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Chapter One

______________________________

____________

Weekly Report


Igot married young, and for what I thought was love - two mistakes right there. Actually three, if you consider the institution of marriage to be a mistake, which I do. Because I thought I was in love, I married Buster Conforti. Now I earn considerably more than Buster, and it’s because of my income that we have the lifestyle, and magnificent house that we do. Buster is a salesman in a big appliance chain store, and I am the CFO of a large banking institution in the city.

Buster doesn’t attract me sexually; maybe, just maybe long ago he did, but he doesn’t do it for me now, and I have a CRAZY sexual appetite. Yup, I’m a slut, got the looks to go along with it, I dress like one, and rub it in Buster’s face. Why? Because I get my kicks from it, and - I can!

Usually to work I wear a short business suit, open white blouse, with four-inch stiletto heels, straps around my ankles, and a G-String under my skirt. I have a black laced bra whose top shows underneath the open buttons of my blouse. I have an ass that wiggles while I walk, and I know that all the guys in the office are staring at me whenever I walk past them.

When I do my boss on the large desk in his office, which happens spontaneously throughout the work week, I pull out all the stops and really let go. The other people in the office know what’s going on, but no one says anything; they wouldn’t dare.

Last week, James Kenefick, the thirty-year old Black CEO, called me into his office to go over the quarterly reports. The guy has a stone-sculpted six-pack, powerful arms, skinny waist, and intense, deep brown eyes that bore a hole into me and turn my legs into jelly. He’s an ex-combat Marine Gunnery Sergeant, is driven to succeed and happens to love fucking me.

“Lynn, these numbers are terrific. You keep going with work like this, your bonus will be huge come Christmastime!”

Today I wore my favorite canary yellow business suit. I looked at him with wide, “innocent eyes” (part of the game), and bent over the desk to him while he was seated in his swivel chair; my cleavage visible with moist little beads of sweat dripping down between my boobs. My dark, long, luscious black hair fell down the front of my face as I leaned over him, and I said: “Will my huge bonus be as big as your fat, delicious, black cock??” Then I batted my eyelashes which always drove him wild.

He reached out to touch my hair falling down my chest, and moved it aside, while I moved in closer to kiss him. I started with a little tease, backing off, and then going all in, my tongue wrapping around his, and a tight seal formed with our lips. I broke off to walk around him slowly, cat-like, thrumming my long, painted nails on the desk, and sat on his lap facing him.

I could see that eight-inch thick black cock tenting through his suit, and I grabbed it with my long, cherry-painted fingernails. He moaned and I knew there was some pre-cum forming like a little drop of dew on the tip of it. I opened my blouse a few more buttons, and moved my laced bra to the side, and let him suck on and bite my tits, which drove me crazy. I also undid his fly, and let my fingers gently stroke the tip of his cock.

He was breathing heavy, the door was locked, he left instructions not to be disturbed, so the conditions for our little tryst were perfect. The fact that James was a succulent hunk of a man was great, I loved it, but even if he was less than, I couldn’t help myself. I was just a ravenous cum slut.

I pushed his boxers aside and grabbed my fingers (tried to) around the magnificent girth of that pounding, black, fleshy monster, got off his lap, on my knees, and placed the whole tip of his cock in my mouth. It practically filled the whole space between my wide open lips. My tongue played with the tip of his cock, going around it like a paint brush. He moaned,and I tasted the pre-cum coming out.

I was craving it, hungry for it. Now I took the whole of it in my mouth, my tonsils getting tickled by his tip. His balls were soon slapping up against my lips. Speaking of which, I grabbed them between my fingers causing his body to stiffen.

My G-String panties were soaked through and through, my juices dripping down the sides of my legs. My pussy was tingling, contracting. I was trapped between my desire to fuck him or finish the blowjob.

My head almost flew back, pushed by a tsunami of cum that shot out of his cock. It was warm, comforting, and tasted sweet, salty. I couldn’t help the cum dribbling down my chin, his cock was too massive for anything else, and kept pulsating, shooting jizz each time.

“You love being treated like a filthy cum-slut, don’t you Lynn?” he said gruffly. He grabbed the back of my hair and pulled me off his cock, the last few convulsions of his orgasm squirting jets of cum onto my face, eyeshadow, and cheeks. He grinned at me; my eyes misted over from desire and the jizz in them. My mascara ran, I was a hot mess, and I loved every minute of it.

