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I WAS TERRIBLE AT SPANISH II. If I wasn’t, then there wouldn’t be much of a story to tell. I was in twelfth grade at Jackson High, and languages just weren’t my thing. In fact school wasn’t my thing, but I needed to pass Ms. Denardo’s Spanish class in order to graduate. MY career goals were to become a cop. I loved everything to do with Law Enforcement. My dad and his brother were both cops, and I can remember listening with awe to their stories when I was a kid. I’d need at least an Associate’s Degree to join the force. I got accepted to community college, but if I flunked out of senior year, I wasn’t going anywhere – I’d need a GED.

I failed the midterm, and was doing passably on the homework, and my class participation was so-so. So after the midterms were handed out I was shaking my head and packing up my backpack to leave when Ms. Denardo stopped me. “Jason, can I speak to you after class?” I knew what was coming, and it’s not like I didn’t deserve the dressing down I was sure to come, because I did. I took a deep breath after the class cleared out, and I made my way up to the front desk.

“Jason, I just don’t know what to do with you. You got a 55% on the midterm, and your homework is just passable. I’ve spoken with your guidance counsellor, and we’re trying to figure out how we can get you to graduate. You MUST pass this course!”

“So what should I do Ms. Denardo?” I said, more like a statement of surrender than a question. Now I have to say something about Ms. Denardo. I think one of the reasons for my poor grades was her. It wasn’t anything she did, but who she was. She was HOT – a thirty-two year old women who loved to dress provocatively for school and all the guys had a thing for her; at least I was terribly distracted. I mean, how could we not be? She always wore a tight blouse with the few top buttons undone which provided an incredible view of her breasts – today covered by a black laced bra.

Plus, she had crystal blue eyes and black hair that fell down into the cleavage between her breasts. Whenever we took her weekly quizzes and one of the guys had a question, which they always did, she bent over the desk very close and her perfume scent wafted up into our noses, and she gave us a tantalizing view of her breasts. When she walked away, we followed the wiggling of her ass as she sashayed back up to her desk. The girls smirked at us because they weren’t stupid.

She had to know what she did to us. The guys in her sixth period class all said the same thing. I always got nervous and sweaty when she came near me. I was no stud by any means. I barely even dated.

“Jason, can you see my problem? I really want you to pass, but you aren’t putting any effort in to pass this class. Unless you get 100% on the next three quizzes, I won’t have any choice but to fail you.”

My head hung down, all arousal gone because this was serious. She saw how pathetic I must have looked standing there by her desk. She sat back in her chair and thought a bit. The silence was deafening. Then she leaned forward, a bit of a smirk on her face. “You know Jason, I may have an idea – if you’re willing.”

“Sure Ms. Denardo, I’ll do anything. What have you got on your mind?”

She let out an airy laugh. “I’ll give you some personal tutoring. Or, I could have another one of my best students tutor you if you like, like Roger Davis. But his hours with you would be limited. I think if we work out a good schedule, you’ll learn from the best – me . . . now what do you say?”

I swallowed hard and didn’t know what to think! The hottest teacher in the school was going to give me private Spanish lessons, presumably outside of school. But I was shy and I played dumb, not getting carried away by unrealistic fantasies.

“Uhhhh, would this be after school hours? Or over my lunch break?”

“Neither” she said with a straight face. “You’ll have to come over to my apartment in town. This way there are no time constraints, and you’ll actually learn a thing or two.” Was I hearing correctly? Her apartment??? I wondered what she meant by ‘learn a thing or two.’ To think anything other than improving my Spanish would be crazy, right?

“Okay Ms. Denardo. If you think it will help me then I’ll come over.” The words ran out of me without really consciously thinking of what I was saying.

“Umm, Ms. Denardo. This might sound stupid, but there’s no charge for this right?”

She laughed loudly so hard that tears were coming to her eyes. “Jason, Jason, you must be kidding right? I’m doing this because I believe in you.” With that, she got up out of her chair and walked over to the door, which was closed. There was a small shade over the window which she pulled down, and placed a sign which she hung on the outside doorknob. It read TESTING SESSION IN PROGRESS. Then she faced me and slowly placed her hand under the waist of her clingy, black leather skirt. She looked at me and bit her bottom lip as her hand went up and down over her privates. She shook her head, throwing her long, black hair behind her and biting her lower lip. Then she spread her legs apart and began to moan. She suddenly opened her eyes and stared at me.

