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Queen Samantha

(Seducing the Dean)




BOOK 1 of 4

Of

The GOTH GIRL’S SORORITY SERIES

by

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter 1

My name is Samantha Prince and I’m a twenty-one-year-old college junior, and at the time of this story I was living on Long Island, with my parents and my twin brother, Jared. I am an absolute animal in the bed, cage, cemetery, or wherever and whenever I choose to exercise my sexuality, iow - to fuck, men and/or women; I’m bisexual. My girlfriends, strictly the goth type, look to me as their leader on campus. I’m their “Queen,” as most call me. I have a charismatic personality, influencing people with my charms, and exacting humiliating revenge on my enemies. It’s gotten me into trouble sometimes and saved my ass in others.

I’m into the whole punk/goth scene; with a “grunge side;” my waist-long, black hair has a bright sheen to it, that matches my black (or purple, depends on my mood) eye shadow. I have it parted on the left side which the guys (or girls) find alluring, and I like lots of worn-looking leather clothing from my studded choker down to my leather, mid-calf high buckled combat boots.

I like to wear my black-leather-buckled underbust that shows off my ringed titties; that is, when I’m not wearing my black-mesh bra. My studded choker has three rings, all interconnected, with attached chains going down the side of my tits, and one in the middle. I’ve got a thing for buckles, chains, locks . . . and handcuffs!

I wear black lipstick, long, black, false eyelashes, black-painted nails, have a pierced tongue with a cute little silver ball in front which gives the BEST blowjobs and cunt-licking. (Grunge costs money!) I’ve also got a cute silver ring through my clit, and my breasts, like I said, are also pierced with rings. Oh yeah, I also have a genius IQ, and it comes in very handy for manipulating anyone however I want.

My earrings are hooped with tiny silver pentagrams on them, and I wear a silver Celtic Cross around my neck. I know, it’s kind of a contradiction; but that’s what I am in many ways - a contradiction. I’ve got all my bases covered. Thank God for American Express! I look sort of like “Lily Munster,” or the finished product of a late Nineteenth -Century Romanian undertaker. “Live and Let Live,” I say.

To boot, I also have a killer figure with a tight ass, clothed in shiny leather skirts of course, and I work out to maintain it. Oh yeah; I also smoke cigarettes. I know – decadent and disgusting, right? Well, keep it to yourself if you disapprove, because it’s a BIG PART of my sex life, and I enjoy it. You might say I have a “smoking fetish,” and encourage my friends (especially the ones I have sex with ~ which is almost ALL of them) to take up the habit. I am REALLY TURNED ON by women who smoke elegant, long white Virginia Slims 120s! If I see a guy who makes it kind of obvious that my smoking turns him on, it makes it that much easier for me to seduce him as well.

I’ve also observed that men who have smoking fetishes and enjoy watching women smoke are really crossdressers straining to come out. Sometimes, they need “help” with that, and I’m more than willing! I adore holding a nice long, white cigarette between my fingers with my long nails and black nail polish. Now, when guys watch me smoke – and they often do; it really turns me on – makes my pussy moist, and my ringed nipples hard!

*****

My fantasy is to take some straight, athletic type jock, or muscular construction guy, cop, fireman or soldier, and have him eat me out while I stand over him and smoke! As I said earlier, I like women and men, so, I’m kind of a bisexual lesbian? I HATE labelling! Usually, I like to hold his (or her) head in place firmly with my hand – it’s all about the control. (I guess you’re right about that part.) I’m five foot-eight, so my height is perfect “to play!”

I enjoy the sense of power that my fetish gives me over like-minded men and/or women! Lately though, I’ve been feeling restless. This means that I’m on the hunt! Yeah! I’m the “smoking cunt-on-a hunt,” LoL

A few weeks ago, the elderly couple next door moved away, and a couple my parent’s age moved in with a son who is either in his late twenties or early thirties. He’s ex-military, and a fireman, according to my mom, and I’m curious to meet him. I don’t know if he has a girlfriend or not, and I really don’t care, just so he’s hot. Supposing he is hot, and he DOES have a girlfriend . . . it would make things more interesting. I could seduce him first, and then the three of us could have fun! The world is full of endless possibilities, so I’ve decided that I will check him out, and if he looks good, I may “add him” to my collection. But that doesn’t stop me from fantasizing about this guy and fingering myself in the shower. I know, I’m such a slut, right?

The question remains how? What do I do, walk up to the house, ring the doorbell, and say “Hi, I’m Samantha from next door. I couldn’t help but notice your exquisite and HOT body, and I would love you to fuck the living shit out of me??” Or “How about a playdate?” That’s a bit too straightforward, even for me, so I’ll have to come up with something else - but what??

Should I ask to use his cell phone, or borrow a cup of sugar? How fifties and “Ozzie and Harriet” of me! I’ll just have to wait and see.


Chapter 2

It’s Saturday morning, and I’m lying in bed next to Karen, my best girlfriend from school, in her dorm room. We both work in the college bookstore. What better place on campus is there to pick up new friends as possible fuckbuddies . . . and slaves, AND . . . to make some coin to pay for our clothing, makeup, and cigarettes? Yeah, Karen is into the whole submissive- domination - Goth thing too; I turned her that way.

I had just opened my eyes, and the sheets start moving around my lower legs. Karen’s head (and the rest of her too) are not on the pillow next to me. Suddenly, a “bowling ball” covered in a purple sheet starts moving up to my waist, I feel silky hair tickling me between my thighs, and my cunt starts getting moist.

“Who is that creeping up on my snatch,” I rhetorically ask. Instead of a verbal reply, I feel the exquisite touch of Karen’s pierced tongue licking the inside of my upper thighs, and then the outside labia of my shaved pussy, up and down, up and down. OMG!

I start to grip my sheet and moan - she’s a Leonardo Fucking DaVinci with that tongue, which incidentally, I made her get pierced just like mine.

You must know that I’ve had men eat my pussy too, but there’s nothing like another woman for this - especially one like Karen who really knows how to please, as she should – I trained her!

Her tongue is nice and wet, which adds to the pleasure comingling with my copious amounts of cum juice. She laps every bit of it up. Now I start to squirm a bit as the silver ball of her pierced tongue licks the inner labia around my ringed-clit, nice and slippery. They start to swell, and I get even wetter. She finds my clitoral ring, and she’s teasing me by pulling on it with her tongue piercing; ring in the ball, causing me to shudder and moan with unbridled pleasure from each gentle tug. This, combined with her rubbing and painting of my engorged, pulsating clit with her tongue, sends me into orbit.

I grip the sheets over her shoulders and push her down a bit - she knows how I like it. “Faster, harder!” I demand. With her face stuck between my legs, she starts sending her tongue into my pussy, inserting it gently and moving it around in a circle, which only gets me wetter and wetter. She’s sucking on me, taking all my woman into her mouth; greedy for more and more which I eagerly supply. No one has tongue-fucked me better, or with a more fevered pitch than my Karen.

I shudder and jolt - squirting into her face, my fingers dig into her shoulders, while Karen’s fingers are working their delicate magic on me; tickling my tits, and gently tugging on my nipple rings with both hands, which gets me off even more. Now, I wanna’ watch; it’s part of the show and excites me, so I pull off the sheet and there she is, hard at work, bless her heart.

She’s been busy; rubbing her pussy on the top of my right thigh with a fevered pitch, and she moans, contracting and relaxing; her mouth jammed into my honey pot, and I can feel her dripping down my inner thigh. Her red/orange-dyed hair glistens in the early morning sunlight streaming through the window. She went to sleep in what she wore last night: a leather underbust corset with no bra laced up the front, and her ample tits are showing, nipples and all, rubbing against mine and it feels wonderful.é

She knows how that really turns me on. “Tit on tit,” not tête-à-tête! By now I’m seriously moaning and I’m working on my third orgasm of the morning. My clit I think, is more sensitive than most; it was, even before I got it pierced. Karen is really getting off too, though she’s a bit quieter than me. I pick my legs up to mild protests of body language from Karen, and I place them over her shoulders. She’s licking that Never Never Land of exquisite pleasure - the space of skin between my vage and my asshole which gives me the shivers. She does that by pure instinct, I didn’t teach her that. See? I pick ‘em smart! If she thinks this is it, she’s got another thing coming; I have some surprises in store.

Her tongue moves again on its erotic journey until it’s licking the inside of my pussy in a perfect circular motion. She pushes it deeper inside me just like a cock. The silver ball of her pierced tongue totally electrifies me, and my moaning gets louder as I near climax.

That’s Karen’s signal to lick faster and harder. She stops to swallow my nectar for a brief second, (she’s such a tease, that little minx!) and her tongue again quickly licks back and forth over my clit, hitting my sweet spot again, entering my clit ring and gently tugging on it, pushing me further into Paradise. I’m grabbing a handful of her hair from the back of her head with a strong, clenched fist; and then I squirt into Karen’s mouth and not a drop is wasted; she takes all of me, and I shudder, stiffen, and moan loudly. My back arches and she has me. Meaningless sounds of pleasure dribble from my lips.

She moves up on me and I find her throbbing, engorged pussy with my right hand and stick two fingers into her warm and slippery cunt. I’m teasing her, finger-fucking her, rubbing her clit and tugging on her ring, making her moan with bliss. She kisses me deeply on the mouth; her tongue, which tastes like my pussy, ropes around mine.

We stop, both breathing hard, completely spent, and Karen’s head gently rests between my breasts. I reach over to my bag on the floor next to the bed and take out two Virginia Slims 120s – one for Karen and one for myself, taking out my silver butane lighter and light us both up with the same flick as Karen moves her cigarette to the flame together with me. For us, having a cigarette during and after good sex is an absolute must!

She purses her lips and takes a big drag. With the 120s, the cigarette burns out if you don’t drag hard on it enough when it’s first lit. I’ve been with Karen for just four months, but it seems like forever. When I met Karen she was a straight blonde girl – a “Polly Purebred,” dated only guys, never smoked, didn’t even drink. Look at her now! She’s my proudest accomplishment. She loves licking pussy – that you know and sucks a mean cock too. For some reason, guys really dig redheads. I only allow her to speak when I give her permission. See, that’s the control part, and she’s great at taking orders and pleasing me. It was so easy to break her in.


Chapter 3

So now it’s my turn to fuck Karen. I’m a BITCH, but this morning I’m in a giving mood, a benevolent despot. I kiss her gently on the forehead and go into the bathroom. When I come out, I’m wearing a HUGE 10-inch strap-on silicone, self-lubricating, black-coloured cock. At its base, on the other side of the belt is a neat little “reverse cock.” Both dildos are self-lubricating - only the best for my girl(s). I feel generous this morning. I like to reward those who pleasure me. I make her crouch up on her knees, her beautiful bum goes up in the air, and I have a special surprise for her. While in the bathroom, I took out a special butt plug, a beginner’s size, just for her. I lubed it well, and inserted my finger slowly in her asshole, lubing that too.

“Now honey,” I say gently, “This will make you feel totally electric. It’s just a little toy from Sam’s bag of tricks. Let me know if it hurts you sweetie.” She just nods in what I think (I hope) is eager anticipation. Nothing is too good for my Karen. I slowly insert it, curious as to her reaction. She gasps, and it just slides in, her asshole widening a bit out of arousal. Now it clenches it, just the safety end visible. The thing I love most about my Karen is her innocence, her complete trust in me, and her willingness to try new things.

“Don’t worry sweetie,” I say. “The fullness will subside in a bit.”

Now, as I fuck her pussy, my pelvic thrusts let the reverse cock do me too. That’s a six-incher, and I was already quite wet from my darling’s mouth, so it just slid into my cunt with a soft sucking sound. I also have a nice butt-plug up my ass too – for more pleasure. I simply love toys!

I’m all strapped in; Karen is quiet and bracing for what comes next. God she’s gorgeous with her emerald-green eyes. I tell her to keep her cigarette in her mouth, and mine too dangles from my lips. We’re both still very wet and slick from our recent play, so as I enter Karen, I meet little resistance, her cunt is swollen and gripping the dildo. She takes a big drag and exhales a plume of smoke towards the headboard.

She holds her cigarette in her right hand, and she gasps as I begin thrusting. Like I said, when I first did her four months ago, she was just a sweet little virgin; a confirmed and adamant non-smoker, and I couldn’t even get a pencil into her twat. Now . . . well, you can see things have changed. I could NEVER walk away from a challenge.

She’s taking all that monster and raising her hips off the bed to ram it more. I’m getting off from both ends. My pussy is dripping, and my ass is on fire! I take a drag off my cigarette and kiss and blow smoke on the back of Karen’s neck, licking it. Mother Fucker! This is INTENSE!

I’m going faster and harder, and Karen is digging her nails into the bed, and she lets out a scream. Pretty soon I’m cumming again, gasps of ecstasy leaving my mouth, my inner woman is leaking onto the bed sheets, and she’s moaning with total abandon, louder and more desperate than I’ve ever heard her before. Supported by my right arm, I reach around and stroke Karen’s clit with my slippery finger, going over and tugging on her clit ring, which elicits gasps from her. Now I go faster and harder, really ramming her, and we both climax like we stepped on a live wire. I just lie there on top of her back like a sopping rag, her arms supporting us.

I can tell she doesn’t want my toys out of her yet, and I don’t want the other end out of me yet either. Soon, I pull out slowly, gyrating my hips, making a circle inside her pussy as I do so, and she turns around to face me. We kiss deeply, our tongues roping around each other.

We fell asleep a bit, my head resting on her bosom, and when we wake, I tell her softly, but firmly: “You may speak now Karen!” She answers me dreamily, as I gently stroke her wet pussy, Karen moving her hips from side to side as I do so. “Mistress Samantha, that was sooo good. Thank you for fucking me so hard.”

“Thank you honey for waking me up so pleasantly. I have you trained well. You’ve really come a long way in four months.”

“Thank you Mistress,” she says so sweetly, which kills me.

“Ok, let’s get dressed and go out for breakfast. Then we’ll go and buy you a gift.” I’m thinking of a hand-fan; she loves decorated fans. “You’ve been wonderful this week.”

