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WHAT HAPPENED TO ME COULD HAPPEN TO ANYONE, so consider this story a warning, or a gift, depending upon your point of view. I finally moved out of my parent’s home after graduating college. I was lucky enough to land a pretty good job as a software engineer, which allowed me to rent an apartment in a trendy part of the city with nice restaurants, good neighbors, all of whom are singles and young families. Everybody minded their own business, and did their own thing. I valued my privacy above all else, which came in handy because I lived a double life. On the outside I was a pretty straight-laced guy, a little bit shy when it came to dating, and I also didn’t have many guy friends to hang out with – I was a loner.

My biggest joy came from certain “online activities” I indulged in. Just for kicks I wondered what it would be like if I invented an online female, or rather, transgender persona for myself. I called myself Sherry, and made a believable backstory. You see, ever since I was a teenager I had a fetish for dressing up like a beautiful woman – and for smoking the long, all white cigarettes that many transvestites gravitated to. I wasn’t quite sure what I was, but I enjoyed my activities too much to let them go. Now, at twenty-three years old, I accepted myself; change was out of the question. I began as a teenage boy of fifteen. It was a slow process at first; lipstick, a little eyeshadow, and then I gravitated to wigs. My sister, who was off at college had left a few of them at home. Whenever my parents were out or my mother was working and I was on vacation from high school, I loved to slip into some leftover “goodies” from my sister’s room. I always had a large boner whenever I dressed, especially stepping into a nice, silky satin thong.

At college of course, I couldn’t indulge in my proclivities for obvious reasons. The Christian college I went to wouldn’t look too kindly on that, so I suffered along and looked forward to coming home on vacations and pulling out my secret stash.

Now that I lived by myself I had a lot more freedom. I still kept my stash of clothes and wigs hidden in case I had my parents or sister come visit me. I discovered some pretty good online communities for secret crossdressers. At first I didn’t post any pictures but as I made friends they “demanded some,” so I dressed in a very alluring outfit that I purchased online. It was very “hookerish,” which I loved. It was a one piece black vinyl outfit which clung to my skinny body, showing off my hips. I put a long blonde riotous oversized wig on that fell between my faux cleavage, owing to the one piece bra I slipped over my head, pulling my skin tight.

In this particular online community, I had about twelve friends. We talked about everything and once I posted a picture of myself fully dressed my friends went up to seventy! I was delighted. I was online now for about two months, and I got private messages from the others, and I had built an entire alter ego for myself as “Sherry.”

They loved talking dirty about the lurid things they did with men and with themselves, and it made me fantasize about what that was all about. I never had any experience before, and I was a virgin at twenty-three.

They posted pictures of house parties where they all got together, and engaged in all sorts of lascivious activities. I would look at them and watch the videos they posted and jerk myself off to them while I was dressed of course. It was lots of fun, and I spent most of my free time with them online. Of course I had a wild imagination, and I invented stories of sordid adventures I “engaged in.” This got me a lot of probing questions from “the girls.” I was jealous of the group parties, and I wished I could find some way to join them, but I couldn’t get up the nerve to do so. I didn’t even know where they were from. They could have been across the country for all I knew.

One day I came home from my work and as I checked my mail I was shocked. I saw a typewritten letter simply addressed “To Sherry.” The return address was a city about one hundred eighty miles from my house. I ran to the kitchen to get a letter opener, and with my hands trembling from excitement, I opened the envelope slowly. I read it twice to make sure I wasn’t dreaming, my heart beating quickly. But then I thought – How the hell did they get my address?

It said:

“Dear Sherry,

I LOVE the pictures you’ve posted to our group – We got to thinking how great it would be if you could join us at one of our little soirees. The juicy comments you left us made us think how much you would enjoy hanging out with us. We would love to have you as a guest! You don’t have to bring any clothes with you; we’ll take care of all of that, and MORE. Call me at this number, and we’ll set something up honey.