“I love taking shy, innocent boys and flipping their worlds upside down, Jason.” Before I could say anything, she walked towards me, her heels clacking on the linoleum tile floor. She threw her arms around me and began kissing me hard on the lips, her tongue twirling with mine and breathing hard. My cock was beginning to pulse, and she pressed her waist up against me and rubbed it through my pants with her body. I could feel a drop of pre cum leak out into my boxers. If my friends could only see me now; what would they think?

She stepped away and loosened her belt and unzipped her skirt. Then she took a glistening finger and placed it between my lips. I could smell the heady, musky scent of a woman in heat and in need of being pleased. She parted my lips and moved it around the inside of my mouth. I had never done anything like this before – been so close to a woman.

That only increased my desire to kiss her more, and so we did. Her mouth covered mine entirely – our teeth even touched. Her tongue swept the entirety of my mouth, and my cock was pulsating.

“Now Jason, I want you to fuck me,” she said as she pulled away from me. Her hand went back down her half-opened skirt, and she began fingering herself again, whispering, “I’m SO . . . FUCKING . . . WET JASON.”

She slipped out of her skirt and hot pink satin thong, showing her glistening pussy with her juices flowing down the insides of her thighs. Taking me by my belt, she pulled me into her, and undid my buckle, and opened my jeans, pulling them down around my knees. Then she hopped on top of her desk, facing me with her legs spread apart. She grabbed hold of my cock and pulled me closer into her, touching the tip of my cock to her pussy. She placed her arms around my shoulders for support and leaned backwards. I bent forward a little and entered her. Up until this minute I was a virgin and eager to do anything she wanted me to do.

My heart was throbbing as she guided my cock inside her. I entered with just my tip, and she backed up a bit, teasing me, so I just came out a little. Then she took a deep breath, and put me in all the way. The silky, wet smoothness of her was too much to bear and I leaked more precum as I began thrusting harder and harder inside of her.

She began rocking on the table and met my thrusts. I could control myself no longer and I exploded inside of her. I came three times, each time greater than the last – she had awakened something within me that I never knew existed before. She screamed as she reached her climax, fingers digging into my shoulders. I kept going, because my cum added to her copious flow. Her thrusting slowed down, and she pulled me out of her, still kissing me.

She purred. “Jason, you are absolutely incredible. I should just pass you now!” she laughed. “But unfortunately I can’t.” She touched my nose with the tip of her finger. We’ll start our lessons this Saturday. I hope you don’t have anything planned for the day, now do you??” It was more like an order than a question.

“Oh, of course not Ms. Denardo,” I said.

“Please Jason, call me Melissa.”

“Okay, Melissa. Just tell me where to be.”

“That’s a good boy. Open your phone and I’ll give you all the information you need. You do drive, don’t you?”

“Of course.”

“Oh, one other thing. You can’t mention any of this to your friends, understand?”

“Oh don’t worry about me. This stays between us.” She smiled at me and that was that. I couldn’t wait for Saturday.
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SATURDAY COULDN’T HAVE ARRIVED FAST ENOUGH. I must have jerked myself off at least ten times until then. I had to be at her place at seven o’clock, and I was ready by five. It was a fifteen minute drive from my apartment to hers. I had my Spanish text and my laptop with me. I had a feeling that I wouldn’t need either one. One thing gnawed at me; why me? There were a few others I knew of who were in trouble in Spanish class. So why was I the one she singled out for “preferential “treatment? I had to ask her.

She lived on the second floor of a four story apartment building; certainly fancier than mine. I took the elevator up and walked down the carpeted hallway to her door.

“Well hello there Jason. You are prompt at least, always the first one to arrive in class,” she said smiling as she opened the door. “Well just don’t stand there – come in. I don’t bite,” she said playfully. So I came inside and looked around. The furnishings were nice, and the doorway opened up to a big living room. Off to the side was a modern kitchen and a hallway that I assumed led to the bedroom.