She’s a great submissive, eagerly taking every morsel of kindness I can give her. Now I even allow her to smoke when she wants to. I used to smoke in front of her and not give her permission to, even though she was obviously in nicotine withdrawal – what a CUNT I am, considering that I got her hooked in the first place! She leans into me, and we kiss again deeply. “Thank you again Mistress,” she sweetly says. She’s happy, and so am I – almost happy. Here’s why:

*****

Last Saturday morning, when I looked out of my bedroom window, I finally saw the fireman from next door for the first time; he was walking to his car. OH MY GOD!! Black wavy hair on top of a perfectly rock-chiseled body, and in uniform no less. He had a purposeful stride, (I’m a very perceptive reader of body language) which to me indicates strength and confidence, and, you know, the upper body of a guy who works out regularly.

Hopefully that would translate into a lower body that could fuck the hell out of me. However, I may have fucked up any impending fucking, me being the fuckee!

I’m on weakened knees as I’m checking him out, and so far liking what I’m seeing, when suddenly he jerks his head over his shoulder and catches me red-handed, looking at him!! I felt like a deer caught in the headlights of a British Centurion tank! He sees me, smiles broadly and waves “hello,” then turns around and continues to his car. I’m sooo embarrassed! I should just check myself into a nunnery and take my vows. )-: SHIT, SHIT, SHIT, I’m such an A-hole!

I melted into a puddle, literally, like I had sprung a leak, my pussy twitching.

But that smile – WOW – those pearly keys to orgasmic bliss. I could imagine them gently biting my ringed nipples! Yummy. I hope he’s a smoker. That would be great. I’ll get off on that too! A few nights ago, I dreamt about him, and I don’t even know his name. I need his hose to put out my fire! LoL!!

So now that I saw for myself, I do what any respectable red-blooded (black-blooded?) Goth girl would do. I lock my bedroom door and reach into the bottom drawer of my dresser where I keep an exotic array of sex toys. I reach for my favourite one - the portable version of the strap on I used with Karen - 10 inches of thick, black, self-lubricating silicone cock with a remotely operated vibration control (blue-tooth, of course)! So, I also have a neat app on my iPhone where I can conveniently cause it to vibrate. This way, I can shove it up my twat when I’m sitting in class, and no one will be the wiser - if I sit in the back of the lecture hall of course!

Quickly, like a thief in the night, I throw myself on top of my bed, pull up my bottomless skirt panties and slowly insert the sucker into my twitching cunt. I’m already wet from looking out the window at that Adonis, so it goes in easily. My legs are spread wide, and I close my eyes, fingering my twat and my clit ring.

As I put it in me, I move it around the inside of my vage. LoL, I’ve been using it so long there’s still room left, but I’m so aroused, my muscles just clamp around it tighter. Now I turn on the vibrator remote. Instant fucking bliss! My other hand continues playing with my clit ring, gently tugging it, and rubbing my slimy finger over it. Mmmmm. I push down on my butt-plug for added pleasure.

My breathing becomes heavier and rapid, and I’m getting my whole body to tense and relax. In my mind, he’s eating me out, and then I’m on top of him and he’s riding me. I’m going faster and faster with the dildo. I can feel my electrified pussy leaking onto my thigh, and I’m rubbing my wet fingers harder onto my clit. My teeth are clenched, and my free hand is rolled up into a fist.

Then, I explode. It’s like every Christmas, and every New Year’s Eve rolled up into seconds of erotic bliss. I squirt onto my thigh and my bedsheets. I arch my back like a strychnine poisoning victim. I think of the muscular fireman with no name holding a hose and spraying water against a raging five-alarmer - that would be me.

Then my twisted sense of humour comes into play, but just for a second, and I laugh to myself. “Hello, 911? I need a hunky fireman with black wavy hair to put out a raging fire in my cunt!! Oh, the address?” Ha, ha, ha. Funny, Sam! Now, I just melt into the bedsheets, totally satisfied as much as one can be with just using a sex toy. In a way it’s sad. I want a real person - the real nameless form of male excellence from next door to eat me out and fuck me! But I always have my beautiful creation - Karen, to do the job; well, partially.

I continue to move the dildo around slowly a few minutes; I need to come down from orbit. I turn off the vibrator and just lie there. Finally, I put my silicone cock away and light a cigarette while I plot different ways to seduce my neighbor. Come to think of it, getting caught spying may not have been such a bad thing. Think of it as an icebreaker; sort of a segway to a nice conversation. “Yes, after I saw you look up at me and wave, I pulled out my massive dildo and fucked myself - but of course, I was thinking of you the whole time!”

Speaking of strong men and cocks, I think my gorgeous little slut, my horny goth sisters and I are due for some REAL cock, in generous quantities, – and soon! My wheels are turning. That usually spells an “Oh God, not this!” response from my friends; but they look to me as their de-facto leader, their Goth Queen, so I decided that we needed a base of operations. My dad is military, and I suppose I got good organizational skills from him.


Chapter 4

It was precisely for that reason that my Goth friends on campus, which numbered around twenty-two, give or take a few, decided that we needed to form a sorority; house, and all.

This would give an air of respectability to us goth girls by getting our sorority involved (mostly for show) in some charitable causes, and public service - like a car wash for kids with cancer in the local hospitals; stuff like that.

We needed a national sorority to sponsor us, so we picked “Alpha Gamma Delta,” because it had a “gothy” sort of connection. At the University of Georgia in Athens, the AGD Sorority house is rumoured to be haunted by the ghost of some dude who hung himself over Christmas break in the Seventies, I’m guessing before it became a sorority.

They didn’t find the body for two weeks and could not get the funky smell out of the room, so they boarded up the entire hallway. They left the original staircase that led to a bricked-up wall where the hallway was - creepy. Perfect! Of course, we didn’t tell the national association that we limited ourselves to goth girls, potential goth girls, and goth groupie guys . . . but word got around campus quickly. I don’t think it was breaking any sorority charter.

The national association accepted our application and the $150.00 fee, and all I needed to do was to get permission from the Dean for Student Affairs at our school. Now Dean Cowens was known to be a hard-ass, and for no reason that any of us could see, he turned us down! Maybe he didn’t want the added paperwork, or the responsibility since there were MANY frats and sororities on campus already. Who the fuck knows? So, my friends decided that I should go see him.

I gotta tell you - I got my “war face” on when I went into that office. I knocked on the door after the secretary let me in, and he’s on the phone, pretending like I wasn’t even there. Finally, after like five minutes of standing there, I was ready to walk out, but this was just too important to blow off. Just then, his conversation starts to get interesting. He’s speaking in a harsh whisper, but I can hear him. He did not sound happy at all.

“I can’t do this now Rayna!  . . . yeah, so?.. If Mark and Judy hate me, it’s all your fault! You always complain to them and put me down - yeah . . . that’s another thing . . . Bullshit! . . . The reason I don’ sleep with you is that (whisper gets louder) you don’t LET. . . ME . . . TOUCH . . . YOU! I can’t discuss this now. It’ll have to wait until I come home, IF I COME HOME!”

With that, he slams his iPhone on the desk. I’m looking on in sort of shock, like now maybe he’s gonna take what are obviously his domestic troubles out on me. He’s muttering under his breath, clears his throat and straightens his tie, obviously embarrassed.

So, he looks up at me and smiles after looking at his appointment book and says, “Oh, Miss Prince, have a seat. Sorry I made you wait.” Yeah I bet you are, I thought to myself.

“Now I understand that a group of you ladies wish to start a chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta here on campus, am I correct?” What a clown! Why the fuck else would I be here?

“Yes Sir, that’s correct.”

“Well unfortunately, Miss Prince (NOBODY calls me “Miss Prince!”), our school just cannot accommodate another sorority at this time. Budget and administrative limitations make that impossible unless you find a house off campus.” He’s yanking my chain(s). The housing market in this part of Long Island, and the high prices of real estate make that idea all but impossible, and he knows that! Prick!

I just looked at him, incredulous. “Some of the male frats behave almost as badly as ‘Animal House,’ and have been cited numerous times for campus violations, including the underage drinking prohibition.”

“Be that as it may,” he says, I just don’t see this happening.”

“Surely Dean, with the tuition this institution charges, and the student population as big as it is, there must be some way we could do this. Besides, there are at least twenty of us who will surely give back to the campus and local community. It just doesn’t make sense to me.” (Laying it on a bit thick I say) “We have fundraisers planned for the Goldmark Children’s Cancer Centre, and a Christmas drive with the Marines’ ‘Toys for Tots’ program. We’re all about service and responsibility.” (Of course, we have no such altruistic thoughts. We just want to fuck, drink, and party!)

“I’m sorry Miss Prince, but maybe next year.”

At this point I’m raging inside. “Dean Cowens, by next year a bunch of us will have graduated and have moved on. It just isn’t fair to those of us who are seniors now.” He puts both hands on the desk and just looks at me. “My decision is final, Miss Prince, now is there anything else on your mind?” There is, but I can’t say it - even here. It starts with castration.

I think quickly and I stand up and gingerly walk towards the door, wiggling my tight little ass. I can feel his beedy little Boston Ivy League eyes following me as I gently shut and lock the door.

“What are you doing?” he says. I don’t answer and I stand on the side of the door, reach into my big, black leather, studded bag, and take out my pack of Virginia Slims 120s, right underneath the sign that says: “No Smoking - we need to breathe!”

I just wore my daily campus get-up, which usually turned male heads in my direction – especially my short black, shiny leather miniskirt with the side slit, black fish net pantyhose, and mid-calf level combat boots.

*****

“Miss Prince,” he says rather irritated, “there is NO SMOKING allowed in this building, especially in my office”. I turn to look at him, my cigarette in a sexy dangle from my black lips and click my lighter into action without taking my eyes off him. He’s shifting around in his chair, shocked and at a loss for words. He looked pissed, but I stood there across the room, taking nice, slow drags, holding my cigarette very effeminately, and blowing the smoke up to the ceiling.

He's watching me closely. Now, I can spot a cigarette fetishist, especially a male one from a mile away. What gave it away was watching him shift in his seat, like trying to ignore a rising boner. Thinking back on it, it really WAS hysterical!

“Now I want you to put that out IMMEDIATELY!” he says, outwardly showing irritation. He even holds out a metal tray for paperclips. I place my cigarette tightly between my first two fingers of my right hand, and slowly walk towards him, like I’m going to comply with his ridiculous request, which I know is total bullshit!

I’m seductively sashaying my hips and making a nice sound clicking my boots. My leather jacket is open, showing a black leather, buckled corset, with my ample cleavage showing through a black-laced bra.

He's not saying anything, just looking. Once again, “My Samantha from ‘Bewitched’” is in full gear. The only thing I DON’T have to do is wiggle my nose. How the fuck did she do that?? Anyway . . .

As I approach the desk, I take a hollow cheek drag and seductively blow the smoke in his face, leaning over to show my tits in full bloom. He’s staring at them and making no move to swat away the smoke. He starts to say something. I lean over the desk and place my left index finger over his lips and loudly whisper “Shussssh!”

I take another seductive drag and I know that I’m blowing him away. Exhaling, I walk around the right side of the desk, strutting with the slit in my leather skirt visible, and quickly steal a glance to his crotch. I see a goldmine - tent city open for business! Innocently, I lean over about six inches from his face, my smoky breath turning him to jizz.

Whispering, I get closer and say, “I heard little snippets of your conversation “Deanie,” and it doesn’t sound like your marriage is very happy, am I right?” My face is in a sympathetic pout. “In fact, if I remember correctly, it doesn’t sound like wifey lets you touch her.” He starts to say something but looking right at me he just swallows, and nods “yes.”

I pick up the framed picture of him and his family off the desk, and say, looking at it: “Pity, your wife isn’t half bad looking, am I right.” He just looks at me and shrugs his shoulder. I make a “Tsk, tsk” sound, and look at the boner threatening to put a hole in his trousers. “Ooooh,” I say with mock horror. “Better not leak anything onto those trousers; it would be embarrassing to walk around campus looking like that.”

By now, my cigarette is like three quarters finished and I take a quick drag and stub it out into his metal tray. Staring at him, he’s speechless as I slowly take out another cigarette from my bag. “Would you like some of this to calm your nerves? You seem a bit uptight.” He shakes his head “no,” but he’s so turned on by my smoking; that I make a show of lighting the fresh cigarette and dangle it after making a French inhale.


Chapter 5

Itell him firmly, “Stand up.” He hesitates and I roll my eyes. “C’mon Deanie, I don’t bite, unless you want me to,” and I laugh. This is the point of no return. He stands up, and before he can say anything, I reach out and pull down his zipper. He gives a quick glance to the office door. “Don’t worry, it’s locked,” I say, taking my cigarette from my lips to hold it in my right hand.

“I’m REALLY THIRSTY you know,” I say with an exaggerated sense of mock desperation. He shifts slightly, and I know I’ve got him. I take another drag and blow smoke right into his face. As I do so, my left hand reaches into his pants, pushing away his underwear and I hesitate a bit. “Humm, this really won’t do,” and I unbuckle his belt and slowly pull his pants down and let them fall around to his ankles. I look. Not bad for a fifty-five-year-old, I think to myself.

“Now the shorts,” I say. So, I just reach up and pull them down from the front. Before he can say anything, which I know he won’t, I start stroking the underside of his cock with my long, black-painted fingernails. He lets out an “Ooooh.” It’s so cute! I laugh. “You like that, don’t you? I bet you can’t even remember the last time you had a woman do this to you, right Deanie?” He just nods, too shy or afraid to even smile!

“My my,” I say, “aren’t you the shy one? That’s okay.” Now, I grab the shaft of his cock; nothing to write home about - barely six inches. I start slowly, going from bottom to top, my whole hand gripping it.

His eyes are closed and he’s moaning, trying hard to keep it quiet, so it stays in the office. The secretary must be surprised at the smell of smoke coming from the office - oh well, first time for everything.

I’m feeling a little dampness on his tip, so I take a good drag, and put my mouth over the head of his cock and exhale through my nose. His moaning increases. I break contact for a second to moisturize my lips. Now, nice, and wet, I get down to business.

