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Chapter One

______________________________________

_______________

The Strangest Week of My Life


When my college roommate Troy gave me an invitation to visit him at his home in Vermont for winter recess, I was very happy. For one thing, I was really passionate about skiing, and snow is one thing that is plentiful in Vermont during the winter. The other thing I was looking forward to was meeting Troy’s new stepmom. His parents had been divorced for roughly seven years, and his dad had remarried to a woman half his age! His dad was like - had to be over fifty, and his new wife, Lynn, was twenty-five.

When I first heard that it raised my hackles a bit because Troy’s dad is a very powerful and wealthy man. So what possibly could a twenty-five year-old woman like Lynn want with such an older man. I mean, mid-fifties is like Viagra territory! The only thing Troy said to me was “if you knew my dad, you wouldn’t question his choice.”

Troy and I went to school at the University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill. Visiting Troy’s home this winter was going to be a lot of fun, spending winter break with him and his family. My family was in the UK. We lived in Nottingham. Nottingham is a city in central England’s Midlands region. It’s known for its role in the Robin Hood legend and for the hilltop Nottingham Castle Museum and Art Gallery, rebuilt many times since the medieval era.

The chance to stay with Troy and his family and to go to a posh ski resort in Stowe, Vermont was the chance of a lifetime, since at home, we rarely went anywhere. We were a family of simple means. Going to London was a big deal for us. All my friends at home were truly green with envy.

“Harold, are you packed yet? The taxi to the airport leaves in fifteen minutes, dude!”

“Don’t worry about it Troy, I’ve got everything ready except the skis. I assume you will be providing those since I’ve never skied.”

Troy called me “Harold” when he was formal. Normally, everybody just called me Hal.

“Well, for starters, you’ll be learning on the Bunny Hill, and we won’t be using any trays from the cafeteria your first time on the slopes, so don’t worry! I’ve got you covered buddy.”

The taxi came as pre-arranged, and before we knew it, we were settled on the plane, having gone quickly through the airport security. I took a little while longer since I was not an American citizen, and I suppose they thought I was some sort of British terrorist or maybe an IRA bomber.

The American Airlines flight took a little more than two hours and Troy’s dad picked us up at the airport in Burlington. Troy’s dad was tall and stocky, with close-cropped brown hair. Troy told me that his dad was a retired US Marine Corps Colonel (ret), and that after his mother died, he was deployed to Iraq, and did four tours. Troy was raised in part by his aunt during that time. The rest of the time of his service, they moved around a lot.

Now, with his dad out of the service and remarried, Troy had some measure of stability in his life. I was glad for him. He was also an only child, whereas I had four sisters; all younger than me. This would be the first time I met Troy’s dad and his new wife.

******

Troy’s dad met us at the airport in his green Land Rover. He was not really the talkative sort which made me just a tad uncomfortable. This is how we broke the ice: “So, I can tell by your accent Hal, that you’re from the UK, but you don’t sound like a Londoner, am I right?”

“Very good Colonel Hanlon, I’m not. I’m from Nottingham. How is it you know English accents so well? The subtle nuances between London and Nottingham are hard for the untrained ear to detect.”

“Yes, I suppose that’s true, but I spent a lot of time with the British Marines in Iraq, and got to know some of the fellows very well. They are tough fighters, those Brit Marines.”

“Well, thank you for saying so sir. We’re very proud of those chaps.”

We pulled up to Troy’s house which was a very large Tudor-style home in the middle of a snow-capped forest. I almost felt like I was home, except for the snow. We haven’t gotten much in a few years. The view of the mountains from the house was absolutely spectacular.

We brought all of our bags to the front of the house, put them on the porch and troy rang the bell. His stepmother Lynn answered the door. “Well, hello boys!” She exchanged kisses with Troy, and turned to me. “You must be Hal! Troy has told me so much about you!” She kissed me too.

“All good I hope, Mrs. Hanlon.”

“Please, ‘Mrs. Hanlon’ sounds like an old lady! Call me ‘Lynn.’”

“Well okay Lynn. I’m really grateful to spend holiday here. I really miss my family, and I’m saving up for my airfare back home in the spring.”

