sleep-away camp in the picturesque Berkshire mountains. His invitation to be a counselor for the summer at his camp was literally a breath of fresh air. I jumped at the chance. It could very well be my last free summer for years to come; away from the grind and the competition.

The camp was full of rich, spoiled brats, whose parents counted the days till the end of school when they could drop off their little darlings at the bus stop for Camp Huron, and then jet off to exotic summer vacations in places most humans only dreamed of.

Usually, the counselors were college students who themselves were campers throughout their summers. I was not one of them; part of their special clique, and so, was an outsider; and they let me know it too. Another difference was that most of them came from big money, whereas I did not. My parents were divorced, and I was an only child living with my dad.

The camp staff had to be at the camp for orientation one week before camp started. The male counselor for the boy’s camp arrived on the same day as we did. It was the Sunday before the campers would arrive. They had boy’s and girl’s bunkhouses arranged; two counselor to a bunk of 12 campers. All of the sports were separated for girls and boys. The large dining room was arranged the same way - half for boys, and half for girls.

As counselor we had supervisors too. My uncle supervised the girl’s camp and staff, and a fellow named Nick, the boy’s camp. They held the titles “head counselor.”

Camp Huron had a small, man-made body of water called Echo Lake, and there were male and female supervisors for swimming, waterskiing, and canoeing. I enjoyed swimming, and was a high school high-diving champion. On the day of our arrival, we were assigned to bunks, and different activities, according to our choices and abilities. After dinner on that first Sunday, all the camp staff; counselor, and supervisors, arrived in the main meeting hall which also served as a theatre for the end-of-summer play. The purpose of this gathering was to give assignments out to the counselor to work under the different area supervisors.

I had no boyfriend, and therefore, unlike some of the other girls, no guy far away to send stupid and meaningless platitudes of love by text, silly Instagram posts, or emails to send and answer. I enjoyed my independence and my privacy. My experience with the boys at college was disappointing to say the least. I am a very sexual person, and took a dim view of the men who just wanted sex for the purpose of bragging rights, and expected blowjobs from women while giving little thought on how to please the women in return. It seemed the boy’s counselor were no different. I noticed several of them ogling me. After all, I stood at five-feet-seven-inches tall, had long, black hair, blue-green eyes, an athletic build, and I was proud of my tight, round ass and perky, medium-sized breasts. Also, I was a source of mystery for them, for everyone in fact since I was an outsider. I enjoyed my “status.”

The last year in college, at a sorority party I made out with another girl for the first time. Her name was Janet, a slender Black girl, with long, blondish braided hair, firm hips, a nice compact butt, who stood at about six-feet tall,” a real beauty. I could tell she was experienced with other women, and she showed me pleasures that I never thought possible. The orgasms, and devouring of my pussy with her skilled tongue and hands, were far beyond anything I could have dreamed about with any guy. She also taught me the joys of pleasuring another woman, a subject I knew very little of. Of course, I masturbated just like any other girl did, but I didn’t really know the fine points; using things like vibrators, dildos, or any other “forbidden accessories.” I really loved pretty attractive women.

I couldn’t for sure label myself as a lesbian because I still held out hope that maybe a guy could pleasure me in the same ways that she had. But so far, I had yet to meet such a man. That summer would solidify my feelings about sex, and my true sexual identity.

***


Chapter II

They had metal folding chairs set up in front of the stage in rows, with an aisle down the middle. I sat four rows back, in the aisle seat of the left section of chairs facing front. On the stage was a microphone on a stand, and my uncle Sy, and Nick stood on the stage. In the front row, on the opposite side of the aisle sat the heads of water sports, basketball, softball, tennis, music, and crafts – my department; or at least the one that I wanted. The meeting was an introduction, and I saw, from the way they were talking, that I wasn’t the only new counselor there; there were maybe two or three more new counselor - but none of them were girls. After the department heads spoke there was to be a question-and-answer session. I was a bit shy, and I would ask my uncle things afterwards. I really didn’t want to be singled out and have people roll their eyes at me. But someone did pay attention to me.

Sitting on the far left of the front row across the aisle from me with the department heads, was a very beautiful woman who was looking into the mirror from her makeup compact case. Like me, she had long, straight black hair done up in a bun on the back of her head. I didn’t see her face, but she had a very nice figure, was taller than me, and sort of reminded me of Janet.

All of us were wearing shorts, and I was sitting with my legs crossed, my arm around the back of the empty chair next to me. She had a nice, tight ass that filled her seat well, was wearing a tank top, and from my vantage point, I didn’t see straps from a bra, which I thought was a very provocative thing to do.

As the other dept. heads droned on, I felt a little uncomfortable. As I glanced forward and to the right, I saw that the woman with the makeup case had turned around and was staring directly into my eyes. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. She had used her makeup mirror to “case the place out,” perhaps looking for . . . someone. Like me, her right arm was draped around a chair, and her legs were crossed, and she was casually swinging her right leg back and forth. Our eyes locked for what seemed like a minute, and then I saw her lips curve up into a smile at me. A conversation after the meeting was inevitable. I was taken completely by surprise, but honestly, I liked it.

At the conclusion of the meeting, the different department heads stood behind a desk, handing out assignments to the counselor. My uncle made small talk with me, understanding that I would encounter the “clique problem,” but as always he gave me encouragement that I would do just fine. So, I was in line, but I didn’t see the woman who smiled at me from the front row. Maybe I had imagined it. Did she even exist? Was I just thinking of Janet? I felt a pang of disappointment at that. A couple of the male counselor tried to make some small talk with me, but they were all boring; immature like the guys at my college.

Suddenly, someone tapped me on my shoulder from behind. I turned around and it was her. My heart leapt a few beats, and I was wordless. She had beautiful brown eyes, a dark complexion with almost perfect skin, and wore a deep shade of red lipstick. She stood about two inches taller than me, and smiled from ear to ear. I could smell a trace of perfume, which drew me in trying to figure it out. Speaking below a conversational tone she said to me, “Hi there, my name is Carol, and you must be Sy’s niece. He told me that you would be joining us this summer.”

“Yes, pleased to meet you, my name is Madeline, but you can call me ‘Maddy.’”

“Okay Maddy. I run the girl’s waterfront activities. Your uncle tells me that you were a champion diver in high school and that you’re on your college’s swim team. So, I’d really like it if you came to work for me this summer.”

I was stunned - I couldn’t hide my blushing, or my pleasure. “I’d like that very much Carol. So what do I do? Where and when should I meet you?”

“Well, you can come over to the waterfront office tonight, and I’ll give you a tour. No sense wasting time, right?” At that, her eyebrows curved upwards in anticipation of a ‘yes.’

“Sure, why not? Sounds great.” Carol’s eyes had a hypnotic, soothing effect on me. She was a very intense, intelligent person. She had to be a few years younger than my dad who was 46, and she kept herself well. I mean, she was stunning. My mind was racing, and I felt a warm tingle go right through my body.

“Okay then. I’ll just say my goodbyes to the staff, and we’ll take a walk down to the lake.” I waited by the doors for a few minutes, my head racing with all kinds of thoughts. Was I reading her wrong? God, I thought. If I made the first move and I was wrong, what would happen? I decided that I would let her make the first move if that was her intent. But I’m a pretty good judge of body language so I had a 90% certitude that I was right.

She came running up to me. “I just told your uncle that I would take you under my wing this summer and he was very pleased. I’ve been at this camp for fifteen years as waterfront head. I was also a camper here, as was my mother and father, way back when. In fact, they met here when they were teenagers.”

“Cool,” I said. The night was chilly as it often got in the Berkshires during the summer, and I was sorry I didn’t bring a windbreaker. I was rubbing my arms. She softly put her hand on my shoulder. I have an extra windbreaker if you’re cold Maddy. I also have some wine and cheese at the office if you’d like.” The blood started rushing to my face, and I felt warmer immediately; and very turned on .

The path down to the waterfront was lit by electric lanterns on each side of the walkway. When we were out-of-sight of the dining hall, Carol held my hand and intertwined her arm with mine. We stopped walking, and she turned me towards her. Those big, brown eyes locked with mine, and she leaned in, kissing me lightly on the mouth, rubbing her lips gently against mine. I felt a moistness growing inside my thighs, and my heart began to race. Next thing I knew, her tongue made a gentle entry into my mouth, and we engaged in a deep kiss. The arm that was intertwined with mine was now around my shoulders, along with her other arm. The only sound aside from a low moan from Carol were the crickets singing in the cool mountain air. The fact that Carol was older than me by at least twenty years was a big turn-on for me and only made me more excited.

She broke contact and the tip of her tongue was licking my face and the sides of my neck, alternating from left to right. When she pressed herself up against me, my suspicions about her not wearing a bra were confirmed. She kissed me lightly on the lips and said, “C’mon, let’s go to the office, I think we’ll be much more comfortable there.” So we continued our walk, and she held me close around the waist as we made our way the short distance to the office which was on top of the deck.

Inside the office canoes were stacked against the walls, along with paddles, life preservers, and other waterfront equipment. In the middle was a big desk. Carol swept all the odds and ends off the table with one movement. That surprised me; a bit aggressive, but it also communicated desire.

“Would you like some wine, Maddy?”

“Sure Carol, that would be nice.” Carol looked at me and smirked, and rolled out a long-padded beach towel on the floor in front of the desk. Next, she poured two glasses of wine, handed me one and raised her glass in a toast. “Here’s to a great and exciting summer, Maddy.” Our glasses clinked, and we drank. Her eyes bore into mine, signaling pure heat. Mine sent back the same message.

***


Chapter III

The cabin was a bit chilly, so Carol took a space heater and moved it to the side of the room where it provided some much-desired warmth. Carol sat on the front of the desk facing me with her legs spread open. She pulled me closer to her and lightly brushed my lips again. My breathing started to get quicker, and my heart was beating fast. She pulled off and lightly stroked my face and neck with her painted fingernails, studying me, and tickling me; giving me shocks of pleasure and just the beginnings of arousal, as she pulled me closer, so our waists were touching.

“Maddy, have you ever been with another woman before?” she asked, in a voice just above a whisper.

“Just once. A girl from school.”

“I see. Did you like it?”

“As compared to what, a guy?”

“Yes, as compared to a guy.”

“Well, I’ve never had a guy pleasure me as much as Janet - that’s her name - as Janet did.”

“Let’s see what Janet taught you,” Carol said, kissing my face all over, giving me goosebumps.

The warmth from the heater and the wine relaxed me and made me even more horny. I was a passenger on the “Paradise Express.” Carol’s tongue was gently licking my face and neck, and she pulled herself even closer to me, so our breasts were touching. She did a little “thing” where she put her tongue inside my right ear, and then the left. Cupping my face, she kissed my lips again, sending her tongue in slowly, teasingly inside my mouth. I could feel the tips of her breasts touching me like two little darts. I felt a pressure building inside me that expressed itself by making my pussy moist, and I could feel the wetness in my slim cotton panties.

Now Carol shimmied out of her tank top, and I could see her nipples standing erect and pointing upwards. She undid her hair bun, and gave her head a shake; her long, black hair now falling over her shoulders. We resumed kissing and Carol’s fingers started exploring just underneath the waist band of my shorts, teasing, and touching the top of my mound of pubic hair. I was thinking greedy now; impatient. I wanted her fingers, her mouth, deep inside my pussy, making me slick and wet, driving me insane; but she took her time.

She knew exactly what she was doing. I stopped kissing her mouth and went down to her nipples; first the right and then the left, making her moan softly. At the same time, I reached down to her shorts and played with the top of her mound, dipping my fingers deeper, and I could smell and feel her arousal. She was irresistible. She watched me as I slowly took my fingers out of her shorts and licked my fingers. We locked eyes. The taste was salty and also sweet; different from my own, or from what I remembered of Janet’s taste.

I resumed playing with her pussy, putting my now thoroughly wet fingers easily under her waistband, giving me slick access to her clit and her folds which were engorged and soaked. I played with her tight little knob, stroking it, and then squeezing it. That hit her like a lightning bolt. “Oh Jesus, please don’t . . . stop,” she moaned. “Fucccck, you’re great Maddy!” I was dripping, waiting for Carol to just fucking devour me. I was opening and closing my thighs, rubbing, because I was so desperate to cum. It was as if I was at an expensive sex restaurant, being served tasty hors-d’oeuvres, standing on line, impatiently waiting to be seated.

“Help me get these off,” Carol said, breathing hard, lifting her butt off the desk; and I pulled her shorts down, past her waist, and over her feet where she kicked them off onto the floor. She arched herself backwards, holding onto the back of my neck, pushing her sopping pussy against me, making my shorts wet. So I did the same and dropped my shorts and flimsy panties down, while Carol pulled my t-shirt up and over my arms and shoulders. I was wearing a bra, which Carol helped and undid the snaps in the back, and it fell off me.

