

BEAUTIFUL COUNTRY SISSY

Candy Lane’s First Ride

Jaclyn Dicey


Copyright

Copyright © 2023 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved.

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher.


Take a Look!

Dear Reader,

Here is my AMAZON Author Page where you can see and purchase all of my other great titles of short erotica. If the link doesn’t work, just copy, and paste to your browser.

https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica

THE CRIME BOSS'S SISSY

BUSTED SISSY! Book 1 of 2

BUSTED SISSY! Book 2 of 2

BUSTED SISSY Series Compilation

REMAKE

A COLLECTION OF HOT, STEAMY, LEWD, SLUTTY EROTICA TALES

GO AHEAD - MAKE ME BEG FOR MORE!

EVERYTHING SISSY - 9 BOOKS IN ONE!

FOXY SISSY

GIRLY BOY

LADY BOY IN BLUETHE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES

THE CRANE HOUSE SISSIES


Acknowledgements

I would like to thank the following people for their love, support, and critiques: Lea, Donn, Pusseexxxx, Debbie, Loni, and Tina - all kindred spirits who share my love of fetish and transgender erotica.

Most of all - To all of my readers who enjoy what I do, and show their appreciation. I practice my craft thinking of what turns you on!!!

❤️❤️❤️

JD


Table of Contents

Copyright

Take a Look!

Acknowledgements

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

More Juice From  Jaclyn

About the Author


Chapter One

_____________________________

_____

How much of what I am today do I owe to my mother? Probably a lot. My name is Spencer, I’m twenty-three-years-old, still live with her, and have, shall we say, certain “proclivities” towards dressing as the opposite sex, and maybe even acting out on my fantasies and deepest, naughty desires. I have a very slutty, sexy, tempting wardrobe of lingerie, and hot young ladies clothing. Feel free to use your dirtiest, and most salacious imagination to see what I do with my collection. The fun part is, I do it part-time; as a compulsion, yes, as a vehicle for my sexual identity, of course. The dirtier you think, the hotter my story becomes.

Think of me pushing around a shopping cart in Walmart, (camera panning in on my butt) wearing a very short, skimpy skirt with a side slit, stiletto heels with straps wrapping my ankles, luscious, long, auburn wig, short sleeve camisole with my cleavage showing – (all real!) tons of makeup, false eyelashes, and ruby red lipstick.

I also carry a large, black leather handbag with all my accessories, and a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols – thank you mommy for that one. So with this picture in your mind, as you watch me sashay through the store, butt wiggling from side to side, allow me to tell you my story. Oh! I also come across as a real BITCH until you get to know me a little better.

Are you aroused yet? Well, I’ll tell my tale, and let you take your thoughts where they will.

I was about fourteen, and I’m an only child. My father left home one night after going out to the supermarket to buy beer and never came home again. It was my father’s second marriage; my birth mom passed away when I was five, so Jaclyn was actually my step mother. We had a pretty good relationship and its always been the two of us since that fateful evening. I called her “mommy,” out of respect. I didn’t call her “Jaclyn.”

Mommy was upset of course, not so much because of my dad flying the coop, but because she had always wanted a daughter. Supposedly they were trying to have another child, but that went out the window with dad.

So, after dad was gone, she began treating me as if I was a girl. I had a slender build, I was far from being a jock in high school, and I always found it easier to talk to girls. Mommy made me grow my auburn hair longer – shoulder length, and she encouraged my association with girls in middle and high school. That was just the beginning as I was soon to find out.

Meanwhile, on the school front: Imagine being invited over to a high school girls sleepover and being the only guy! They treated me exactly as if I was one of them – pillow fights, lots of gossip, and even trying on makeup. That peaked my curiosity, and naturally, on one of those sleepovers, I had my first taste of cherry red lipstick being applied on my face.

The girls crowded around me and were like “Spence, you’re a natural! You look so good. Let’s try some eye shadow on you.” They were all giggling, of course. My adolescent cock grew very big, and my heart was practically jumping out of my chest. Yes! I wanted to try on everything, and I mean everything (wink, wink).