Now came my favorite part. James swung me over his lap, pulling my skirt down, my ass bare except for the thin, pink neon string running between the crack in my ass. He smacked me a couple of times - his punishment for being a dirty little office slut.

“I should turn you over to the guys in the mailroom,” he said with a malevolent glee.

“I wish that you would!” I wasn’t kidding.

After several more smacks (which I’m sure were heard outside his office) I could feel his cock getting hard again against my tummy. My hunger returned. I knew what he liked, and I was used to it.

I pushed his swivel chair away and lie face down on his desk, my ass high in the air. I pushed my G-String away and cried out, “Fuck my ass James! Do it now, punish me. I’ve been a very naughty girl and I deserve it!”

“With pleasure madame,” James said. He spit on his hands and rubbed it over my asshole, causing my tummy to clench up in anticipation of what was coming next.

He simply pushed my G-String over and I felt the tip of that monster cock gently nudging my puckered cherry. He slathered his cock with some of my juices that were dripping down my leg, and jerked himself, becoming super hard. He drilled me, and let out a groan of pleasure. He’s fucked me like that many times, but in the beginning it always made me clench my teeth, in a mix of both pain and sheer delight.

He went in and out, gasping, “Lynn, you’re so fucking tight, it’s sooo good.” I was sopping wet, and I was sticking two fingers in and out of my pussy, running them down my whole length from top to bottom. Now I played with my stiff, knobby clit, squeezing it between my two fingers like a rubber band, each time a bolt of electricity coursing through my body.

His speed picked up in time to what I was doing, and my body arched and stiffened. I squirted over his desk and the carpet on the floor in front of his chair. Now he came again, blowing a hot load all the way up my ass. My pleasure was indescribable, getting it from both ends at once. What a lucky girl I am I thought.

We were so used to the routine, that I simply got dressed, and didn’t even bother to do my makeup. My nicely pressed yellow business suit was rumpled, and my long, black hair was a disheveled mess, and a seedy mix of mascara, eyeshadow and jizz smeared the collars of my blouse. I loved leaving James’s office like that, parading through the office and passing the work cubicles looking like the slut I was, getting stares from both the men and the women.

There was a little wet stain in the front of my short skirt, and it didn’t take a genius to see what I’ve been up to. By the way, I’ve got the boss wrapped around my little finger, or clit, depending on your point of view. Now was my favorite part of the day. I got to go home and rub my activities, literally, in the face of my poor excuse of a husband.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

______________________________

____________

Flaunting It


Speaking of whom, when I went home, Buster was sitting in the kitchen doing shit on his iPhone. “Hi honey, how was your day?” he asked me.

“Oh you know, the usual. Made a ton of money for the firm last quarter, due for a nice Christmas bonus.”

“Really? That’s great.”

“Yeah, I’m thinking of going to Aruba with Ginny, my best friend and lover from the office. She’s divorced and constantly asking me why I don’t get one. The answer, my dear, is that I love torturing you!”

Buster knows about Ginny - sometimes I’ll spend nights over at her apartment, or she’ll stay over here with me, and he also knows about my flings with James. The latter, I enjoy throwing up in his face - literally, as you’ll soon see.

“Oh, well, that’s nice. When are we going to go on a trip?”

“Hah! And do what Buster? Am I supposed to pretend to be satisfied with that pitiful excuse for a cock of yours? “

“Lynn, is sex the only thing you think a marriage is?”

I laughed. “It’s a major thing Buster, but there are just two problems: First, you can’t satisfy me, and two, I wasn’t built for monogamy. There. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

Deflated and dejected, he said, “I just thought we could have a good time sight-seeing and stuff, is all. I was thinking about Portugal and Spain.”

“Oh really? And with whose money? I know you can’t afford it on your salary. You’d have to sell air conditioners to the entire Borough of Queens for that to happen; and even if you did, you’d still come up short!”

“I was just asking, no need to get upset.”

“Upset? Wanna know why I’m upset? It’s because I have to come home to such a dull, sexless wimp every day, that’s why I’m upset. Look at me,” I said, turning my slutty self around in front of him.

“What do you see? I’ll tell you. You see a woman who just got off really good from a huge, wonderful stud, that you couldn’t even come close to matching!”

I stuck my cummed-on face right up to his nose, so he could smell James’ jizz on me. I took a couple of steps back so he could get a good luck at my face, with all the makeup smeared and running. He couldn’t help but noticed my rumpled business suit and ruined blouse as well. He just sat there with a dejected expression. I almost felt sorry for the chump.