Love and smoky kisses:

Darlene – (123) 456-7890

XXOO ❤️”

I went to work later that morning thinking about the letter and all the fantasies that could come true. Tonight I would call the number for sure. I remembered Darlene from a couple of the videos! It seemed that she was always the hostess of these group parties. Now I have to say from the outset that I didn’t consider myself a homosexual. Pictures and videos of crossdressed men engaging in sex acts with other similarly crossdressed men did turn me on, so I tried not to get too hung up on nomenclature – if it felt good – do it! I could never see myself in a situation or a relationship with a man as a man. I hope I’m making sense here. I preferred the term “shemale” to transgender woman anyway, thinking of those people in Thai culture who were revered for their practices and appearances.

Darlene had a pleasing, surprisingly feminine sounding voice, not at all like a man pretending to be a woman. She was excited that I called her, and I avoided the mystery of how she knew my address. Evidently the computer skills of these people was a little spooky; something to keep in mind. If they were able to mail me, it meant they also knew my real name which was “Sheldon.” I always imagined changing my name one day because Sheldon seemed like a nerdy name and I was constantly teased about it in school. But when I crossdressed, Sherry was very sexy, and exotic to me.

She told me that the town was Riverbend, a small hamlet almost two hundred miles from my house – a three or four hour drive, and asked me if I could manage this weekend! Of course I was left speechless. I used my best feminine voice to sound as realistic as possible. This would be my big debut! If things went the way I thought they would go, I’d be in my very first shemale party and video!

I only had the one shiny vinyl dress and the blonde wig, and I was a bit ashamed when I confessed that to Darlene, but she was very accommodating and told me not to worry about anything – she had plenty of clothes at her place I could choose from, plus the girls would also help me out with makeup too! I was set.

I was up at the crack of dawn on Saturday morning, ate breakfast quickly and packed the clothes I had into a small overnight case. My cock was so hard just thinking about it, and it was raw too because I was up all night masturbating, thinking about all the pleasures that awaited me.


2

THE HOUSE WAS AN OLD-FASHIONED RANCH style in a suburban neighborhood and there were lots of cars in front of Darlene’s house, so I had to park half-way down the block. I got out of the car slowly and my heart was beating fast with expectations of what I hoped would be a wild two days. As I went up the walkway to the front door, I heard jazz music coming from inside. I rang the bell and heard laughter coming from inside, and the sound of high heels clacking on the tile floor. The door opened and I recognized Darlene from the videos and her soft, throaty voice confirmed it was her. My cock was bulging through my jeans.

“Oh hello Sherry, so nice to finally meet you. Come in, come in. I have to say those few pictures you posted have got all the girls talking, and guess what? We’re all here!” I was always shy, and now was not the time to be that, but I was.

“Thanks Darlene. I’m sorry but I don’t have any other clothes then the ones I wore in the photos, or any makeup either, but you said that didn’t matter right?”

She gave me a nice kiss on my cheek and noticing my hangdog expression said, “Of course honey, don’t worry, that’s no problem. You must want some refreshment after your long drive. Come on down into my basement – that’s where all the action is. We have drinks, some sandwiches and you can meet everyone!”

I followed her down the stairs and I wasn’t prepared for what I saw next. There were eight shemales sitting on two couches around a table and there was a bar in the corner, with two girls chatting and smoking the long, all white cigarettes I always fantasized about. They were all wearing heavy makeup and dressed very “bonerish.”

“Excuse me girls, but here is our newest member, Sherry!” Darlene announced, her arm around my shoulders.

“Oh my Darlene, he is cute!” said a red head on the couch, sitting with her legs crossed and her massive cock sticking out from underneath a black leather skirt. “He looks just like those pictures he posted, right? We’re going to have lots of fun dressing her up, aren’t we ladies?”

All heads turned to me and murmured in agreement, smiling. My shyness abated somewhat and I was smiling. Two girls on one of the sofas were together, a blonde and a dark-skinned brunette with long hair. The blonde had a short, black leather skirt and a giant cock was sticking out from underneath and the brunette was sliding her hand up and down its length and her lips were pressed on top of it. She was playing with it and began sucking it hard, and I could see the cock bulging through her cheeks. Darlene noticed me staring and laughed. She pushed a drink into my hands – a scotch and soda and said, “C’mon Sherry, let me take you upstairs and find a nice outfit for you to wear so you’ll feel more comfortable.”