As soon as I threw my jacket off on the sofa, she came up to me, pressing against my waist and began kissing me. It was like we picked up where we left off in the classroom. She teased me and grabbed my crotch, purring as she felt my enormous hard on. Suddenly, she came off me. “Oh, where are my manners? Let me hang your coat up. Would you like a drink? Beer? Wine? Soda? I have everything.”

“Uh, sure. I’ll take a beer.”

“You are eighteen?” she said, just making sure she wasn’t doing anything illegal.

“Of course. I turned eighteen in January.”

“Good. At least that’s out of the way.”

“Melissa, can I ask you a question?”

“Shoot.”

“I was just wondering. Out of all the guys in the class, why am I the one you want to um, tutor?” She laughed.

“Jason, Jason. I see something special in you that I like. I enjoy young men with a ‘flair,’ and I think you have that.” 

I let a moment of silence go by, taking her comment for what it was worth. I didn’t question her anymore.

She smiled, turned around and went to the kitchen and brought back two bottles of beer. She handed me mine, and with a bottle opener, took off both caps. “Now let’s drink a toast. To quality learning,” she said, holding up her bottle, to which, I held mine up.

“To quality learning,” I answered. Her body touched mine on the sofa which got me even harder. She was wearing tight jeans a low-cut yellow camisole which revealed her enormous cleavage. Her deep green eyes sparkled in the light of the room, and her long, black hair shone, falling over her cleavage.

So I had, according to Melissa, “a flair,” whatever that meant. We continued to drink our beers, and I took a deep breath and told her, “I brought my laptop and the textbook with me.”

“Jason, it’s great that you did, but I don’t think we’ll be needing those at least for this session anyway. When we toasted to ‘quality learning,’ I didn’t specify exactly what type of learning, now did I?”

That was a question that didn’t require an answer, because as naive as I was, I wasn’t stupid. She put her beer down on her table next to the sofa, and then took mine out of my hands and placed it next to hers. She pulled me up off the couch, and standing next to me we resumed kissing. She whispered in my ear, “C’mon, let’s go to my bedroom.”

She wasted no time and undid my belt and the snap on my jeans, her hands travelling down underneath my boxers. She grabbed hold of my cock and began stroking it. I leaked a bit of pre cum, and she took her finger out of my pants and put it up to her lips and moved her tongue around it. “Mmmm, you taste delicious Jason.”

Then she pulled my jeans down around my ankles with my boxers, and my cock was bouncing around in the air. She grabbed it in a fist and then got down on her knees and placed the tip of my cock between her lips, and stuck out her tongue and went around my tip like a paint brush. I was moaning, and she went farther down on me, and her mouth was nice and wet. She made a tight seal around the shaft of my cock as she went up and down my length. I was pressing my hand on the top of her head, and moving it up and down to her bobbing motion. I felt her teeth graze my shaft ever so gently which blew my fucking mind.

It didn’t take me long to blow the biggest load of cum in my life. She swallowed every drop and I shot out at least three times. It just made me go faster and faster inside her, and she kept sucking me – ravenous woman she was. She licked me clean and then came off me and stood up. She kissed me hard on my mouth and I got a good taste of my own cum.

Pulling away softly, she said, “You taste divine Jason. Your cum is so sweet, like a nectar. She threw her arms around my shoulders and kissed me some more. Smiling, she said, “Now I have some more lessons for you.” I said nothing, just watched as she went to her dresser drawers.

“How would you like to be ‘adventurous’ Jason. I told you I like to play little games with certain men. I’m very particular you know. I think you’ll enjoy this.”

She had an emerald green G-String in her hand. “What is that for Melissa???”

Laughing she said, “I enjoy men who like the ‘wild side’ shall I say.”

“You mean, you want me to put those on?”

“Smart boy you are Jason.”

“Wait a second Melissa! I’m not some sort of gay man!”

She cut me off with a brisk wave of her hand. “This is part of your lesson Jason. I didn’t say you were gay, unless you think you are, which is okay too.” What the fuck was she playing at here?

.

“Just do this for me, okay. Make me happy. I want to see you rub them on your face and inhale deeply.”

I said nothing for a minute, just standing there and holding the thong in my hands. “Melissa, I like this ‘thing’ we have but I just can’t do this!” I was adamant, but I was forgetting something important which she quickly reminded me of.