My tongue is playing with his shaft, making circles around the head, and sliding up and down. I think my tongue piercing was a pleasant and very kinky thing for this “missionary” guy, who probably never experienced anything like this before in his entire sad life.

He's starting to breathe heavy, and I quicken my sucking action. He’s moaning like “oh, oh, oh.” I think it’s cute. It also means that I’m nearing the end of this necessary sacrifice for my sorority mates - wait till I tell Karen! LoL. “What greater sacrifice is there than she who gives a blowjob to the dean for her sorority sisters!”

So, I’m like the “Little Engine That Could,” and I’m quickening my pace, and sucking hard. Then, after some meaningless sounds and grunts coming from Deanie, I feel the warm salty taste of bottled up and repressed cum hitting the back of my throat. It feels like its been inside of him since he was fourteen-years-old. I take all of it and lick it all off his cock, leaving just my saliva on it.

He’s making all kinds of babbling noises. It’s funny. It feels like a “revenge blow job.” I’m giving him pleasure but showing control over him at the same time; “teaching him a lesson” for not giving us what we wanted all along.

I really don’t care how he sees it; his eyes are closed anyway. With my mouth still on his erect Johnson, I slyly take my iPhone out of my bag, and looking sideways into the lens, take a “selfie” of me with my lips around the dean’s cock in a hookerish smile. The background of the office is unmistakeable. Think of it as insurance in case Deanie decides to back out or still refuse me. Now he opens his eyes, and I stand up and give him a tissue to wipe himself off.

“Now that wasn’t so bad, was it Deanie?”

“Uh, no, it . . .  was quite nice Miss Prince,” he shyly murmurs.

“Listen, no one calls me ‘Miss Prince.’ If we’re going to be involved in any sort of business, you can call me Samantha, ok?”

“Okay Samantha,” he says, a bit humbled.

“So, I take it we get our sorority, and you’ll get us the best building on campus?

“Yes, I will make it happen.”

“Good, because guess what?”

He says “What?” totally mystified. Now I take out my iPhone and his beedy eyes bulge as I show him the beautiful selfie I took of his cock in my mouth, with a little handwave thrown in - it was in video mode. The miracles of modern technology.

“Think of this as a little insurance policy Deanie just in case you try to double cross us. The school paper and your wife will have this before you can say ‘boo - trust me!’” He just stood there, defeated, and beaten; but also, I like to think, “relieved.”

However, during that entire escapade my mind was on that delicious firehose who lived next door to me.

I didn’t tell the rest of the girls, but Deanie was just practice; sort of a “warm-up” for my fireman; my own selfish reason for setting up the sorority and performing self-sacrificing fellatio.

I would have a place where I could bring anyone I wanted to and fuck and suck my way through the school year.

As I said earlier, I am a benevolent despot, so my friends will have the same privileges of the soon-to-be-occupied house of debauchery; but the nameless hunk of sweat, muscles, and hopefully a thick, large cock who lived fifty feet away from my bedroom, was all mine. It was only a matter of time, but I would get him.


Chapter 6

So, Karen and I get dressed and into my car to go to breakfast. I chose the IHOP close by the campus. We’re driving down the main throughfare, Northern Blvd, and traffic is light. “Karen darling, you may speak now if you wish.” You see, I trained her as a total submissive; but now, I thin, we’re past that. Rolling down her window I tell, her: “You may also smoke. I will. I don’t know about you, but this morning just makes me want to enjoy a nice cigarette even more.”

“Yes, thanks Mistress Samantha, I had an amazing time too! I could use a cigarette,” she says so sweetly. She’s dressed like a goth princess - My goth princess. Queen Samantha and her beautiful princess. Her bright orange hair is down to her tits, and like me, she’s wearing a black leather corset, black eye shadow, black lipstick, and she enjoys white foundation.

Her boots are like mine too, and of course, the sexy leather miniskirt. Last month she got her clitoral ring. She has on a black leather biker gang jacket with skull and crossbones on the back - a nice touch!

So, we light up, talking excitedly about our new sorority house on campus that Deanie had found the week before, discussing the decorations.

The main room would have black curtains - mortuary style, with a tasselled bow holding the middle, and a sofa, and large coffee/drink/ fucking? table in the middle. The bar was in the basement. The house was painted in an old, cracking, vomit green - BORING!!!

Upstairs were 14 bedrooms; seven rooms on each side of the hallway, and a common bath shower room. Now the basement we decided, would have to have a bit more than just a bar!

In two or maybe three weeks, most likely on Saturday, depending upon the school calendar, would be our “painting party!” We still had to work the details, but I’m sure we will get all the help we need. I’m thinking to myself how easy it would be to get Deanie to come over and help us - maybe even PAY for all the paint! Hee, hee, hee, sometimes I just knock myself out, being the manipulative cunt that I am. I bet I could even get him to dress like a French maid by just clearing my throat and holding up my iPhone!

In the back of my mind, I’m wondering how am I going to get that hunk of a fireman from next door to come help us out??? Because of the sorority, I’m trying to decide if I should move out of my parent’s house now or wait till next year when I’m a senior; lots of unknowns.

*****
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Chapter 7

“Sam! Why is smoke coming out of the hood of your car!?” Karen was right. Thick blue smoke was coming out and the car started jerking, so I thought fast and pulled over. We had just come from a totally mind-blowing night of sex in Karen’s dorm room. The IHOP where we were headed to was about ten minutes down the road.

I dialed 911 and reported a possible car fire. Within minutes, two Nassau County Police Cars, a police ambulance and a Brookville FD truck pulled up. The police and the firemen spoke for a few seconds and the officer from one of the patrol cars asked if any of us were hurt. I told him “no,” and he was relieved, and he let the firemen take over.

Two firemen hopped out of the truck, and one was a female with her hair tied in a blonde ponytail under her helmet. The second fireman was a lieutenant I guessed because of the one silver bar on his uniform. He was wearing a helmet and looked familiar.

OMG! It was my sexy hunk of a fireman from next door! I was embarrassed as hell because just a few days ago, he caught me checking him out from my bedroom window. Well, he certainly knew me! “Are you ladies okay here?” He asked, observing us keenly. I said we were just fine, a bit shaken up, is all.

The female fireman popped the hood latch, and a huge cloud of choking blue smoke came out from the engine block. Instead of water, a third member of the crew used foam and sprayed it thoroughly in the engine.

Karen and I were standing on the sidewalk, and the Lt came over to me, smiling, making me sopping wet, adding to my moisture from my time with Karen about an hour ago. If it wasn’t for the smell of the acrid blue smoke billowing out of the engine, I would have smelled like raw pussy. “Say,” he finally said, smiling at me. “Aren’t you the girl from next door, the one who was checking me out through your upstairs window a few days ago?” I was so embarrassed I wanted to die right there.

I said, “Yup, that was me.” Not missing a beat he said, “Well, did you like what you saw?” This guy was direct as shit, but I liked it. “Yeah, I thought you were kind of cute, from the window.”

“And how about in person,” he said. “Well, considering the circumstances, I think this is a crazy way to meet.” I was being deliberately evasive.

“Oh, where are my manners? I’m Nick. Nick Bellante.”

“Nice to meet you, Nick. I’m Samantha, Samantha Prince. I live with my parents and my twin brother Jared. We both go to Post, and this is my friend, Karen.”

“Hello Karen, nice to meet you.” I could tell Karen was checking him out too - I mean, who wouldn’t, gorgeous blue eyes, nice curly black hair, and enough muscle for an entire fire department. “Hi,” she said. Karen is a bit on the shy side.

“Did you know I was a volunteer for the Brookville FD?” he said.

“You mean like, did I plan on having a car fire on your watch? No,” and we both laughed.

“This is my side, weekend job,” he said. “I work full-time for the FDNY in East New York; a real busy house .” Just then, Karen broke in - “Sam, I called my mom, and she can pick us up, ok?”

“Sure honey, that’s great,” I replied. Nick was concerned, and after he and his crew decided there was no danger of anything blowing us up, or further fires, he turned to me and said, “You know, if I was able to, I would take you two anywhere you needed to go.”

“Wow, that’s like, so nice of you, really.” What I meant to say was why don’t we just go somewhere where I can explore that gorgeous body of yours, Nick. Now it was do or die. I’m pretty gutsy as you know, but even I have my limits; so it just came out: “Say Nick, how would you like to grab a movie or something when you’re not working?” He smiled at me, and fuck yeah! He was checking me out.

He nodded his head, and looked down at me; he was almost a foot taller. “Hey that sounds great. I gotta’ go fill out the report and all that. Can I have your cell number.” I almost dripped a lake right there. I doubted even my vibrator could satisfy me now. I gave him my cell number, and this gave me the information that he didn’t have a girlfriend. I also wanted to know like, why was he living at home? US Marine Corps Vet, FDNY Fireman? I’d find out everything.

Just in case you’re wondering: Do I fuck on the first date? The answer most certainly is YES!!! Karen witnessed the whole exchange, and she was a little pouty. “Karen, Karen, my dear sweet Karen. You have nothing to worry about. I just wanna’ have some fun with the fireman, that’s all.” Oh God, she’s so sweet. I had to kiss her there (after Nick left) - I wasn’t ready to share every little detail of my life with him just yet.

“Feeling better honey?” I said. “Yeah, I guess so. It’s just that, you know . . . I love you Sammy, and I don’t want to lose you.” I gave her a close hug and cupped her face in my hands. “I love you too, Red, and I’m not going anywhere. Besides, maybe the two of us can have some fun with Nick!” “Red” was my affectionate pet name for her.

“Ooh, I’d like that!” she said.

“You’ll always be my little goth-girl princess. Would you like me to stay over with you again tonight?” Her eyes lit up like a Christmas Tree. “Hell yeah!” and a big smile planted on her face. I had to kiss her again.

So Karen’s mother pulled up and we waited for my dad’s car to get towed. When that was done, we finally made it to the IHOP - I was starving.


Chapter 8

“Karen, her mom and me did some shopping afterwards at the mall, and like I said, I bought Karen a present: A multi-colored, autumnish looking, folding hand fan, the spines painted a black enamel. She looked cool holding it because it matched her hair.

When I got home my parents were out, but Jared was in the kitchen doing some work on his laptop. “Hey Sammy, what’s the word?”

“Dad didn’t tell you? - his fucking car caught fire while Karen and I were driving to the IHOP for breakfast.” So, I told him the story, and he responded like he usually did - flat, unemotional, and practical; the complete opposite of me, who could be a drama queen at times. After I finished my saga, a sly grin appeared on his face. “You didn’t tell me that the fire dept that responded to your little incident happened to be The Brookville Fire Department; and their commander happens to be the guy who moved in with his parents next door!” I looked at him and blinked.

“Why, what happened?”

“Well, he’s actually a pretty nice guy; his name’s Nick, but he probably told you that,” Jared said with a bit of sarcasm in his voice. “He rang the bell about two hours ago. He said you gave him your cell phone number, but he didn’t give you his, just in case, he said, if you wanted to talk about the fire, like it was some dramatic, life altering event. So, if you check your text messages from me, you’ll see I sent it to you.” He did, along with a smiley, devil-face emoji.

“Ha, ha, very funny Jared.”

“You know Sam, he’s a pretty cool guy. Did you know he was a US Marine who did two tours in Afghanistan. He even won a Silver Star for heroism! How’s THAT for cool!”

“Impressive,” I said. What I didn’t tell my brother was that it also made me extremely wet and aroused. I couldn’t wait to go upstairs and use my little black, silicone friend.

“Did he tell you why he was living here with his parents, and did you ask him his age?” I asked.

“Yeah, he told me he was twenty-six, was in the Marines for four years, and then started working for the FDNY. So, we got to talking about shit and he played hoops with me in the driveway. He plays HARD Sam; I didn’t score more than three baskets on him!”

“I figured; he’s so tall,” I said. He can score points on me anytime . . . I’ll even lick around his rim.

“But why’s he living here now?”

“Oh, he said it’s just temporary. He wants to get his college degree part-time and work.” So that told me I needed to work fast. “Okay Jared, thanks for the info and the number, I’ll see you for dinner when mom and dad come home.” With that, I went upstairs to my room, opened the window, lit a cigarette, and took out my black, silicone, vibrating dildo from my bottom dresser drawer, thinking about how I was going to make my move, and when.


Chapter 9

“Later that night, Nick called me. I wasn’t expecting him to call so soon, but I loved it! I must’ve made a really good impression on him for him to do that. The conversation was short, friendly; small talk about the car, school, etc, and he asked me out for Friday night! He wanted to take me to the movies! I really hope the theatre is kind of empty because I plan on making the first moves. The rest of the week was a blur; I was sooo excited about seeing him, not through a window or on official business, but up close and very personal!

Aside for my classwork, which took me no time to complete, we had some sorority business. Next Wednesday it was “Pledge Night.” We had four girls lined up to join the sorority, and they had to pass our initiation, which would be unlike any the campus had ever seen before, nor would they. It was all very discreet and would be full of “lots of action.”

*****

To say that I didn’t feel guilty about going out with the fireman would be a lie, although, I really shouldn’t be feeling that way. It was because of Karen. Somehow, I felt like I might have betrayed her in some fashion; but if she wasn’t jealous when the girls got together for a wild night, then why should this be any different. Kill that noise, Sam! That’s what I told myself. I think I may have come up with an “interesting” solution.

The movie date with Nick was going well. There was definitely an attraction going on there. We kissed deeply in the movie, it was all very spontaneous, and he held my hand. I took it a little bit further when I unzipped his pants and brought his already hard cock out. I had eaten enough popcorn so that my hand was nice and buttery. It made jacking him off so much easier. We sat in the back and had the whole section to ourselves in the multiplex cinema.

My shaved pussy made it easier for him too. It was an easy trip to my clit for his hungry fingers. He too had the “butter-fingers” thing going, and when he put his two fingers in my pussy, it just added to my wetness. I was fucking crazy, and must’ve cum two or three times with him! It was insane, and a first for me. I had never been so adventurous, and with such a great partner as Nick - in a movie theatre.