“Sure thing Darlene,” I said, unable to take my eyes off those two on the couch. Darlene led me upstairs to her room on the second floor. She had a big walk-in closet.

“Here we go honey, let’s get you dressed for success!” she said smiling.

From a top drawer on a dresser she pulled out a pink satin thong with a laced top. “I think you’ll enjoy these,” she said, her eyes telling me all I needed to know. She threw it to me, and I caught it with my right hand and placed it up to my face and breathed in the scent deeply. It was freshly worn and had the sweet/musty smell of Darlene’s pussy on it. I was taken with Darlene. First of all she was in her mid or early forties it seemed, and she was HOT as fuck. Older women for me were a big turn-on. She watched with amused curiosity as I sniffed and rubbed it across my face.

She walked slowly towards me. “That’s enough of that Sherry, go on, take your clothes off and put them on.” Darlene was looking at my aching hard on as she said that and wanted to put me out of my misery as fast as possible. I threw all my clothes in a heap on her bed.

Until now, my peculiar little tastes were solo activities; no partners except the computer screen and my raging hard ons. I never had a sex partner in any true sense of the word, yet now I was about to get one, three or even four; but never the sort I had imagined growing up. Now, I was ready for what was about to come. 

When I turned around, Darlene was standing in front of me in her one-piece vinyl outfit, laced garters, high heels, and wild red hair all done up just for me. I was enjoying the feel of the thong’s pouch against my cock, and I felt a drop of pre cum leak out of my tip. Sure I had dressed before, but now it was more intense than ever, because what I had only imagined was about to become real.

Darlene reached down into her black leather bag and pulled out a long, all white cigarette and seductively placed it dangling out the corner of her mouth. She lit it up quickly with a flick from a silver butane lighter. Looking at me curiously she said, “Sherry, would you like one? I’m sure you must have smoked before. Being a fan of our group’s YOUTUBE videos I know you do. So, want one??”

The feel of the pouch around my cock and watching Darlene smoke in front of me was too much, but it wasn’t quite the right time for a cigarette yet. I overcame my shyness, and instead asked Darlene a question. “Darlene, could we play a game please?”

She looked a bit surprised. “Sure Sherry, I love games! What did you have in mind?”

“Okay. I want to be a fourteen year-old teenage boy and you can be my wicked auntie. Your objective is to make me into a cross dressing, smoky, slut.”

“Oooh! I love that Sherry!” She laughed. “How do you think we all got started? Take me for example. I was fifteen and my mother went to work, and I wanted to be just like her, and smoke like her and her friends. It excited me sexually, and mom always wanted a daughter. So she introduced me to her lingerie and makeup and started me smoking. Once I got hooked and I asked her for a cigarette, she wouldn’t give me one unless I agreed to dress more and more. Then she would bring her male lovers around the house and what do you think happened? Soon I was sucking cocks and getting them up my ass just like a teenage slut. I fucking loved it!”

“YES! Can we do that ‘Auntie Darlene?’”

She walked over to her closet. “I think we can make you into a hot fifteen year old cock-loving slut. Now let me see,” she said as she went through her walk-in closet. “Ah, here we go. How about a nice red leather, short sleeveless dress? Perfect,” she said, and threw it to me, along with a black stretch bra. I put that on first and it pulled the hairless skin of my chest together and gave me a nice set of tits.

Then I stepped into the dress and Darlene zipped up my back. She had sheer black nylon pantyhose which I slipped on with a black-laced garter belt with straps. “Here Sherry, I think these high heels will fit you. I assume you’ve worn them before – at least in your pictures?”

“Oh yeah, no problem.”

“Great, here. Try them on; they should fit you.” They were just my size, and soon, except for the hair and makeup I was fast becoming the object of all my fantasies. I strutted around the room a little for Darlene, trying to wiggle my hips and she smiled at me. “Wow Sherry, you look divine. Come into the bathroom with me and we’ll finish up with the makeup and the wig.”

She took a box down from the shelf in her closet and pulled out a long, auburn wig with a styled top. “Here Sherry, this will go great with your brown eyes. You will be my perfect little slutty niece!”