“Well if you don’t do this Jason, I’m afraid that I won’t be able to pass you in Spanish.”

“Are you serious?” I was shocked. What kind of a kinky, crazy woman was she. The expression on her face told me she was serious.

“Yes I am Jason. Now, do as I say. Who knows, you may enjoy it. I know I will.” And that was that. I had no choice but to play along.

She threw it to me, and I caught it with one hand. I did as she asked, and I rubbed it slowly upon my cheek. I inhaled deeply and it was Melissa’s pleasing scent. Strangely, as I was doing so I got a tremendous boner so soon after cumming in her mouth. She noticed as my pants were still around my ankles, and she smiled at me.

“Oh look! Someone’s having a nice time. Go ahead, slip out of your pants and put them on!”

What choice did I have? Besides, now I was curious. Plenty of guys do this stuff and aren’t gay, right? So I slipped out of my jeans and boxers and also took my shirt off. I placed the G-String on the floor and stepped into it. With Melissa watching intently, I slowly pulled it up my hairless legs and felt a cool tickle of smooth satin run through my lower body. Then I was in for a surprise when I settled the pouch around my junk. I stuck my hand down the front and, grabbing my cock, ran it over the inside of the silky pouch. I thought to myself Wow! Is this what girls feel whenever they get dressed? This is amazing. The smile slowly appearing on my face told Melissa everything she needed to know.

I watched her walk over to her closet and pick an outfit off a hanger. It was a one-piece tight fitting leather and nylon dress – a strapless affair. The breast cups pulled the flabby skin of my chest together and gave me the illusion of cleavage. My mind was swirling with very dirty thoughts, as if I had uncovered a secret treasure – a release, or some kind of new adventure. She was my guide, teacher and mentor.

“Now Jason, you really are starting to look like something! Follow me to the bathroom and I’ll do your makeup, and I have a perfect wig for you too.” I was into it, and just went along with the whole thing. I was curious. This was getting to be very exciting for me. I had to face facts. I would never be a “lady killer;” I never was.

Once inside the bathroom, she made me sit at the vanity table, facing to the side, away from the mirror. She stood in front of me and began applying makeup: the lip gloss, lip pencil, eyeshadow, and heavy mascara over my lashes. She had to shave my face. A five-o’clock shadow would have ruined everything. The last touch was fake nails – long, and bright cherry red, matching my lip gloss. She was just finishing up, little dabs of a cream and blush she worked into my face, and she told me in a singsong voice, “You can’t look yet Jason. Promise me you won’t! I’ll be right back.”

She was gone about two minutes, and I heard boxes shuffling. She came back into the bathroom holding a long, jet black wig that went down to my waist. Smiling, she placed it on my head after a latex wig cap and combed it out, fussing over me.

“Okay Jason, now you may look.”

I slowly stood up and faced the mirror. I could not believe who was staring back it me – “she” was gorgeous! But it wasn’t a she, it was a me . . .

“So, what do you think? How do you like the new you?”

“Well it’s different from  what I’m used to, I’ll tell you that.” I loved it. What’s the harm in a little “forbidden fun” anyway? As long as I passed Spanish, that was all I really cared about.

She faced me and ran her long, fingernails over my bare shoulders. “You look good enough to fuck Jason. Excuse me, I’ll be right back. I heard her talking on her cell phone.

“Sorry about that, I needed to make a call.”

“Now to complete the total slut picture, you have to smoke. I find that guys who love to cross dress also have a bit of a smoking fetish as well. Do you?”

I thought about it and she was right – I did have a thing for these women who smoked the long, all-white ladies cigarettes. There was something about being dressed myself that turned me onto it even more. Melissa pulled out a pack from her black leather bag on the carpet. She took out two, and ran one underneath her nose, slowly. “Ummm,” she cooed. I love smoking with a cross dressed guy. It’s such a turn-on.”

“Yeah, I suppose I do.” The cock bulging in my G-String confirmed my feelings. The leather of the skirt hid it from Melissa. I smoked in high school, and I kept my fetish under wraps for as long as I could. She lit me up right after her with a quick snap of her long, silver butane lighter. I hollow-cheeked the first drag and did a snap French inhale. Melissa looked impressed.

