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One

_____________

__

A New Hobby

Everyone keeps secrets. One thing I’ve learned in my twenty-six years on this planet, is that some secrets are easier to keep when you live alone by yourself. My name is Trevor Caine, and I’m an organizational planner. It’s pretty self-explanatory, I think. I plan events for big and small companies, different venues, all kinds of events, entertainment, food, the whole nine yards. If your party sucks, it’s my fault, and I get canned. I’m self-employed, so getting canned means I don’t get to eat. I like to eat.

Last week, I got an interesting e-mail. It was from a private group that meets once a month in someone’s home, and they do social events and catered meetups, stuff like that.

They sent me a link to their website. It was a private, invitation only, LGBTQ+ group. This was always something that interested me, but in a roundabout way.

You see, ever since I was thirteen years old, I’ve had a fetish for beautiful women who smoked. As I got older, I toyed with the idea of pretending to be a girl that would serve my needs. When I was fifteen, I “experimented.” I “borrowed” clothing, mostly panties; soft, satin panties from my older sister, Caroline. I would take and hide them in my sock drawer, so my mother, and anyone else who went snooping through my things couldn’t find them.

I was home alone one day after school, and my parents wouldn’t be home until six o’clock, and Caroline had college classes until eight. Plenty of time for me to play.

The first time I stepped into those boxer satin panties, and felt them go up my legs was an unbelievable experience. They felt so good - nice and cool against the skin of my legs. Now, once I slipped them over my cock, that was a whole other experience. I got hard immediately, and thought I would stay that way forever. I knew I found a passion that would stay with me for the rest of my life.

It didn’t take long for me to start doing this every day after school, on weekends, and whenever I could. I even sized up the situation and kept a pair of my sister’s for myself. Unfortunately, I picked one of her favorites, and when she announced that one of her favorite pairs was missing, she immediately thought my mother had taken them by mistake.

Little did she realize that her little shit of a brother did the nasty deed. Looking back on it, she may have suspected me, but nothing was ever said about it; so I got away clean. My sister and I at that time didn’t have the closest of relationships.

For the last two years since I started my own business and moved out of the house into my own apartment, I became more consumed by my fetish, and my “peculiar” desires. I was a regular as far as watching different YOUTUBE videos, FLICKR photo collections of crossdressers and transgender women, even becoming jealous at their apparent freedom to dress and do as they pleased. I even got a fake screen name and joined a couple of these FLICKR groups.

I didn’t have a girlfriend, although I wasn’t a virgin. I entered into some discussion groups and got tips on makeup, where to buy clothing and intimate apparel online, things like that. I had a little “back and forth” thing going with them.

I was fascinated watching videos of parties and social hook-ups at people’s houses, where the transgender women and cross dressers had sex, and seemed to have a blast doing it. There was no shame, everyone was together. I wished that I could be part of a group like that, but as much as I wished, I never acted on it.

Yet I was tired of creepy bars, and going after drunken sluts, and having brief affairs that went nowhere. I knew deep inside that I would never be happy with a straight girl. Funny though, I didn’t consider myself to be homosexual. I decided that I would have sex with a cross dresser or a transgender female. Names and categories were unimportant to me, and to most of the people that I met online.

Then one day, I acted out. I purchased a wig online, a bra that pulled the fat of my chest together and some makeup from an online store that catered to cross dressers. Since I lived alone, I didn’t have to worry about anyone poking around in my stuff, asking questions.

I had a nice, slim, body type and regular good looks that would make me look like an attractive woman. I even started smoking; long, all white, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarettes.

So one evening, I put everything on, and looked at myself in the mirror. Hell, even I wanted to fuck me! That’s how good I looked - just in lingerie. I would need some actual coaching and practice before I would go out in public dressed up - plus I lacked the outer clothing. I decided to pick a female name for myself. I thought about it awhile, and came up with “Tiffany,” which I got from my real name Trevor. I guess keeping the “T” made sense at the time. Tiffany became my new online identity, complete with e-mail address and Facebook Page.

I walked around my bedroom and stood in front of the mirror mounted on the back of my bedroom door. I “talked” to it. Hi sexy, I bet you just wanna come over and fuck my brains out, right? I made my tongue go around my lips, and reached in and massaged my cock while I was admiring myself. After I took everything off, I went and jerked off, a Virginia Slim clenched in my teeth.

I can’t explain the release, the absolute pleasure that acting out gave me. It was like a drug -this cross dressing, smoke fetish thing; and I was hooked.