“Of course, of course. Although, if you need anything when the time comes around, if we can be of any help, just let us know.”

“Thank you Lynn, that’s very generous of you.”

Troy was really being modest when he described his stepmother. She was about five feet nine inches tall, had long auburn hair, tinged copper red, which curled in the front around her breasts. She wore a white blouse, which I had to say was very revealing. The top three buttons were opened, revealing a magnificent, and very generous cleavage. She wore faded blue jeans and, (I thought it strange given the location and climate) black high heels which positioned her ass so that it was very well-defined. In short, she was a head-turner; and would be in any place she went.

When Colonel Hanlon came in, he hugged and kissed her hello, and then he swatted her on the butt with an open palm, so that it made an audible ‘smack’ sound. I found that to be highly irregular given that I was there.

We all went into the kitchen where we sat on stools by a center stained-wood counter. Lynn had put out hot chocolate and finger sandwiches; the kind I was used to at home.

“Would you like some tea, Hal?” Lynn asked.

“Oh, no thank you; the hot chocolate is fine.”

“I just thought that you Englishmen all drank tea,” and she laughed. We all did, but she gave me a look that insinuated it was about more than just tea. I sensed a strong sexual tension between me and her, which made me feel just a tad uncomfortable.

The rest of the afternoon, we rested, and Troy and I took a walk around some of the trails and got a breathtaking view of the countryside.

The next day we were up bright and early and headed to the ski lodge at Stowe where we would be staying for the week.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

___________

The Lodge


The lodge was very scenic and had all the luxury amenities enjoyed by wealthy and powerful people, of which Colonel Hanlon was one. I felt lots of gratitude to my friend for inviting me. The only thing that made me uncomfortable, which I could not talk to my friend about was his stepmother’s obvious interest in me.

Our accommodations were spacious indeed, and I even had my own guestroom on the second floor next door to Troy.

That first day I had my first taste of skiing, which was actually quite enjoyable. I learned quickly, surpassing the Bunny Hill in no time. I was somewhat athletic, being a member of the college swim team. I was not a muscular sort, but at six feet tall, I made a nice impression; especially to Mrs. Hanlon who couldn’t take her eyes off of me.

After dinner were all very tired, and went to bed at ten o’clock. I’m not really sure what time it was, but sometime later during the night, I felt a pressure on the bed, and a hand under the covers, touching my inner thighs. I woke with a start to see Mrs. Hanlon - Lynn, standing next to the bed wearing nothing but a tight t-shirt, through which I could see her nipples protruding.

“What!” I started to say.

“Shhhh” Hal it’s only me. I couldn’t sleep and, well, I thought you might like some company.”

“Mrs. Hanlon”

“Lynn, please Hal.”

“Okay Lynn. This is highly irregular. Wh, what time is it? What if we get caught??”

“I wouldn’t worry too much about that Hal, just relax.” She lie down in the bed next to me, and pulled down the covers, looking at me, her head resting on an elbow. The strawberry scent from her shampoo and the feel of her hair on my chest giving me a rather large and stiff erection. She played with my chest, running her long, painted fingernails on my skin. I was only wearing gym shorts, and her hand quickly found it’s place, wrapped around my cock.

“You must have realized by now Hal, that ever since you came here, I’ve had my eyes on you,” and she tapped my nose with her index finger, smiling.

“Yes, I did notice that as a matter of fact.”

“Well get used to it, because I’m planning on fucking your brains out during our stay here.”

“But what about your husband, and Troy? He’s my best friend.”

“Yes, I know. Like I said, don’t worry.” Before I could reply she kissed me hard on the lips, and her tongue was deep into my mouth.

I decided then and there to just go along with the plan. She placed my hands on one of her breasts and I played with her very erect nipples. She straddled my thigh with her pussy, and it was sopping wet. She was moving up and down my thigh as I continued playing with her breasts.

“I want you to put your mouth on my tits,” she said in a harsh whisper. I started with my tongue, making a circle around her nipples, going from one to the other.

“That’s it Hal, keep going.” My thigh was drenched. “How would you like to eat me out?” she said, as she straddled me high up on my chest. Her pussy was dripping onto my face, and her heady, musky scent filled my nose. She moved up and down my face, and my tongue quickly found her clit, hard as a cherry pit.