“Nice Jason! You even hold your cigarette like a girl,” she said nodding to my right hand. I held it low down between my index and middle finger. She came close to me and after taking a long drag of her own, she kissed me, exhaling smoke into my mouth. My cock was pulsating now. I was hooked. I had never even thought about this before.

Just then, Melissa’s doorbell rang. We broke apart and before she answered the door, she kissed me hard one more time. I heard muffled talking from the front. It sounded like another woman’s voice. I would know soon enough. When Melissa came to the bedroom door she was followed in by a tall red head in a stylish black leather bustier and a shapely midi-skirt that had a high slit up the sides. She wore lots of makeup – just as much as me, and she stood there with a hand on her hip smiling at me.

“Here’s where things get fun Jason,” Melissa said happily.
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“CINDY, THIS IS ‘JASMINE,’” MELISSA SAID, referring to me by a new name. I was surprised, but I kinda liked it. What the hell was she planning? I knew that asking would get me nowhere. In fact, it might even cause her to fail me in Spanish.

“Jasmine, meet Cindy. I told her all about you.”

“Wow Melissa, she’s even hotter than you said. Whaddya’ say Jasmine, you want to play a little bit?”

My eyes ran between Cindy and Melissa, and Cindy laughed. “I think our new girl is shy Melissa.”

“Yes she is. She’s new Cindy, so be patient. But I assure you she’ll be fun, and you can do anything you want with her. You see, Jasmine and I have an agreement of sorts.”

“Melissa you dirty little cunt! I should have known this wasn’t entirely voluntary,” Cindy said, and they both started laughing. “But that’s one thing I love about you Melissa.”

Cindy was a bit taller than me in her stiletto heels, and she picked my chin up with the tip of her finger. She moved in closer and began kissing me. She tasted of fresh cigarette smoke and cherry lip gloss. She was gentle and very titillating at first; teasing me with rubbing her lips over mine and then inserting her tongue into my mouth and wrapping it around mine. Her hand reached down to my waist and began rubbing the bulge of my cock, pressing hard to find it. She rubbed her hand so that the silky satin of my G-String would rub the base of my cock. I moaned.

“You see Jasmine,” Melissa said, “I have a thing for cross dressing sissy boys as you know. I also love to watch them . . . as they have sex with other . . . well, you’ll find out.”

Cindy broke away from me and said to Melissa, “Come on now Melissa, we don’t want to scare her now do we?”

“Oh I’m sorry Cindy, you’re right.”

They were speaking in a mystery language, and I had no idea what they were talking about. I would find out very soon. Cindy stepped away from me and lit a cigarette just like Melissa’s and looked at me with the cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips. Then she undid her shiny, black vinyl belt and unsnapped her skirt. She pulled her skirt down and stepped out of it. I could see a bulge coming from the center of her bright pink G-String. Holy shit! This “Cindy person” was a guy!! Or rather a shemale, or transgender woman. The G-String came down next and I was looking, or rather staring at the biggest, widest cock I had ever seen. It was at full attention.

Melissa clapped her hands. “Now Jasmine, mostly Cindy and I play together, but we’ve decided to add you to the mix. So here’s what I want you to do. Turn around so I can unzip your back a bit.”

I was in a trance, frightened, yet very curious. I stood still as Melissa slowly unzipped me, loosening the confining skirt around my legs and hips. She turned me around to face her and there was a look of pure lust in her eyes I had never seen before. “Now I want you to get on my bed on your knees and raise that tight little ass of yours high in the air.”

Cindy walked around to the front of me and had her cock bump my glossed lips. “Now Jasmine, let’s see if you’re as good as Melissa makes you out to be, okay?” She placed the tip of her cock between my lips, and I parted them gently to let it slip in. Instinctively, I began licking around the head, getting it nice and wet. Cindy gasped and sighed. She pushed in farther and then began thrusting. My mouth was open wide, and I could barely fit her girth inside me.

I sucked and I almost choked on that cock. This Cindy was a freak with such a large appendage. Then the realization dawned on me that I liked it. All my earlier thoughts about being gay dissipated. I didn’t care. I did have limits however. I would never suck a man’s cock – but a transgender woman, or shemale was another story. Melissa looked on in awe and was surely getting off on it. She had her hand underneath her skirt and was fingering herself. I had a huge hardon myself and desperately wanted some sort of release.