❤️❤️❤️

Two

_______________

___

The Client


The client e-mail that I mentioned before came from what looked like a small social group; the type that I’ve seen on Meet-Up, the social platform for bringing together people with similar interests. They were throwing an event, for about fifty people, and needed a venue, and food, etc.

They described themselves as “a safe place where cross dressers and transgenders of all types could meet, socialize, plan events, and make new friends.” That was exactly what I needed. I bypassed my regular business practice of e-mailing them back, and instead decided to call the contact person; the head of this group, since my interest was also personal.

The leader of the group was a woman named Lynn, who lived not far from me, maybe a few towns over. They had some pictures on a FLICKR account, which peaked my interest: Transgender women on couches kissing, smoking, giving blowjobs, always smiling, and having a good time overall. The part that had me excited the most was a statement that “new members are always welcome, and clothing and makeup will be provided if you don’t have your own.” This was perfect for me! Right away, my anxieties and sense of shame were lifted. I wouldn’t be required to give my full name, or personal details.

Lynn would be the only one who knew that I was the planner of the event. So I called her. The group called itself, interestingly enough “Women of Discretion.”

So, I got the courage and picked up the phone and called.

“Hello Lynn?”

“Yes, speaking, how can I help you?

“This is Trevor Caine, of ‘Event Planning Centre.’ Normally, I would have responded by e-mail, but this is also personal, so I felt I needed to call first and introduce myself.”

“Go ahead Trevor, I’m listening.”

“Uh, this is a bit embarrassing, but here’s the situation. I’m, uh, I guess you could say, a transvestite, but a beginner. I’m twenty-six years old. I’m interested in joining your group and checking it out, as well as my business interest in planning your upcoming event. Also, I don’t have any clothing of my own, and was hoping you could help me out with that.”

“That’s fine Trevor, it’s not a problem at all,” she said. I went on to explain exactly where I was at now; what I had done so far as dressing, and also my “experiments” while I was a teenager. I didn’t leave any detail out. I felt like I was pouring my heart out and “confessing” to a very understanding person.

“You know, Trevor, many of us started the same way you’re doing now. We can definitely help, and you’ll find this a very friendly, welcoming atmosphere.” Next we went on to discuss the business part of my call, and to my surprise, she said “yes” on the spot! I suppose she believed that since I wanted an “in” to the community, that my company would do a terrific job at her event.

She asked me if I would like to come to the next get-together at her house, which would be this Saturday evening. Since my “busy” social life had an opening I said “yes!” I asked her what I should bring, and she said, “bring whatever you like, we’ll supply everything else.”

******

The only things I brought to Lynn’s house were the lingerie I had; my favorite blue satin panties with the string going down my butt crack, the forming bra that pulled my chest fat together, and the black, sheer, above-knee, strapped pantyhose with a girdle. In other words, I was ready to play. I knew I would have a boner wearing the stuff. Hell, I had one on the way over just thinking about it all.

I walked in, and Lynn welcomed me with a hug and a kiss, which was nice indeed, and she introduced me to the group. My role as the event planner, she didn’t mention.

There were four other, I assumed cross dressers there. Two of them I could spot as men, the other two, including Lynn, I couldn’t tell at all. As for myself, I knew I could pass easily as a woman. I had “feminine” hands, not a big Adam’s Apple, and my figure was fine. I had more rounded hips than a typical guy - a fact which caused endless bullying in middle and high school. Here, I sensed immediately, was no fear.

“Ladies,” she said, “I’d like you all to meet ‘Tiffany.’ She’ll be joining our group.” I told Lynn my feminine persona name ahead of time. They all came over to me, and we made small talk; all of them very reassuring. One of them caught my eye and gave me a rather intense look - that was Faye; the most attractive and feminine creature there.

Now, Faye was a gorgeous brunette with hair that reached down to her ample cleavage, brown eyes, long legs, and dressed provocatively in a long, black satin skirt with a high slit up the side, a white satin, long sleeved blouse and stood about five feet nine inches tall in four-inch stiletto heels, that strapped around her ankles. Her lipstick was cherry red, and her eye shadow was a dark purple with heavy black mascara and black eyeliner. I was smitten right away.

“Ladies, I’m going to dress Tiffany, and make her more comfortable,” Lynn said. Faye gave me a ‘fuck me now’ look. I was incredibly hard. My mind was racing, and I was hoping that my looks would turn her on the same way, if not more.