She arched her back, throwing back her head, shaking her hair and moaned. I felt her squirt on my face, and I began licking her pussy up and down, from her clit to her pussy’s opening. Her hand which was massaging my cock, caused a bit of pre-cum to leak from me. She felt it, and immediately flipped over, getting on her arms and knees, her ass in the air facing me.

I mounted her from the rear, and she took my cock and guided it into her slick pussy. “Oh, that’s it Hal. Ride me hard!”

She was very tight, and her pussy just sucked me in, my face resting on her silky, delicious hair which went down to the small of her back. I was fucking her furiously, she matching my thrusts by moving her buttocks up and down. I could feel her stiffen, then squirt again.

I came next. I shot a hot jet of my jizz, filling her up completely. I kept going, not wanting to stop. I stayed hard and was very close to coming, when she suddenly pulled off me, and lied me down on my back.

She got on her knees, facing me, smiled, and took my slippery cock into her mouth, sucking and slurping the rest of my cum from my cock. She made “ummm” noises, as her head went up and down on me; her lips making a tight seal.

It didn’t take me long to come again, shooting another hot load into my best friend’s stepmother’s mouth. I could see my jizz running down the corner of Lynn’s mouth. She wasted no time in grabbing me around the head and kissing me deeply. I tasted my own saltiness right away, mixed with the taste of her pussy.

“That was wonderful, Hal. I have to go freshen up and go back to my own bed. But don’t worry, we’ll do this again soon,” she said as she quietly left my room. I couldn’t believe what just happened. How would I face Troy? Of course, I wouldn’t say a thing.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_______________________________

_____________

She’s Friends With Charlie


The next day was weird. We went to the slopes again, and Troy and I went into the town and walked around the shops. I wondered what he would do if he found out about his stepmother’s nocturnal wanderings. Lynn and Col. Hanlon met up with us at a steakhouse in town.

We were standing around waiting to be seated when I felt a pinch on my butt. It was Lynn and she gave me a quick wink. I immediately became rock hard. The seating arrangements at the table surprised me. There was a padded bench along the wall with two chairs on the other side of the table. Lynn and I sat next to each other on the bench. She sat opposite from Colonel Hanlon, and Troy sat opposite me.

We were eating dinner, just making polite conversation, when I felt a hand migrate to my crotch. It was like a scene from “Wedding Crashers,” the only difference being that I didn’t jizz in my jeans which I was close to doing. I don’t see how Troy, or the colonel didn’t see it, but they didn’t. I would probably be taken out and shot if the colonel knew.

The next two nights the same thing happened. Lynn would wait until about two o’clock in the morning and sneak into my room, and we would fuck like jack rabbits. By the third night, I didn’t fall asleep but waited for my nocturnal visitor to come into my bedroom.

As usual, she came in wearing nothing but a t-shirt. I swear I could smell her pussy from the doorway. After the usual foreplay, I got behind her, but this time, her hand guided my cock right into her ass. I smelled coconut oil, so I knew she had thought this one out ahead of time.

“Let’s see if you’re better than Charlie,” she said.

“Who’s Charlie?”

“Oh, Charlie is my big, black silicone dildo I use to pleasure myself with when the colonel is out on one of his many trips. You see, he likes to leave me alone a lot. Imagine that! What is a sex-crazed woman like me supposed to do. You know, I’ve been thinking Hal. What if I was to come down to North  Carolina and stay at a hotel near your school? Then we could fuck all the time!”

I was too busy to answer her, her proposition was too outrageous to take seriously.

I penetrated her ass like it was nothing. It felt amazing. The coconut oil plus what I’m sure was her nightly use of “Charlie,” helped to make me go right in. So tight, so good. She met me thrust for thrust like usual. This time I came quickly, shooting a hot load right into her tight little hole. My warmth inside her surrounded my cock, unlike anything I’ve ever felt before.

I pulled off, and my jizz was running down her butt cheeks, and she quickly flipped around and started sucking on my cock, licking all the jizz off, keeping me hard. Suddenly, I heard my bedroom door open. The hallway was light, and I saw a hulking silhouette standing in the doorway. It was Colonel Hanlon! Holy shit, I thought I would be shot - or worse.