Carol was using her fingers now, stroking me, and sliding her fingers up and down my hungry cunt, and rubbing my hard, little, love button, making me shiver and driving me fully mad with desire. I was so wet, her fingers had no resistance, and she slipped them expertly inside me, pressing on the outside, her fingers going round and round. She now had three fingers inside me, stretching me to the max, as if they were a hard, thick cock. I resumed sucking on her tits, and taking my fingers out of her pussy; squeezing her nipples, sucking on them, and gently biting them with my teeth, making her moan and sizzle.

Both of us were wet, sopping messes. I was dying to cum, and it seemed Carol delighted in making me wait, just increasing my frustration, making me work harder to get her off so she could concentrate on me. She was doing a good job at driving me to the edge. She was still wearing her tennis shoes and she hooked them over my shoulders, pulling me tighter into her, with a savage fierceness that that shocked me.

She pulled me into her, and we rubbed our nipples around each other; and as we did so, I was kissing and biting her neck (which she would probably have to hide tomorrow). Our pussies were touching each other’s, and gyrating back and forth, up, and down. I knew what to do mostly by instinct because something told me that I would get my reward soon if I did. As I licked and tickled her neck just below her collar bone, she squealed with delight because the fingers of one hand were now stroking her pussy hard, upturned toward me from top to bottom; stopping to squeeze her clit and dipping my fingers into her as she was doing to me.

I took my fingers out of her cunt and made a trail with my tongue from underneath her tits to her tummy, all the while playing again and snapping her nipples between my fingers. Carol took my hand off her breast and sucked on my fingers; tasting herself and moaning as she did. I took both my hands back, and I parted her folds, licking all around her clit, then rubbing her cherry knob with my nose, as I licked deeper. Her back arched back to give my mouth further access to her, and she took her hands from my cunt which was just at the point of orgasm, and began playing with my breasts.

My tongue was now inside her, and I felt a rush of her wetness fall all over my face as she squirted. I was greedily drinking all of her in, my face wet, completely buried between her legs. As she came, she shuddered, and gripped at my long black hair, making my head a prisoner of her cunt, and driving her knuckles into my scalp. I was tonguing the inside of her folds lightly with my “oral spear”, and I pushed it on her hard clit, which seemingly grew in size. It felt like my mouth was suckling a wet sponge that was saturated with water.

I too, was dripping down my inner thighs. She lifter her butt up higher, and I licked all the way from her cunt to her cherry asshole, and she shuddered again. Carol released the pressure on my head and cupped my face in her hands as she sat up straighter. She kissed me deeply on my mouth, her tongue lapping up all her juices from me which were dribbling down my chin. She broke off slowly and gently whispered in my ear, “let’s get on the floor, I’m going to rock your world Maddy.”

I almost came from the sound of her voice. Aside from the fact that Carol was a fantastic lover, the age difference between us also turned me on greatly; it was one of my greatest fantasies. She gently got off the table and told me to lie down on the padded towels on the floor next to the cozy space heater. I wouldn’t give a shit at this point if even my uncle were to walk into the cabin, which was now our secret little place of pleasure.

“Lie down honey,” Carol said, her voice shaky from what was a volcano of an orgasm. I did as instructed, and Carol hooked my legs over her shoulders and grabbed a pillow from the side of the desk, and slid it under my hips. I was throbbing with anticipation, pure lust, as she didn’t waste any time and started licking my pussy with her flat tongue, from the little mound of pubic hair at the top, and around my clit using just the tip of her tongue. I was so wet, drenched in fact, by this point, that her tongue could have been as dry as sandpaper; it wouldn’t have mattered at all. I was moaning and grabbing at her smooth, silky hair.

At the same time, Carol was lightly touching my breasts, tickling them, and softly digging with her nails into my flesh. I was starting to breathe heavy; just on the brink, and my heart beating rapidly as Carol found places even I had never known existed. I thought of Janet; you always think of your first. While Janet was great, she was the Minor Leagues compared to Carol.

Carol’s tongue now found my opening and gently explored, pushing, and sliding against the insides of my woman. I moaned and felt alive, truly alive, and desired, for the first time in my life. She took her mouth off me and replaced her lips with her fingers, stroking from top to bottom; my clit to the opening of my asshole, which I felt puckering and in need of attention as well - a new sensation. Three of her fingers dipped inside me and rubbed inside my folds, and all over, unleashing a torrent of my wetness as I came. My mouth was opened in a wordless scream, as I rocketed to another dimension. She gently inserted an index finger inside my cherry, puckered asshole, and I gasped with pleasure, as she slowly, carefully moved it in and out, so as not to tear at me with her fingernail.

Carol bent over me now, sucking and licking all the juice from my pussy; her hands, slick from me, rubbing my nipples. I begged for more when she broke off and muffled my pleas with her mouth covering mine. I could taste myself from her mouth and it was exquisite to be sharing this pleasure with another woman, in a way that no man could satisfy - ever.

She lied on top of me, and hooked her legs onto my thigh and started rubbing her wet cunt on me, sliding up and down in a frenzy. We kissed again as she did so, her tongue almost making me gag. Her rubbing made her cum again; squirting all over my thigh. She broke off from my mouth and began kissing my face, my neck, biting my nipples with her teeth, and running her fingertips all over my body. I wanted her to make me cum again so badly.

I thrust my hips up to her, and again hooked my legs over her shoulders as she ravaged my insides again and again with her lips and tongue. I was driving my fingernails into her sides, but she said nothing, just incoherent moaning. She licked further down, and the tip of her tongue penetrated my asshole, and she went in and out with it; topping it off by licking my clit up and down and side to side. I stiffened and spasmed and squirted into her mouth again. We lied panting on top of one another, embracing and kissing.

Carol sat up and reached for a large blanket on the side, and covered us both with it. We fell asleep, with Carol’s head nestled comfortably between my breasts. She felt and smelled so good. We may have slept for about two hours before we both awoke. I have never felt this good after sex with any of those asshole college boys I’ve known, or even Janet. When I went back to school, there were things I could teach her now. I smiled at the thought.

We stood up, got dressed, Carol straightening up the office nice and tidy. I helped her pick up the things she threw off the desk when we first came in. We shared another glass of wine before we left.

“Well, that was amazing Maddy,” Carol said, looking at me with renewed lust in her eyes.

“Yes, it was, wasn’t it?” I said rhetorically.

“This is going to be quite a summer Maddy. You know, I have a private room in the main building.” That I didn’t know. The place used to be a billionaire’s estate at the turn of the century, and the dept heads all had rooms in there; married people, singles, couples, whatever.

“Oh, that’s really nice Carol,” I said.

“Of course, I expect you’ll be a regular visitor?” she said, and smiled at me.

“Most definitely!” I said.

***


Story 2 - Houseguest

[image: ]


Chapter I

After I finished college I moved back home to live with my stepmother until I found a permanent job. I was trained in marketing and graphic design, and made just enough to support myself until my résumé reached the right person’s in-box. I was close with my stepmother, and my father passed away just after I finished high school. As for my real mother, she passed while I was in grade school. Dad was lucky when he married Elena, my stepmother, shortly after. Elena took good care of him and me who she treated just like her own daughter. She was far removed from those stories of wicked stepmothers we all read about as children. I confided in her for just about everything, and she understood that I was so young to have experienced so much loss at an early age. I really loved her.

I supposed that I could have lived on my own - I made enough with the temp jobs I took, but moving back in with Elena was the right thing to do. I never asked her, but after my dad died, she never went on dates with anyone. My reasoning was that she didn’t want to subject me to any strangers coming into our life that I might get attached to only to have more heartache when she broke up with them, or vice-versa.

One morning while we were having breakfast before I raced off to my latest temp job, she told me that a friend of hers - a roommate from college who she was close with, would be staying with us for a while because her co-op burned down last week. Elena is the type of woman not to abandon a good friend in time of need. I truly admired her for that. She’s good people.

“So when is Cassandra coming to stay with us?” I asked Elena while I cooked dinner for the both of us.

“This Thursday. She had to go out and buy an entire new wardrobe. She lost everything in the fire. Thank God she has good insurance, but all of her old pictures, papers, and memories are just gone. It’s like she’s starting her entire life over again.”

“That’s too bad,” I said. “I can’t even imagine something so terrible. Is she married? Divorced?”

“She’s divorced; no kids. Her husband walked out on her after she discovered he was cheating on her. I think she was happy he left her. It was never really a good marriage; not like the one I had with your dad.” As she said that her eyes misted over. Mine did too; it was still relatively fresh.

“Jeez that’s rough!” I said.

“So where will she sleep? What will the arrangements be?” I asked.

“I have your dad’s old office. We just have the iMac in there. The couch is a fold-out bed.”

“Oh, nice. What’s she like mom? (I called Elena mom, after all).

“Cassandra is very smart; she’s a lawyer and is due to make partner soon in her law firm. She’s also very attractive and a lot of fun to be around. I think you’ll like her. You know,” Elena said looking me over, “She even looks a bit like you. You’re the same height, both have blue eyes, and she’s a natural brunette. How can I say it? She’s very perky, always upbeat.”

“That’s great! I can’t wait to meet her. From the way you describe her, I bet we’ll be sorry to see her go when she gets her stuff sorted out.” Mom hesitated a bit before answering me. She had a “faraway look” in her eyes.

“Yes, yes, I think we will.”

***


Chapter II

Thursday rolled around in no time, and mom and I were waiting for Cassandra to arrive. She lived in Boston, and we were just outside of Minneapolis. She took a flight out and would be coming from the airport via taxi. My mom wanted to pick her up, but Cassandra was very polite and insisted on the cab. I suppose she didn’t want to put us out any more than she thought she was, but it was really no trouble. The fireplace was on, and the early November chill was here after a very hot summer. We were on the sofa and watching some Netflix series we were addicted to when the doorbell rang. Mom put our show on Pause and got up from the sofa in our living room and went to the front door. It was Cassandra. I did a double take. My God, she really does look like me! Not totally, but at a quick glance, yeah, she does, I thought to myself. They hugged tightly and Cassandra placed her large trunk just inside the doorway.

“How was your flight Cass?” my mom asked.

“Great! We even got here ahead of schedule.”

“Well, this must be Emily!” Cassandra said in a very cheerful upbeat voice. “Elena has told me so much about you. Look how you’ve grown.” I was puzzled. Did I ever meet her before?

“Nice to meet you too, and likewise. Uh, maybe I’m missing something, but have we met before?” I asked.

“Oh you probably don’t remember Ems, (that’s what mom called me, and everyone else that was close to me, that is) but Cassandra used to come over when she was married. It was shortly after I married your dad.”

“So, that’s like 12 years? Something like that. How old are you Emily?”

“I’m 22; just turned,” I said. Cassandra was my height: five-feet, seven-inches tall, and had an incredible figure, wore tight-fitting jeans, black high heels, and a deep green, nylon, long sleeve blouse, with the top three buttons open, and I got a good look at a nice pair of breasts. Her shoulder-length black hair was parted in the center, and formed bangs on her forehead off to one side. Her eyes were like mine, but sort of a greenish blue, and seductively wide. She wheeled her luggage into the hallway, and my mom hung up her beige trench coat in the hall closet. I thought it strange that she wasn’t remarried or with anyone; I mean she was such a beautiful woman.

“Are you hungry Cass?” my mom asked. “Emily made supper tonight and we have some left.”

“Oh no, that’s fine. But I really would appreciate a cup of tea.”

I jumped up right away, and said “No problem Cassandra, I’ll make it for you.”

“Well, Elena, she’s so sweet! Thank you Emily - sorry! I mean is it ok if I call you ‘Ems’?”

“Of course,” I said.” So, I went into the kitchen to make the tea, and I watched Cassandra and my mom making small talk. As she was talking to my mother I saw her staring at me. My mom’s back was facing me. It was a penetrating glance that made my skin prickle, and gave me a warm feeling. She was turning me on, and we only just met. We locked eyes and I couldn’t help myself from smiling. I should clarify at this point that I’d had sexual experiences at school with both men and women; enjoying them both. Truth be told, there was something more satisfying about my female experiences. They were more “exciting;” more lustful and thrilling. The thought that I could possibly have a tryst with my mom’s best friend was out of the question though. Or was it?

The tea was ready, and I brought Cassandra’s cup to the living room table and invited her and my mom to sit. I made two more cups for her and myself. I closed the TV show, because I knew the two women would want to talk.

“Oh, thank you Emily,” my mom said, patting a place for me on the sofa. “Come; sit down and join us.” Cassandra sat between my mom and me.

“So, when was the last time you two saw each other?” I asked.

Cassandra and my mom looked at each other. “It must have been two years ago at our sorority reunion. You remember Ems; I went to Boston for that,” my mom said.

Cassandra took a drink of her tea and slyly smiled; saying, “That’s right Elena. It’s been two years.” Then, turning to me, Cassandra said, “But your mom and I talk all the time anyway. We were quite close in college, you know.” There was a lot of subliminal messaging going on here which peaked my curiosity.