“Now don’t look so down Buster, I have a nice weekend planned for us,” I said.

“You see, my best friend from work - Ginny, wants to come over to the house and “play” on Saturday.” Ginny and I like to have Buster to ourselves, to humiliate and abuse every so often. He’s become a part of our routine, but lately, we’ve been getting a bit bored with it.

Buster does have somewhat of a sex drive, and occasionally I’ll throw him a bone, in the form of a blowjob, rarely, (which I consider charity). I mostly do it out of boredom. I love to play games with Buster. Sometimes I’ll have him suck on my toes, or open his mouth and become a human ashtray for me, or even get on all fours and walk around tied to a leash around his scrawny little neck. Saturday night however, I had something much more devious in mind. Something that he will never suspect and never see coming. I get chills just thinking about it!

In case you’re wondering why a grown man like Buster would put up with our fun is simple: financial. You see, since I’m the big breadwinner of the household, he has little say in the matter. Anything he spends on; he has to ask for my permission first. His salary all goes into our joint account which I have complete control over. So, he’s mine, to do with as I please when I please.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

________________________________________

_________________

Girly Games


After work one day, I decided on my plan to spice things up a bit at home, and I went shopping for Buster. I picked out a nice, skimpy schoolgirl, sissy outfit for him: A really short, plaid, miniskirt, a long, starched, white blouse, with a padded laced bra, “Buster Brown” shoes (a perfect play on his name - a bit ironic, right?), and sheer black, nylon pantyhose with straps to a girdle that was open in the front. Of course I also bought a black G-String, and a tiny chastity cage for his little cock.

That might be a bit painful for him in case he gets hard, but I really don’t care. I also got a long black wig with a part in the center for him that I braided on the sides in two pigtails. Naturally, I planned to do a fabulous, slutty makeup job on him, with eyeshadow, eyeliner, heavy mascara and last but not least, the painted fingernails.

So Saturday rolled around, and I laid out all of the things I bought for Buster in my bedroom (we sleep in separate bedrooms).

I neglected to mention that I like to bring random guys home to fuck around with, and have Buster fetch drinks and sometimes cook dinner for us. I ran some errands earlier in the day, and when I came home at four o’clock, I found him in the living room watching the Mets game.

“Hi Buster. Tonight I have Ginny coming over. We’re going to have loads of fun, and then, we have a ‘mystery guest’ coming over! Now doesn’t that all sound exciting for you? I know I’m excited, and so is Ginny!”

Buster looked at me with a blank expression. God, he is so . . . pathetic? Dumb? Yeah, both. I told Buster that tonight he was truly going to become a real sissy, and had no say in the matter. The lack of protest from him had me wondering. Did he really like the idea of what was about to happen? He had no idea of the actual plan.

I led Buster into my bedroom, and showed him all his clothes on the bed. “Isn’t this exciting?” I said. “You’re about to embark on a new adventure. I think you might like it, well, except for this maybe.” I held up the chastity cage for him to see. His hands went to his balls right away. The poor thing looked terrified.

So without any protest from my little soon-to-be sissy husband, I had Buster all made up and ready to go about seven o’clock that night.

“So my sweet sissy,” I said demeaningly, “are you ready to entertain Ginny and me this evening?”

“Yes Lynn, I am,” Buster said. I wondered if any part of him truly enjoyed these games we played with him.

Ginny was the more aggressive of the two of us, and when she came over at eight o’clock, she noticed Buster right away. “Lynn, you did such a lovely job on Buster tonight, he’s really a turn on. I want him first!”

“Well thank you dear, I try you know.” Both of us burst out laughing, and came upstairs to the master bedroom suite; Buster in tow.

“Buster, sit down on the love seat like a good little sissy, and no touching your cock!” I said. “Got it?”

“Yes Lynn.”

“No Buster, you say ‘Yes, MISTRESS Lynn!’

“I’m sorry, ‘yes Mistress Lynn.’”

“That’s much better,” I said.

“Lynn, I can’t get over how feminine Buster looks. You really do know how to do this the right way!”

I gave Ginny a big, wet kiss. “Thank you honey; I try.”