She placed the wig on my head and fussed and brushed it out. “Now sit down here by the vanity you little slut, and no looking until I say that you can. Remember, no smoking until after the makeup is on!”

“Yes Auntie Darlene,” I said, staying in character. Darlene was a genius with applying makeup, everything from the foundation to the eyeshadow and the lip gloss and liner. She applied the mascara on extra heavy. Standing a few steps back from me she smiled. “You look perfect. Now you may have a cigarette. But no looking until I light you up.”

My poor cock was aching as she placed the cigarette, a menthol, dangling from my lips and lit up one for herself at the same time. “I think I’ll force you to go dressed like this to school Sherry, and you’ll smoke outside with the other girls, and enjoy fucking boys!”

“Yes, of course I will Auntie Sherry!” I was loving this play-acting.

I inhaled like a pro. I had smoked weed before like everyone else, but this was my first slutty cigarette, and I was loving it. The lip gloss on the white filter excited me more. I performed a nice French inhale much to Darlene’s satisfaction. “No peeking yet until I come back.”

Darlene left the bathroom and came back with a bottle of scotch and two glasses. “Here you little slut – drink up!” She poured the scotch for me and for herself and raised her glass in a toast. “To new adventures and fantasies come true.”

I swallowed the scotch, and the burn went down very smooth and soon I was tingling from head to toe. “Okay Sherry, now you may look at yourself. Stand up and turn around.” I did so and was shocked at what I saw. I was the vision of all my fantasies; better than I ever could have hoped for. I was posing and looking from side to side, keeping the cigarette in the corner of my mouth and puffing on it. Darlene refilled my glass which had traces of my lipstick on it and said, “DRINK!” So I drank the second shot which went down much smoother and took a big drag of the cigarette, letting the smoke come out of my nose. “When you’re done admiring your beautiful self Sherry, I want you to come outside.

I was comfortably tipsy and was really jacked by what awaited me outside. Darlene was striking a pose: cigarette dangling out the corner of her mouth, one hand against her hip, and a gargantuan cock sticking up from underneath her vinyl dress. She had a grin on her face as smoke poured out of her nostrils.

“Wanna suck it?” she said in “cig-speak.”

“Oh God YES, Auntie Darlene, YES!” It was like a release for me. I was thirsting in the desert and finally came to an oasis. That cock looked so delicious and naughty! I loved it, and my secret life which was about to become real. My fingers felt a bit waxy from the red lip gloss that covered the end of the filter.

“Blah, blah blah,” she said. “You’re all talk you little slut. Get down on your knees in front of me NOW!” she yelled. I got down on my knees on her carpeted floor, and holding her cock with a free hand, placed the tip of it onto my lips. I enjoyed the fleshy feel of the hard cock on my soft lips. I moved off it and then on again, pausing to take a last drag of my cigarette. I parted my lips and took her head in my mouth, exhaling smoke over it, and sliding my tongue around and around it, getting it nice and wet. The scotch was hitting me and everything I did was exaggerated. My eyes were closed, and as I started sucking on her my lips were opened as wide as they could be to take in her girth.

Darlene was moaning as I began sucking and slurping down her length. Her head was thrown back as she yelled, “That’s right you little slut; wait till I tell your mommy what you can do to Auntie Darlene!” I had saliva dripping down my chin and was almost choking on her girth. Then I tasted a nice sweet/salty drop of pre cum on my tongue. I went faster and faster and Darlene yelled out and a torrent of cum pulsed out of her gurl cock and hit the back of my throat, filling my mouth. Only she wasn’t done. She pulled out and the last pulse went over my face, covering my eyes, mouth, and cheeks. A shiver went through me, as I knew what I must look like! A smoky cum slut at last!! I resumed sucking on Darlene, swallowing as much cum as I could – she kept leaking more as I squeezed her cock. It was just so fucking good!

Finally, her cock was clean, and I had swallowed as much cum as there was in my mouth. I came off her, and looked up at her through my cum-encrusted eyes and mascara.

“Oh my Sherry, you are such a terrific little slut,” she said triumphantly at me, her creation.