My smoking was not an issue, in fact quite the opposite. I could tell it turned him on. After my episode with “Deanie,” it was apparent that many men had smoking fetishes. I made sure I smoked very seductively in front of him. I had a cigarette before we went inside to watch the movie, and I noticed a bit of a stirring in his trousers! I think it made jacking him off go much quicker, too.

In the parking lot, I took my cell phone out and I called Karen. I asked her to come to our newly - opened sorority house, and meet Nick and me downstairs. Nick was receptive to coming to see it, since I talked a lot about it to him. I didn’t tell him the story about how it came to be; he didn’t need to know.

*****

Karen opened the door when Nick and I arrived. She even had some hero sandwiches on the table for us, and drinks. So Nick and Karen got reacquainted. “You two are roommates?” Nick asked politely, munching on a sandwich. “No, not really. Karen and I are sorority sisters now, but we’ve been friends for the last two years or so. We’re both juniors now.” Nick didn’t question the “not really” part of my answer which didn’t matter because I was sure that soon he would get the idea. His eyes were darting between Karen and me, possibly running through some options in his mind.

We finished our sandwiches, making polite table conversations with Nick; flirty type things, which you might expect when three single people get together; especially if the two women in the picture are very horny bisexuals. I wanted Nick to feel that he was “bait” for some devious, sexual master plan, but in a good way. I mean, we hadn’t tied him up or anything drastic like that (yet!)

Karen and I Iit up two of my Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and immediately saw that Nick was staring at us smoking - very sensually smoking, French inhales. I nodded over to the large sofa (which was new - it was a nice present from the dean), and Nick and Karen got up and walked over. I turned on the sixty-two-inch wall-mounted television (another present from the dean), and just put some garbage on. I strategically placed Nick in-between Karen and me, and a quick glance at his lap showed us that he was glad he was sitting where he was.

I put on a music channel at random; it was rock, so I asked Karen to dance. Of course she was delighted. My devious mind thought it would be nice to further turn-on the male member of our little party. Karen and I started out to a fast song, giggling and moving very nicely, clearly interesting Nick who was watching with rapt attention. When the music slowed, Karen wrapped her arms around my waist and we started kissing, eyes going sideways to watch and see if Nick was going to run out in disgust - he didn’t. Instead, he was captivated by our display; a smile appearing on his face.

I started putting my free hand underneath Karen’s leather skirt, and she was gyrating her hips to the music and my touch. Karen and I put on a show for Nick. I took a big drag and exhaled into Karen’s mouth, and she blew the smoke out between our faces; both of us giggling. We danced slowly, smoked sensuously, and used our free hands to fondle each other’s breasts. Both of us were made up to the hilt. Of course, I had to redo some of my makeup after Nick and I had our little session in the movie. Karen, however, was dressed and made up to kill; she was totally stunning.

Now we got a bit eighties-style grungy, bumping the front of our twats through our skirts onto each other. I was getting wet, and very aroused. I knew that soon I would have to take my little darling onto the couch, and somehow include Nick into our activities. We continued tongue kissing, and I could sense that Karen was getting weak in the knees just a bit. I called out to Nick: “You know, if you want to Nick, you can take your cock out and stroke it; Karen and I will come over and join you in just a bit.” Sure enough, Nick did just that, watching us all the while.

The “show” now moved over to the couch. Karen and I slipped out of our skirts and panties; both of us never suffering from shyness and Nick’s eyes bulged. Both of us were laughing and kissing across Nick at this point. I gave Karen a little signal that it was okay, and she grabbed Nick and started to deeply kiss him, and it looked like she was wrapping her tongue around his. He put his hand under Karen’s corset, and found her ringed nipples, which caused her to moan through his kisses. He broke contact for a moment and told Karen, “I love the taste of your smoky mouth.”

“That’s so nice Nicky,” she said. I love your big chest, and look at these muscles! Sam have you ever seen such strong arms on a guy?” I just smiled. Now, I was so wet, just dying to get in on this prefornicatory action.


Chapter 10

“Y


ou know, I had a feeling that you two were an item since the first time I met you,” Nick said, a smile on his face.

I replied, a bit sarcastically, “Oh, does it bother you?”

“No, no, not at all! In fact, it turns me on a lot. I’ve always fantasized about being with two women who like to be with each other too.”

“The word for that is (I dramatically rolled my eyes) LESBIAN”- putting a little emphasis on the “L word.”

“Hey, you won’t hear ME complain,” he said. “That’s good honey, cause you’re a part of ‘the show’ now,” I said.

Karen grabbed Nick by the face, and she said aggressively, which was a side of her I’ve never seen before, “I didn’t give you permission to stop kissing me!” as she resumed passionately, grabbing his cock as she shoved her tongue deep inside his throat. I started touching Karen’s pussy, but it was awkward, and since half-measures availed us nothing, (some quote I heard somewhere) the three of us switched sides, giving me access to Karen’s very wet twat. I put my face into Karen’s lap, my tongue taking over from my fingers.

My teasing of Karen’s clit ring with my tongue boosted her into orbit and made her grab Nick’s cock even tighter, as she squirted into my mouth. I eagerly lapped up all of my princess’s juices, as she climaxed hard. Out of all the evening’s activities, I loved eating pussy the most, and for a special treat I would actually get some real hard cock - from a man - the same one I masturbated to several times in my room, and sucked off in the movies. I was also gyrating on the couch and rubbing my pussy on the cool plush fabric.

A fresh squirt told me that Karen had come again, and I got a mouthful since my tongue was inside her twat, almost as far as it would go. Still, my inner woman was throbbing, leaking, and I would NOT be denied any longer, so I pulled my face out of Karen’s lap and tapped her on the shoulder. Immediately I moved over, and straddled Nick’s humongous cock, placing my hands on his chest, the shirt long since gone. Karen, I allowed to continue tongue kissing him, and I had my palms placed against his chest of steel. The three of us were a tangled ball of feverish climax. Nick’s moaning as I sat on his cock, cut through his attachment to Karen’s mouth.

At first, I teased him by lowering my hips just a bit, going around in circles on his cock tip, and then I went full down on him, and he raised his hips to match my movements. I heard him hiss with pleasure, and I talked dirty to him.

“Cum for me you pussy! Prove to me you’re a real man, a tough, HARD MAN!” I yelled. “Is that all you got, Lieutenant?” He moved on me like a piston would, and when I thought he would drill a new hole inside of me, I felt a delicious warm release of Nick-jizz inside of me. It gave me chills and it made me climax. His cock hit all the right spots.

*****

“That’s it Nick, put out my fire,” I said. I dismounted from Nick, giving him time to recharge, which I knew wouldn’t be long, and placed my face in Karen’s lap, licking her pussy, and Nick was licking me. He stuck his fingers in my twat, and used the juices of my inner woman to lubricate my asshole. I tensed for what I was sure was coming next, and tongued Karen even harder, which made her moan and press my head into her lap.

Nick was hard again, and he placed his cock at the opening of my puckered asshole, which was dilating from the stimulation. Since the insides were slick from his fingers, his cock went in easily. I had lots of training from my big, black, vibrating dildo at home. He started out slow, which made me moan, and then increased his in/out action and speed. I just knew it wasn’t his first time doing this. Karen nonchalantly lit a cigarette and blew the smoke into Nick’s face which excited him even more.

He grunted and said “I’m gonna’ tear you a new asshole, BITCH! I know you love this, you cum-sucking slut!” Tell me something I didn’t know. He was even thicker than my dildo which greatly increased my pleasure. “I’m gonna’ fill your ass with my jizz,” he said, sounding like a punishment - I loved it, all of it. True to his word, and being the fireman that he is, his “hose” sprayed the inside of my ass with hot spunk. I quivered and came right there, all over the sofa. Thank God for Scotch-Guard!

I knew my Karen was crazy with desire to be fucked, but our live cock on the couch next to us was a bit played out. He next did something which surprised us totally. He reached for one of my Virginia Slims on the table next to the couch and nonchalantly lit one up, getting hard again as he did so. “Since when do you smoke,” I asked him, since he didn’t smoke before or after the movie, or during the evening’s entertainment.

“I used to smoke in the Marines. When you’re in Afghanistan, it’s just something you do.” I nodded, and said “cool.” “Does it turn you on to smoke a ladies long, white cigarette.”

“Yeah, it does - a lot. But I only do it socially, and it’s been a long time.”

“Interesting,” I said. But now, as I stored that information, I turned my attention to my Karen, and I played with her reddened clit, which was as hard as a nob. I used her wetness to rub it as I gently tongue-kissed her, tugging on her clit ring as I did so. She was moving in a circle around my finger - telling it where to go. I finger fucked her slowly, inserting first one, then two fingers inside her pussy.

We continued kissing and she was moaning and stiffening; I knew it would only be a matter of seconds before she climaxed. Sure enough, after some more clit rubbing, finger fucking and kissing, she squirted out a lake. I immediately put my face in her lap and sucked it all up.

Now the three of us were sitting on the couch, smoking, kissing, just cuddling really after a night that I was sure we would repeat soon. This week, we had a new pledge night for our sorority planned, and the weekend after was our “painting party.” So I asked Nick. “Next week, the girls and I are planning to paint the downstairs here; would you like to join us?”

“What day are we talking?”

“Saturday. Think you can get off and come.”

Nick answered eagerly. “Sure, I’d be delighted to help you guys out!”

“That’s great!” I said. We have some frat boys coming and different . . . ummm . . .guests, let’s just say. So, (turning my head sideways) are you down for that?”

“Absolutely,” Nick said. “Anything to help you out, and if the other girls are anything like you two, I think it will be loads of fun!”

“See Karen - what did I tell you? Nick’s down to paint and party with us! We’ll have a wonderful time next Saturday.”

Karen leaned over to kiss Nick on the mouth. “That’s so nice, Nicky.” Turning to me she said, “Next time, I want him all to myself. Is that okay Sammy? I still haven’t had his large cock inside of me yet.”

I can’t refuse her, not when she asks so sweetly. “Of course you can, honey I don’t think Nick will mind.”

Nick laughed. “You won’t hear any complaints from me.”

All well and good, but first we had to get through pledge night.

*****
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Chapter 11

We’re all gathered in the large living room of our goth sorority house, the newest (that we know of) chapter of Alpha Gamma Delta, (courtesy of my new friend, the dean of students), and tonight we are introducing four new girls into our sorority. All of us are dressed for the occasion. We generated a lot of interest even though we set up after the main “Greek Week” event on campus. People are genuinely fascinated by our lifestyle and our dress, which makes us “cool” to be seen around and with.

The light from the fixtures is a bit too much, so before the girls came, Karen and I set up red candles on the table and in the several wall sconces. The light is surprisingly adequate, giving the room an Eighteenth-Century goth vibe, providing the right mood for the evening’s activities. All of us light up our Virginia Slims 120s, and some of the girls have opened up the Cabernet wine.

Watching them smoke so effeminately, I start getting aroused. That is why I made the one major requirement for membership in our sorority to be that the pledges smoke long, white, 120 cigarettes, or at least be willing to try.

The other requirements are that they love poetry and books, maintain a darkly decadent look, and not be into drugs or anti-social behavior. I even insisted on maintaining a 3.0 GPA; that’s the snob in me, I guess. Also, I would think that titillating wild sex is anything but antisocial! Yes, I even wrote all that into our Charter!

I give the signal to Lilith, an exchange student from the UK to announce the entry of the four new pledges. Lilith is a delicious, dark brunette, with black eyeliner, eye shadow, and irresistible long, black eyelashes. She’s a beautiful woman with an infectious giggle, or “gigglzzz” and has a nice “naughty streak” who enjoys practical jokes.

Tonight her long black hair is parted to the side like mine, with purple highlights. She’s got on fishnet garters, a long sleeve white silk blouse, long, black evening gloves, and a nice short and tight black silk slitted miniskirt up the side that gets my juices flowing. She’s pierced in all the right places too.

I’ve got a beautiful picture on my phone of Lilith, crouching next to me in that tight skirt, looking at the camera and smoking, getting ready to eat me out, my pussy spread open before her. YUMS! That night was an early semester highlight. Looking at that picture now, I’ve decided that the others can have the new pledges - I want Lilith to be with me and Karen for the next two weeks. Her long, lusty, creamy, smoky kisses are to die for!

Lilith goes to a hallway on the other side of the living room, steps out and announces: “Queen Samantha and members of the exec board, etc, etc,. I will now announce the four new pledges to Alpha Gamma Delta House.” Her perfect British accent lends an air of formality to her speech.

She reads out the names and the girls walk out and stand before us. “Jade, Debbie, Margo, and Slade; please step forward and be recognized.” Karen, her friend Rina, and me, all interviewed them, so we were very glad they decided to join us. We had to turn down some duds of course, which happens everywhere.

Tonight is just a preliminary “meet and greet (and EAT (-; ),” and the wine is making me horny already. Their “servitude” and pledge process to the established girls is to be for two weeks. They will be paired off and must obey the orders of their “masters.” They look so delicious to me, and eager and ready to bend over for me any time I want. Out of the four, Slade is somewhat of an enigma with a black, funereal slouch hat, cloth midi-skirt, chained vest, and see through, black sleeves.

Slade is twenty-five, quite mature, and likes to keep to herself, the quiet type. She is a Marine Corp veteran, did a tour or two in Afghanistan, and has plenty of tattoos on both arms, visible through her sleeves. So, we settle in, put on some mellow jazz, mingle with the girls, and Lilith pairs them off to their “masters.” The sexual tension in the room is so thick you could cut it with a knife. The room even smells like leaking pussy.

♥️♥️♥️

For the new pledges this was my idea, and it’s really quite funny when you think about it. I got each of the new pledges blue-tooth operated silicone butt-plugs that they are to wear in class. In each class with them is an established member of the sorority. When she presses the app on her iPhone, the butt plug will buzz, normally causing the pledge to squeal and jump out of her seat. She will only pass the test if she doesn’t respond to the stimulation, and I’ll know because my girls will tell me who sat quietly and was able to endure the stimulation without anyone knowing. I wish I could be in each class to video it. The girls who “fail” the test will have a video of their arousal posted and shown at the sorority house at the end of their two-week probationary period. God, I am so evil! I love it. That’s one reason I’m in charge. Who else thinks of this shit!?