“WHAT THE FUCK . . . is going on here!???? He boomed. I thought Troy would come running in. That was the last thing I wanted, but I knew my roomie was a sound sleeper, and an earthquake wouldn’t be able to rouse him. But this was louder than an earthquake.

******

He stood there dressed in boxer shorts and a T-shirt, with his hands on his hips. “Now judging from the fact that my wife is in your bedroom, I can only assume that she came in here and seduced you, am I right Hal?” I was silent. “Come on Hal, you can tell me.”

“That is pretty much it, colonel,” I answered just above a whisper. I didn’t know how to reply, but I thought I might get off with a light sentence here, judging from his tone of voice. Now, I was actually terrified for Lynn. But Lynn said nothing in her defense. Strangely, she wasn’t scared at all.

“Well,” he growled. “I don’t know how they treat cuckolding sluts in the UK, but I can show you how we do it in America! You’re going to get a real ringside seat Hal!” Colonel Hanlon left the room, muttering under his breath.

“What’s going to happen to us Lynn?? Aren’t you frightened? And where’s Troy?”

Lynn shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose that he’ll do what he always does in these situations; and you know Troy, he’s a heavy sleeper. This much was true, but something she just said got my attention right away: . . he’ll do what he always does in these situations???

Colonel Hanlon came back in the room, carrying a hammer, what looked like nails, and a red velvet bag. What the heck. He placed the first nail on the door molding, and banged the first nail in just below shoulder height, and the same with the second; the noise loud enough to wake the entire lodge. The nails had a “shepherd’s crook” end on the head. There was a chain he attached to the crook of each nail.

Next, he took out a pair of handcuffs. The cuffs were covered in pink fur! What the hell?

“Get over here slut!” he bellowed. In his hand was a black blindfold as well. Without a peep, Lynn got up from the bed, and walked over to the doorway where Colonel Hanlon was standing.

He placed the blindfold over her eyes, placed the cuffs on her and chained each cuff to the chains coming down from the doorway, hands over her head; thus suspending her in the doorway, facing inside the room. He looked at me with an evil smirk. It was a frightening scene. What was next I wondered: water boarding?

“Are you ready to receive the punishment you deserve, slut??” he growled.

“Yes, Master,” she answered quietly; almost sounding routine.

“Good, good,” he said approvingly.

“Remember Hal; ALWAYS get the bitch’s permission! I don’t know what it’s like in the UK, but here in the States, we have this wimpy, whiny, justice system.”

I noticed too, that Colonel Hanlon had a very large boner.

He turned to me and said: “Watch closely Hal. This is how we discipline naughty sluts in this house. Take notes for the day that you have a slut like this!” I should hope not, I thought.

He bent down and reached into the hallway, just next to the door and pulled out a “cat-o-nine tails,” made of leather with a gold monogrammed handle. He stayed outside, and landed the first blow on Lynn’s butt. She yelped.

He struck her two more times and stopped. Then he addressed her. “Do you feel like you need more of that discipline you slut whore????”

“No Master, please, no more of that.”

He got closer to her and grabbed a handful of that luxurious auburn/copper hair and harshly whispered. “Good, I’m feeling benevolent tonight because of our guest!”

I felt that my being there might have spared her more whipping.

“Now we move onto the next phase of your punishment, slut!” The colonel said. He looked at me. I got a chill through my body.

“Hall, come over her please and stand in front of the slut!”

“Yes Sir, colonel,” I replied, like a recruit in the Royal Marines.

He stepped inside the room, next to me. “Now Hal, I want you to get on your knees and punish the slut by eating her pussy out with your tongue. That is, if you feel up to it, he said, scrunching up an eyebrow, and grinning at me.

I said nothing, figured what the heck, and I did. I sauntered over to her and promptly got down on both knees, facing her.

“Spread your legs, BITCH!” he howled at her. She did so at once, like a trained seal.

I waddled closer on both knees to her and stuck my tongue out, thinning it like a hard pencil. She was still very wet from our previous play, and I licked first from top to bottom, and then played with her clit. She moaned and sagged her legs, moving forwards and back, trying to get closer to my tongue.