‘Yeah it feels good,” I said, tipsy from the alcohol and proud of my first time. She lit another cigarette for herself and gave me one too. Then she poured another glass of scotch and ordered me to “drink up.” I downed it quickly and looked at myself in the mirror. My hair was messed up from her hands, and my face was a sticky, cum-encrusted mess. I heard the riotous jazz music from downstairs.

“You haven’t felt everything yet dear. Auntie Darlene has to still break you in. There are some horny ladies downstairs who are just dying for you!”

“But Auntie Darlene, I’m so fucking horny – when do I get off?”

She looked at me and snickered. “We have a long way to go before that my little cum slut. Now let’s take your disheveled little body downstairs to the others.”

“Okay,” I said obediently, playing along.

When we came downstairs the girls were hooting and hollering at me, like I was a new plaything, which I guess I was.

“Look at her, she’s dripping with cum all over and her mascara’s running,” the dark skinned brunette named Sophia said. “I want her next Darlene.”

“That’s fine. Oh girls – we were playing a little game upstairs. This is my slutty fifteen-year old niece Sherry, and I’m her twisted Auntie Darlene and I just turned her into the slut she wanted to be all her life.”

“Well then, we’ll just have to break her in properly,” Sophia said.

A girl noticed me smoking. “Oh good! You turned your niece into a smoky slut, eh Darlene?” said Florence, the blonde sitting next to Sophia. Florence’s cock was bulging out of a white satin slip that was pulled up, and Sophia was sucking hungrily on it. It was glistening from Sophia’s saliva.

“Yes I did dear, but she doesn’t get another one after this until she’s satisfied all of you.” Turning to me Darlene yelled “OKAY NOW BITCH! GET TO WORK! I don’t want to see any un-sucked cock in this room, got it slut?” she said as she pulled the half-smoked cigarette out from between my lips.

“Yes Auntie Darlene,” I said, not knowing where to start. Florence got off the couch and ordered me to get on my knees in front of her. In case I didn’t know it yet, I was to be passed around the room like a cheap harlot until there was nothing left of me but a face full of cum and a lousy cheap makeup job. Darlene looked on approvingly and poured herself a drink and sat on the sofa next to Sophia and began sucking her cock, taking the place of Florence.

I put a new coat of gloss on my lips and held Florence’s cock like a flute, running my fingers along its length, admiring it. It was still wet from Sophia.

The girls were laughing. “Look at her go! The hungry little slut’s gonna get all of us off!” It was the whole mood of the place helped by the alcohol which made me take Florence and suck her harder than Darlene. Her cock pushed out my cheeks as I bobbed up and down it. Florence held her white slip up and pushed her hips into my face. Soon Florence let out a shriek, and I had a tsunami of cum enter my mouth again. Like Darlene, she pulled out before shooting another load into my wig and face. She was laughing, and then stuck her cock into my mouth again. I sucked on her cock more, made much more slippery by her cum inside my mouth. Soon, all the cum inside was gone – swallowed and ingested by me. Darlene pulled out, and a brunette with long, black hair and gaudy eyelashes and cherry red lips replaced her in my mouth immediately. I think her name was Sandy, but I can’t remember. All I know was that she was HOT and she was nonchalantly puffing and drinking hard liquor too. She wore a partly opened long-sleeved white blouse, and her cock came out of the fly of the belted blue jeans she wore. It was a massive affair, and the veins were popping out. I did a doubletake – it didn’t even look real.

My mouth was sore after sucking off at least three more girls, and I had cum on the front of the one-piece dress Darlene gave me. I was totally covered, and quite a bit drunk by this time. I stood up and faced Darlene who just sucked off a blazing red head with a Spanish accent named Bianca.

“May I please have a ciggie Auntie Darlene?”

She looked at me covered and looking like a “cum cone,” and I guess she felt sorry for me and knew how much I was craving one, so she said,. “Yes of course dear. You’ve been a good little slut.”

“Oh thank you,” I said and greedily lit up. I was holding it like a girl, and strutted around the room. The other girls were looking at me occasionally, but they had accepted me as one of their own.