Tina was my best friend, and she was allowed the honors of putting the eye shadow on me. I stared at my new look in the mirror. The girls were all giggling and crowding around me. Debbie, another one of the girls said, “Spence, you look so hot! It’s too bad you’re not really one of us.” Sensing she may have hurt my feelings she corrected herself quickly. “Well, you know what I mean.”

“Yes, of course I do Deb, don’t worry about it,” I said. Tina had a grin spread across her face, smiling from ear to ear. The girls were all dressed in pajamas. I was in my shorts and a T-shirt. It was, after all, a Saturday night, and a sleepover.

“I have an idea,” Tina said. It was her house, so she was by default the leader of the little group of five girls – considering me as the sixth. “What do you say that we go ‘all the way’ with Spence, just for fun? He looks like he should be my size. I’ll give him some of my clothes, and we can see how he really dresses up!”

“Yeah Tina, that’s a great idea!” Debbie said. Another girl – Kylie said, “I’ll second it.” She laughed. “Let’s see what we can create,” as if she was Dr. Frankenstein.

I was beyond aroused at this point. It was painfully obvious to the girls. I mean, they could see my pubescent cock getting really hard. But I suppose at fifteen they were more interested in the illusion I would present as a woman instead of the actual item. Without wasting any time, a whole ensemble appeared on Tina’s bed; a G-String, short white camisole, a short denim skirt, and a bra. I thought I was dreaming. Also, with my hair being long, I was a natural. I even made a joke that my mother always wanted a girl. They thought that was hysterical.

Let me tell you, I almost dropped dead on the spot when I saw how I turned out in the mirror. I was a completely different person. My voice it seemed, went up in pitch so I even sounded like a girl. I didn’t even have to think about it, it just happened. My friends were speechless. They had created “something,” and didn’t quite know what to do with it – me.

We let it go that there would be a time before graduation, a few years from now, where something would come up and I would dress up; a Halloween party, costume party, or some school event. To mark my alter ego, my friends called me “Candy,” I suppose because of the candy red lip gloss they used.

Later that night, before we all went to sleep, the girls removed all traces of the makeup, and I got dressed, and went home to mom.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

___________________________

____


The next morning I came downstairs, and mom was making breakfast. She asked me how my sleepover was. She was “happy” because I gravitated towards “girly things” like the sleepovers. (I went to a few, and at each one my friends dressed me).

As she put my plate in front of me she said, “Spencer, let me get a look at your face.” My first reaction was turning beet red with embarrassment.

“What is that on your eyelids? It looks like you had mascara!” I suppose the girls were tired and didn’t do such a great job of cleaning me up!

I did a deep swallow and I told her the truth. “Yes mom, my friends thought it would be fun, like a joke, if they put makeup on me and dressed me in some of Tina’s clothing.”

“My, how nice! And how did you like it Spence?”

“Well, the whole thing kind of caught me by surprise, but I thought I looked good. I mean when I looked in the mirror I was pleasantly surprised.”

“Oh I’m so glad to hear that. You know I never thought of you as one of those disgusting jocky kind of guys. You have a rather effeminate physique, and I’m glad to see you are . . . accepting of it.”

“I guess so mommy.” Now most boys would be shocked to hear a mother speak that way to their son, but secretly, I was very aroused. I was as hard as a rock. I enjoyed being thought of as “girly.”

“Now here’s what we’ll do,” mommy said. “To really come in touch with your girly side, I’ll take you shopping, and you can have your own clothes and makeup, and whenever you’re home with me, we’ll dress you up. In fact,” she said, “there is something else you need to do.”

My ears perked up. “Oh, and what would that be mommy?” Mommy lit up one of her Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and effeminately held it between her index and second fingers of her right hand, towards the end of the filter, and blew a thin stream of smoke at my face. I suppose that she knew I had a big smoking fetish, because I always got hard when she had her friends over to play cards or Mah Jongg, and I looked at them smoking, fascinated, and very turned on. In fact, when she lit up now, I was hard. It was difficult for me to hide that sight from her.