Debbie and Jade, both with cigarettes dangling from their mouths start touching each other’s breasts lightly with their fingertips. They look to me for permission - the Queen’s permission. I squint my eyes, look at them, start rubbing my pussy over the top of my leather skirt, and blow smoke out the corner of my mouth saying, “You cunts go right ahead; you’re turning me on nicely -DON’T STOP!”

Debbie has wild, black hair that’s really long, purple highlights, blue eyes, black eyeliner, and a figure to die for. She wearing a laced, leather corset, our sorority “uniform,” and a tight, black leather midi-skirt. Her tits are gynormous, and just looking at her cleavage makes me moist - lucky Jade. She cups Jade’s face in her hands, and after a few minutes of deep kissing, they are fondling each other’s breasts through their clothing.

Jade’s hair is black, equally long, and wild, with a good measure of “jade-green” thrown in, and taking a drag of her cigarette, leaning into Debbie, exhales into her mouth. Debbie exhales through her nose, and with arms wrapped around each other’s shoulders they slide over to the large recliner next to the couch, and place their cigarettes into an ashtray.

Both of them sit on the recliner, giggling. Debbie sits on Jade’s lap, her legs going over an armrest. She unbuckles Jade’s corset and starts licking between her tits, coating her upper chest and neck with her wet tongue. She stops to take a drag from her cigarette and Jade unbuckles Debbie’s belt, pulling down her zipper and reaches under Debbie’s panties, the tips of her fingers delicately moving around the top of her shaved pussy.

I’m leaking already like a sieve, and my nipples are getting sore; they’ve been erect for minutes already. I can’t stand it; watching Jade and Debbie go at each other, so I motion for Lilith to join my princess Karen and me on the couch.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 12

Lilith happily catches my crooked finger wagging at her and comes over to Karen and me. Around the room, the girls are pairing off, doing similar activities. It seems the new girls are getting along quite well with my sisters. Lilith is smoking very seductively and staring right at me, as she sits down between me and Karen. In Lilith’s eyes I see that sense of lust and longing that bodes the pinnacle of female pleasure.

Her silk dress feels cool alongside my legs, and she takes a last drag off of her cigarette and puts it out in the ashtray next to the couch. Her arms are around Karen’s and my shoulders. With delicious smoky breath she deep kisses me causing my pussy to moisten and my clit to tingle with anticipation.

With lips still locked and tongues entwined, I unbutton her blouse and see that she isn’t wearing a bra - she came prepared. It was the first thing I noticed when I saw her this evening; her erect nipples on display for all to see. I slowly take my tongue out of her mouth and start licking and kissing her face, her neck, and gently run my tongue over the tops of her breasts; her body tensing and her breath quickening.

Karen gets busy and puts her hands under Lilith’s silky skirt and tugs at her panties, also black silk. I feel Lilith shift her position slightly to be receptive to Karen’s advances. She moans as Karen works her fingers over the top of Lilith’s shaved pussy, toying with it, teasing, and not yet advancing, and Lilith starts to moan.

The three of us shift positions. Lilith gently lays her head in my lap, her long, silky hair tickling my legs, as she lifts her right leg over the back of the couch, giving Karen easy access to her pussy. I help a bit and pull Lilith’s skirt up and across her tummy, her panties lying on the floor next to the couch, and her shoes off. I’m playing with her exposed breasts now and gently tug on her nipple rings.

Karen and I make eye contact, our eyes speaking the language of mutual unbridled lust, and she leans over and starts biting my bottom lip, causing me to tense and leak from my aroused inner woman. She eases her tongue into my mouth, both our lips are moist, our black lipsticks mingling, and tongues rubbing each other teasingly, the ecstasy hovering over us, waiting for its chance to consume us.

We are still kissing as Karen’s fingers move down Lilith’s pussy, becoming wet from Lilith’s arousal, and Lilith starts to squirm and moan. I gently reach under Lilith’s head and unbuckle my skirt, shimmying it down my lap, along with my panties, and I can feel their wetness as they travel down my leg. Lilith’s silky hair is making my pussy crazy hot as it rubs back and forth over it.

Karen gently works her fingers between Lilith’s folds, playing with and tugging on her clit ring, making her body stiffen, and I can feel Lilith’s tummy tightening; all the while Karen’s deep kisses drive me to an anticipated orgasm that must not be denied. Slowly, Karen and I break and speak to each other with our eyes; the language of heat, of lust, pure and unbridled.

I unbuckle Karen’s corset, and the front opens, revealing no bra as I bury my face in her cleavage. My tongue is licking up and down familiar territory between her tits, and my left hand gently tugs on her nipple rings, making her body stiffen as she gasps. Underneath, Lilith is writhing in pleasure as Karen now finger fucks her, sliding easily in and out; adding moisture to her clit which is very hard and receptive to her touch.

❤️❤️❤️

Patiently, I await my turn, because I know they will not deprive their Queen of her share of pleasure. Karen is sticking her other hand underneath her skirt, loosening her belt, and rubbing her clit which is already sopping, turned on by my extended kissing and breast play. Lilith’s eyes look up at me pleading, and I know exactly what she wants, as she shudders and squirms from Karen’s touch.

Lilith’s lips eagerly accept my kisses, teasing at first, and then hotter as I pass her lips and rope my tongue around hers. Karen backs up a bit and places her head face down in the “V” made by Lilith’s legs. Her pierced tongue aggressively takes over from her fingers and Lilith takes my kisses with staggered breaths. Karen skillfully runs her tongue over Lilith’s clit and gently tugs on the ring which makes her stiffen and gasp. As Lilith squirts into her mouth, her arousal reaches a crescendo, moaning loudly into my mouth. Her fingernails are digging into Karen’s shoulders, leaving imprints of pleasure on her supple skin.

Karen is driving herself to ecstasy and stroking herself harder and harder, as I assist and resume kissing her. Lilith is lying spent, sprawled on top of Karen and me. She wants more and begins rubbing her pussy with her fingers, maybe trying to come down gently from her incredible orgasm. She was so loud that the heads of the other girls, busying themselves with each other turn to look at the three of us.

We switch, and now I am positioned face down on the couch, balled up, on my knees, with my head in Karen’s lap, and my legs pressed against my tummy, giving Lilith easy access to my snatch. At this point I am beyond desire, as I bury my face into Karen’s wet pussy, drinking in her juice and playing with her clit with my tongue. I stiffen as Lilith’s tongue finds my cunt and starts licking between that and my asshole, which is tight and puckered. I’m flying like a bird into paradise, my two lovers feverishly working on satisfying their Queen.

I’m dripping onto Lilith’s face as the tip of her tongue caresses my engorged and sopping clit over her head, making me moan into Karen’s pussy, as I pass the pleasure onto her, completing the circuit. Our three nervous systems are connected, the lick from Lilith’s tongue reaching Karen’s cunt through me. I’m on my elbows as Karen’s hands are pressing my head down into her lap as she squirms, her head thrown backwards with pleasure.

Karen lets out a gasp as she squirts a full load right into my face and mouth, making my black mascara run. I pick my head up and now she’s kissing me hard, getting a taste of her own juice, and I bury my pussy into Lilith’s face who gently tugs on my clit ring sending me over the edge. My mouth is open into a wordless scream, and tears run down my face as Karen’s tongue continues its dance of pleasure in my mouth.

I squirt into Lilith’s mouth as she greedily sucks my pussy dry, which magnifies my orgasm ten times. The three of us lie tangled in a jumble on top of the couch, gently caressing, licking, and kissing each other.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 13

The three of us light cigarettes from my silver butane lighter, and watch the other girls going at it in the room. I’m sitting up in-between Karen and Lilith, and it’s now time for the new pledges to pay tribute to me, their “Queen Samantha.” I instruct Lilith, who’s a little wobbly on her feet to make “the announcement.” She stands up, naked from the waist down, and walks to the front of the room, and claps her hands. All heads turn to her.

“To all the new pledges: It is now time for you to pay tribute to our Queen Samantha, and the members of our executive council” - which is Karen and Lilith. Their “sponsors” tell them what they must do. All four line up eagerly in front of me, as I spread open my legs. Karen and Lilith, spread their legs too, and are in a similar state of undress. We are all nonchalantly enjoying our cigarettes, which taste so much better after sex, and eyeing the four pledges with an air of indifference.

Lilith sits back on the couch to my left and says, “Three in front kneel down, and one in the back.” I take the lead, and motion for Slade to come to me. She kneels. Jade kneels in front of Lilith, Margo kneels in front of Karen, and Debbie stands behind the couch. I gently place Slade’s head a few inches from my pussy, and without being told, she immediately goes to work. The others follow her lead.

I know immediately that Slade is no beginner at this. Her tongue gently caresses the top of my mound, making small, wet circles which give me tiny electric shocks that make my pussy clench in anticipation. Her lips kiss the top of my labia, and the tenderness tells me things more than just lust. She inserts her tongue between my folds, expertly spreading them open and I start to squirm. Karen and Lilith are experiencing similar pleasures, all the while in back, Debbie alternates touching our breasts and bending over licking our nipples, and necks.

The combination of Slade’s electrifying licks on my cunt, and Debbie’s kisses on my mouth and her tongue on my tits sends chills through me and makes me clench my teeth and close my eyes. I’m shaking, and writhing. When I feel Debbie pulling away, I reach behind me and grab her long black, wild, purple-highlighted hair and don’t let her leave me just yet. She happily obliges, and gently pulls on my nipple rings with her teeth, further pleasuring me.

Down under, Slade parts my sex with her two hands and her tongue licks and pulls my clit ring, making me moan and squirt right into Slade’s mouth. She greedily drinks me in as I have my third or fourth orgasm of the night, but who’s counting? Slade continues licking and inserts her tongue just beyond the opening of my pussy, moving it around and around the inside of my cave. I am beyond aroused. I let Debbie move on to Karen, and I begin running my fingers over my own breasts.

Slade stops and places a cigarette in her mouth and dangles it, her eyes slightly closed. The sight of her kneeling there, with her tattooed arms, vest, and cigarette turn me on even more. Then she grabs my lighter from the table, offers me a Virginia Slim 120, and lights us both up. She takes a drag, exhaling on my shaved pussy and running her smoky tongue over my clit. It is astounding - the power and the force with which this woman makes me cum over and over again.

❤️❤️❤️

Lilith signals that it’s time to switch, her voice sounding like Jade made her orgasm really good. I can’t wait as Jade now kneels in front of me, and Slade moves over to pleasure Lilith.

Debbie moves in front of my Karen and Margo takes Debbie’s place behind the couch. Jade seems a bit timider, and I say to her, “It’s okay sweetie,” and gently move her head so her lips are touching the top of my pussy. I’m totally surprised because I seem to have underestimated her; her nose nuzzles my clit in a circle and her tongue takes over where Slade’s was. Her nose presses deeper into me, the pressure on my hard, aroused, knobby clit making me squirm with ecstasy, as her tongue penetrates my sopping and hungry cunt.

“Oh God, oh God,” I plead. “Don’t . . . stop . . . please honey don’t stop.” The brute force and the passion of her lovemaking make me climax and squirt again, and I’m digging my nails into Jade’s shoulders. Jade will certainly be a welcome addition to our sorority.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 14

After all the dust settles, and my two lovers and I are satisfied, I open another bottle of wine, and Dorit, one of our sisters, puts on some mellow jazz. As I said earlier, Slade is somewhat of an enigma. She doesn’t say much, but her tattoos speak volumes which immediately arouse my curiosity. I got a good look at them while she was exquisitely pleasuring me. On her right arm was a prominent US Marine Corp tat, along with a handcuff design, a whip drawing, and a fire-breathing dragon. This girl may take a very important role with our “playthings” in the basement - and I’m not talking about the bumper pool table either.

Slade, along with her sponsor Cecily, were standing outside on our porch, talking, and having a cigarette, when Cecily burst through the door. “GUYS!!” they shouted. “Some dude in a hoody was crouching in the bushes outside the window and when we noticed him, he ran like blazes across the street and through the bushes up on the hill! It looked like the motherfucker was closing his pants or something!” I stood up looking at Cecily and the window and asked her, “Where is Slade?”

“She took off running after him,” she said, her eyes wide with disbelief.

The other girls stopped what they were doing, and a few came over to the doorway or the window to look out. The low candlelight made it easier to see outside. There was a full Moon, and everything outside was coloured a bright grey. I ran outside on the porch with Cecily calling out to Slade, but there was no sign of her. What should we do; call the campus police? We felt violated. All eyes turned to me - their leader.

I came back from the doorway, took charge, and addressed the room: “Girls, there’s no need to worry. I’m quite sure that Slade can take care of herself. Cecily and I will stay by the porch. All of you have your cell phones ready just in case.”

Karen joined me and Cecily in our vigil on the porch. All three of us lit up and looked in the direction that Cecily saw Slade take off. In about five minutes, maybe a bit more, we saw two figures coming back over the hill towards our street. One was definitely Slade. The other one looked like a scrawny kid with a black hoodie. Slade held him by his left arm and something else we noticed - he was handcuffed in front! Holy Shit! Slade always wore handcuffs attached to her belt, now we knew why.

The guy’s head was down, like he was doing a “perp-walk,” and Slade was forcefully leading him. Her skirt was a bit muddy and covered with grass, as were the guy’s jeans. Karen, Cecily, and I parted to let Slade and “her prisoner” come through. It helps to have a former combat US Marine in our sorority! All eyes were on them.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” I said.

Slade was somewhat out of breath, and she said, “I caught this little shit down by the student union. He gave me a good chase, but I was quicker.”

“Pull his hood off,” I said to Slade. All the girls were looking at us, wondering what to make of the scene. Slade yanked his hood off, and one of the girls, Margie cried out: “I know this kid, he’s a freshman! He’s in my fucking speech class!” He was thin, wiry, and very embarrassed and very scared. Then Cecily asked, “Well what’s his name.”