“Now comes the real test Sherry,” Darlene said, winking at me.

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, trying my best to sound like an innocent teenage slut.

“I want you to go up against the wall over there,” she said nodding her head to the right, “and pull up that cute leather skirt over your backside.”

I knew what was coming and was very excited to comply. I was also powerless to resist. So I strutted over to the wall with catcalls coming from all the girls who had just been sucked off by me.

Darlene clacked over to me, and my hands were pressed against the wall. She hiked up my skirt a little more, and then unhooked the garter belt from the pantyhose, and moved the strap from my thong over the side of a butt cheek. Out of her black bag she pulled out a tube of what appeared to be lubricant gel.

“I’m being very kind to my slutty little niece,” Darlene said. “This will make it more pleasant for you dear. Prepare to have your world rocked,” she said as she squeezed out a glob of gel into her palm, rubbing it all over my virgin boy pussy. She stuck her index finger inside of me and moved it around, causing me to grit my teeth and hiss out in pain at being stretched. “Relax Sherry, it will get better. I promise you.” I trusted her as gradually the pain subsided, and I moved my hips around her finger and actually began to enjoy it.

Then she squeezed out some more gel and rubbed it around her cock, moaning as she did so. Then I felt what could only be Darlene’s massive gurl cock slam into my poor little hole. “I’m taking you just as the silky little slut-whore you are Sherry dear!” she yelled.

She went in as far as her head, but it was enough. I was crying out in pain from the pounding as she went in and out. “Oh my, you feel so good Sherry,” she said in a dreamy voice, the other girls looking on with envy. “Don’t worry girls, you’ll get your chance,” she said. “We have all night with our new little smoky cum slut.”

I was as hard as a rock just from Darlene’s words. She went deeper inside me with each new thrust, and I was starting to love it. The pain was now mixing with a strange feeling of extreme pleasure. I was starting to relax and enjoy it. Faster and faster she went, and I moved my hips back onto her cock as much as I could from my position.

She cried out and I felt her warm, slick cum enter me, coating my insides and dripping down the insides of my thighs. Deep inside I felt a ball of fire, and before I knew what was happening, I was crying out too as I shot a massive load inside the pouch of my G-String. I wasn’t even touching myself – amazing.

Darlene kept cumming and moaning as she went faster. She was still hard, and I felt another wave rock me to the core. I fucking shot out another load into my pouch, then she screamed, and I felt a new warmth inside of me take hold.

After some more hard thrusts, she slowed down and pulled out. “Girls” she announced, getting everyone’s attention. “Sherry here just had her first ‘sissygasm!’ And let me tell you something – she’s incredible, absolutely incredible!”

I was shaking and my insides were tingling. It was the fucking best orgasm I ever had. But now I had a greedy bunch of shemales all staring and winking at me.

“How much did you enjoy your first fucking Sherry, my sweet, slutty, teenage niece??” Darlene asked.

“I loved it Auntie Darlene.”

“Well that’s good because the girls here all want a taste of your ‘BUSSY’ over this weekend! We’re so glad you’re staying over, aren’t we girls?”

“Oh YES, YES!” they all shouted.

Darlene came over to me and placed her arms around my shoulders, and I could smell her jasmine perfume and smoky breath. “I have something else to tell you honey,” she said. “Something you may or may not know.”

“Oh, and what’s that?” I said, barely able to stand. “We have regular guys who simply adore shemales like us to fuck. They come over and we make YOUTUBE videos, and we get subscribers. Now how’s that? Not only will you get to be fucked upside down and inside out, but you’ll also be sucking dick all the time! Now isn’t that what you wanted all along?”

I was hesitant at first, and Darlene made my mind up for me. “You know Sherry. Ever since you walked through the door, you’ve been videoed, and are now part of our group. I have to tell you that our likes on YOUTUBE are going through the roof since you got here. We just can’t let you leave Sherry!”

Well that settled it then. I was a shemale cock-loving cum slut for real now, and it was perfect. I was to become a star, and make more money than I ever could at my real job. I moved in with Darlene, and quickly became her favorite. Now how great is that?
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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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