“I insist dear that you start smoking Virginia Slims 120 Menthols just like mommy.” She looked at me with a knowing look, her eyes squinting at me.

“Have you ever tried smoking before, because I know that you’re drawn to it?”

“No mommy, I never did.”

“Well, I know you want to dress and wear makeup. But more than that, I know that you like very slutty girls . . .” Her eyebrows were raised. “Come on now Spence, I see those naughty YOUTUBE and XHamster websites you ‘play around with.’”

She certainly had me there. It did kind of creep me out that she knew what I was looking at, but I was proud of it in a way, like I wanted her to see them.

“And . . . “ she said, “To be a really attractive and slutty girl, you must act like a bitch and smoke what mommy does! That’s final. Otherwise, I won’t be so kind to you anymore, and we won’t go shopping, and I’ll take your laptop and iPhone away!”

I think deep down, she knew I was delighted with the whole idea of my becoming a high school age smoky slut. The “angry mom thing” was a turn on for me – and she knew it.

“Now at first, you’ll dress and put makeup on and smoke my supply of cigarettes. Then, once you become really hooked, if you want me to supply them to you, you will have to dress and put makeup on when I tell you too. Okay?”

I tried to put on a “defeated” act for her, and I said, looking rather downcast, “Well, okay mommy.”

“Good! Now here, take one,” she insisted, thrusting the pack at me.

It took a few days until I was puffing like a pro, and until we had time to go shopping together, she did up my hair, and put makeup on me. The only clothing she had for me was a bra, and a long-sleeved white cotton/polyester blouse, and my underwear. The bra was a bit loose on me. Mommy was a double “D” size.

So the nightly routine was that she would have us watch TV together, and I wore my makeup and the clothes I mentioned, while she fed me a steady stream of cigarettes. Mommy was very pleased with me.

Then came one night and I asked her for a cigarette. Surprising me, she said “No!” I looked at her in disbelief. I was having my first real nicotine fit. I didn’t know what to do. I did everything she asked. I was dressed, well, sort of, and was wearing the makeup she had for me. By this time I was putting it on like a pro.

She looked at me and smirked. “Go put a pair of jeans on and your shoes, we’re going out.”

“Should I take my makeup off?” I asked.

“No, I want you to wear it,” she said.

I was puzzled, but I went along with her.

She drove us to a 7-11 right near our house. The clerk who was on that night had seen me there as Spencer many times before. I went inside with Mommy. Before we got out of the car, she asked me, “I know you must have a female name you use when you’re with your girlfriends, so what is it?”

“Umm, they call me “Candy.”

“’Candy,’ Candy. I like it! From now on at home and when we go out, you shall be ‘Candy!’ Now for this place, since they know me, and you as Spencer, I’ll say you’re my niece, Candy, if he asks.

“Okay mommy,” I said.

We walked inside and the clerk was behind the counter. Mom looked at me. “Go ahead, order what you need.”

I was only fifteen, not old enough to buy cigarettes myself, so a bit sheepishly I said, “Could I please have two packs of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols, and a pink Bic lighter?”

He looked at me, not recognizing me. “Do you have ID?” he said, with a bored sounding routine.

Mommy stepped in. “I’m buying.”

“Oh, hi Mrs. Lane, sure. Here you go,” and he reached behind him and brought out two packs from the display. “Do you need a bag?”

Mommy answered, “Yes please.”

So, I “bought” my first two packs of cigarettes and for the first time I went out as “Candy.” “Candy Lane” which I thought was funny. It struck mommy as funny too. I opened the pack and took one out as soon as we got into the car.

“Good,” she said. “I’m pleased to see that you’re nice and hooked. Tomorrow is Saturday, and I think we’ll go clothes shopping for you dear.”

“Yes mommy,” I said, barely able to contain my excitement.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

___________________________

____


So that’s how mommy turned me into a smoky teenage slut. The slut part, of course was up to me. The three years flew by, and whenever I went out with mommy, I dressed as Candy, and she liked having a “girlfriend” to go shopping with and out to eat. Many times over the course of those few years, she asked me if I was dating. She knew I preferred boys, but because of my age and to save me the harassment and embarrassment at school, I didn’t really have any dates with other boys.