“Okay,” I said. “What’s your name, asshole, and what the hell were you doing hiding in the bushes and peeping in our window?” I grabbed him in the crotch, and he winced. That usually got them talking.

“I’m Mark Cowen, and I’m a freshman here.”

I did a doubletake; I’d seen his picture before and recognized the name instantly. “Wait, you wouldn’t happen to be the son of the dean of students here now, would you?” I asked.

He looked like a crime boss did when the cops said, “the jig is up.”

“Yeah, he’s my dad,” he answered, his eyes looking down on the ground. Slade made a move for his back pocket where she pulled his iPhone out. She held it up to us and waved it around so we could all see the damning evidence of a crime yet to be uncovered.

I gave him my most menacing stare, and those girls who knew me well enough all knew what that meant. The kid was shaking, and if it wasn’t so sad, it would almost be funny. I had to suppress a laugh - already my wheels were turning. Looking at Slade, I said: “You can uncuff this dirt bag now.”

His wrists were so thin, it was almost possible for him to wriggle out of them on his own, but Slade, who seemed to have some experience with this, made them nice and tight. As for the rest of the kid, he had thick, black-rimmed glasses, black, curly hair, and almost no muscle.

“Okay Mark, why don’t you open your phone and  . . . no, wait. Better yet here - look into it.” The Face ID feature took over and the phone opened. I immediately went to his photos and videos. Sure enough, there were some really “good” shots of us at all of our activities for the past couple of hours. I had to try really hard to suppress the urge to kick this kid in the balls, a bit harder than Slade had grabbed him.

I picked up his chin with two fingers and looked him hard in the face. My girls were transfixed by the scene. They had heard some stories of, but had never really seen me be angry before. “So, okay Mark, what the fuck were you planning to do, show these to your father? Did he ask you to spy on us??”

He turned his eyes to the ground and said, “Yeah, something like that.”

“Well you know, Mark,” I said. “We could easily file trespassing charges with the campus police, and I’m sure there are some girls here who are ready to tell how you sexually abused them.” My eyes bore into his, and his jaw just dropped open. I turned to my friends and asked, “I wonder what sort of penance this little shit should do, since he likes to watch us so much?”

“SISSIFY HIM!!” came a shout from the back. It was seconded, and then everyone was smiling and yelling, “Yes! Sissify him! Dress him up like a slut, and get some cock in here for him to suck off!!” A round of applause ensued. Like a Roman Emperor of old, “Maximus Cuntus,” I stood and gave a thumbs up - meaning “Sissify him!”

Mark looked like he lost several inches in height, and his muddy eyeglasses from Slade’s tackle started slipping down his nose. In a pathetic symbol of defiance he said, “Wh -What happens if I just walk out of here right now!?” Slade mimicked him begging in a high voice, repeating sarcastically those exact words. We all cracked up. I grabbed him by his T-shirt, put my face two inches from his and yelled, “Well, I guess we just call campus police. Slade here, just made a citizen’s arrest, after she caught you sexually molesting Cecily here, outside.”

Mark swallowed hard and was processing what I’d just told him. “I’m not finished either. I’m going to smash your phone to bits, and then I’m going to post a VERY INCRIMINATING video online of your father and me. Did he tell you about it? He would be forced to resign, and could very well face criminal charges of sexual assault! Imagine that - two sexual deviants in one family!”

“No, he didn’t tell me about that.”

“Well then,” I said, “let me show it to you.” Slade held him by the shoulders facing me as I whipped out my iPhone. It showed me with his dad’s cock in my mouth, and I’m looking at the camera and waving. His father had his eyes closed and seemed to be enjoying it very much. Mark looked on in horror. I was enjoying myself immensely.

“Wh - what happens if I go along with what you’re planning to do to me,” he asked, his voice trembling with fear.

“Well, let’s see Mark; you may want to join us as our ‘sissy-slut-in residence,’ or . . . no, no, I’m not letting you off the hook so easily. You’re STAYING, and will be at our beck and call whenever we need you, and we’ll make sure your dad knows about it.” A chant broke out from the girls: “SISSY SLUT! SISSY SLUT, SISSY SLUT!” “Besides, I said, you may even enjoy sucking cock! I could even be doing you a favor - releasing your ‘inner sissy!’”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 15

It was early, just eight o’ clock, so I made some calls to a few of my goth guy friends, and told them we needed their help on a very sensitive matter. Within thirty minutes, they came over. There was Jed, Willie, and Trench. They all had black-themed clothing, short-cropped hair, thin, but muscular, and lots of piercings. Out of the three, I would say Trench was my best friend, and occasional fuckbuddy. He wore black-laced boots, and lots of chains from his leather jacket - sort of a ‘Steam-punk,’ Goth look. Of course, all three had black eyeliner. He walked over to me, concerned, and gave me a nice kiss on the lips.

I explained the situation to all three, and they looked at Mark, quite amused by the story, and seemed very receptive to our idea of making him our sorority sissy-slut. In fact, Mark looked at me and said so the guys could hear him, “I HATE my fucking father! You guys are just minding your own business, and I would never upload that video. He’s a real piece of shit to my mother too.” I just looked at him, not really surprised, because he was telling the truth.

“So what do you want to do?” I said.

He folded his arms and looked around the room, then at me, saying, “I’ll go along with your plan. I haven’t gotten laid in a long time.” Then, lowering his head, he said, “Besides, I’m a virgin, anyway.”

A huge (and sinister smile) appeared on my face. “WOW, did you hear that everyone!? Markie here is a V-I-R-G-I-N!” (spelling the letters out.) Laughter and giggles floated across the room. “Well don’t worry buckaroo; after tonight, you won’t be anymore!” I said.

“Well, okay then. Jade and Lilith, come with me and we’ll escort Mark here upstairs to our dressing room!” Applause and hoots came from the room. Jed, Willie and Trench were all laughing hysterically. “In the meantime, girls, let’s order pizza for ourselves and the guys!” Laughing, I said, “We might even let Markie have a slice, since he is now, officially, “The Sorority Skank!”

“And look at it this way Mark, like I said, you will certainly get laid tonight, and God only knows what else!”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 16

About an hour later, after the four of us came down the stairs, we were met with hoots and applause. I must say, even I was impressed with my work. From a groveling, snot-nosed little shit, we had created a “Trans-Goth Princess.” Mark had a “hang-dog” look about him like he was resigned to his fate, but there was also something else - a twinkle perhaps, like; maybe I’ll enjoy this. I really didn’t care.

My first responsibility was to my girls and their well-being; to protect my sisters’ integrity. God only knew what would happen if those photos got out. I guess his father thought it would be some sort of sweet revenge for being blackmailed. Well, fuck him!

Mark was decked out in whatever we could find - only the best in goth finery for our sissy slut. He had a long, black wig on with dark purple highlights, black eyeliner, and long black false eyelashes. Black lipstick and liner, black leather sleeveless corset with a bra underneath that gave a nice illusion of a bust.

We even gave him clip-on hoop earrings, the shortest leather miniskirt we could find, and mid-calf black leather boots which were just a tad too small, but sufficient. His scrawny arms were bare. I think we’ll eventually tattoo him! He was a natural with just the right figure for a trannie.

WOW! Something I hadn’t even noticed before: The little shit had a hard-on! This played very nicely into our next phase.

“Okay ladies, or men,” I said turning to Trench, Jed, and Willie, “who would like to be the first to pop our new slut’s cherry?” Margie came forward from the group, and was gorgeous. She was a sophomore and said earlier that she recognized Mark. “He’s in my speech class, and I’ve seen him staring at me there.” She looked at him and asked, “Well how about it slut; would you like to give it a go? I think you look sexy, and I promise I’ll go easy on you.” Mark just nodded his assent.

Margie took him by the hand and pulled him over to a smaller couch in the corner of the room. “Just do what I tell you and we’ll be fine. I love to be eaten out - thoroughly.” It was pathetic, he looked so confused.

“The rest of you,” I said, “Give them some privacy. Let’s put some music on and play catch-up with the guys.” I walked over to Trench, pulled him off the chair and we hugged and tongue- kissed.

As soon as Margie had Mark sitting on the couch, she noticed the bulge coming through the skirt and so she started there, by stroking it. She then leaned into him and started kissing him. Mark started getting into it and put his tongue in Margie’s mouth and moved it around inside.

Margie, who was bisexual like me was really getting turned on. She told me later on that she was wet from the get-go; just being with a newbie - especially a trannie. She reached underneath Mark’s shiny leather skirt and pulled his silk panties down and threw them on the floor. There was a smooth polyester lining inside the skirt, and Margie grabbed his cock over that and started rubbing. It became as hard as a rock and Margie was surprised; this kid was well endowed . She broke contact, and smiled, pulling away.

“Before we go any further,” she said; “there is a small initiation we do here with our sluts.” With that, she opened her large leather, metal studded bag and pulled out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s. “Wait, I don’t smoke,” he said. Margie shrugged. “That’s ok. I suppose then that you want to be arrested and charged with trespass and rape? I know Cecily will have no problem testifying to that.” The fear in Mark’s face was evident and he grabbed a cigarette from Margie’s pack.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now you’re going to become hooked, and this will be your only brand, got it?” We’re also going to give you some nicotine lozenges to suck on. They will increase your tolerance and give you a nice, physical addiction.” He was so frightened he just nodded. “Here,” she said. “Watch me. I know from Samantha that your dad has a bit of a smoking fetish, so maybe it will turn daddy on when he sees his new goth princess lighting up while all dressed up to come over here. Mark was wearing long fake, black-painted fingernails, and he struggled a bit holding the cigarette.

“Here, do it like this,” Margie said. “Copy me. Now, while you take your very first drags, I’m going to be rubbing your cock so you’ll associate smoking with very pleasurable sexual feelings. It will even make giving blowjobs easier.” Mark looked shocked and Margie started laughing. “What? Samantha didn’t tell you about that? What do you think a smoky, tranny slut does???? Oh boy . . . for your homework, we’re going to give you some videos to watch so you do it right! Maybe some practice dildos to suck on too!”

Margie took her cigarette and dangled it out the corner of her mouth, her black lipstick covering the first part of the long, white filter, while stroking Mark’s cock. Mark put his first cigarette in his mouth just like Margie showed him to. She lit hers up, inhaled and blew the smoke into Mark’s face. Next, she put the lighter next to Mark’s cigarette and lit him up. He was a natural - copying her exactly, and didn’t even cough.

“Say, I thought you never smoked before.”

“Well, I do smoke, but not cigarettes; I smoke weed occasionally. It’s much harsher compared to this.”

“Cool, so you’ll become hooked in no time,” Margie said and smiled, her cigarette very sensually dangling from the corner of her mouth. “Remember,” she said, “The more hooked you become, the hungrier for cock you’ll become, especially when you’re dressed. That will make us very happy. Hell, we might even let you pledge our sorority! We could use a good cocksucker with a real cock, not some silicone facsimile!” She was laughing, as Mark took more drags, just like a pro.

Margie was right. There was a mirror on the wall behind the couch and Mark was amazed at the smoky slut staring back at him in the mirror. He kinda liked it too, the skanky little perv. All the time Margie was stroking his cock directly, under his skirt, getting him into the groove more and more.

“Hey,” Margie said. “Don’t look so sad. You might enjoy fucking me, and if you do, we can keep doing it - outside the sorority, for real I mean.” That put a smile on Mark’s face in what was undoubtedly the worst day in his life.

I just had to step in - something else was needed. I clapped my hands, and everyone went quiet. “Girls, girls,” I said. We have to give our new creation here a new name. “Mark,” simply won’t do. I say we name her “Melissa!” Everyone agree?” I asked, looking around the room. Everyone gave their approval, and the matter was settled. We now officially had our own tranny mascot! So the evening turned out even better than expected. I added; “From now on we will refer to our new Melissa as a SHE, and HER, ok? Those are her new pronouns.” I had to laugh at my whole “wokeness” stuff.

Now Margie got down on the floor in front of “Melissa”  and unbuckled “her” skirt and pulled it off, tossing it on the floor next to her panties. She held her cigarette in one hand, took a drag and exhaled it over Melissa’s exposed cock, getting her more excited. “Now pay attention!” Margie said as she put her lips over Melissa’s cock, sliding her wet tongue slowly along the shaft. She was making noises like “ummm . . . ummm, tastes so good . . .”

Melissa’s eyes were closed, and she was moaning, as Margie tasted some pre-cum. She pulled off Melissa, and she was pretty wet herself from rubbing her cunt while sucking on Melissa. “Okay baby, here it comes - give it to Aunt Margie; remember how much I turned you on in speech class.” Melissa didn’t need any reminders; she was already there.

Margie spread her legs in front of Melissa and hopped on the couch in front of the new “her,” landing on her knees, her cunt taking all of Melissa’s she-cock inside of her. She started going up and down, really riding her hard. “C’mon Melissa, thrust your hips up, take me,” she said, sighing. She could feel her shoot her warm she-spunk inside of her, and she was grinding her hips in a circle, shoving her tongue inside her mouth as he did so.

(Except for his state of dress, which he still wasn’t sure about, the experience was quite nice, and after all, he DID fantasize about her; so what the hell. It was still better than the consequences of the stupid thing he did for his father, which now he regretted. His shame was turned to anger at his father for making him do such a despicable thing to these girls. He deserved whatever punishment they decided to dish out to him).

She took her mouth off of her lips, saying to Melissa, “Now it’s my turn,” and she gently shifted positions on the couch with Melissa. Margie brought Melissa’s face close to her pussy which was leaking her juice and his own spunk. “Now lick me clean, and rub your tongue over my clit, SLUT!” At first, he did so, slowly at first, experiencing her bouquet, and slowly bringing out her tongue.

It wasn’t so bad, and she slowly started licking around her clit, sticking her tongue through her folds which were red with arousal. Immediately, she began to moan. “That’s it, don’t stop,” Margie said abruptly. Surprisingly, he was very adept at it, circling and exploring, tasting a salty mixture of himself and her. He found her clit ring, surprised, and continued. When he rubbed his tongue there, he found a hard nub - her clit, and her moans became more intense, and Melissa pushed her head deeper into Margie, spreading her legs wider, gyrating.