“Oh, nice!” I said. While Cassandra went on to Tufts Law School, my mom got an MBA, and a position with a large bank, here in Minneapolis. “You know, Emily; I wonder what it would have been like had your mom gone to law school with me. We made a powerful team in college,” Cassandra said, smiling from ear to ear.

“Yup, I remember,” mom said, smiling. “Cassandra and I were the biggest point scorers in women’s volleyball at Tufts Undergrad.” Cassandra eyed me up and down. “Did you ever play team sports Emily? You know, you look strong, and probably would have been good at basketball, or anything else.” The anything else part was “interesting.” She placed her hand on my thigh and said, “You’re very lucky Elena to have such a sweet daughter around. I know she’s been a big comfort since Roger passed away.”

Then Cassandra turned to me, her hand still on the top of my thigh. “So Ems, what is it you plan to do with your life, now that you’ve graduated college?” she said, giving my thigh a squeeze.

“Well, I’d like to work for a marketing company, doing something with graphic design. But until something happens, I’m working these temp jobs.”

Cassandra now gave my thigh a reassuring rub. “You’re very articulate and smart too, so I think you should find something good soon. Any company would be very lucky to have you.”

“Why thank you, Cassandra,” I said and smiled at her.

“Oh not at all. I’m glad I can stay here and watch you land something at this exciting time! Be persistent and I’m sure all your dreams will come true . . .” Cassandra said smiling; sending me hints again. So the women talked for about an hour more, and I put the dishes away, and cleaned up the kitchen for the night. My mom had a rare day off from work tomorrow, and I was also off from the car leasing company I was working parttime for. When I went to bed full of questions, mom and Cassandra were still in the living room talking.

About two am, I got up to go to the bathroom and I walked past mom’s room which was next to mine. The door was closed, and a faint light flickered underneath the door; candlelight. I heard subdued laughter and the voices of my mom and Casandra coming from mom’s room. The door to the guest room where Cassandra was supposed to be sleeping was open, so I was very quiet when I passed it and went to the bathroom, and then walked back to my room, curious.

Holy shit!!! Mom and Cassandra had or still have a “thing” going on! Wow! Was I conflicted? Yes. Was I turned on? Definitely! The next few weeks were certainly going to be ‘different,’ that was for sure. This was a side of Elena that I never knew existed!

***


Chapter III

The bathroom was at the end of the hallway next to the office/spare bedroom where Cassandra was supposed to be. I couldn’t help myself, but on the way back to my bedroom, I paused in front of mom’s room . Now I heard muffled sounds of passion coming from the room and there was no doubt at all in my mind as to what was going on. I was thinking of how sexy Casandra looked when she arrived tonight, and I was getting excited. I felt a little tingle between my legs, and I started rubbing my breasts through my t-shirt. It sounded like Cassandra was getting sucked and licked by mom, and I was really getting into it - I so wished that I could stand there at the foot of the bed and watch - only watch . . . Before I knew it, my fingers were roving underneath my panties, and my pubic hair was already getting “dewy.” In my mind, I was the one getting ravaged by Cassandra! I had those nice, firm breasts pushing up against mine, and I was having her wreak havoc on my pussy.

I kept rubbing myself and getting wetter and wetter. It took all my restraint and will power to keep from breaking that door open and jumping into that bed with them. I was biting my lower lip, right there, in the hall way, barefoot, with just a t-shirt and my flimsy cotton, pink panties. I started play acting as my fingers were going up and down, from my clit, all the way to my asshole, (which I recently discovered could be a source of pleasure) and back again. I was so wet by this time, listening to the headboard thudding against the wall, and rubbing myself into a frenzy, that my mouth was open in a wordless scream. I pressed my thighs together tight against my hand underneath my panties, as I kept rubbing, and putting three fingers inside my honey pot, which was a gooey mess.

I had to take my fingers out and taste myself, sucking intently on them, imagining what Cassandra must taste like. That BITCH! Why did she have to come here just to pleasure my mother!? Why must I miss out on all the fun???? It just wasn’t fair. Then, I gushed down onto the floor and onto the sides of my inner thighs. I could feel my cum on the insides of my ankle bones; the cool wetness of pure unbridled arousal. The moaning and wordless sounds coming from mom’s bedroom were loud enough to wake the dead. How could they not think that someone, someone like me would hear?

I stepped back away from the front of the door, and still sucking my fingers, I limped over in a crouch, trying not to leak any more fluid onto the hall carpet, back to my room. I lied down in my bed, and tried to fall asleep, but it was no use. The noises started up again. Those two were inseparable. I knew now that mom’s little getaway weekends were with Cassandra. Then, as I was finally drifting off to sleep (after making myself cum a second time), I thought what if Cassandra moved in with us???? How wonderful would that be?? It certainly would be, but it wasn’t realistic at all. Cassandra had a law practice across the country in Boston, and we were here. I smiled; there were always vacations, and with them - possibilities. I fell into a deep sleep, my last thoughts being of having Cassandra’s head between my legs.

***


Chapter IV

The next morning, the three of us sat down to breakfast. “How did you sleep honey, you look tired?” mom said to me as she made my eggs.

What was I going to say? Your humping and sucking your girlfriend all night kept me up and caused me to squirt out in the hallway in front of your bedroom door as I orgasmed? No, I couldn’t say that. “I don’t know mom. I’m planning to rewrite my résumé. These temp jobs just frustrate me, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry honey, a girl with your talents - you’ll have your dream job in six months - I just know it,” mom said.

“Of course she will Elena,” Cassandra said. “It just takes time. I bounced around from job to job until I found the legal job that would jumpstart my career, and now I couldn’t be happier.”

“Ems,” mom said. “Did you spill a drink or something last night in the hallway?”

“No mom, why do you ask?” Cassandra was eating a bran muffin and listening intently to this exchange between mom and me. She was also staring at me, with the beginnings of a smirk on her face.

“Well, it’s just that the whole carpet was wet outside my bedroom door room this morning. I thought maybe you spilled something, or  . . .” I cut her off in mind-sentence. “Oh yeah! I took my water bottle to the bathroom to fill it in the middle of the night, and I must have spilled some in the hallway on the way back to my room,” I said in the most convincing manner I could; maybe too convincing, because Cassandra just looked at me and smiled. Never mind the fact that my tall, 12 oz water bottle would never be able to fit underneath the faucet in the bathroom sink, and mom knows I only drink filtered water from the refrigerator. But mom said nothing and just flipped my eggs over.

Well, breakfast felt a little uneasy after that, but mom was truly a saint for not pursuing the issue further. Cassandra muttered under her breath, leaning into me while placing her hand on my thigh; “filling your water bottle, eh???” and kissing my right cheek as she said that. I was stunned - shocked, but truth be told, I fucking loved it, and the now moist me smiled back. Mom, who was cooking was oblivious to this little exchange.

“So guys, what do you feel like doing today? McCreedy’s has a sale going on. I know you’re looking for a track suit Ems.”

“Uh, sure mom; whatever you and Cassandra decide.”

Mom’s cell phone rang. She frowned and answered it. “Hi Vincent, what’s up? . . . Yes . . . Really? Oh my God, that’s terrible! How did it . . . yeah, uh huh . . no . . . sure I can. Can you give me an hour, maybe just a bit more? Yes . . .OK, wow. . . Tell her I hope she feels better. . Yes, I will - bye!”

“What happened mom?” Cassandra and I both looked at mom with shock.

“You know my friend Jeanette from loans?”

“Yes, the tall, curly redhead; the Brit.”

“The one and the same. She slipped in her kitchen this morning and broke her ankle. Her husband George took her to the Methodist Hospital - she’ll need surgery to repair it!”

“Jeez Louise!” I said. Of all the crazy things.”

“Yeah, so we’re short staffed, and she was working on a big client loan this week. Vincent asked me to cover for her for at least the foreseeable future. So it looks like I’m leaving you two alone today. I have to go in. I’m so sorry Ems. I know how much you wanted to go out today with me.”

“It’s okay mom. You have to do what you have to do.”

Cassandra looked at me with a sly grin that wasn’t lost on mom. “Don’t worry, Elena. I’m sure Ems and I will find something to keep us busy.”

I was caught off guard a bit. “Yeah mom, I can drive Cassandra to the Mall of America in Bloomington, and we can spend the day there!”

“Sounds nice Ems; but I thought we’d all go there this weekend,” mom said.

“Don’t worry Elena. I have some paperwork to do and then Ems and I can catch a movie in town.”

“Well, sounds like fun guys. Ok, I have to go,” mom said as she gulped her coffee down.



So mom got dressed and left. It was going to be an interesting day. As I was getting dressed in my room, I felt light-headed and giddy, like a kid going to the amusement park for the first time. I walked into the kitchen a few minutes later, and Cassandra was dressed. She was seated at the table with her legs crossed; her right leg swaying from side to side seductively. She wore the same green blouse she arrived in last night, with one important difference; she wasn’t wearing a bra! She had on a short black skirt with a high slit up the side, and black see-through pantyhose. Her hair was flowing freely over her shoulders. Those perky nipples were popping right through the satin material of her blouse. My eyes were transfixed on them. I was very turned on and I think she saw that.

She had her big black leather bag on the table, and she pulled out a fresh pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I knew I smelled smoke last night coming from the bedroom. Mom didn’t smoke; at least I thought she didn’t. I however did, but in accordance with mom’s wishes, I always went outside to smoke, which, in Minneapolis, was sometimes a frigid endeavor. I promised to quit one day. It looked like today was not going to be that day.

Very seductively, Cassandra lit a cigarette and did a quick, snap-inhale, holding her cigarette effeminately between her fingers, which were painted a bright red. “Would you like a cigarette, Ems?” Cassandra said. “Your mom told me that you’re a smoker, but you ‘play by the rules’ and don’t smoke inside the house. I find that to be an admirable quality - but . . . sometimes dear, you have to break the rules.”- a double entendre.

Cassandra was in the driver’s seat, and it felt like I was going to be taken for a

‘test spin.’ Just seeing her sitting there; her smooth legs covered in black, sheer nylon, stiletto heels, and nipples like full rose buds poking through that satin green blouse, was giving me a tingle between my legs and a warm, moist feeling in my pussy. I remembered last night, and my hands went up to my breasts, absentmindedly rubbing them in front of her. A small sigh escaped me.

“Oh yes, please. I’d love one of yours. That happens to be my brand also.” Cassandra smiled at me and gave a quick laugh. She dangled her cigarette out of the corner of her mouth and handed me the pack. A cigarette was sticking out of the top and I slowly took it out. Cassandra, her eyes boring into me, flicked her lighter to life as I leaned into the flame. Feigning innocence she asked me: “What do you think we should do today?” She exaggerated a disappointed face. “You don’t really want to go out now do you?”

I took a hollow cheek drag as she lit me up. “I don’t know,” I said, exhaling a nice stream up at the ceiling. “What did you have in mind?” I said, moving back and forth, playing the innocent. She stood up from the table and strutted over to me; her heels making a nice click-clack sound on the stone-tiled floor. She ran the back of her nails lightly against my forehead, down the front of my face, sending a chill down my body.

Then she leaned in over to me close to my ear, and gently tickled my earlobe with her tongue. In a throaty whisper filled with primal wanting she said, “I think we have some catching up to do since the last time we met years ago,” and she kissed my cheek, lingering on my face. She took a drag and brought one of the coffee mugs over to use as an ashtray, flicking her ashes and exhaling into my face. With wisps of smoke trailing out of her nose and mouth she gently brushed her lips against mine; and wrapped her arms over my shoulders. She took her lips off me and said, “You know something Ems, you are a very beautiful girl . . . so sweet,” as she played with my hair on my forehead. I smiled, and she kissed me again, this time the tip of her tongue playing at the opening of my lips. In that exact moment, I knew I wanted her. I wanted her to take all of me and ravage me like a savage.

I was breathing heavily, and I allowed her tongue to enter my mouth and I generously gave mine to her. She leaned and pressed closer to me, entwining her tongue with mine. She broke off, took a deep drag of her cigarette, and I did the same. She looked at me and we both laughed, putting out our cigarettes in the coffee mug. In a husky voice, she said, “Now where were we?” and she moved in again, this time her arms were around my waist, her hands grabbing and rubbing both of my ass cheeks, making me crazy.

The first three buttons of her blouse were open, and I saw her beautiful cleavage, nipples erect underneath the blouse, and I broke off the kiss and started licking her exposed tits and squeezing and playing with her nipples through the satiny blouse. She moaned with pleasure. “You’re such a good girl,” she said. “Delightful.”

My arousal took over and I took hold of her hands and pulled them walking backwards out of the kitchen, planning to take her upstairs to my bed. “Oh just a sec,” she said. “My bag. ”She grabbed her large handbag, placing it over her shoulder, and we both walked arm in arm up the stairs, going straight into my room at the top of the stairs. My bed was made, all except the top cover. Purposely, I left the cover off, knowing that somehow, some way, this would happen. My intuition rarely fails me.