I did, however, keep up with appearances and go out on “dates” from my little group of girlfriends who I trusted to keep my secrets. In fact, they were all smoky sluts like me. I was the only guy that was smoking Virginia Slims with them, but nobody cared much about that.

THREE YEARS LATER

Now, we were all seniors, and I was finally eighteen. I was considered an adult in the eyes of the law, but at that “in-between” stage where I was also a high school student. Mommy got me a deal on a used car I could take to school, and the agreement was that I pay my astronomical under twenty five car insurance. So, I got a job at the local supermarket, Willoughby’s, stocking shelves and also tutoring chemistry and SATs to other students. I was actually gifted academically.

I had my same cadre of girlfriends to go to movies with and school functions, but I always went as Spencer. I even cut my hair shorter because mommy bought me a long, auburn wig to wear with her and when I went to my girlfriend’s houses for sleepovers and “girly things.” They were great at keeping my secret, saving me from the horrible bruising I would take at school if my secret came out.

I still got horribly bullied at school, I guess because of the way I spoke – kind of a bitchy, know-it-all kind of voice, but I was anything but. I was a kind-hearted person, deep down inside. The jocks took special delight in tormenting me. Paul Devons, who was a defensive lineman on the high school football team, was covering me in a pick-up basketball game in gym class. I managed to make a basket off him, and he took a lot of ribbing from his friends like, “Hey Paul, are you gonna let that little fag-hag twerp Spencer beat you!?”

Paul turned as angry as a bull, and he purposely fouled me when I had the ball again and, I went down on my ass. I wasn’t tall, but wiry like I said, and I did have a certain talent when it came to hoops – I could think fast, and knew when to pass, and when to shoot. He hated me for it. He was just an ass.

Then later in the locker room, he and a couple of his goons came up to me, slammed me into a locker door, while my gym buddy Craig just stood there, like I ain’t getting involved in this buddy! So I also took a shot to the gut which doubled me over. What saved me was the coach coming into the locker room.

That Saturday night, I was over at Debbie’s house with Tina, Denise and Barbara, and Sue, my usual crew that I ate lunch with in school every day. Of course, I was dressed as Candy, and I had on pink glitter fake nails. I dressed up really nice even for simple stuff. I think the girls admired me for that. I was just another sister to them. Paul’s bullying of me was the main topic of conversation that evening.

“That piece of shit has no right to keep harassing Candy like that,” Tina said.

“Well, look at it this way,” Debbie said. “Soon, in just a little more than six months, we’ll have graduated and be done with this dump!” The other girls were all going away to college, but mommy couldn’t bear me going away to school, so I got accepted to a state university campus, about a forty five minute drive from the house.

That week, I think it was on Tuesday, in the lunchroom, the seven of us were seated at our usual table, and Cliff, one of Paul’s obnoxious friends was trying to make conversation with Sue, who he had sort of a crush on. He wasn’t secretive about his feelings for her, and flat out asked her for a date on Saturday night. The other girls had their attention on Sue and Cliff when Paul appeared out of nowhere, and dumped a tray full of about a half dozen red Jell-O’s on my head.

“Gee Spencer aren’t you supposed to get your period down there??” he said, pointing to my crotch. “Here, let me make it right for you,” and he dumped two more cups on my crotch, staining my tan Dockers.

“Hey, what the FUCK Paul!” I said. He mimicked me and tried to do a not very good imitation of my voice. “What the fuck Paul?? Is that all you’re gonna say you little sissy fuck? Maybe one of your girlfriends here can defend you before you go crying to your mommy!”

Then Cliff chimed in, and broke off his conversation with Sue rather abruptly, and said “Hey Paul, have you seen Spencer’s stepmom? She’s a real piece of ass!”

“Oh yeah, ‘stepmom!’ Does she tuck you into bed at night Spencer . . . and maybe do ‘other things too??’” Both of them laughed their asses off at that one.