I felt her leaking more juice, and I was as hard as a rock. Colonel Hanlon was standing a bit uncomfortably behind me, with his hand down his boxers; a hard-on evident, tenting through his boxers.

She squirted on my face, as I was licking between her vagina and her ass. I really wanted to come, and I wondered what the colonel had in mind next. As I backed away, he said nothing, but unchained her, keeping the cuffs on, and told her to get on her and knees on the bed.

“So what do you think we should do now Hal?”

I really wanted to fuck her, but he said nothing, and reached into the felt bag. He pulled out a silicone cock ring which he threw to me, and a jar of coconut oil which he placed on the night stand.

“Here, put this on!” He barked at me.

I figured it was going to be a long night, so I did so. Then the colonel left the room. “Lynn!” I asked. “How are you? Do you do this often with him.”

She laughed. “Only when we have guests. It’s a lot of fun.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

________________________________________

________________

This Can’t Be Real


Idon’t think anything could have prepared me for the shock of what I was to see next. Coming back into the room, a woman was right behind Colonel Hanlon. She looked stunning; shiny, black hair, parted on the left, down to her breasts, a black satin skirt going down past her knees and a white satin, long-sleeved blouse. Her makeup was heavy, with lots of mascara on her eyelashes, and purplish eye shadow, with cherry red lipstick. She stood there and smiled at me.

I did a double take. No, it couldn’t be, I thought, staring at her mesmerized. Then one word escaped my lips that I never thought in a million years I would use in this situation. “Troy? . . . Is, is, that you???”

The strange woman smiled and said, “Yes Hal, it’s me. Please try not to look so shocked, you’re scaring me.”

“Shocked? Shocked??? Good God Troy; I’m flabbergasted.” I didn’t know what to say. I was looking between Colonel Hanlon and Troy, and Lynn; although Lynn was blindfolded and cuffed.

“Don’t be shocked, Hal. I’m still your friend Troy. I’m just dressed as my alter ego, my female persona, Chloe. You see, I love to cross dress. I always have. In fact, I’m thinking of taking hormone therapy to transition. Not surgery though. I still enjoy having a cock, a gurl cock. When dad married Lynn, it was so much easier. She has such an open mind - so modern, you could say. Dad and I both enjoy her, and I see you do too!”

The three of them were laughing now. I guess the joke was on me.

“Now I have a favor to ask of you Hal. I’d like you to dress up too. It will be lots of fun.”

“Now wait a second, Troy, er, Chloe.” I didn’t know what to call my roommate. “I’m not a transgender, nor do I plan to be.”

“Chloe shook her head. No one’s asking you to be. Just to dress, that’s it. No one here is going to tell anybody if that’s what you’re worried about. It will make our activities so much more fun! Please Hal, just go along with it. If you want to stop, or if you really feel uncomfortable, we’ll stop. No hard feelings, really. Now what do you say?”

I thought for a minute or so, and maybe I was carried away by the spirit of it all, but I found the words “Okay, I will,” escape me.

“Great! Chloe said. Come with me into my room, and I’ll get you all set up!”

I followed Chloe into her room, really going along with the fantasy and believing she was an actual woman. From my vantage point in the rear, she really did have a nice ass. I couldn’t believe I was saying this about my best friend.

On her bed was laid out an entire women’s wardrobe. Everything from sheer nylon pantyhose, with straps to hook on to a girdle, satin panties, even a bra with a large elastic band on the bottom to pull my chest skin in tighter to give the illusion of breasts, and a light blue satin blouse. The wig was like Chloe’s, but as a red head.

Chloe was staring at me to see my reaction. “The makeup will go on last, Hal.”

“Oh! But first I’m going to shave off your body hair, all except your eyebrows. Don’t worry, it will all grow back,” she said reassuringly. First, she threw the panties at me. I wasn’t wearing anything except my boxers, anyway, so I just slipped them off, and slowly moved the panties up my legs, and over my cock. It felt good, surprisingly. Actually, it felt amazing, and Chloe was grinning as she saw a rather massive boner peep out making a tent in the panties.

“Okay, now take them off and come with me into the bathroom and I’ll shave you.” All of the bedrooms in the lodge had their own bathrooms - rather large ones, actually.