Cassandra and I both pulled our tops off. I had no bra on either; I never wear one to sleep, and I knew that today I wouldn’t need one! I let my simmering, hot lust get the better of me and I pulled her closer to me, kissing her hard, and my fingers playing with her nipples. My pussy was wet; soaking through my cotton panties, and Cassandra’s hand had already opened the zipper on my jeans, and was reaching under my panties touching and playing with the top of my pubic hair. I squealed and started kissing her neck, my teeth biting and going from side to side. Her middle finger stroked through the sloshy wetness of my pussy, rubbing from my clit, down to my opening, and she sort of played with it, teasing me, as I ground my hips into her hand.

She had already dropped her skirt down around her ankles, and I saw her black-laced panties with the straps that hooked her pantyhose to them. I didn’t have to be told what to do next. I slipped my fingers down into her, finding an unusually large clit, that was almost like a mini cock. She too was soaking wet and moaning with delight as I played with her clit like a rubber band, snapping it between my fingers. She shuddered and stiffened; seething as I felt the wetness from her orgasm drip down my fingers onto her thighs. Cassandra grabbed me tighter  and dopped her panties and hose around her ankles, stepping out of them. She was a ball of wetness, and she yanked me down onto the bed.

I wanted her mouth on my pussy to lick and suck, as she wanted to do the same to me. We turned into a “69” position on the bed, my mouth and tongue greedily licking the tangy saltiness that was Cassandra. She was doing the same to me, and the effect was explosive - I came and squirted right into her mouth. The feeling was the pent up culmination of what I felt last night in front of my mom’s bedroom door, but one hundred times that.

Cassandra placed her head deeper, between my thighs and was better able to lick me in the magic spot between my pussy and my puckered asshole. I clenched her head harder, and enjoyed the silky smoothness of her hair between my thighs. When she placed her tongue inside my puckered cherry, it was too much for me. I shook and spasmed, and was covered in sweat.

My tongue was playing with her clit which she seemed to enjoy the most. I stiffened it and made it into a fleshy dart, and I strummed her with my pointy tongue. She was moaning through what she was doing to me. After several minutes of this play, both of use squirted in sync right onto each other’s face. There was not a dry spot to be felt on both of our bodies. After lying together like that for a while - we both lost track of time, Cassandra shifted herself and we faced each other and kissed; each tasting one another through our kisses. We played with each other’s tits; Cassandra licking both of my breasts and gently biting my nipples with her teeth.

I grasped her thigh between both of mine, rubbing my cunt up and down her slippery flesh, and moaning. I was like a fiend - wanting more, always more. “You’re something else, my needy little angel,” Cassandra said in a dreamy, post coital blissful state. “Wait here, I have just the thing for your insatiable pussy.” I wondered what that could be.



She left the bed and walked cat-like into her room. When she came back, she was wearing a black, strap-on cock, that looked to be gigantic. On the side of the belt, was a little button that started it vibrating, with a speed she could adjust. She giggled, and said to me, “This should be a lot of fun for you! Have you ever tried one before? Your mom LOVES it!”

Very innocently I replied: “Well, to tell you the truth, guilty as charged. My sorority sisters and I loved these things!”

“Well then,” she said, “You’re in for a treat! You see, when I squeeze it, a lubricant comes out of it! Now, get on your knees with your backside facing me honey.”

I did as I was told, expecting what those asshole guys at school always did so could they brag to their stupid, immature friends afterwards. I couldn’t get the sense of what Cassandra was doooooinggg!!! Yahhh!!! “Oh wow . . .my God Cass, this feels so . . . good!!!” I never expected anything like this. Cassandra was ramming me with a huge, realistic feeling hard cock - that vibrated! I also felt a cool wetness escape it which was some kind of lubricant - not that I needed it. “Holy shit this is sooo good!!” I was able to get out between moans. I was gripping the sides of the bed with both hands, lost in a twilight world of pleasure.

Harder and harder she thrusted, the vibrating intensity increasing. The cock had ribs on the sides which made my ecstasy exquisitely pleasurable. My body stiffened, and I was jolted to another solar system as my hungry, wet cunt went around like a mixing bowl around a wooden spoon. I collapsed on the bed as Cassandra withdrew. I also wanted it shoved up my ass too.

The time flew by, and we had been at for 4 hours. Cassandra and I were sitting next to each other on the bed, smoking. She had one arm wrapped around my shoulder, and I placed my head next to hers.

“What are we gonna tell mom?” I asked.

Cassandra chuckled. “Oh If I know my friend Elena, and I’m pretty sure I know that side of her pretty well, I think she’ll be happy at all the fun we can have now with each other. What do you think Ems?” I guess the, uh, “backside adventure” would have to wait. But who knows? The day was still young, and there was tonight to look forward to!

“Yes, I think she will. By the way Cassandra. How long do you think it will be before you get your stuff together and move back to Boston?” Cassandra turned to look at me, blowing a plume of smoke into my mouth as we kissed. I started getting wet again. We parted and she said to me, “Actually, I was thinking about getting a fresh start here in Minneapolis. There are several firms that would kill to have me onboard. What do you think Ems?”

I practically squirted again with the news!

❤️❤️❤️
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#5 TEACHER’S DETENTION

BLACKMAILED FEMINIZATION

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter I The Oldest Senior

Evan Kraft was the oldest student at Ferndale Senior High in New Jersey. He was nineteen years old and a senior. During the seventh grade, Evan contracted mononucleosis and ended up losing an entire year of school. The home tutoring he got wasn’t enough, or perhaps he didn’t apply himself to it, having no appetite for school in the first place. The result was that he had to repeat the seventh grade, and after a few years, he found himself as a senior, and alone.

Even so, Evan attracted attention to himself because he was charismatic; a “follow me” type, a leader, and rode a black Kawasaki Ninja 400 motorcycle to school which was a present from his parents. It wasn’t given to him because of his stellar grades, but because he threatened to drop out if he had to ride the school bus. His parents spoiled him - they had just enough

money and the low parenting skills to be able to do that. He enjoyed racing his bike on the Garden State Parkway, and as a result of numerous encounters with law enforcement, especially the ones with radar guns; he was on a first name basis with several state troopers.

During one such encounter the trooper said to him, looking over Evan’s bike; “You know Evan, you don’t have a pilot’s license. The next time I stop you, I’m going to cite you for not having one!”

Evan was into the whole “grunge thing;” heavy metal music, black leather motorcycle jacket, studded boots, a chain that he wore off of one shoulder, jeans, and a “James Dean” haircut - gel included. He had a muscular build but was thin, and stood at only five-feet, six-inches tall. It was his “retro” look that made him the center of attention; especially girl’s attention. About the middle of his junior year, the high school girls lost their appeal to him. To Evan, there was something intangible that was missing; maybe a lack of experience on their part?

Or perhaps they couldn’t emulate what he saw on the porn videos he enjoyed watching instead of studying. He did have a penchant for mischief. He did things mainly out of boredom or for kicks; often daring wannabe younger classmates into pulling sophomoric pranks. One such prank which became legendary in Ferndale High history, was putting urushiol, the active oily ingredient found in poison ivy into the hand sanitizers around the school. He was friends with a couple of the science nerds in the chemistry department, and one of them knew where to get it from.

At the start of his senior year, Evan became very interested in school. A new chemistry teacher joined the faculty, and she was responsible for his impeccable attendance record in chemistry class. Normally chemistry was not in Evan’s academic plans; no way, no how. He was into the trades, or industrial arts. He was very good at fixing mechanical things - especially cars and motorcycles, and someday dreamed of owning his own collision shop. However, when Miss. Toni Briamonte started teaching chemistry, Evan wangled his guidance counselor into placing him in the class. She was a very alluring woman; standing easily at six-feet tall, long, brunette hair, wide brown eyes, and the biggest set of tits that Evan ever saw. She also dressed very provocatively with a white leather jacket, short black leather skirt, and a diamond-studded choker around her neck.

In fact, some of the horny sixteen-year-old science nerds called her “Tit-Butyl Toni,” a reference to a chemical compound. The name stuck and was a hit. Whether Miss Briamonte knew it or not, she gave no indication. Evan of course, sat in the front row. You could say there was a mutual “chemistry” there. Miss Briamonte was about thirty-two years old, and was fond of lacing her lectures with sexual innuendos; things about “atoms colliding or ‘bumping’ one another,” stuff like that. Evan saw that when she spoke or made a point she stared at him, often calling upon him. Since Evan was no science guy, he “persuaded” the nerds to help him, mainly so he didn’t look dumb in front of Miss Briamonte, and also because if he failed chemistry, he wouldn’t graduate. Even with the tutoring from the nerds, he still couldn’t get more than a sixty-five on his weekly quizzes and tests - that translated to a “D-plus.”

During one test, as Miss Briamonte was walking around the class, she stopped at Evan’s desk as she usually did. Only this time, she leaned in close to look at his paper from behind. She made sure her enormous tits were pressing his shoulder and back when she looked, and some of her hair strands brushed up against Evan’s cheek. He could feel her warm breath against his skin, smell perfume and tobacco, and the biochemical reaction that came next was that his cock extended itself in his jeans to its full size of eight inches.

Since his jeans were tight, he had to bite his lip since metal zippers do not feel good against skin. “Humm, looks good . . . .oh! here. I think you’re missing one electron from this equation; that’s why it’s not balancing,” she whispered up against Evan’s ear, her lips unmistakably touching. She took Evan’s pencil from his hand and said, “May I?” Evan was astounded and said ,“Be my guest.” Next, she rewrote the equation, so it was the right answer. She corrected yet another problem, thus giving an Evan an extra ten points!

“Better?” she said, giving him an inviting look. “Uh, yeah, looks good to me. Thanks.”

“Uh huh,” she said, and continued her walk around the room.

For her part, Miss Briamonte was very curious about Evan. She found out from the guidance counselor, her friend Connie Thorndyke, that Evan was nineteen, which translated into one year above the age of consent according to New Jersey Law. Frequently during her ride home, Toni fantasized about Evan and especially about how she wanted him deep inside her, plowing her with that taut, muscular body of his, and what she imagined (correctly) would be a monstrous cock. Often, she touched her breasts at home, dreaming about Evan’s teeth biting her “Tit-Butyl Tits.” Other students began to notice how their teacher was into the “older kid” in their chem class, and made little jokes and innuendos to Evan about it. Evan took the ribbing as a source of pride.

“So Evan,” Mike McCarthy, a tight end on the Ferndale football team, and one of his few close confidants at school said to him one day at lunch: “You gonna’ give “Tit-Butyl” a good fucking???” The other guys at the table laughed. Of course Evan knew that of all the guys in school, if anyone was going to give her a good fucking, it would have to be him. His wheels started turning. Hormones were not a substitute for brains, but in Evan’s case that was enough for the present.

“You never know, McCarthy.” Evan was a bit detached from the conversation, staring at the wall, the voices of his friends just mindless chatter. He was picturing Miss Briamonte sprawled out on a bed in a cheesy Jersey motel room, or better yet in her house, desperately sucking on his cock, her head and big lips bobbing up and down on it. Oh please Evan, he daydreamed, I want to devour you, suck on your balls, and I want your hot, white, sticky cum plastered all over my face - PLEASE!!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II Detention

Chem class was at the end of the sixth period, and Evan had plans to ride his Kawasaki through some old, seldom used roads, to “open it up” a bit, and have some fun. Today, Miss Briamonte was lecturing, and Evan noticed that lately she had taken to standing next to his desk as she lectured, teasing him with that hot body of hers. When class ended, she announced, “Mister Kraft, please see me after class.” His nerdy, pimply-faced classmates who were keeping his head above water, just stared at him, wondering what was going on. He looked at them and smiled. Even the jocks were amazed at their hot teacher’s request. Well, they would gladly wait until tomorrow to hear what this was all about.

“Yes Miss Briamonte. You wanted to see me?” Evan asked as he walked up to her desk. She remained seated, looking up at him, making sure her eyes were about the level of his waist.

“Evan, I’m giving you detention today.”

Surprised, he asked “Why, what did I do?”

“Well,” she said, a smirk appearing on her face. “I would think that harassing a teacher could get a student expelled, so consider just detention to be a gift!”

“Harassing?? What are you talking about.”

Evan almost had to smack himself for what came next. Never in his wildest imagination did he think it was possible. She leaned over and kissed his fly, and said, “Making your teacher so horny that she wants to pull her hair out is a serious offense. Wouldn’t you say so, Mr. Kraft?”

Oh, so that’s what this is all about. Well, well, Evan thought. Looks like I might get lucky here!

“Uhhh . . . well, you’re the teacher. So if you say so, I guess you must be right.”

“Yes Evan, the teacher is always right; especially me.”

“Where do I report for this ‘detention,’ exactly?”

“In the auditorium right after last period, Mr. Kraft; three-thirty. I haven’t figured out yet how long or for how many days my punishment will be for.”

Evan smiled down at her and let out an exaggerated sigh and said, “Oh well, if I must, I must.”