Ginny and I loved to play little games with some sex toys. The two of us had large dildos that attached to our fronts with a belt. The dildos were a very realistic grade of silicone, vibrated, and were full of a lubricant. The back end of each dildo had a little “cock” attached, so that when we thrusted, the back end of the dildo would penetrate us, so we could get off too, the selfish sluts that the two of us were.

Ginny and I started kissing in full view of Buster; the two of us standing on the side of the bed. Ginny looked really amazing. She was a natural redhead with green eyes, wearing a pale blue blouse and blue jeans, and a sexy white laced bra underneath, showing her gorgeous cleavage. Before we started kissing, she loosened the belt of her jeans, and I loosened the belt of my black, satin skirt.

Ginny loved to lick my face all over and run the tips of her nails along the sides of my neck. It felt delicious. I stuck my fingers down the front of Ginny’s skirt, and found that she was already nice and wet. She began to moan as my two fingers went inside of her, causing her knees to buckle. I got my dildo out, and attached it to my belt.

We were kissing hard, and Ginny was now running her fingers down the front of my satin skirt, getting me all wet as well. I threw Ginny on the bed, face-up, and I straddled her, squeezing my silicone cock, getting it nice and slick. I would say that it was a pretty good imitation of James’s cock in length and girth as well.

“Fuck me hard Lynn, HARD!” Ginny said impatiently. How could I resist such a beautiful girl? I teased her at first, going in and out slowly, with just the tip at first, playing around at the entrance to her pussy. Then I pulled out completely, and ran the toy up and down the entire length of her outside, ramming her clit with it, the friction making her gasp.

Ginny grabbed me around the hips, forcing the dildo inside her, all the way, and then pulling me out. I wanted her to cum very badly this way, so I took over completely, biting and licking her tits as well. I increased my speed and Ginny let out a yell and squirted as she came. I moved that silicone cock like a mixing stick, all through her insides. At the same time, the end of it attached to my belt was entering me, getting me off as well.

I gushed like a waterfall; it didn’t take much from Ginny to do that to me. Both of us were steaming, and wet, now wondering what to do with Buster who was trying to rub himself through his chastity cage, a desperate look on his painted face.

It was me who took the initiative. “All right, Buster, you piece of suffering sissy meat; get on the bed now!” Ginny looked at me.

“You sure about this Lynn?” she said.

“Yes, of course I’m sure - he deserves it.” Ginny and Buster weren’t sure if I meant that in a benevolent or in a punishing way. They would both have to find out.

Buster obediently got on the bed, on his knees, his ass facing towards the foot of the bed where Ginny and I were standing.

“Now the name of the game we’re about to play is ‘Sissygasm.’ The first one of us to make the sissy cum, wins!”

“Oooh Lynn, this sounds like fun,” Ginny said, the both of us laughing now.

“You go first, Gin; you’re the guest,” I said. Then, as an afterthought I said, “and no touching yourself Buster. You have to get off without it!”

“Thanks Lynn, very hospitable of you,” Ginny said. “I guess that’s why I love you so much!”

Ginny was grinning like a Cheshire cat, really enjoying the work I did on Buster. She put the dildo on vibrate mode and gave it a little squeeze to get some lube out and rub it over the length of it. She squeezed out a bit more and rubbed it on Buster’s soon to be non-virgin asshole, or boy-pussy, even giving Buster a little bit of pleasure by sticking her lubed index finger into Buster’s asshole, which I’m sure he would appreciate soon.

Ginny played around, touching the end of Buster’s cherry with the tip, and then went inside about a thumbnail’s distance. He squealed in protest, but Ginny kept going in and out, maybe a quarter of the way. Soon, she was rocking back and forth, the end of the dildo strapped to her waist entering her pussy. Buster was making all sorts of noises, but Ginny kept going, adding to her pleasure. I guess it was like breaking in a horse. By the time the night was over I wanted Buster good and stretched.

I sat off to the side, on the love seat, sopping wet from watching Ginny and Buster, and I was driving my fingers up and down my wet snatch, on my way to bliss.

Ginny kept going until the back-action from the fake cock made her squirt all the way down her legs, and she stiffened from the intense orgasm. I was even a bit jealous of the sex toy!

As for Buster, he was quiet by that time. I wasn’t sure if he was even hard enough. Oh well, now it was my turn. I turned to Ginny who pulled out of schoolgirl sissy Buster. “So how was it?” I asked Ginny.

“Oh, it was great, but nothing compares to you Lynn.”