******

After I was shaved, the panties went on again and the feeling was even better than before. There was something exhilarating about wearing women’s panties. I enjoyed it immensely; the cool silkiness of the fabric. Chloe chose a deeper red lipstick and lip liner for me than she had, and green eyeshadow, that matched my red headed wig.

“Okay, Hal, now turn around and look at the new you!”

When I did so, it was with a measure of disbelief that this was really me. I enjoyed putting all the clothing on, especially the nylon pantyhose, and the skirt, which was a cloth material with a smooth polyester lining. The skirt was shorter than Chloe’s. At least by looks, I was a total woman, and my cock betrayed my feelings about the matter.

“Humm,” Chloe said. “If, this will become a regular, or a semi-regular thing, we will have to get you a gaff to place inside your panties to hide that exquisitely large, thick boner.” The thought that Chloe mentioned that made me feel a bit strange, but the feel of it over my newly shaved genitals, overcame any misgivings I had about the whole thing.

Now the two of us went back into the bedroom. Colonel Hanlon looked me over approvingly. “Chloe, you did an excellent job. You work wonders with the makeup if I may say so.”

Lynn said, “I wish I could see. Can I take a peek?”

“Did you hear that, ladies? The slut says she wants to take a peek. What do you think?”

Chloe answered for both of us, her pride in her creation showing through. “Why not dad, couldn’t hurt.”

So Colonel Hanlon turned Lynn around and removed her blindfold for a moment. She blinked her eyes getting adjusted to the light. “Oh my, she looks delicious Chloe. You really did a magnificent job.”

“Okay that’s enough peeking for you.” The Colonel placed the blindfold back over her eyes and turned her around. Her hands were still cuffed.

“Now we’re going to play a little game with the slut. It’s kind of a guessing game. One of you is going to fuck the slut here. She has to guess which one of you two it is. After that, depending on her answer, she will either be rewarded or punished!”

I felt badly for Lynn at first, but then realized I shouldn’t because it was completely voluntary. It was all play. Colonel Hanlon pointed to Chloe. “Now what shall we call Hal?” he asked.

“I like “Harley,” Chloe said.

“Harley sounds nice. What do you think, Hal?” the colonel asked.

“Okay, it kind of goes with Hal, so then I shall be “Harley.”

“Great, then Harley you are,” the colonel said, giving his stamp of official approval.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

____________________________________

______________

The Guessing Game


Chloe slipped out of her skirt, panty hose, and panties, and got on the bed, quietly on all fours. She took the jar of coconut oil and smeared a generous helping all over Lynn’s ass, her red cherry still dripping cum from my actions of before.

Chloe was very hard without even being touched. Colonel Hanlon made it a bit harder for Lynn, by giving the both of us, nylon gloves to wear.

Chloe rubbed some coconut oil onto her rather generous cock, which had to be at least seven inches long. She played with a bit at Lynn’s opening and slowly inserted it. She probably didn’t even need the coconut oil, still being so slick.

Lynn gasped. I thought it a bit unfair to leave Lynn handcuffed so that she couldn’t pleasure herself while being taken from the rear; but that was the game. Chloe went deeper, slowly until she couldn’t go in any farther.

Then she pulled out of Lynn slowly, but went back in faster and out faster. She picked up speed and Lynn, matched her thrusts by jerking her hips backwards. Colonel Hanlon was sitting on a recliner on the side of the room watching with great interest and stroking his cock. I should have felt funny about him doing that in the room, but I didn’t. Watching my roommate and his stepmother was really turning me on.

The action continued until Chloe stifled a grunt, and Lynn gasped, both of them coming at the same time. Chloe was wearing a cock ring as well, and slowly pulled out and got off the bed.

Colonel Hanlon made a grunting noise and came into his hand, got off the recliner and went over to Lynn. “Here slut,” he said. “This is your nourishment . . . EAT!”

Obediently, Lynn licked all the colonel’s jizz off his hand. Satisfied, he stepped away. “Well slut, who fucked you just now??”

I held my breath, waiting for Lynn to answer. A wrong answer would get her a whipping. “It was . . . Chloe!” she said with an air of certainty.”