“Now that’s a good boy. Go. I don’t want you to be late for your next class and have a ‘double detention’ now.”

Based on her forward approach, Evan scanned the hallway quickly and saw it was clear. Then, he ran back to her desk, grabbed her by the shoulders and kissed her on the mouth, shoving his tongue deep inside, and then quickly pulling off.

“Ooh, that was nice,” she said, smacking her lips. “I may have to extend your punishment for the rest of the month.” Evan’s cock was so big and hard, he thought about pulling her skirt off and doing her right there on her desk, but he had enough sense not to, at least not today.

The rest of the afternoon was a blur to Evan, and as the clock struck two-fifty-five, he dumped his books in his locker, and made a beeline for the auditorium, bumping past his curious classmates. It took a while for his eyes to become adjusted to the darkness, and he wondered where he should sit.

“Over here Evan. Your detention begins over here.” It took Evan a couple of minutes to determine exactly where the voice came from. He saw the dim light of the room reflected off of Miss Briamonte’s eyeglasses; her hair which was done up in a teacherly bun, now hung freely down the front of her crisply ironed dress white shirt, her brunette curls comfortably nestled in the cleavage of her sumptuous breasts.

She had a seat in the back row, on the right side of the auditorium, opposite from where he was standing. He didn’t answer her, but approached slowly, and was greeted by a surprise - It was clear to Evan that the bra she had on in class was nowhere to be seen; just the inviting tips of her tits poking up through her blouse.

His now raging hard-on got twisted up in his briefs as he walked, and he had to reach down to “straighten himself up.” The rubbing of his cock was a pleasant preview of what he hoped the next hour would be like. It wasn’t lost on Miss Briamonte, who spoke in a sarcastic reprimanding tone: “Now Evan, detention, as I’m sure you’re aware of does not consist of you touching yourself inappropriately!”

“I’m sorry Miss Briamonte, it won’t happen again.”

“Humph,” she snickered, “I should hope not!” She patted the seat to her left. “Now come over here and sit beside me. There are some rules for my detention . . . that we must go over.”

Evan eagerly took the seat, not caring who would walk into the auditorium. “Now the first lesson is, Evan, how to properly make out with your teacher.”

Truth be told, Evan didn’t need any lessons for that. He was so damned horny and hard; he was flying on autopilot. He leaned over, smelling her delicious scents of perfume, sweat, and the long menthol cigarette she had outside before coming to the auditorium. He placed his lips against hers and she eagerly met his force and placed the tip of her tongue just inside his lips, moving it from side to side. Is this really happening? he thought to himself, or am I going to wake up in my own bed after having a ‘wet dream?’ His own tongue now met hers and went much farther than hers; almost hitting her tonsils. Toni moaned and giggled through her lips and rolled her tongue around his. Evan let his hands slide down Toni’s breasts, his fingers tickling the cleavage between, then moving to her spear-like nipples which stuck out so underneath her crisp, fresh blouse. The sight of breasts under a partially open blouse with no bra underneath was a big turn on for Evan; who by now, was cursing the fact they weren’t in a bed somewhere; any damn bed.

Toni raised the armrest between the seats and placed her arms around Evan’s shoulders and continued kissing him without taking her mouth off of him. With her right hand she started to undo the zipper of his jeans, sticking her fingers inside them, and rubbing his thick, hard cock through his undershorts. By this point, precum, like dew, was leaking out of the tip. Just a little more and we’re there . . . Evan thought. His disbelief now gave way to animal lust because this was happening; this was real. His next move was to open her blouse completely and bite her nipples and suck on her tits and lick them all over. But right now, the attention shifted to his cock - the main event.

Toni tugged a little bit and Evan’s snake sprang out of its hidden lair, springing back and forth as if to say, “Here bitch, I’m out to play - let’s do the nasty!” She stroked his cock with her soft fingertips on his sensitive underside; then dug her nails in topside. He tried every trick in the book not to cum as Toni made the “O” with her thumb and forefinger, aided by his pre-cum, sliding up and down his shaft - paradise.

Then, without warning, she took her hand off the stick, and broke off from the kiss. Evan’s eyes, which were closed, now opened wide with shock and disbelief. Okay, what game is she playing here, he asked himself.

“Well now,” she said firmly with a pedantic tone. “I guess now you’ve gotten the gist of what my detention is all about,- almost.”

“Christ! That’s IT!?” Evan said, equally full of anger and disbelief. “What the hell was that all about!! You make me come here, so I did what you asked, you make moves on me, deep throat me, and . . . and now you tell me we’re done??? What kind of game is this?”

“Evan, Evan,” she said in a mocking tone. “Didn’t you know that I control whether or not you even graduate from high school? Humm? My class grade makes all the difference. Let’s face it, I own you! Your guidance counselor who signed you up for my class, Miss Thorndyke, and the school principal, Miss Ribaldo, all agree that this detention is the best way for you to take school, and my class seriously. In fact, we thought that one full month - thirty days is the time you will spend here every afternoon for one full hour - understand?”

Evan was left speechless, defeated. What recourse was there for him to consider? None apparently. His only two avenues of appeal were solidly on Miss Briamonte’s side.

“Now,” Miss Briamonte said as she stood up, buttoned her blouse, getting ready to leave the auditorium. “You will leave here at approximately four-thirty, sign out in Miss Ribaldo’s office, and then report here tomorrow at three-thirty. Clear?”

“Damn! What choice do I have?” Evan said, defeated. His head was throbbing, along with his balls. Miss Briamonte leaned in close to Evan, and exhaled her warm breath in Evan’s ear, saying, “None.”

When four-thirty rolled around, Evan angrily marched over to Miss Ribaldo’s office and signed himself out. She must have been in on it because she looked at Evan with a little smirk on her face. This only infuriated him more, but better judgement stepped in and prevented him from doing or saying something he might regret. Plenty of time to figure out what kind of ‘trap’ he might be in. So, he left the building and jumped on his Kawasaki 400 bike and thundered home.

At his house, no one was home; which was a good thing because what he was about to do, what he needed to do, he didn’t want anyone to be around for. He went upstairs to his bedroom, put on an old Metallica album, got comfortable on his bed - still hard and stiff from “Miss Briamonster’s” cruel game, and took out a new toy contraption from his drawer. It was a sex toy he had just purchased on Amazon: it looked like a flashlight with silicone lips on the end, and some lube inside of it. It was supposed to resemble a woman’s mouth, and it also vibrated. It simulated oral sex; so he closed his eyes, let it go to work on him, and within about thirty seconds he shot out a huge, creamy load onto his abdomen, a bit of his own jizz even reaching up to his chin. It helped to relieve the tension from this afternoon, but not the anger at how he’d been played; he was furious.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III Carrot and Stick

The next day, Evan was a bit quieter than usual. He was still trying to make sense of yesterday, and full of questions about what would happen going forward with Miss Briamonte. During study hall, his three nerd “tutors” helped him out with a very difficult unit. They, being socially inept and stuck in their own little geek worlds wouldn’t even have a clue about what to do in his situation; but their help took on much importance now, since Miss Briamonte - the cock tease that she was, read the riot act to him. At lunch, Mike McCarthy, was full of questions about Evan’s detention.

“So that’s it?” he said. “She just made you sit there for an hour - in the dark?”

“Uh, well, yeah dude, that’s what detention is supposed to be like.”

“I just don’t understand what offense could be so serious that she’d make you go there for a month, unless . . . unless . . . oh wow! Did she like come on to you or something???”

Evan did not feel comfortable saying anything to anyone at school about what was happening between him and his chem teacher. It was all perfectly legal; he was, after all, nineteen; but still, he didn’t need the gossiping.

“No she didn’t.” Evan was a good liar when he had to be. “She just told me the rules and left. I’m supposed to sit in the auditorium for an hour each day for a month.” This answer didn’t satisfy the inquisitive tight end.

“I don’t see why she wouldn’t make you have detention in one of the study hall classrooms, that’s what’s funny about it.”

“Don’t worry Mike, if she comes on to me, you’ll be the first to know,” Evan said, sounding very convincing. His other friends around the table exchanged little glances with each other.

In class that day, Toni gave her lecture as usual, and looked at Evan with a playful look; like a cat toying with a mouse. Her game, her rules. Evan was okay with it, as long as she’d do something, for God’s sake, and stop leading him on. Otherwise, his little blowjob toy at home would run out of batteries! When class was over, she caught him before he left. “See you at three-thirty Evan. Please be prompt, and don’t keep teacher waiting.” She gave him a big smile as he left the room. Damn her! Even as a tease, she just made him hornier. It was still the middle of the afternoon, and he was already big into his boner. Maybe I should just rip her blouse off and do her right there,” he thought. It would serve her right.

So three-thirty finally rolled around, and Evan made a beeline for the auditorium. To his surprise, Miss Briamonte was sitting where she sat yesterday. It was a warm day, late in September, and she was fanning herself with a sheet of paper, and like yesterday, she wasn’t wearing a bra, but this time, half the buttons on her blouse were open. He had a beautiful view of two lovely, plump, ripe tits, cleavage, and all. He was still angry for yesterday, because he didn’t like being manipulated by her, or by anyone for that matter, but this was a game he was willing to see through to the end.

“Come Evan, have a seat,” she said coyfully, and full of innocence, like yesterday never happened. Evan sat down, and noticed the arm rest between the two of them was already up.

She turned and leaned into him. She wasn’t wearing the thick-framed glasses that she wore in the classroom. The familiar smells hit him again - the perfume, the smoky smell, and her sweat. In fact, she had little beads of perspiration formed on her forehead. His cock was doing the familiar strangulation dance in his jeans, but today, he wasn’t wearing underwear, and the metal of his zipper was making things a bit uncomfortable. Maybe, he thought, if I present like this, her lust will take over and she would consummate the nasty. As he sat, his eyes were glued to her tits, the nipples poking up through the white starchy blouse; her diamond studded choker catching the dim lighting from the auditorium.

Yet something wasn’t quite right about it. Evan had keen powers of observation, and he knew a couple of things, one of which Murphy mentioned earlier at lunch. Detention is usually given in one of the study hall classrooms. That was one thing. The other was that Evan usually saw the two custodians cleaning up the auditorium this time of day after school; yet they were nowhere near the room. They weren’t even on the same floor! There had to be a reason why Toni wasn’t even concerned about being caught in here with him. Oh well, he thought. Plenty of time to figure that out later.

Evan plopped himself down on the same seat he had yesterday.

“What’s the matter Evan?” she asked. “Are you annoyed with me for yesterday?”

“Yes! Can you blame me?” I mean, you’re a real fucking tease, you know that?” She just laughed.

“Well, just consider that a test. Being a woman of science,” she said in a somewhat demeaning way; “I’m conducting a little experiment; holding out a carrot for you, and also a stick. If you’re a good boy and do what I tell you - you get the delicious carrot. If you don’t do what I ask, you get the stick. Yesterday was the stick.”

“What did I do to deserve the stick?” Evan said, feeling his temper rise. She laughed. “Nothing, I just wanted to illustrate for you how quickly I can change.” This made no sense to Evan, but he knew that she was in the driver’s seat; the psychopath that she was. Before he could say another word, she leaned into him and kissed him hard on the mouth, her tongue not wasting any time in exploring familiar territory. Once again, he was beyond hard. As they were kissing, once again she ran her hands down to his jeans and began rubbing his throbbing, painful cock through his pants. She broke contact and said in a very sultry voice, “Now that’s what I like to see, real interest.” She resumed kissing and she ordered him, “Now I want you to lick my tits and play with my nipples.

With her hand still rubbing his cock through the jeans, Evan put his face in her cleavage and licked the base of both tits, and his fingers massaged the outside of that crisp, starchy blouse, the nipples as hard as two pencil points. He felt the smooth silky texture of her hair, which was down from the bun she had it tied up in during class, and now hung freely in her cleavage and over her blouse. She threw her head back and moaned. Then, much to his surprise and shock, she took her hands off his crotch and pulled away, looking at him. What the FUCK?? Was this a repeat of yesterday?

Today, however, he wasn’t about to let that happen again, and said in his most aggressive and hungry tone, “Not today Toni! . . . We’re not playing any more of your fucking sick-ass tease games!” He pulled her shoulders back down onto the seat and held her firmly, and kissed her hard, shoving his tongue deep inside her. His first thought was that maybe he’d crossed a line, but she gave no indication of that. This time, she let herself be manhandled by his very strong muscles and determination to see this through. With his right hand, he gripped her wrist tightly and placed it back on his crotch. To his pleasant surprise, she made no move to pull her hand away, and instead began rubbing harder, so that he could feel the sensation of precum lining his jeans. Today, he wasn’t wearing briefs!

“Tit-Butyl-Toni” opened the button of his jeans and found his hard, fleshy, moist cock with her fingers, rubbing the head and the bottom of his shaft. She moaned through his hard kisses. “Ooh, it seems Evan is very intent on playing today. I think I like this aggressive side of you!” she said in a playful tone.