Now Jaclyn stood up. “You’re a real pig Paul, you know that?”

Paul answered “Oink oink. That’s right Spencer – did you ever boink your stepmom?”

Now both Paul and Cliff were doubled over laughing and I left the table to go to the bathroom and clean up. I went to the one on the second floor, because I didn’t want to be followed in by them to the one next to the cafeteria.

Sue looked at Cliff and said angrily, “Cliff, you’re the LAST GUY I would ever let take me out.” Now that might have prompted a comeback from Cliff, but Sue was one of the hotter girls in school. Actually, I think I was hotter than Sue when I was dressed. I think Cliff immediately knew that his stupid hijinks had repercussions.

The girls were still seated at the table when I came back from the bathroom. An embarrassing wet stain was on my crotch. Jaclyn said, “I think you have to get that dork Paul back really bad Spencer.”

“How can I do that? You see how he towers over me. For God’s sake, he got a football scholarship to Georgia State!”

“You know Spencer, you may not be able to exact your revenge on him, but I think ‘Candy’ can.” That got all of us thinking. I had a malevolent grin spread across my face. You see, at this point in my life, I was still a virgin. A sissy, but a ‘beautiful sissy.’

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

___________________________

_________


The weekend before Thanksgiving the school was planning a “Fall Hoe Down.” We lived in a semi-rural part of Georgia, and that kind of thing was popular. You couldn’t escape country western music wherever you went, and dances like this were common place. Think of the big “Rydell High School” dance scene in “Grease,” but without the TV cameras, and everyone dressed like cowboys and cowgirls.

So on the Saturday night before the dance we sat around preparing our little “game” with Paul and Cliff. I was going to “bust my cherry” that night, as much as it disgusted me, but hey – it had to be done sometime, right?

I told mommy about my troubles with Paul and Cliff, and also the shit they said about her. She was pissed off at them, but she was a lady and understood stupid adolescent behavior more than I did. She also understood my need for revenge and was pleased I decided on the plan I chose.

“You know Candy, sometimes a girl has to use ‘her stuff’ to humiliate boys like that and make sure they never hurt anyone like that again. Besides, you’re eighteen and I think it’s time you explored your sexuality a bit. Come to think of it, it’s been ages since I’ve had a date myself, and I think it’s time I got back into the scene. I know! How would you like to go out with me sometimes and see what we can get?” She said with a sly smile.

“I’d love to do that mommy,” I said. I thought that would be very cool to bring men back to the house and have our way with them!

“Here honey,” she said. “Let’s have a cigarette and talk. Would you like a glass of wine?”

I thought that was so cool, drinking wine, dressed up in my sexiest outfit, smoking and drinking wine with mommy in our living room. “Mommy,” I said, can I ask a favor of you?”

“Sure honey, what is it?”

“There’s a hoe down at school Saturday night, and that’s when I plan to do my nasty thing with the big oaf Paul. Only if I wear my auburn wig, he’s liable to recognize me. Would you be able to get me a long, black-haired wig to wear? I’ll pay you back. This month, I had to pay my car insurance.”

Mom was really cool, and she said, “Of course, sweet heart. Mommy wants her little smoky slut to look really beautiful for her ‘coming out’ night,” and she laughed.

“Great, thank you mommy. You’re the best,” and I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.

“Now one more thing,” she said. We need to get you a sexy country outfit. I’ll spring for that too. Okay?”

“Great mommy! Thanks.”

At the last meeting with my girlfriends before the dance, we each showed off what we’d be wearing, and I think I looked better than all of them!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Five

_____________________________

____


My friends and I took two cars. I rode with Tina and Kylie. “So, what are you gonna do with Paul?” Kylie asked.

“Humm, well the first thing is my introduction. Maybe Kylie, you could introduce me as your cousin Candy from Atlanta. Just so we get our stories straight, I go to Jonesboro Community College and I’m a freshman. How does that sound?” I asked.

“It sounds totally evil, Candy. So where will you take the dumb jock?”