“Awwww that’s so sweet,” and I kissed Ginny. I knew she would be spending the night in my bedroom with me.

“Okay Buster, it’s time for round number two,” I said happily. I noticed that the front of his panties wasn’t even wet yet.

“Too bad you didn’t cum yet Buster,” I said feigning sympathy.

“Let’s see how I do!”

I took Ginny’s place on the bed behind Buster, lubing up my dildo and his ass again. I turned the dildo onto the high speed vibration. I wasn’t as gentle with Buster as Ginny was, because after all, she had “broken his cherry.”

This time Buster didn’t make a sound as I penetrated him, going all the way in at first. I pounded him really hard because I knew that I would come much faster. As I continued, Buster started to moan; first quietly, then much louder. Maybe the sissy was enjoying this after all.

I was dripping a lake, and I glanced over at Ginny who was now seated on the love seat next to the bed and fucking herself with the business end of the dildo which she was working very hard. Buster and I were turning her on something fierce.

I stiffened at the sight of Ginny, and I felt myself squirt, some of it landing on Buster’s ass. He was moaning, but just as with Ginny, he didn’t have his sissygasm. The front of his G-String was still dry.

“Buster,” I said. “We don’t have a winner yet. The idea is that you’re supposed to come without touching yourself through the cock cage. You look so pretty it’s a shame!”

In a very obsequious tone, Buster said, “Of course Mistress Lynn, I’ll try hard to do better next time.”

“Good, because you’ll have another chance . . . soon.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

_________________________________________

________________

We have a Winner


About eleven o’clock the doorbell rang, and my “mystery guest” appeared. James, my boss with the Big, Black, Cock which I adored, graced the doorway with his presence. As soon as he stepped into the hallway, I was taken by those strong arm muscles and pulled into that wonderful six-pack of a chest of his. We kissed deeply, as if we hadn’t seen each other for a long time, but it was only yesterday that he pounded me mercilessly on his big desk in the office. After that, I did my best “slut walk of shame.” He was grinning and holding a bottle of wine.

“James,” I said looking at the bottle of Portuguese wine, “you didn’t have to get this. You’re so sweet. You do know that you can fuck me without getting me anything, right?”

He laughed. “I’m still a gentleman, and this is what gentlemen do. Now, is my surprise waiting and broken in upstairs?”

“Of course,” I said. “You wanted a sissy to fuck, and that’s what you’ve got. Ginny and I broke him in a bit for you, but I think you’ll find him deliciously tight. I think you’ll come quickly with him.”

“I’m curious Lynn, how did you get your husband to agree to this?”

“Agree? He doesn’t get to agree to anything! He’s my personal sex slave, and I can give him out to anyone I want, or as many as I want!”

James listened to my commanding tone with a bit of admiration. “Yes Ma’am!” He said with his proper military bearing. I was a bit surprised that fucking a sissy was a thing that such masculine men liked to do. I was very naïve about these things. I led James upstairs after placing the wine in the kitchen.

Ginny and Buster were both surprised as hell when James walked into my bedroom. Ginny knew about James’s and my relationship. She herself had fucked James numerous times, but as he told me, I was his favorite. Of course, I was the CFO of the company, which as far as James’s company went, stood for “Chief Fucking Officer.”

I looked at Buster for his reaction with delight. The last thing he expected to see was my boss standing there, looking him over like a toddler eager for a piece of candy. Well, I guess you could call Buster “ass candy” anyway.

“My my, Lynn - you really did a nice job on your husband if I say so.”

“Thank you James. I even think that he enjoys his new role.”

“Well,” James laughed. “He - or should I say she, is certainly going to have a lot to enjoy.”

I addressed Buster. “Buster, meet James, my boss. I think he may enjoy fucking you as much, if not more than me.”

“Why Lynn,” James said. “Do I detect a note of jealousy here?”

“No, not at all James. You had a wish, and I simply decided to give you a gift. You may do with him as you will. He already has his chastity cage on him. Ginny and I want to see if you can make him have a “sissygasm” without him touching himself. Do you think you can do that?”

“I’ll certainly give it my best shot.”

“Buster, brace yourself,” I said. “He’s all yours James.”

“Okay Buster, turn around and face me, on all fours.”

“Yes James,” Buster said obediently.

James had already taken his pants and boxers off, and was just wearing his button-down, white cotton shirt.