She let out wordless sounds of pleasure and her body stiffened, curling her toes, and stiffening her back, gasping: “That’s it, that’s it, keep going . . . keep going.”

Again, she stiffened, squirting into Melissa’s face, causing her mascara to run. After she relaxed, she told him, “Come on the couch next to me.” When he did so, she reached next to her for her bag and took out two cigarettes. “Light up,” she said.

“It’s so good to smoke after sex. You did very well for your first time,” and she kissed him on the mouth. He felt himself getting hard again. So she lit them both up , the second cigarette of his life, he being resigned to it. Anything was better than the prospect of refusing, which would have dire consequences for him.

❤️❤️❤️
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My Dad is a SISSY- SLUT Like Me!

By

Jaclyn Dicey


Chapter 17

I was thinking about the painting party for our sorority house. It was really our first open campus event, and word spread quickly that we were the hottest sorority on campus. There were more rumors than facts going around, which was great! My girls and our very own sissy slut “Melissa” were really excited. We got the dean of students (Melissa’s dad) to pay for all the paint and the food. You may remember from earlier in this story how I blackmailed the dean into doing all this for us - Like I said before: I am not one to fuck with!

I’ve been taking turns with my sweet princess Karen in fucking Nick the fireman, who lives next door to me. So far, he’s not complaining. Nicky came, but soon disappeared. He and Karen went upstairs to her new room on the second floor. Last week, after pledge night, she moved into our sorority house, and begged me to move in with her . I may just do that since I’ve spent the last three nights here with her anyway. Nick realizes now that any relationship he has with Karen or with me will be a three-way thing. He accepts that, which is great. He has such a delicious and hard cock, and can fuck me three ways to Sunday!

I had some “prepping” to do before our big day. On Wednesday morning I called the dean. He was furious about the condition his son (the former Mark, now “Melissa”) came home in. He really had no right to complain, because we could have had him arrested for trespass and for the “optional” crime of sexually attacking Cecily and Karen on the porch.

So, once he calmed the fuck down, I informed him of two things: number one - that his son seemed to enjoy his new position as the goth sorority house slut, and number two - that we were expecting HIS attendance at our little get together on Saturday. After all, he did pay for the paint and the sofa and some other furnishings. I also told him, “who knows, you might ‘get lucky’ at the house!” There was silence on his end of the line when I told him that.

It felt really good to have that kind of power over someone of such importance on campus. Keeping “Deanie” and son . . . in my back pocket will certainly pay off for our sorority and doing what we like and lust after!

The big day had finally arrived. Two of the neighboring frat houses came over as well as unaffiliated men, women, trans people, and even some girls who wanted to join us but missed out on last week’s pledge night. Last to arrive was the dean. His son was already there, and “she” was in full-on trans dress mode. Yes, Melissa was definitely accepted as a sister.

What started out as a punishment for stalking us, and trying to take damning and embarrassing photos of us for his father, became a moment of revelation, and Mark became “Melissa” and finally found contentment. Next week Melissa will move into the house with us. Freshman are not allowed to live in sororities or fraternities, but since “I own” the dean of students, it was very easy to accomplish!

By two o’clock, most of the downstairs was done. We had about six or seven people working on it, thanks to the paint supplied by the dean. He tried to avoid making eye contact with me as much as possible.

Most of the girls had by this time, paired off with other guys/girls, or both, and disappeared into the bowels of our sorority house. Now the vengeful and deliciously evil side of me thought that “Deanie” needed to be further punished and humiliated by us girls. Now was as good a time as any. Since Melissa harbored no real allegiance to her father, I knew that she would be very willing to be part of my diabolical plan.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 18

Iapproached Deanie who was putting his paint can away and gathering his brushes and roller to clean them off. I must admit it was a pretty decent job.

“Nice job Deanie,” I said with a touch of sincerity. He didn’t seem so happy, and just said a brief “You’re welcome.”

“You’re welcome, WHAT?” I said.

“Umm . . . you’re welcome for liking my work. I appreciate the compliment.”

“That’s better, much better. So, how do you like your new daughter?” I said with a touch of a smirk on my face.

“Uh, ‘different,’” he said.

“Yes, well, I think she loves her new look, and has taken to it rather nicely, I’d say. You do know that was a very reprehensible thing you made “her” do to us. I’m glad we caught her before she could besmirch our reputation on this campus. We could have pressed very embarrassing criminal charges against her you know.”

“Yes, I’m profoundly grateful you didn’t,” he said.

“Okay, so you think that us feminizing him was a pretty good tradeoff, considering “she” loves her new self, and has even moved into our sorority house. You know, she’s a natural at sucking cock. All the guys love it, and she totally loves taking it up the ass.”

I saw Deanie was quietly fuming inside, and I was loving every minute of it. “Now the girls and I have decided that you aren’t quite finished with your penance for your criminal activity, and you aren’t leaving this house until you perform your acts of contrition. Consider them to be acts of penitence and even community service I might say.”

All of the color left his face. “And what exactly would you have me do?” he said with great apprehension.

“Oh, nothing much - just some buggery, sodomy, fellatio, and a few other tiny things. After that, you’ll be at our beck and call for anything.”

He was pissed. “Now wait just a minute here. It’s enough punishment how you took my son away from me. I absolutely WILL NOT degrade myself any further!”

“Really,” I said as I pointed to the walls he painted. ”Do you consider your painting to be an “act of degradation?” I shook my head at him and made “tsk, tsk, tsk,” sounds at him. “Very well then, have it your way. LILITH DEAR, COULD YOU PLEASE COME IN HERE!” Lilith was in the kitchen, and she came into the living room, smoking a newly lit Virginia Slims 120. I detected a bit of a stirring in Deanie’s pants.

“Oooh, I see that Lilith’s smoking turns you on a bit. I wonder, does Melissa’s new smoking activity turn you on like that as well? I know she dresses as her new self all the time now. She’s a natural, and we’ve had lots of fun with all the guys she’s turned on as well.” I was laughing now. “Can you imagine the guy’s reactions when they see her ‘she cock’? Some of the guys are really turned on by it.” At that, Deanie visibly winced.

“Hi Sam, what’s up,” Lilith said.

“Deanie here doesn’t want to cooperate with us in doing penance for his horrible activities against us. Do you think painting a couple of walls is enough for him?”

Lilith smiled at me and Deanie and shook her saying, “No I really don’t.”

“Well ok then. Please take your phone out and bring up that video of him sexually abusing me in his office. I trust you have the email of the campus newspaper and also News 12??”

“I sure do Sammy,” Lilith said with an evil grin on her face. Isn’t it great how my girls all learn from me??

Visibly frightened, Deanie said, or more like “squeaked:” “Okay, Okay, I’ll do anything. Please don’t show that video ANYWHERE! PLEASE!”

“Now that’s more like it, Deanie. I think this will go just fine!” Some of the guys from the goth fraternity, our brothers in all things lewd and depraved, stood by the door just in case Deanie tried to bolt.

Melissa happened to hear the conversation and she came into the room, with her arm around one of the goth boys, and in front of her father deeply tongue kissed the boy. “Hi daddy,” she said. “How do you like the new me? You’re used to how I dress by now, but you’ve never seen me in action yet, have you?”

“Mark, I mean Melissa, please!” She continued to put on a show for her dad. “Deanie, please take a seat,” I said, pointing to a club chair nearby. Visibly humiliated and frightened, his eyes wide open, Deanie sat down, his head in his hands.

“No, no, this will not do. I want you to watch!” I insisted.

Melissa broke off from Kurt, the goth boy she was tonguing, and staring at her dad, she took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120s and dangled it seductively, from her black painted lips. Next, she lit it, a nice smoky French inhale, and I could swear Deanie was getting a bit of a bulge in his pants! What a perv, I swear! LoL.

Then she turned to Kurt, and they continued deep tongue kissing. Kurt easily slid his hand over Melissa’s white satin blouse and under the thick PVC belt that held up her short leather miniskirt. He grabbed at Melissa’s she cock which already was bulging from underneath her skirt. I went downstairs to the basement and asked the group of girls gathered there, in various stages of hook-up with partners to please come upstairs and watch the unfolding show.

❤️❤️❤️

Couples began trickling upstairs to watch. They were really getting into it. Kurt had a firm grip on Melissa’s she cock and was rubbing it up and down. They were oblivious to everyone watching, and that’s the way I want my sorority sisters to be - not self-conscious at all, and they were anything but!

Kurt gently guided Melissa to THE couch. She wasted no time, cigarette dangling from her mouth, in undoing Kurt’s zipper, and hungrily pulling out Kurt’s massive nine-inch cock. She spread his legs apart and wasted no time getting on her knees in front of him and placing her black painted lips on the tip of his monster, slowly circling the tip with her tongue; cigarette held effeminately in her left hand.

She teased him, and let her long black wig with purple highlights tickle his cock and exposed, rock-hard belly. Lilith put some heavy metal rock on to add to the mood. Deanie held his head in his hands, and I pulled the back of his hair and forced him to watch. After all, it’s not every day that you get to see your feminized son suck cock for the first time.

Melissa was enjoying herself very much, and surprised me with her energy. She licked the entire shaft of Kurt’s cock and put the wet, slippery monster all the way to the back of her throat. Kurt put his hands on the back of Melissa’s head and growled between closed teeth: “That’s it bitch, keep going, keep going. Don’t you fucking stop!” Some of the couples were watching, and after an exhausting morning and afternoon of painting, decided to start some action of their own. Even I was getting aroused, the wetness already leaking onto my panties.

To further encourage me, Karen was giving me “the look.” My dear, sweet Karen would have to be soothed very soon. She was as always irresistible, and I had to walk over to her and give her a sweet kiss on the lips. “Soon honey,” I whispered. After the show is over. “I love you Sammy,” she said so sweetly; I wanted to melt, leak, and die right there. I gently ran my finger from the top of her tits to her lips, and quietly whispered again, “Soon my sweet one.”

Back to the couch, Kurt was moaning, and Melissa was sucking and chugging like a locomotive. By now there was no doubt she had totally embraced her new identity as a cocksucking slut! Kurt blurted out: “Uhhhhh . . . .I’m gonna cum; where do you want it bitch?” Melissa said, sounding almost out of breath: “On my face, and my chin, just not my eyes.” So Kurt did just that. He pulled the dragon from the moist cave of Melissa’s mouth and shot a load of thick, creamy, hot spunk all over her face. It seemed as though he hadn’t orgasmed in years, as he just kept going and going.

When he was done, he put his face next to Melissa’s and had his hand on her she cock under her skirt. He licked her face dry. Then, he tongue kissed her for a full five minutes. He told Melissa gruffly; “Now I want you to fuck me!” Melissa needed little convincing. In a couple of seconds, her skirt was off - and she was wearing no panties! I was very proud of her and started clapping. The other girls were giving hoots and whistles of approval.

Kurt now pulled his pants and underwear down and slipped them off, throwing them on the floor next to the couch. He placed himself across the couch, face down, his legs spread, and his bare ass exposed to Melissa. She licked her fingers, along with some of Kurt’s spunk that he missed from her face, and spread it throughout the beginning of Kurt’s asshole. Kurt was no stranger to this kind of play, and his asshole dilated as soon as Melissa’s wet fingertips penetrated him.

Melissa stuck her hard she cock in just about an inch and Kurt started to moan, as she wiggled it around his opening. His moan was a green light for Melissa to go in all the way, and she did so with full force, making Kurt grunt loudly with pleasure, hiss, and grab the couch hard. Now Melissa moved with the same piston-like action that Kurt did on her she cock. She started moaning at how tightly Kurt’s asshole gripped her. She moved at a feverish pace, and she soon let out a gasp and shot her whole wad of spunk inside Kurt’s ass.

To my amusement, “Deanie” was watching his new daughter pleasure herself in her new identity, which she embraced thoroughly. When they were done, Melissa and Kurt embraced and kissed on the couch. I was told that it isn’t the first time they were together, and knowing Kurt as I do, he was “going easy” on her.

Now, I lit a cigarette, and seductively walked over to Deanie, who to my amusement was still hard with a “stiffy.” Whether it was from me or from watching his son, I do not know, and it really made no difference to me.

“So Deanie,” did you enjoy watching your “new daughter” in action? She put on quite a show.” He didn’t look too pleased, but I really didn’t care. I saw he was eyeballing me, maybe secretly hoping I might take care of him like I did in his office. While I had zero interest in doing that, I did have plans for him, which I was SURE he would not like - but tough darts!

While he was busy ogling me, I walked over to Lilith and Jade who were busy with their own thing. “I’m really sorry to interrupt you two, but I have a favor to ask of you guys,” I said. “Sure Sam, anything you want, what is it?” Lilith asked.

An evil smirk crossed my face which of course excited them because they know that whatever I was hatching was going to be lots of fun. “I want you to take “Deanie” upstairs and put some sexy clothing on his sorry ass, and lots of makeup, and a wig too. If he resists or gives you an attitude, pleading, whatever, just call me and tell me to send the video out to the Internet!!”

“Sure Sam, will do,” Lilith said, a smile crossing her face. They each took an arm of Deanie, and walked him upstairs to our makeup suite, where magic was made, although in his case, I’m sure he would rather have been in a Japanese POW camp in WWII.

Deanie was like five-foot-eight, about one hundred-sixty to one hundred-eighty pounds, and it wasn’t very hard to fit him in some decent looking goth-girl clothes. The makeup was key, and Jade was an absolute artist. She later told me that it was hysterical; Deanie just sat there, expressionless, like a convict on death row, waiting out his final hours. Tough shit - he deserved everything that was coming to him.

About an hour later, the three of them came down. Immediately, there were whistles and hoots as the dean of students made his appearance en femme. Cell phone cameras came out of every corner and got shots, which, sorry for Deanie, would soon be posted on the Web on just about every social media app there was.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 19

His son, now “Melissa,” was the first to greet him as he came into our living room. He smirked at his father - “So how does it feel dad? Maybe you’ll enjoy ‘your new life’ just as much as I do. You know, these girls are not bad at all, and they sure know how to party.” Deanie just looked at his new daughter, and then looked down at his new clothing - black leather skirt, chain belt, lipstick, and wig. He had a look of shock on his face. “What are they going to do with me,” he asked, obviously in shock.