Evan said nothing, his hands reaching for the remaining bottom three buttons of her blouse. Now that it was completely open, he resumed playing with her tits, for the first time, playing with and squeezing her nipples in the flesh, between his fingers. He was harder on them then he might otherwise have been, perhaps meting out a little revenge for yesterday. Instead of a reaction of pain, she seemed to enjoy the rough play very much, gasping and grabbing the back of his James Dean hair. She pulled his zipper down carefully so as not to catch his cock in the track.

“Lift your ass up,” she said in a desperate voice of pure lust. “You know Evan, I’ve had my eyes on you since the first day you signed up for my class!” He said nothing because the feeling was mutual and didn’t bear repeating. Grabbing onto the denim material, she pulled his jeans down to his ankles; the metal of his chain making a clinking sound as it moved over the wooden seat. His cock was throbbing like it had a beat of its own, eagerly anticipating what was sure to come next. Evan let her hand stay there and play with it and he kissed her more, biting her bottom lip causing her to squeal. This bitch likes to play hardball, he saw.

In a fast move, Toni broke off, stood up and then got down on her knees in front of Evan. Evan pulled his shirt up over his stomach, and Toni leaned in and put her lips on the tip of his cock, eyes looking up at him. Opening her lips slightly, maintaining eye contact; she stuck out just the tip of her tongue and licked around the head of his cock, tasting the salty precum that had been building up since yesterday. Even with this slight touch of her lips, it was so much better than the sex toy he had in his room! Nothing beats the real thing.

“NOW, suck me off!” Evan barked. Incredibly, this “Alpha Bitch” complied, letting him be leader this time. Her mouth was nice and wet, and she was able to fit his massive and thick eight-incher all the way into her mouth, licking the head and the shaft of his cock. Toni was bobbing up and down as she sucked, making a ‘squishy noise’ punctuated by ‘umms,’ and her silky hair felt cool and smooth on his bare stomach. Nothing in creation would stop this. He didn’t give a shit if the lights came on in the auditorium and a marching band waltzed in. He pressed her head firmly down into his lap.

“FUCK MEEEE!” Evan gasped as he exploded a claymore full of cum into her mouth; Toni sucking it all in and swallowing every single drop! Wow, he thought, twenty-eight more days of this to go. Yeah, I can live with that! Now Toni picked her head up after sucking him dry, and Even bent his head down and they kissed. Some of his jizz was running down her chin, and her eyes were glazed over. Her flavors mixed with the strange, salty taste of his jizz from her mouth. He kissed her entire face, her forehead, even nibbling on her earlobes which she loved, and she stroked his face with her polished nails. He inhaled her scents deeply, and what especially turned him on was the scent of tobacco in her hair and on her breath. There was something about a very sexy, attractive woman smoking all long, white cigarettes that got him hard. He had a pretty strong smoking fetish, although he did not smoke himself. Perhaps he would have her smoke in front of him - maybe even give him a smoky blowjob! Now wouldn’t that be something!

“My, my, Mr. Kraft. You performed very well today if I may say so, she said sweetly as she kissed him again. Now I have a favor to ask of you,” she said as they both straightened up.

“And what would that be, Miss Briamonte?” She smiled and touched his face. “Well, I took an Uber to work today because my car is in the shop. I was wondering if you could give me a ride home on your motorcycle?”

“Sure,” Evan said. “It would be my pleasure.”

“I’ve never ridden on a motorcycle before. It would be a thrilling end to a thrilling day, don’t you think?”

“Absolutely.” With a grin on his face, he asked her: “So how did I perform on my second day of detention?”

“You did very well. Keep it up and you may just pass my class and graduate this high school,” she said very matter-of-factly, as if this kind of thing was commonplace. It was just another reminder of what he was coming to regard as his “servitude” to this very, unique, and sexy woman.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV The Contract

They both cleaned up and went outside to the school parking lot where Evan kept his Kawasaki 400 bike. “I’m sorry Toni, but I wasn’t expecting to take a passenger, so I don’t have a helmet for you. But don’t worry because I’m a careful driver, and, just in case the cops stop us, I know all of them on the Garden State, so there won’t be any problems,” he said with a smile.

“Oh, I’m not worried Evan,” she said. “I’m sure you’re careful, and I just know you’ll keep me safe!

He looked at her. “Damn straight!” he said.

So Evan put his helmet on with his visor down, and Toni climbed on the back placing her arms around his waist, making him hard again. He gunned the engine several times, and knocked the kickstand up and away they went.

He felt good as they zipped through the main streets and onto the Garden State Parkway. She lived about two exits south of where he lived, so it was a bit out of his way. It was a small price to pay for what he was sure was to come in the future. The anger he felt earlier towards his passenger was all just a memory, now that he knew what was expected of him. She liked it when a man took control and was the aggressor; otherwise she would be, and she was tough - and a painful tease.

After a twenty-minute ride, they pulled up to Toni’s garden apartment complex within a gated community with a security guard. As soon as the guard saw Toni sitting behind this “biker dude,” he opened the gate for them to enter. She and the guard exchanged waves, and Evan pulled up to the parking space reserved for her in front of her apartment.

“Why don’t you come in for a while Evan. I can make us a cup of coffee if you have time. Okay?”

“Sure, that sounds good to me”, he said as he lifted the visor from his helmet. During the ride home, Toni held on extra tight to him, making sure her hip was nice and snug up against his backside; and now with the invitation to come inside, arousal was on the menu again.

Toni’s condo was very pleasant and modern with a nice kitchen at the end of a short hallway. A small staircase off the living room led up to the second floor with two bedrooms and a bath. The first bedroom looked like a study/den, with a computer desk, and her bedroom had the door locked. “Have a seat Evan,” she said, as she prepared the Keurig machine coffee.

“So how do you like detention now?” she asked.

“Well Toni, if today is like what the rest of the month is going to be, I have to be truthful and say that I love it!”

“Good boy, because I’m very serious Evan when I tell you that you have no choice!”

Evan looked at her, somewhat surprised because he thought “the game” where he wouldn’t graduate if he did what she said was over. Apparently, she really wasn’t kidding. Toni saw the expression on his face and with a sigh she said, “Evan, Evan . . . ‘harassing me’ is just the beginning. How about vandalism with eyewitnesses??”

Now the mood became darker. “What the fuck are you talking about Toni??”

“It’s really disgusting what you did Evan, but if I must lay it out for you, I will.”

Evan stood his ground in the face of this new threat. “Okay, what do you believe you have you got on me??”

“Here, I’ll show you,” Toni said as she produced her iPhone for Evan to see. It was a short, fifteen-second video of someone who looked like himself, throwing a brick through the window of the industrial arts section of the high school, and then following that up by throwing what looked like a paper bag through the hole. It was taken at nighttime, and the perpetrator was Evan’s height, looked to be the same weight, and was dressed in a leather jacket and denim jeans with boots. Evan’s mouth hung open and his eyes were wide with fear. He was speechless. Then Toni took the phone away.

“Apparently Evan, two of the janitors saw it and videoed it. It happened too fast for them to intervene, because they said, and I’m quoting: ‘The kid jumped on his motorcycle and sped away too fast for us to do anything.’ Oh! The most disgusting part was that the bag you threw into the broken window was full of dog shit!! How repulsive! And to think I gave you a blowjob today!”

It would have been obvious to a chair that Evan was being set-up by a doctored video worthy of a CIA operation. But why?? Why??

“Anyway honey,” Miss Briamonte said in a very sultry voice, “I showed this to the principal, Miss Ribaldo, and your guidance counselor, Miss Thorndyke. They kind of like you, and agreed that I could punish you any way I chose to, and not get the police involved, because that would cast a very negative light on the school. And . . . we don’t want any of that, now do we?” Evan said nothing and continued to stand there as still as a statue, and hear this thing play out. Miss Briamonte moved closer to Evan and reached out, touching his shoulder gently with her right hand.

“I suppose that you could try to fight this if you want, but I assure you that it would not go well. Do you think your parents have the resources to pay a good lawyer to defend you and try to fight the evidence I have?” she said waving the iPhone in front of him. “Lucky for you, I’ve decided not to get the police involved for this or the harassment charge either, and just continue with the detention and my other punishment.”

“I, I thought that we were good. Whenever I think I’m doing what you want, and playing along with your sick agenda, you make it worse.”

For the first time, this stopped being an innocent, though crazy game, and Evan saw that this bitch was serious. His mind was racing about what to do. Making this even more (or less) complicated, depending on your point of view, Miss Briamonte put her hand now on Evan’s crotch, pressing his cock which was getting hard again.

“So this is how it’s going to be Evan. You’re mine - absolutely mine. You will today, agree to do anything, and everything I tell you to do. But relax, and try not to look so glum. I think that, in time, you will come to enjoy everything I have planned for you.”

Miss Briamonte was thoroughly enjoying herself. She really got off on making this overage and tough high school senior her sex slave, forced to do whatever she wanted. In fact her whole adult life was spent on perfecting these types of “control” situations. They were an integral part of her sexual enjoyment - psychological BDSM. Of course Evan didn’t know it, although he was smart and must certainly have suspected it; the principal, guidance counselor, and two male custodians were all in on this together. But, he thought, what was their endgame?? And how did he fit in. The best thing to do was to play along.

Taking a dep breath , Evan said, “Okay Toni, you win. I’m willing to go along with whatever you say, as long as it’s all legal.”

“Come on Evan, we’re all adults here,” she said, trying her best to sound innocent (the good cop routine), “I may be just a ‘tad’ aggressive; but I assure you that you won’t be breaking any laws.”

“Okay, I just have one question.”

“Go ahead, I’m listening.”

This was the white elephant in the room which Toni surmised Evan was thinking. “What role in this do the principal, my guidance counselor, and the two custodians have to do with this? I’m not stupid, Toni. I can’t believe this elaborate plot was set up to trap me with no one else being in on it; and why me?”

Toni smiled at him. “It’s all on a ‘need to know basis,’” she said. “All will be revealed in due time. You just have to trust me”. She stuck out her hand. “Now, do we have a deal? Is all ‘the business’ finished?”

“Yes, your ‘contract’ is as good as signed,” and they shook on it. He knew she had him.

“Okay, that’s what I like to hear. Now let’s enjoy our coffee.
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Chapter V The Reveal

They finished their coffee, Toni trying to lessen Evan’s shock by making small talk, after having locked down the whole game to him. She reached for her bag and took out a new pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols; staring at Evan, she pulled out a silver butane lighter and fired it up. Seeing that it peeked Evan’s interest, she said, “Evan you knew that I smoke, right?”

“Yeah, I did. I could taste it on you and smell it, remember?”

“Yes, and would I be bold if I told you that I know how it turns you on? You have what they call a bit of a ‘smoking fetish,’ am I right?” It didn’t do much good to try and hide it because she was right. It certainly did turn him on. In fact, even now he was getting hard, watching her sensuously smoking.

“Yeah, I dig it Toni. You are a very sexy and hot woman.”

“Glad to hear you say it Evan.” Toni stood up and walked over to where Evan was seated at the kitchen table. She stood behind him and reached down to his jeans, stroking the outside with her fingers. “Oh my,” she said. “You certainly are ‘frisky’ today Mr. Kraft! I think we will have to do something about this - what do you think?” She gave an exaggerated sigh and said, “The work of a good teacher is never done!”

“I think you’re right.”

“Good boy,” she said smiling as she took a big drag and blew the smoke right into Evan’s face. Not wasting any time, Toni grabbed Evan’s belt from the front and pulled him up, walking him towards the stairs leading to her bedroom. He was helpless to resist, now bound by his oral contract, and the threat of legal action and criminal prosecution if he refused. In the back of his mind the thought rolled around that he really did enjoy the idea of being a sex slave to a very hot, and even conniving woman who would go through all this trouble just to fuck and suck him.

In a twisted way, he felt a sense of privilege that he was the one chosen for this. He considered that there was the jock, big Mike McCarthy, who Evan knew was eighteen, and at least half a dozen other guys she could have. Yet, for unknown reasons she chose him. She pulled him through the doorway and sat him on the queen-sized bed, slowly running her fingers along the outside of his crotch, smiling at its hardness. It was just about an hour after the blow job in the school auditorium, and Evan was ready to go again.

Once in the bedroom, she opened his belt, and pulled his jeans down, placing him supine on the bed. “You know Evan, I love it when a man comes prepared,” she said, referring to his absence of underwear.

“I try,” Evan said, wondering what this afternoon would bring. This time, he wanted more than a blow job; he wanted to ram her senseless with his cock - all eight inches of it. Wasting no time, Toni took her blouse off and got on top of him, rubbing her tits against his bare chest. They were both completely in the buff, except for Toni’s black-leather skirt, and her pantyhose. They kissed hard, and Toni rubbed her skirt against Evan’s cock. The feel of the cool, soft leather rubbing him had him close to the edge. He was ready to explode, using all of the self-control he got from masturbating several times a day. Toni’s tongue was twirling around his, and the fingers of her right hand were doing the “O thing” up and down the shaft of his cock.