“I haven’t really thought about that yet,” I said.

Of course, when we walked into the school gym, the DJ was playing a Taylor Swift song, and everybody was dancing and looked like they were having a really good time. Of course, officially there was no alcohol, but there was plenty of that and other stuff if you knew where to look for it and who to get it from.

Lots of cowboy hats, cool alligator boots, jeans, the whole country thing was there. Of course, Paul and his dummy friend Cliff were there, and they had their share of Jock groupies around them, especially now that Paul was going to be a Georgia State Panther. Cliff was going to Duke, he had some brains, and no doubt he’d be butting heads with Paul at some point. Maybe they’d knock each other out. That would almost make me want to follow college football.

Cliff still had a thing for Sue, and he was talking to her over in a corner. By the looks of it, Sue was looking disinterested and probably trying to get away from him; that day in the school cafeteria made her decision for her. Debbie was with Marty Kendall, a cool guy who I liked. He was always nice to the “Spencer me” and didn’t care about my appearance or the gay vibes I gave off.

Speaking of which, I had decided that once I was out of high school I would transition to a transgender female, chemically; I liked the idea of having a cock – surprise!! Ha, hah! I didn’t care much for the word “transgender.” I studied Thai culture a bit and I was comfortable being referred to as a “shemale.” I was infatuated with the whole culture, and decided that if I had the opportunity to study abroad (providing mommy let me), I would go to Thailand to “spread my wings” a bit.

Also, I got all the girls smoking Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. They are all cool with the idea of being smoky sluts. So many guys have smoking fetishes, that it’s so easy to wrap them around my fingers! I think Paul does too. I’ll soon find out.

Three of my friends were outside the gym smoking, and I was inside looking at Paul over with his groupies. Kylie turned to me and said, “It’s now or never Candy, you ready?”

“Sure, let’s go,” I said as we walked over to where the ape, Paul and his buddy Cliff were standing.

“Hi guys.” Kaylie said, interrupting a conversation Paul was having with a couple of bubbleheads.

Paul, drink in hand, turned to us and said, “Hi Kylie, who’s this?”

“Paul, I’d like you to meet my cousin Candy. She goes to Jonesboro Community.”

At the prospect of scoring with a beautiful college girl, older than him, his eyes widened up. I was wearing a white cowboy hat, and alligator boots that mommy had bought me, along with a with a long sleeved white blouse with western frills that I tied up in front, showing my navel. My voice was my “Candy voice,” and it was good enough, so Paul didn’t suspect a thing.

“Nice to meet you Candy,” Paul said, a bit nervous. “Would you like to dance?” (I didn’t tell him my last name which was Lane. That’s kind of funny – “Candy Lane!”).

“Sure I would.” I could tell that Paul was probably dripping pre cum into his boxers. He couldn’t take his eyes off of me. As Candy, the slutty version of me, I was very horny, and the gaff I had under the pouch of my G-String was hiding my very hard cock.

We started dancing, to guess what? Another Taylor Swift song. We were dancing slow and since Paul was about six foot three, he towered over me. I placed my arms around his shoulders and was very turned on by his muscles. Our waists were touching, and I could feel his boner underneath, just waiting to come out. By the size of it, I’d say he was at least eight inches. Not bad. The silicone dildos that mommy had bought for me were different sizes. So while I was virgin, I um, was experienced – in a way.

I was surprised at how much I wanted this dumb jock. He was breathing heavy like he was on the football field. I was pleased at the effect I had on this guy. I took the initiative and looked up at him and kissed him hard on the mouth, smearing my cherry lipstick all over his mouth. He was into it, and slid his tongue on top of mine, sliding it back and forth. It was the longest kiss I ever had - longer than Jay Stewart back in seventh grade even.

We parted lips, and I was still grinding my hips into his, and I could swear his boner was quivering with horny expectation.

“You’re something else Candy. Don’t you have college boyfriend somewhere?”

I laughed, and looked up into his eyes. “No I don’t. I like strong football men.” That got to him right away – bullseye in the ego.