Just as soon as I tasted a drop of pre cum, she quickly withdrew her cock from my mouth and quickly made her way onto the bed behind me, grasping my buttocks with her hands; her long nails digging into my flesh. Melissa threw her a tube of what I assumed was lubricant jelly. “Jasmine, this will make things much easier on you, and you’ll have the time of your life, believe me.”

Cindy moved the strap of my G-String to the side of my butt. I was excited and scared at the same time. I loved the cool sensation of the gel as it went around my cherry asshole or “boy pussy” as I was to learn it was called later. She placed her index finger, which did not have a nail on it, into my asshole, and she rubbed it around, which at first caused me to clench tightly. “Relax Jasmine. Just go with it,” Cindy said reassuringly.

I looked behind me, and she was rubbing the jelly up and down the length of her cock. Then I felt the big fleshy tip of her cock press against my “bussy.” She toyed with me, bouncing it up and down. I instinctively backed up on her, and the head went into my hole. I felt a full, painful sensation and I clenched my teeth and hissed, grabbing the bedsheets with my fists. “Remember what I said Jasmine honey; just relax.”

Melissa was sitting in a chair rocketing herself into another world. Now Cindy went deeper into me and the more she thrusted, the more dilated and relaxed I became. She was slow at first and then picked up speed. Melissa got off her chair and Cindy came out of me and pulled me down farther on the bed. She quickly entered me again. Right after that Melissa got onto the bed in front of me and her upper body inserted itself between my arms, and she slid down and began sucking my cock after pulling down the pouch of my G-String. It was too much for me! I was getting pounded and ravaged by a grunting and purposeful Cindy from behind and sucked off from the front by Melissa.

Both of them went at me with a feverish pace. Then I heard Cindy cry out and felt a warm, slippery shot of cum enter me, with an excess dripping down the insides of my thighs. This ignited a ball of fire inside me which, combined with Melissa’s incessant sucking, made me shoot out a large wad of my own cum right into Melissa’s mouth. Only she pulled off me, and grabbed my cock with a hand and let my cum run all over her face and eyes. Then she put her mouth back on me and drank and licked me clean. Behind me, Cindy kept pounding, her own cum adding to the slick pleasure. Finally she pulled out of me, and Melissa took her mouth off my cock, which was still hard and slid out from under me. I was tag teamed by the two of them.

After Cindy pulled out, she smacked my ass hard with the flat palm of her hand. I cried out in pain, and turned around to see her grinning. Melissa was smiling at me.

“So how does it feel to be used like a common street boy-whore Jasmine?” Melissa asked; just the words turning her on greatly.

I was honest. All pretense of denying it were gone. “Umm, it was different -  I mean, I’ve never been with anyone before, but I love this side of me.”

“Well that’s good Jasmine because you are now officially a plaything for Cindy and me, ready to be at our beck and call. In fact, I think I’m going to set you up with a doctor who will give you some estrogen pills to really flip your world.”

Then Cindy added, “Don’t worry Jasmine dear, I’ve done it and I enjoyed becoming my true self. You are just a beginner, but you have lots of potential.” Then the three of us lit cigarettes and I really felt like a true cum-hungry slut. Soon after I was to suck off Cindy to completion this time, and I drank all of her into me.

“Melissa, will I pass Spanish now?” I asked meekly, marveling at the subterfuge which got me here in the first place. I looked at my computer bag on the floor and laughed at how naïve I was.

She just laughed at me and all she could say was “Just study, if you have time that is, because you’ll be here or at Cindy’s house whenever we want you.”

And that was it. I was to become a partner for these two, and I started my journey into becoming the beautiful, slutty, transgender woman of my dreams.
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RAVAGED BY THE BABYSITTER

THE FEMBOY PLOT

HOT T-GURLS 10 STORY COLLECTION

CAUTION - SLIPPERY WHEN WET!

ALL GURLS - 3 BOOK BUNDLE

GROUP LUST


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

Author of Transgender, 1st time feminization erotica, fetishes, and crossdressing.

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 TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my AMAZON author page:

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

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

❤️JD
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