She pulled off from his mouth, and whispered hoarsely to him: “I want my man to fuck me really hard, and buck and ride me like a bronco.”

“Can do,” was all he could say. His eyes were closed, and Toni was now shoving her tits in his face, letting Evan’s teeth play with her nipples, all the while rubbing his cock, which now was moist with his precum - again. She loved being bitten and licked roughly. Evan’s spit was all over her breasts and he felt her tense up every time he bit down on her flesh. She let her hair fall over his face, and he was drunk with all her delicious scents. He bit her neck and she squealed with delight. “Take off my skirt,” she said in a suggestive voice. He was hoping that she wasn’t wearing panties so he could just fuck her under her skirt. The thought of his cock, entering her slick, tight, hungry pussy was something he could only fantasize about just a week ago; now it was real.

He undid her belt, zipper, and saw that she was wearing black panties that had straps to her lace-topped pantyhose. Now Toni was up on her knees, undoing the straps and sliding her skirt down and off with Evan’s help. He noticed that she was still wearing the black stiletto heels she wore in school. She knelt over him, straddling him and facing him. She was looking down at him, smiling, and still slowly teasing him; rubbing his cock gently with her fingers. Toni took his cock in her hand and rubbed it against the silk of her panties. To Evan, they felt thick. He was expecting soft, silky panties, the feel of bush hair under the silk, and the heady aroma of an aroused cunt, but it was strange. She must be sopping wet now, he thought. This was confusing, but the agony of waiting now was too much to bear. He was just about to tear her panties down, and moved his hand to Toni’s mid-section.

Toni looked down at him with a strange sardonic grin, her teeth showing, almost leering at him. Now this was scary. “Evan dear,” she said, “you must be patient. Now pull my panties down slowly; I want you to fuck me senseless, baby.” This was it, he thought; the moment of truth. In the second after he had that thought, Evan surmised that perhaps he had been drugged or that he was dreaming. What popped out of Toni’s panties was simply - a large . . . COCK!!!

He was speechless, staring at the Trident Missile pointing its slit-eyed warhead right at him! “What’s the matter Evan? Cat got your tongue??” Toni said with a high laugh, staring at his eyes. At first, hearing nothing, she thought that he might run out of the bedroom, pants around his ankles; fall down the stairs and kill himself, or perhaps go into the bathroom to be sick. Toni enjoyed “the reveal,” and the strange effect it had on different guys.

“I . . .I don’t know what to say, Toni - what the fuck?”

“I’m a woman, Evan. I just happen to have a cock, that’s all. If you can’t handle it - you’re free to go; but you know the consequences, right?” Again, he was in shock and couldn’t say a word.

“Look, you still get to fuck me today, and guess what?” she said, holding his chin with her fingers. “I can promise you that you’ll really enjoy it. In the first place, my ass is tighter and feels better than any pussy you’ll have! - here.” She reached into her nightstand draw and took out a tube of lubricant jelly. Evan watched bug-eyed as she placed her fingers behind her, coating her asshole up and down with her finger. Next, she leaned down to him for a long, wet, tongue kiss. “I want you Evan,” she said, her warm breath against his face. “It’s as simple as that. Now what do you say? Humm? Your hard, throbbing cock seems to want me!” At that, Evan would have to agree. Besides, no one will know anything. Keep an open mind Evan, he told himself. Trust her . .

Before he could reply, Toni turned around quickly, and Evan was staring at pair of shaved but smallish balls, a firm, smooth butt, and a puckered asshole, glistening with a coating of K-Y Jelly. Toni, greedily reached behind her and grabbed Evan’s cock, then thrust back onto it. She gasped. Evan was surprised at how easily his rather huge and thick cock slid into . . what was he supposed to call it? A “he pussy?” It felt wonderful. He was amazed, and now it was he who was thrusting up and hard, ramming Toni’s ass with his cock. Her cherry suffocating his slick cock made his eyes turn in his head! She met him thrust for thrust, moaning, and touching her tits.

“My God Evan, you’re wonderful.” Her voice was in staccato now: “Keep . . .going . . .harder!” Thoughts like am I gay? What am I doing? never entered his mind. It felt so fucking good. He sped up, butt cheeks slapping his tummy, and a thunder cloud opened up and he was shooting a deluge of his hot, thick cum all the way up her ass. It was the most incredible orgasm of his life, as he twisted his cock inside her like a mixing bowl spatula. His cock felt the hot wetness of her cum all around it. A stream started to drip onto his groin, and he kept going. Toni was moaning and grasping her “she-cock” with her full fist and shot her load all over the bed sheets. Evan’s hard-on gradually came down. He felt like he owed her an apology.

“Toni,” he said. “I’m sorry for doubting you. That was absolutely the best orgasm I ever had! I never would have expected that! You blew away all my thoughts of what that would be like!”

“You’re not so bad yourself my dear,” Toni said, now facing Evan, on top of him and kissing his face all over.
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Chapter VI Homework

She stopped kissing him for a moment, and reached over to her nightstand and got her cigarettes out. After putting on a coat of fresh lipstick, she placed a Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette at a sexy dangle out of the corner of her mouth. With a quick motion, she lit up with her butane lighter, doing a snap inhale and raising her head to exhale up at the ceiling. Evan was transfixed at her. Replacing the cigarette in her mouth, she smiled, looking at Evan and asked him, “Would you like one Evan? I see you’re fascinated by my smoking and look! You’re even getting hard again.” This was true.

“Uh, I don’t smoke,” he said.

“Well, you see Evan, that will not do at all,” she said disapprovingly, looking across at him. “You see, I am very much turned on by a partner who smokes as well, so I insist that you start. Ok?”

Evan wanting to placate her, for obvious reasons, said, “Ok, I’ll think about it.” Watching Toni take very sensuous drags did turn him on . . .so perhaps he would at least try one. The relationship was just getting started anyway.

Toni finished her cigarette, and facing Evan, looked down at  her cock. “Oh my!” she said. “Look Evan, I’m hard again; I mean, really fucking hard! What do you think?” It sounded like a rhetorical question, and Evan could only agree.

“Yes, I see that.”

“What do you think I should do????” She said in a coquettish, teasing voice, batting her eyes at him. Before he could get the next thought out, she knew what he was thinking and headed him off. “Now you’ve never had a cock in your ass before, am I right?”

“Yeah, you’re right about that.”

“No need to be frightened honey; I’m too big for you right now, so I have a solution,” she said. Evan watched as Toni got off the bed slowly and went to her dresser draw and pulled out a wooden box. Inside, in velvet-lined place holders was an assortment of different sizes of hard, silicone dildos or butt plugs. She must have got these from the same place that I bought my male sex toys from, he thought; correctly as it turned out. She held the open box on the bed in front of him, and reached for another cigarette, looking him right in the eyes as she lit up for him. Not surprisingly, Evan was now hard again.

“Now here’s what I want you to do, Toni said with the freshly lit 120 dangling out of the corner of her mouth. Think of it like an ‘extra credit’ homework assignment. Start with the smallest one,” and she picked up a red dildo, not much bigger than a thumb. I want you to put lube on this when you go home, and gently practice with it; fucking yourself. The little curve at the end will stimulate you and may make you cum - I’m not sure. It depends on you. Everybody’s different. Sound good?” Then as an afterthought, she grinned at him.” You don’t have a choice you know!”

His attitude towards this “game” changed somewhat after fucking Toni. He actually enjoyed exploring this new part of his sexuality, and wondered where it would take him. He had an idea in the back of his mind, but right now, it was unspeakable, and a bit shameful.

“Yes, I realize that Toni,” Evan said.

“Now there is still the little problem of what’s going to happen to this raging hard-on that teacher has, Evan? Do you have any ideas???? Humm???” Evan was speechless; she just came five minutes ago, and now she was hard again. This was a day of firsts, and he quickly saw where this was this going. Sensing that he was sympatico with her thoughts, Toni said, nonchalantly, “Let’s see. You could go home, and I’ll have to take care of this myself, or you could take care of this for me! I like what’s behind ‘door number two Evan!’”

Toni took out a new cigarette and lit herself up and exhaled right into Evan’s face. The she placed him on his back and straddled him, her large and thick King Cobra cock (it had to be ten inches long) was right up against his face. Evan was smart enough to know that he had no choice. Toni looked down at him, trapped, and grinning. “Come on now Evan, you know what to do; or rather what you must do!” she said laughing. She moved forward slightly and placed the tip of her cock against his lips, cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth. This turned him on, and to his surprise he was feeling a sense of wanting, a curiosity to see what this would be like. He kept telling himself that Toni was a woman; that he wasn’t doing this with another man.

His lips parted slightly, eyes looking up at his new mistress, his new “alpha trans woman.” Like a reflex, Evan licked his lips, as just the tip of Toni’s cock entered his mouth. “Good boy Evan, that’s it. Take it slowwww.” He opened up more and she was in his mouth. She was being gentle on him, but this was soon ended as she started thrusting in his mouth all the way back to his throat. He gagged, and Toni laughed. “Let me feel your tongue on me honey,” she said. He complied and slid his tongue up and down her massive shaft. Toni had the cigarette still in her mouth, dangling over him and moaning, and exhaling through her nose and mouth. It was a total turn-on for Evan. He was starting to love this. He felt a wet, salty taste in his mouth which made his saliva thicker and helped to speed the motion of his tongue along. Every time she pulled out of his mouth, his lips got wetter from her cock, drenched in his saliva.

He played with her, every so often biting her cock with his teeth, and when she pulled against it, she shuddered and moaned for him not to stop. Her thrusting reached a crescendo, as she took a final drag and blew the smoky stream up to the ceiling. Now Toni finally let loose. Evan was engulfed with a warm sticky, sweet/salty taste as her cum shot out to the back of his throat. It made her cock even more slippery. He was sucking on a huge, wet snake, and he now understood how some people could really get hooked on the taste and the feeling of hot cum inside their mouth. He didn’t let any go to waste. Toni was sure that as a beginner, Evan would let it drip down his chin, but to her surprise, he didn’t.

Toni pulled off him, her cock hanging semi-erect and like a fiend, she kissed him hard, grabbing onto his long hair with her clenched fists, sucking out the remaining cum from his mouth. Speaking hoarsely, with a lusty, heady voice, she said, “You were just wonderful, Evan! I’ve never had a blow job like that before; especially from a newbie.”

Evan was just getting his bearings, half-disbelieving what had just transpired. “Yeah, it was amazing Toni.” She now lied across him, her hair tickling his bare chest and neck. “I think I’ll keep you Evan,” and she laughed as she said that.

“So remember your homework assignment Evan. I want you to take the whole butt plug case home with you and keep practicing. In about four weeks my dear, you should be ready to take me on! I have big plans for you sweetheart.” Great, Evan thought. He could only imagine what those plans were.

“Sure Toni. I really had a nice time today. I had some reservations, of course, but I liked it.”

“I’m glad to hear that. Things go much easier with a willing subject.” Willing subject? Evan thought. What does she mean by that? So Evan and Toni got dressed, and he left her house with the wooden box of toys fastened to the back of his Kawasaki. Before he left, Toni called after him: “Remember Evan - tomorrow is detention and don’t be late!”
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Part II -

The New Evan - Four Weeks Later


Chapter VII The Turning

For the four weeks after that unexpected encounter with Toni in her house, Evan had a lot of thinking to do. His preconceived notions about anal sex - with a trans woman or a “shemale,” did a 360 degree turn around. He enjoyed it. For after every school day for the last month, he dutifully went to detention, and spent more and more time at Toni’s house. Now, after a month, Toni and he had been talking about living together. Evan would move into her house sometime during the school year. His parents objected, but those objections were finally put to rest after he told them that he was after all, nineteen years-old, going on twenty, and therefore he was entitled to live on his own. In addition, he told them of his plans to attend community college in the fall which was very close to Toni’s house. He didn’t tell them he was moving in with a teacher from his high school, but just a “roommate.”

At home, Evan was “practicing” with the box of male sex toys that Toni had given him. He wasn’t quite sure what the purpose was, other than Toni would be able to fuck him. At first, repulsed by the idea, he realized that so far everything he did with Toni was great. By now, he was “stretched” to the point where he believed he could handle her very large cock. Soon, he enjoyed using the toys, and quickly discovered that they could make him cum. A few of them even came with an attached cock ring. Blackmailed though he certainly was, the idea of being a “sex slave” to a very hot transgender woman who also smoked long, white cigarettes was a huge turn-on for him. In addition to the box of sex toys that Toni had given him, she also gave him a pair of her silk panties with the gaff that held her enormous cock hidden from view.

While he jerked himself off with his blowjob toy, and the butt plug/cock-ring she gave him, he loved to put her panties over his face - it had all of her delicious scents on it, which made him crazy every time he went to see her. The sensation of jerking-off, while at the same time being penetrated from the rear was indescribable - he fucking loved it! It was a Saturday night and Evan had a date to see her at her house. This night was to be different and would change Evan’s world forever.