“I have to get in the mood first,” James said, like a pitcher warming up in the bull pen. Ginny and I watched, fascinated, sitting on the love seat, both of us bare from the waist down, and starting to kiss each other.

“Gimme a blowjob little girl!” James bellowed at Buster with his beautiful baritone voice.

James was on his knees and Buster lie down and got on his elbows. Even from a distance, the size of James’s big black cock, never ceased to amaze me. This would be a first for Buster, but he was like a pro. I was truly amazed. Now I had a live-in sissy for my repertoire to use with other guys or girls who liked that sort of thing.

James was leaning back on the bed on both his arms, and he stuck the tip of his massive cock against Buster’s painted face. He had barely touched Buster’s lips and he began licking James’s tip with his tongue.

“Ooooh, nice Lynn, you got him trained really good.”

“Enjoy,” I said. The sight was turning on Ginny and me, and we were touching each other’s pussies as we watched the events unfolding on the bed.

James put his cock deeper and deeper into Buster’s mouth, until Buster gagged which he quickly suppressed. He got James’s cock nice and slippery, the whole length in his mouth, and the girth stretching Buster’s lips wide. James now went in and out, his balls slapping Buster’s chin.

Buster grabbed James’s balls and held them with the tips of his fake fingernails. I was shocked. Buster was a real pro at this. Now James was growling that familiar growl of pleasure, which until now, I had experienced first-hand. He really seemed to be enjoying himself, getting head from a sissy.

Buster’s head was bobbing up and down and James was meeting him thrust for thrust. Soon James let out a huge sigh of pleasure, and Buster gagged slightly, some of James’s thick, hot jizz, rolling down Buster’s lips onto his chin. James pulled out quickly and shot the last of his load all over Buster’s painted face. He grabbed his cock with his steely grip as his cock was completely drained.

I gleefully watched my sissy husband take a cock in his mouth for the first time.

I handed James a cock ring from my dresser drawer and did the honors by placing it on him.

“Why thank you Lynn, you read my mind.”

“You’re very welcome my dear.”

Ginny was close to coming herself, her wet fingers taking over from mine. Now I gave Ginny a little “assist” by licking her pussy all over, playing with the tip of her clit with the tip of my tongue.

Without being told, Buster faced the head of the bed on his hands and knees, eager for what was to come next.

James was fueled up and ready to go again. He was still slick from Buster’s blow job, and he spit on his hand and rubbed it over Buster’s ass, which still had the lube from Ginny and me on it.

He wasn’t easy on Buster at all. This was the main event. “Now James,” I called out. “Your job is to make Buster have his very first sissygasm. I believe he’s ready. Isn’t that right Buster?”

“Yes, Mistress Lynn,” he said.

“Good. Well. Let the games begin,” I said.

James’s eyes were wide open, and he was looking forward to this for sure! He placed the tip of his cock gently against Buster’s ass, lining it up perfectly. Since he was already stretched by the large dildos of Ginny and me, it was very easy for James to penetrate him.

Buster began to moan, not from pain this time, but from pleasure. The little shit was actually enjoying himself. James certainly was. He went in and out until his balls were slapping Buster’s ass in a regular rhythm. “God Lynn, she’s so tight, it feels so good!”

James was rubbing the sides of his cock around the tight opening of Buster’s bussy giving himself extraordinary pleasure. He went as deep as Buster could take him, which was very deep indeed.

James went faster and faster and then Buster let out a moan, and his thick, gooey cum shot out from the cock cage, onto the bedsheet below him, the front of his G-String pulled away. This turned James on even more, and he came too, filling up Buster’s ass just as he had filled his mouth, with a second round of his hot, warm jizz. I could see James’s jizz dripping down Buster’s buttocks, and James kept going, still hard from the cock ring.

He pulled out of Buster, exhausted.

“Ladies and gentleman and sissy, I think we have a winner! James!” I said, whistling.

“Why don’t we have some of that wine Lynn, and then I can turn my talents onto you and Ginny. In fact, I may give your sissy husband another go around too.”

“That would be great James! I’ll bring the glasses up from the kitchen.”

“You know Lynn,” James said. “I think we might be able to use another secretary in the office.” James was looking over Buster carefully. “He looks really good dressed up. I mean, really good! What do you say Buster? You wanna come work at my company? You can think of my cock, which you seem to enjoy so much as a company benefit. What do you say?”

Buster was smiling. “I thought you’d never ask James. It sounds wonderful!”

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

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

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