“Well, well, nicely done bitch,” Colonel Hanlon said. You saved your ass - literally. “Now get back down,” and he pushed her head back into position on the pillow.

“Now you two ladies shoot it out for who goes next. On the count of three! Chloe is even, Harley is odd.”

“One, two, three, shoot!”

Chloe had two fingers out, and I had one, so it was my turn. No one said anything, and the colonel nodded to me. I got on the bed slowly, and got behind Lynn, wearing my gloves.

I put some coconut oil on my cock, which was sticky from before. I positioned my cock right behind Lynn’s cherry red ass, and put it in slow, imitating Chloe. I suppose I really wanted to see Lynn get whipped. That was horrible, but I was getting into the spirit of this twisted version of “blind man’s bluff.”

As my shaved balls touched her ass it felt so good. Her ass closed tight around my cock, and I had to suppress a moan which would have given the game away. Couldn’t do that. I pulled out and thrust in again, her smells turning me on and making me hornier than I’ve ever been in my life.

We were now in a nice, even rhythm, she matching me thrust for thrust. I couldn’t control myself like Chloe did, which might have given the game away. In a few more thrusts, I shot the biggest load of my life right into Lynn’s ass, My cock nice and warm from all my jizz inside her. The ring kept me hard and I kept going, wondering if I could come again.

That was not to be, and I pulled out. I got off the bed.

“Well slut! Who was it this time?” the colonel barked.

“It was Chloe again,” Lynn said.

The colonel had a big smile cross his face. “Nope, sorry bitch, you lose!!” and he laughed.

He grabbed Lynn by the hair and pulled her up from the bed and marched her over to the door frame, hooking up her handcuffs again. This time she was facing the hallway. He handed the whip to Chloe. “You each get one shot! Now don’t hold back ladies!”

Chloe went, making a loud smack and Lynn yelped.

She handed the whip to me, and I didn’t want to disappoint the colonel. In a twisted way, I was angry at Lynn for not choosing me! I was a little harder than Chloe, and Lynn let out a bigger yelp.

“So slut, did you learn your lesson???”

“Yes Master, I did. I’m sorry.”

“Good, good, I’m happy for you. I hope you’ll be able to sit!” and he laughed a sinister laugh.

******

To say that was the end of the week’s surprises would be a lie. That night, Chloe was the one who came into my room, and after some gently persuading, it was me who got on my knees with my head on the pillow. I was instructed to go to sleep fully made up. Chloe had to give me a touch-up before bed, not telling me that she would be my nighttime visitor.

Taking cock from my roommate was weird. That was an understatement, but she looked so damn hot! I couldn’t resist. As Chloe pounded away, it was exquisitely painful, as Chloe was rather large, but it also felt incredibly good too. I automatically started stroking my cock, which still had the ring and was quite hard.

Before I knew what was happening, as Chloe was pounding away, I shot a full load onto the towel that was on top of the bed sheets. The night’s actions were repeated several times more during that week. I even got to take Chloe a few times.

The last night, still dressed as Harley, it was Lynn who joined me in bed. Finally, the day arrived for the now “Troy,” and me, “Hal” to go back to school in North Carolina for the spring semester. Things were back to the way they were before, except for one small detail.

Troy or “Chloe” and me, as “Harley,” kept each other company (in the same bed) every night. That week had changed me, forever.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

This is a story of what can happen between two college roommates, if one of them has a hot stepmother and a father with strange, unexpected ideas of fun. I sincerely hope you enjoyed this tale. Of course, there was a happy ending for Troy and Hal. 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 ❤️

Here are some other titles you may enjoy. You can always e-mail me and tell me what you’d like to read about and for your trouble I will send you a FREE book!

[image: A person in a red garment  Description automatically generated with medium confidence]        [image: A person in black lingerie  Description automatically generated with low confidence]     

[image: A person with short hair and lip piercing  Description automatically generated with low confidence]          [image: A person with her finger on her lips  Description automatically generated with low confidence]

[image: A picture containing text, human face, cosmetics, model  Description automatically generated]            [image: A picture containing text, model, clothing, photo shoot  Description automatically generated]

To buy these and other books from my catalog:

Copy and paste:    https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica


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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