❤️❤️❤️

Toni opened her front door, and she and Evan exchanged their normal greeting - five minutes of deep kissing in her hallway before being led upstairs to her bedroom.

“Evan,” Toni said, in a ‘teacher’s tone;’ “take a look at what I have for you,” as she put her arm around his shoulders and pointed to an array of clothing on the bed. Evan couldn’t believe what he saw. There was a pair of laced panties with a gaff inside to hide the bulge of his cock, a large sized bra to compensate for his lack of cleavage, a white starched blouse like the kind Toni wore, a black leather skirt, pantyhose with a laced top and straps, and . . . a dirty blonde - Farrah Fawcett style, eighties wig. Next to the clothing was a makeup case. Pointing to the makeup case, Toni matter-of-factly said, “Oh, and this makeup case is yours, Evan. I’ve spared no expense as you can see.” Then she went to a closet on the end of the bedroom towards the window and pulled out a pair of low pumps.

Evan was flabbergasted. The thought that Toni would want him to dress like a transgender woman was on the back of his mind, but he was in a sort of state of denial - that is, until now. His face remained expressionless. “What’s the matter Evan?” Toni said, “You look like a ghost!”

“I mean . . . like, you expect me to  . . .to -” She cut him off mid-sentence.

“Transform Evan? Yes, that’s exactly what I want. Why do you think I’ve made you practice with those toys I gave you? Why do you think I’ve gone through all this trouble to get these clothes for you? You know, I’d appreciate a little gratitude here!” She continued. “Of course, if you don’t want to play anymore, I’ll take that to mean you don’t want to follow up on our little deal, and I’ll just have to report your criminal behavior to the school and then the authorities!”

“After all we’ve done, and after I’ve shown my true feelings for you, you would actually do that to me??”

“Yes Evan. As much as I enjoy our time together, what I really want is,” Toni grabbed a cigarette and lit up, exhaling the smoke in Evan’s face, and continued talking. “- a transgender slut that I can control and make to do my bidding.” Evan looked blankly at her.

“Come on now Evan. I may be a manipulative, evil-minded bitch, but I really like you; and if I didn’t think this would be fun for you and me, I’d never make you go through this trouble. I see something ‘special’ in you. I always have.” Evan did some quick thinking. He had already decided to come live here this year with Toni, he enjoyed the sex tremendously - especially the introduction to anal sex, and she really did turn him on. Since he was a teenager, he’d always dreamt about being with a hot, cigarette smoking woman. What he never gave much consideration to was actually dressing up as a woman, and even going out in public as one. In retrospect, he was foolish - he should have known all along that this was her plan. So he really had no choice but to go along.

“Oh, there is something else,” she said. “I want you to see a doctor; a Doctor Florence Gimley. She is an endocrinologist and specializes in Hormone Replacement Therapy - ‘HRT’ for transgender women. I expect you to start next week. I’ve already made the appointment.”

Evan went white as a sheet. “I know this may be a lot for you to take all at once, so let’s just play ‘dress-up’ today, okay sweetie?”

“Okay,” Evan said, not without some reservations; but his resistance to Toni’s efforts was breaking down – quickly.

“Just so you know; I didn’t wake up one morning and just magically have tits like these. I went through the hormone therapy too - but I was thirty. You’re only nineteen. It should go really easy for you. Dr. Gimley will tell you all about it. You have to tell her that this is what you really want, and you’ve had tons of psychological counselling on it.” Who knows, Evan thought, mulling it around. Maybe it will be okay. So far I’ve enjoyed everything that we’ve been through.

“So let’s get started Evan, shall we?”

“Okay Toni, you’re the boss,” Evan said, resigned to this new aspect of his life. Whether he knew it or not, after he made the decision to live with Toni, he already made the decision to change.

“Now that’s what I like to hear - the old school spirit!” she laughed. Evan undressed, and picked up the panties. They were almost identical to the ones Toni gave him to wear. He slipped them on and turned around for Toni’s approval. “Wow, don’t they look delicious! I could take your cock out and just eat you now!” Evan smiled. Next he took the pantyhose; black nylon sheer, and slipped them on his skinny but muscular frame easily enough, and fastened the straps to the panties. He enjoyed the silky feel on his bare legs.

“Okay Evan, follow me into the bathroom for your makeup.” Toni took his chin in her hands and turned his head around, looking closely. “You know, I think we should shave your eyebrows, but we don’t have to do that just yet,” she said.

“Uh, yeah - I don’t think I want to graduate high school with tits, and no eyebrows.”

Toni laughed. “Don’t worry about that Evan. We can start with the hormones the last week of school. It’s better not to have too many changes all at once. That’s how I did it. I dressed for six months” she scrunched her eyes in thought, “or maybe close to one year before I started on the estrogens.”

“Toni,” he asked. “What exactly do you want to do with me? I know that we’ll be living together and all. I’m just curious.”

“Well Evan - you’re going to be a beauty. Wouldn’t you think I’d like to show you off?” Before any makeup was applied, Toni had Evan strip, pull down the pantyhose, and she shaved the hair off of his legs, balls, and arms. How he would keep this to himself when he showered after gym in school was another story.

Now Toni had Evan take a seat in front of the vanity mirror, opposite the sink, with the chair facing the side. “Now this is where the magic happens!” she said excitedly. She sounded like a Disney commercial. She took out the makeup case and put it on the counter, and started with the foundation, then the eyeliner, eye shadow - a shade of blue, mascara, and the lipstick and liner were deep red. Studying him carefully, Toni saw that his eyelashes were thick enough so that false eyelashes weren’t needed. She could always put some on him later if need be. Next, she put a touch of gloss over the lipstick. All the time, Evan was facing away from the mirror. The last thing to go on was the wig. Toni took extra care to blow it out and shape it just right. It was dirty blonde and frosted. She had to admit, that with Evan’s blue eyes, he was really a knockout. She was very proud of her work. Now she brought the blouse and skirt in, admonishing Evan not to peek until she was done.

When Toni gave permission to look in the mirror, Evan was astounded. I really look good, he thought. My God! I’ve actually got a hardon looking at this person in the mirror who is actually me! He put his hands on his hips, turned around, saw the outline of his ass in the mirror, and the appearance of a bust from the black-laced bra underneath his white starched blouse - a favorite of Toni’s. Toni bit her lips, looked at Evan, and shoved her hand down the front of his skirt. What she found pleased her: Evan had a nice hard cock.

“Wow Evan, not only are you dressed to kill but you are sooooo damn hard! I believe this “new you” really turns you on - I mean, look how hard you are.” Next Toni took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and lit one up. She handed the pack to Evan. He hesitated. “Go ahead Evan, take one,” she said without hesitation, as she exhaled into his face.

He reluctantly took one out. “Remember, I told you that I wanted to turn you into a real smoky slut - it’s a huge turn on for me,” Toni said in a serious tone, like she meant business. Evan knew better than to doubt Toni’s resolve, given the “terms” of their agreement, so he went along. Besides, he did have a smoking fetish, and dressing up like this, which already made him hard, would only be amplified by a cigarette. So, he let her light him up. He took his first drag, inhaled, and coughed. Toni laughed. “I should have told you Evan to take it slow. Your body has to become used to it. He tried another light drag and managed to keep from coughing this time, but he was turning green, and the room began to spin a bit.

“It will take some time Evan, but soon you’ll get the hang of it, and you’ll make teacher very happy. Now don’t you want to make teacher happy??”

“Yes Toni, I do.” This time, he really meant it.

“Well good. You know we have to give you a girl’s name. I know! How about ‘Evie?’”

“Yeah,” he said. “I kind of like the ring to it - Evie,” he said slowly.

“Now for the fun part. I’ve got a huge boner just looking at you ‘Evie,’ and now for the real action.” Before ‘Evie’ could say another word, Toni grabbed him and started kissing him deeply. His lipstick was rubbing a bit on Toni’s lips, and she held him and ran her hands all over him. She took her blouse out of her skirt and opened the buttons. Now Evie’s mouth went to work on her tits - kissing them all over and then putting her nipples in his mouth. Toni started to moan with delight, and she stuck her hands down the front of Evie’s skirt and underneath his panties with the gaff. “Oh my! We’re going to have lots of fun! I can tell,” she said. Very roughly, after stroking his hard, beefy aroused cock, Toni pulled his skirt off and unsnapped his panty hose from the gaff.

“Now get down on the bed here, on your knees with your ass facing me!” she ordered him.

Evie complied. “Now let’s see how your few weeks of practicing have paid off.” During the past few weeks, on the occasional night that he spent at her house, Toni made sure that Evan’s progress in getting his ass ready for a good fucking was coming along; and it was - nicely. He was already up to the largest size butt plug, and was able to take it effortlessly. Toni reached into her drawer and pulled out a jar of coconut oil and rubbed it all around Evie’s ass and on her cock. She also gave Evie a red cock-ring to slip on himself. She was wearing one too.

Very turned on by how her creation looked to her, Toni was horny indeed, and was busting with anticipation at getting her cock inside of him. The next thing Evie felt, was Toni’s cock playing around at the cherry entrance to his ass, lubed up and silky smooth from the coconut oil. Evie loved it, having cum several times from his play with Toni’s toy collection. Her hands were pinching and twirling Evie’s nipples. “Just imagine how this will feel once you have real breasts of your own, Evie,” Toni said.

Her cock enjoyed teasing and playing with Evie’s “he pussy.” Toni broke the intensity of the moment, suddenly announcing: “Evie, you and I are going to light two cigarettes - one for each of us while we fuck or suck each other. Them’s the rules from now on, okay?”

“Whatever you say, Toni.”

“Good! That’s what I wanted to hear from my little prized slut!” Toni exclaimed as she reached over him to the nightstand and pulled out two, long white Virginia Slims 120s - one for each. She wasted no time in lighting them both up. Evie, née Evan, was very turned on by this; no longer fighting his fetish, but embracing it. There was a mirror on the opposite wall from the bed, and Evie was able to see himself taking it from behind by Toni. While holding the cigarette between his fingers with his now painted and false nails, he looked like a real smoky slut. His own cock was throbbing from the image. He loved how the wig looked so natural falling over his shoulders. He fantasized about Toni cumming all over his face, the pasty wetness completing the whole slut fantasy.

Toni wasted no time, and stopped the foreplay at the entrance to Evie’s “he-pussy” and rammed all her ten inches right up into it. Evie let out a brief yell at the sudden invasion, but thanks to the practice, felt incredible. While the toys prepared him, it felt nowhere near as good at the real thing. Toni was twisting around inside him going in and out, smacking his ass with her groin in rapid succession. Evie groaned and gripped the bed sheets, stopping every so often to take a drag from his cigarette. It now became a necessary accessory to his sexual enjoyment. Toni was right about that too he realized.

He didn’t want this to stop, just continue for the rest of the evening. As Toni continued her grunting and thrusting, Evie grabbed the shaft of his own cock, still slick with the cocoa butter from before. He heard Toni squeal and then felt a warm sensation inside his ass, as she exploded inside him. At the same time, after furious rubbing and squeezing, Evie let loose like a water cannon, spraying his cum all over the sheets in front of him. Now he felt the slow dripping of Toni’s cum running down the sides of his ass. When Toni’s erection lessened, she withdrew, the milky wetness of her cum still surrounding her cock. “Lick it clean Evie!” she said firmly. Evie, now the good little sissy cum-slut eagerly complied with his mistress’s request.

“Okay my pretty little bitch,” Toni ordered, “Light a cigarette and give me a smoky blow job! Now!” She reached over to her pack and pulled one out for herself and Evie, lighting them both up. Just like a prisoner who was deprived of food, Evie began sucking on Toni’s massive cock which tasted like cocoa butter and his own jizz. His tongue wrapped itself around the massive girth of Toni’s cock, and Toni thrust into his mouth, almost causing Evie to gag with the effort. “That’s it, you little bitch, don’t you dare stop!” Toni panted. Just before Toni came, she pulled out of Evie’s mouth, and grabbing her cock firmly in her hand, sprayed a new wall of cum right into Evie’s face, causing his eye shadow and mascara to run down the side of his face.

Evie turned now to look at himself in the mirror. What he saw made him hard again. He had become a true cum-slut, makeup running, a face full of jizz, nonchalantly dragging on a cigarette. Toni was very pleased with the sight of her new creation. “Why look at you Evie!” Toni crowed. “You have exceeded my wildest expectations my dear!” She grabbed Evie by the shoulders and looked her right in her cum-sticky eyes. “You have no idea the plans I have for you Evie. You and I are gonna make a helluva team. Just you wait and see!”

❤️❤️❤️


#5 More Juice from Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of a new crossdresser on his way to becoming a full out Transgender Woman, manipulated by of all people, his high school chemistry teacher! The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in Evan’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


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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