“Uh, maybe there’s somewhere we can go,” I said.

A big grin crossed his face. “As a matter of fact, I do have a place. My Winnebago is parked in the lot.”

That was a pleasant surprise. “Oooh, I like that.”

The man brought his own pad on wheels, I thought with as much lust as I could muster. I was determined to flip this guy’s world around.

“Well then little cowgirl, what are we waiting for? Let’s go.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Six

_____________________________

____


As soon as we got outside I lit a cigarette. He just stared, mesmerized at my smoke coming out in a thin stream above his head. “If you don’t mind Paul, I’d like to finish this before we go inside.”

“Be my guest,” he said. “I think you’re very cool. I like you. This could be the start of something really amazing.” If he only knew. So we just shot the shit a little while as I smoked, and I realized he’s about as boring as he is dumb. But my horniness was overpowering. I took a last drag, and outside the Winnebago, I grabbed him by the shirt close to me and kissed him again, while grabbing his balls.

He opened the door to the camper with his back to the door, facing me and he walked backwards up the stairs with me hanging onto him literally.

As soon as we were in, I pushed him down on the small bed inside and undid his belt, pulled down his zipper, and his pants were dangling around his ankles. I pulled his boxers to the side and a gynormous, fleshy cock popped out. It had to be ten inches at least. I wasted no time, and became the good little slut that mommy wanted me to be, and I put the first cock of my life up to my cherry painted lips. He did a soft moan, and threw his head back.

I was on my knees in front of him and I closed my lips around the head of it, and used my wet tongue to circle the head of his cock. I had seen enough videos and practiced with enough dildos to know what to do. As the inside of my mouth got wetter and wetter, I now had my mouth down half of his shaft. I squeezed my lips even tighter and felt his hands pressing on my wig drawing my chin right into his hairy ball sack. I went faster and faster and tasted a sweet/salty mix of fluid I knew to be his pre cum. I didn’t want him coming in my face – this time – I wanted him to fuck me from behind.

I pulled my mouth off abruptly. “What the fuck Candy?” he said, confused and I think a bit annoyed.

“Simple Paul, I want you to fuck me, while you’re so damn hot and hard!”

“Yeah, now you’re talkin’ darlin’” He grabbed for the front of my jeans.

“Hold on a second there, big fella. I have a surprise for you.”

He stared at me like a puppy waiting for a treat. I undid my wide cowboy belt, and pulled down my jeans, showing the pouch of my G-String, then I turned around and pulled the pink G-String out from between my butt cheeks, and exposed my cherry “bussy” for him to see.

“Jumpin’ Jupiter Candy, you’re fucking wild, you know that!??”

I got down on my knees and reached for my black leather bag, pulling out a tube of K-Y Jelly. I reached behind me and rubbed some on his cock, careful not to allow him to jizz, and then I put a generous amount on my cherry bussy.

“Think you can handle me. Cowboy?” I said.

“Damn straight I can!”

Before I knew it, I felt a fleshy helmet knocking at my door. He played at the entrance making me crazy. He rubbed his cock from my hole almost to my ball sack, which was hidden from view nicely. I stiffened, shaking. I never had the real thing before, and this was great. More than I expected from Paul. He drilled deeper inside me, moaning and telling me how tight and good that felt.

I absolutely loved the sensation; it’s an acquired taste you know. He went faster and faster, and made his cock go round and around, like a wooden mixing spoon. I had my mouth open in a silent scream and my eyes closed. Faster and faster he went. I tuck my hand under the front of my panties and grabbed my gurl cock and stroked it. He hit the spot just right and I shot a big wad of cum into my gaff. It must have turned him on too because the next thing I knew, I felt the liquid warmth of his cum filling up the inside of my hole.

His jizz was dripping down my butt cheeks, there was no place else for it to go. He pulled out of me and the next thing I felt was him licking the cum off my butt, and his tongue entering my bussy, driving me crazy for more. I fantasized about a whole line up of guys waiting to fuck me. Someday I thought, someday.

