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Chapter 1

“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 2

“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 3

“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 4

“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.

*****


Sneak Preview of Book 3 - Goth Girl’s Sorority Series

PLEDGE NIGHT:

First time Sissy-Slut Makeover

and

Killer Lesbian Threesomes

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. 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.”

“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 little skanky 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 Melissa’s mouth.

(Except for his state of dress, which he still wasn’t quite sure about, the experience was 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. (His father deserved whatever punishment they decided to dish out to him.)

Margie dismounted Melissa, saying “Now it’s my turn, and she gently 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 his tongue.

It wasn’t so bad, and she slowly started licking around her clit, sticking his tongue through her folds which were red with arousal. Immediately, she began to moan. “That’s it, don’t stop,” she 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 Margie pushed Melissa’s head deeper into her, 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.”


More Juice by Jaclyn!

Dear Readers:

I hope you enjoyed this second book of my deliciously erotic series: The Goth Girls Sorority, A Very Naughty, Sex-Filled, LGBTQ Erotic Threesome, and the sneak preview of book three of the series which is out now on KINDLE as well.

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 ANY of my links are unavailable, just copy and paste them 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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