“Humm . . . I’m really not sure,” but (placing his arms around his father’s shoulders), he said,

“Whatever it is, I’m quite sure you won’t be telling mom!” This, he knew, was true.

Samantha called over Jade and Lilith. “Wow, you guys did a great job with Deanie! How was he about it?”

Jade answered. “Like a condemned man waiting for the priest to come to his cell!” The three of them laughed.

“You know,” Samantha said, “Pity he’s a bit old, otherwise he would be a great addition to our sorority!”

“Okay, this is what we’ll do,” Samantha said in her authoritative leader’s tone. “Robyn hasn’t gotten any in a little while, so we’ll have her make out with Deanie for a bit, and then to finish him off, we’ll have Carl do it! How’s that sound?” Pointing to a twenty-year-old gay goth guy on the other side of the room.

“Perfect!” Lilith said.

“Oh look,” Jade said. “Carl looks like he’s busy with Melissa!” Sure enough, Melissa was on her knees giving Carl a blow job over on the couch.

“That’s okay, Carl is oversexed anyway, so I’m sure he won’t object to a little more action,” Samantha said. The three of them lit cigarettes and laughed again.

❤️❤️❤️

“WAIT!” Lilith cried out. I have a great idea! Let’s put a blindfold on Deanie and have a “potluck” with him!” “Yes,” I said. “That’s an excellent idea.” I was laughing now, and so were some of the other girls. “He’ll get off and he won’t even know who did it to him! Jade, please go to the kitchen honey, and bring back a white dish towel. After all, isn’t white the color of virginity!?” I said. Even Melissa was shaking her head enthusiastically, her and Kurt sitting with their arms wrapped around each other; both of them eager to go upstairs to Melissa’s room and fuck and suck some more.

Karen was over by the recliner going hot and heavy with Nick, the two of them oblivious to everyone else and everything going on around them. I thought, it’s okay, let her have him. We can still share. In fact, why not tonight? We do make a nice threesome, after all.

Slade, who was standing nearby walked over to me and asked, “Sam, is it okay if I give our new slut her initiation?”

“Sure honey, I said, “Be my guest!”

“I’ll break her in nice and good. Just imagine; the dean of students as one of us - and his son, it’s just fucking amazing, Sam! I don’t know how you do it, Slade said.

I guided the now blindfolded Deanie over to the recliner, and people were hooting, clapping, and laughing, as he took his seat. Slade lit up a Virginia Slims 120 and stood over Deanie, seductively smoking, and blowing smoke in his face. She saw that he already had a boner that was standing up nicely through his satin panties and leather skirt.

Leaning closer to Deanie, Slade said, “We’re going to turn you into a hooked smoker of nice, long, 120 cigarettes. Being dressed like a goth slut will make your obvious smoking fetish so much more enjoyable - I promise you, and I won’t take no for an answer.” Slade laughed. “Just like your son, I mean Melissa. She’s already a hardcore smoking slut and she fucks and sucks so much better while she’s smoking. She’s becoming a hardcore bitch, and you can become just like her!” Deanie had no expression under the blindfold. He was resigned to his situation; nothing to do. Slade continued. “It will take about a week to get you nice and hooked, but you will come here every night from now on. I’m also giving you nicotine lozenges to suck on. That will make your smoking transition so much easier by putting nicotine into your system, and you will greedily inhale each puff - got it Deanie?”

I spoke now and said to Deanie, “Now we will know if you aren’t taking the lozenges, because of the way you smoke - and then there will be consequences. Got it?”

“Yes, Samantha.”

“No Deanie, it’s Yes, QUEEN Samantha!”

Just like a trained puppy, Deanie replied, “Yes, Queen Samantha.”

“Good, good. Okay Slade, honey, ‘she’s’ all yours!”

Slade straddled Deanie’s legs and took a long drag and exhaled into his face. His head moved around a little, but Slade ignored it. Melissa cried out to everyone’s approval: “C’mon dad, don’t be a woos; just take a drag!” Slade took her cigarette and placed it through Deanie’s lips, meaning for him to dangle it from his mouth. He kept it there and said nothing, but with her left hand she rubbed the bulge through Deanie’s leather skirt. With the cigarette in his mouth, he started going “Ooooooh, ahhhhh . . .”

“I bet that feels nice now, does it not? Just shake your head if you agree,” Slade said. Reluctantly, slowly, Deanie shook “her” head imperceptibly up and down. “Okay now, I want you to keep it in your mouth, take a small pull and inhale it. You can use your two fingers to hold it  . . . effeminately,” Slade said.

Deanie did so, and surprisingly, didn’t choke or vomit. Melissa told me that her dad used to smoke but quit when Melissa (Mark) was very young. Armed with this new information, I walked up to Deanie’s recliner, and said to Slade and her. “Guess what Melissa just told me Slade?” Slade looked up at me quizzically. “Melissa told me that Deanie used to smoke but quit when Melissa here was very young. I think we don’t need the lozenges after all. You know what they say: ‘Once a nicotine junkie, ALLWAYS a nicotine junkie!’”

“Oooh very nice Deanie! Now take a big drag like a good SLUT! It should really feel good after all this time,” Slade said. Helping things along a bit, Slade was rubbing Deanie’s skirt, as Deanie took another drag and just nonchalantly blew the smoke up in the air. Melissa, encouraging her dad said, “That’s it dad, get into it!” The girls and goth guys were clapping and cheering.

Now Slade took Deanie’s small-moderate sized cock out of her skirt and panties and started pumping it with her hands, and just stopped for a second to light Deanie a new 120 cigarette. “Wow, look at that nice she cock,” Slade said with a bit of a chuckle. “I wonder how it tastes?” At this, Deanie reacted by sitting straight up, and effeminately dragging on her new 120. “Humm,” Slade said, I think it needs some moisture.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter 20

Slade now put her mouth on Deanie’s cock and “she” started to moan a bit and move around slightly. She teased Deanie a bit by using her tongue to playfully run it around the tip of her she cock. Deanie got into it and pressed Slade’s head a bit into his lap, all the while really getting into smoking. Karen and Nick came downstairs, both looking exhausted but happy, and were enjoying the unbelievable show unfolding before them.

Slade was going faster and faster and Deanie began to stiffen and raise his head, all the while moaning with pleasure. Suddenly Slade pulled away, and Deanie jizzed all over Slade’s face. She moved her slick, cum-face close to Deanie and said, “Now, I want you to lick it off, then I have a surprise for you.” First, Slade gave Deanie a big tongue kiss, wrapping her tongue around his. I could tell that Deanie was enjoying what we had done to him, but he probably would never admit it.

I said to Melissa, “It looks like your dad is enjoying himself, er. . . herself.” What do you think?

“I think my dad is getting just what he deserves. Did you know that my mom was thinking of divorcing him?” It really came as no surprise to me ever since I heard that “private” conversation in his office.

“Really. Well, if she sees him looking like this, would you blame her?” Melissa and I looked at each other and just laughed. “You know Melissa, you’re really not a bad kid. I know that your father put you up to that incident a few weeks ago, and really there are no hard feelings. This is your new home, and I think you really enjoy it here; am I right?”

“Yeah, I do. You guys are really cool, and you know what?”

“No, what?”

“No one noticed me when I was Mark, and now it seems I’m actually more popular as Melissa. So . . . I guess I should really thank you. You taught me that I really enjoy sucking cock.”

“Well, that’s nice to hear, sweetie, and you’re good at it too. Do you think your dad will come around, or will he hate us for what we’re putting him through?”

“I don’t know Sam; I suppose that only time will tell.”

“Indeed,” I said.

Deanie did a good job of licking his creamy, thick jizz off of Slade’s face, and just when he thought he was done, Slade told him, “More! You’re not finished yet. We still have a ways to go before you become a true cum-slut. I bet the smoking, of which you have a true fetish for is helping a bit, am I right?”

Very meekly, Deanie answered, “Yeah, I guess so.” Now Slade announced to the room, “Hey, guess what everybody! Deanie says he likes licking cum off my face!” There were numerous hoots and whistles coming from around the room. Deanie finished the last of his licking, and now Slade’s face was squeaky clean. She stood up and looking down at Deanie said, like a true Dominatrix; “Now I need to get off. I must admit you did get me a bit aroused there, Deanie.”

Now Slade slipped her skirt and panties off, and she moved close to Deanie’s face, and he crinkled his nose at what could be only one smell - aroused pussy. “I want you to pleasure me with your tongue, your nose, your whole face. I want you to eat me out completely until I cum; then I want you to drink up my sopping cunt. Is that clear??”

“Yes mam,” replied Deanie like the good submissive he was becoming. So Slade pressed her pussy close to Deanie’s lips and he started out slowly, at the top, and he stopped, surprised at Slade’s pierced clit hood. “Better get used to that, most of the girls here have pierced clits. I want you to lick all around it, and put pressure on it with your tongue. Make sure to get it nice and wet. You’ll know when you’re turning me on.” Deanie’s tongue made small circles around Slade’s clit, causing her to moan, softly at first and then louder and louder.

“Good, good, don’t you dare stop you filthy slut! Keep going, that’s it, Ooooh, yeah, tug on the ring.” Deanie’s tongue tip inserted itself in the middle of Slade’s sterling silver ring, and with each little movement, Slade began to moan. After a while of this play Slade said, with staggered breathing; her orgasm evident, “Ahhhhh . . . .yes! Now use your tongue to lick the inside of my pussy! I’m VERY HORNY, and not yet satisfied.”

Deanie really got into it now, and licked around the opening of Slade’s cunt which was very wet, and she squirted right into his mouth. Now “she” did something that both surprised and pleased Slade. Deanie put his arms around Slade’s waist pulling her in closer to him. He started licking her inside as a response to her wetness with an increased passion and motion that drove Slade wild. She dug her black fingernails into Deanie’s shoulders, and she screamed, an animalistic scream of pure pleasure.

I turned to Melissa and said, “You know, Melissa, I didn’t think your dad had it in him to do that to Slade. She’s one of our hardest and toughest to please girls.”

“Yeah, she’s really getting off.”

❤️❤️❤️

Finally sated, Slade just collapsed on top of Deanie, and I took the opportunity to take a couple of cell phone pictures of the dean of students, dressed like a goth girl, giving oral sex to another goth girl; more insurance should Deanie decide to turn tail and run! But I didn’t think he would. This next part would be the true test of his allegiance.

I signaled for Nick to come over to Slade and Deanie, and I joined my Karen on the couch, and she squealed with delight. I tongue kissed her deeply; I really love that little red headed kitten. “Okay, Kar, just watch the show.” We both laughed. “So you’re sure about Nick, right?”

“Oh yeah Sam, he’s definitely bisexual.”

“Well, we’re about to see.”

Slade slid off Deanie’s lap and Nick took her place. Deanie must have felt the difference, but he didn’t say anything. Nick started to lightly kiss Deanie on the lips, and Deanie thought it was just one of the bigger girls! OMG, I thought, wait till I tell him to remove his blind fold.

Deanie and Nick just tongue kissed for a while, nothing out of the ordinary, until Nick reached for Deanie’s cock which just hung limply. Slade, looking over and watching, knew it was time “to up the ante,” and lit Deanie a fresh cigarette. “She” enjoyed having her she cock pulled and rubbed, but the sensation was different from what he thought a woman’s hand would be. Several of the people in the room started to laugh, and whipped out their cell phones to video this. I knew that by tomorrow it would be all over Instagram.

Deanie made a move to remove the towel that was tied over his eyes, but Slade stopped him. “Ah, ah, ah, sweetie. Not until I tell you it’s time. Now that Deanie’s cock was nice and hard, Nick bent over, the scent of cocoa butter coming from his asshole. Samantha guided Deanie by the shoulders and placed the tip of Deanie’s cock right up against Nick’s aroused ass. Without saying another word, Slade just guided Deanie’s she cock right inside Nick’s glory hole, which made him grunt with pleasure. It had no trouble penetrating whatsoever.

Now it was Deanie who reacted. “What the fuck is THIS????” Slade replied, “Never mind Deanie, just keep going, enjoy it. Here, take another drag of your cigarette, and hold it like a bitch, okay; like a real smoky, spunk, loving cunt! Just look at today as a day of firsts; a day of discoveries.” Now Deanie didn’t need Slades’s guidance. It felt wonderful; a bit tighter that any vagina he’d been inside before, but okay. I think that at this point, he knew he was placing his cock in another man’s ass.

Nick was now moaning and the “jig was up.” He grunted out: “Faster BITCH, HARDER.” Deanie’s shock was overcome by pleasure, and he was really getting into his first experience, not the last by any “stretch” of the imagination (excuse the pun! -☺).

Deanie increased his speed, and thrusting, helped by the extra lubrication that Nick used. I found out that Nick enjoyed real cock much better than toys, except for maybe his glass curved butt-plug. No one here was judging him.

Deanie obeyed Nick and went faster and belted out “I’m gonna cum!” Nick said, “C’mon Deanie, give me that jizz in my ass.” The next second, Deanie’s “Ahhhh . . .” meant that Nick was feeling a very warm and pleasurable feeling of hot spunk being injected into him. Nick then pulled off “her” and straddled Deanie, jizz leaking out of Nick’s ass onto Deanie’s new leather dress. They deeply tongue kissed. I turned to Melissa and said, “What do you know, your dad’s a natural.”

Melissa was amazed. “Not bad for a first-timer.” Both of us had a good laugh. Now I had a question for Melissa: “How do you think your dad will like having his ass penetrated?”

“I don’t know Sam. I think with the proper training, anything’s possible.” I was smiling like I never did before. Tonight would be delicious with Nick and my Karen in her bed. I decided that I would move into the sorority house in the next two weeks. One thing was for certain though; we had a “very diverse membership!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed the series compilation of my “GOTH GIRL SORORITY SERIES.” Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

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 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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