He stuck his tongue deep inside me, thoroughly eating me out. It was more than incredible.

He pulled out and spun me around, and kissed me hard. I could taste his jizz from his mouth that he just licked off me. I was still horny as fuck, and I needed more. This was the time I thought.

“Whoa girl, I see you squirted too. Guess I turn you on, huh?”

“Oh Paul, you have no idea. Now it’s my turn.”

“Whaddya’ mean?”

I was on my knees, and I looked him right in the eyes. Just in case I got a bad response to what I was about to do, I had my bag open so I could reach for the can of Mace that mommy had bought for me. I pulled my panties to the side, revealing my fleshy, and very hard, sticky cock.

Paul’s eyes opened wide, and he said nothing. Then, he smiled and said, “goddamn, this is my lucky day baby!”

I looked puzzled for a second then I understood. He turned around and next thing I knew I was looking at his big ass. He didn’t have to say anything else about it, but what he did say was, “don’t tell your cousin Kylie anything about this, okay Candy? There are some things I enjoy that are very private, understand?”

“Oh yes Paul, I sure do!”

I took the tube of K-Y from the floor of the camper and rubbed it on my still very hard gurl cock, and a nice helping on his ass. When I stuck my finger inside of him, he moaned with delight. I was guessing, correctly it turned out, that this wasn’t his first rodeo.

I was dripping pre cum I wanted it so badly. I stuck my cock inside his “bussy,” and it felt so fucking wonderful. I was a virgin no longer. I loved fucking guys. I never even thought about pussy, although I could if I wanted to one day.

Now I was half way inside him and going faster with each thrust. He moved his ass up to me and met my thrusts with his. I grabbed his hips with my palms flat and went faster and faster. He started stroking his cock too. I came inside him, and felt the warmth of my own jizz surround me. It just made me go even faster. He let out a large “Ahhhhh,” and he shot a big load into his hand. I saw his cum dripping out from between his fingers.

When I pulled out, I grabbed his hand and licked the sweet jizz off his hand. Then we kissed some more for a spell. We would fuck and suck a few more times that night, but the surprise was now to come.

I looked at him.

“What. Did I do something wrong Candy?”

I lit a cigarette, and he said nothing about smoking in his Winnebago. Instead he asked me for a cigarette. So I gave him one and lit him up.

I answered him in my Spencer voice. “Do you recognize me now big boy?” just in case, my hand was near my bag with the Mace hidden from view.

“Holy shit! Holy shit! Spencer Lane????”

“No Paul tonight it’s ‘Candy,’ ‘Candy Lane.’”

He looked at me stupefied. I then smacked him across the face. He flinched, holding his cheek. “What the fuck did you do that for?”

“That was for all the shitty bullying you did to me in school, and what you said about my stepmom, you big dummy.”

He shook his head, like now he understood. Then he smiled.

“Okay, so I suppose we’re even then, right?”

I looked at him and smiled. “Yes, I guess so.”

“So since you don’t really go to college out of town, can we do this again? I really enjoyed you tonight.” Well, it seemed there was some civility in this guy anyway. I realized that the macho bully thing was just an act after all.

“Yeah, you know, I enjoyed it too, very much. Of course we can see each other. We can even date openly. No one in school knows my secret.” I lied. Of course my girlfriends would know, and they would certainly know about what just happened inside this camper. I was thinking of all the fun we could have here.

“Yeah, you know we can go anywhere with this thing. Shit, you’re better than any girl – er, I mean . . .” I cut him off.

“I know what you mean. I think this could be the start of something really good. We laughed, kissed, and fucked some more.

Five Years Later

So, now here I am where I started, shopping in Walmart. I told you my story. Of course, Paul and I dated for a while, and now and then when he comes to town we go out. But, since I graduated from college I’ve led a very active social life.

Now, are you still watching my ass wiggle as I walk down the aisle of the store? I have to get out of here soon, I’m double dating with mommy and her boyfriend tonight. Oh! Paul is in town.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this sexy little tryst!

Tell me what you would like to read about, and I will do my best to accommodate, dear readers!

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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