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Chapter I

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️

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

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

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

“Don’t worry April - you won’t!”

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

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

❤️ Two Months Later ❤️

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

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

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

“If you say so dad.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

❤️Saturday Night❤️

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️ The Jacked Stud at the Bar ❤️

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I might be, why do you ask?”

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

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

“As a matter of fact it is.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I, uh, work in an office.”

“Oh, what do you do in your office.”

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

“That sounds interesting.”

And what do you do Samantha?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Soon, they both walked over to the other girls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh I think I’ll have a tequila.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So where do you work Dave?”

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

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

“It must be, you seem pretty intelligent.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Wow, that’s impressive!”

“Crystal, would you like to dance?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Your dad sounds like a tough man.”

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

❤️Camping In The Parking Lot❤️

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

❤️ A Reveal ❤️

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mr Hammer.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Mr. Hammer, I do.”

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

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

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

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

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this tale of a rich girl in need of some “taming” before she takes over her daddy’s business. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorites, and it certainly played a role in this story. Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey
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I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO
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