So Lynn took me upstairs to her bathroom on the second floor, which looked like a beautician’s shop. I had dirty blond hair and brown eyes, and Lynn was working with that.

We, or rather she decided that I would look best as a total blonde, long hair, peach lipstick, brown eyebrow pencil to fill in my brows which were thin anyway, black eyeliner with black mascara, and a white dress - a hot white dress which went to about mid-thigh level with thin shoulder straps, and three-inch high heels.

The bra helped to give the illusion of cleavage, which the low cut of the dress helped to show off. My eyes, which were brown, she accented nicely with bronze eyeshadow. I practiced with other shoes I had at home, and not only did that develop my calf muscles, but the shoes, combined with the dress, really made me something to look at. I hoped Faye would think so.

The only problem was my big, hard, cock. “Oh no, that won’t do at all,” Lynn said as she looked at my hard-on tenting up through the dress. She disappeared into her bedroom and pulled out a piece of clothing she said was a “gaff,” an extra padding in my panties that would hide an erection. As she handed it to me she smiled and said, “we can use this, unless you’d rather have a “chastity cage” on your cock and balls. When you get hard, it will hurt!” she said with a mischievous grin.

“No thanks Lynn,” I replied. “I’ll take the gaff.”

Lynn smiled and said, “Yeah, I thought you would.”

When we went downstairs everyone applauded. For the first time in my life, I felt complete. No doubt at all how great I looked. One person in particular seemed to be really “wowed” by my presence - that was Faye.

She walked over to me, her heels making a sexy sounding “clack clack” on the floor. “Wow Tiffany,” she said, “you sure do turn out good!”

“Why thank you,” I said, harder than a rock. The other three girls and Lynn were seated on the couch having drinks and talking with one another.

“So let me ask you something, Tiffany,” Faye said. “I assume that you’ve never been with a trans woman before, would that be accurate?”

“Yes, that part is true, “ I said. “Now it’s my turn.”

“Sure, anything,” and she smiled.

“Please don’t take this the wrong way, but did you transition; I mean, HRT, drugs?”

“Well, yes. I’m thirty two, and in my mid-twenties I took HRT, but no surgery - you see, I love having a cock,” and she stuck her tongue out and licked around her lips.

“By the way, Tiffany, if you decide that’s what you want to do, I know a really good doctor in the city. She’s a trans woman herself and can help you.” Then her mood changed, and she studied me up and down. I had no idea what to expect.

She reached into her bag and took out an all-white Virginia Slims 120 Menthol cigarette with a thin, silver butane lighter, lighting herself up. “Oh forgive me, how rude! I was going to ask if you wanted a cigarette, Tiffany. There is something highly erotic about watching very hot women smoke, wouldn’t you agree?”

“Yes, thank you Faye. I’ll take one, thanks. I happen to have a very big smoke fetish.” Faye did a snap inhale, nodding her head in agreement, and I watched her exhale a perfect plume overhead towards the ceiling.

“Yeah, I love the way the smoke smells in a girl’s hair, her body, and kissing her deeply; getting a taste of her smoky breath,” she said.

We both sat there, smoking and each taking a glass of wine from a bottle on the table next to us. Now the only question was where we would take this to.

“Tell you what Tiffany. I’d like to be the first transwoman to, uh, God this is going to sound so ‘high schoolish,’” and she rolled her eyes up at me, which only made me want her more, “to make out with you.” I started to get up, meaning to go upstairs to find a bedroom, then I sat down as she gently placed her hand on my forearm holding the wineglass.

“Yes, Faye, I’d like that very much.” And just like that, this beautiful woman and me locked lips, moving slowly at first, gently, like an experiment. She parted and said softly: “There’s no reason to go upstairs. The girls do practically everything here.” Sure enough, looking around the room, I saw Lynn on the other couch with the other three girls. There was soft music playing, and Lynn set the lights to dim a bit, making things cozy.

I grabbed Faye around the shoulders and kissed her, sticking the tip of my tongue into her mouth, her lips parting just enough to let my tongue inside. She was playing with it, sucking it. Then she pulled off me, took a deep, cheek hollowing drag from her cigarette, kissed me again, and exhaled her smoke into me.

I was beyond hard, and thought I would come in my gaff. The feelings I had were indescribably luscious. I decided then and there that this was too good, I would have to transition. But this was a good start.

Now our tongues were wrapped around each other’s; deep, passionate. She took my hand and placed it on her right breast. I could feel her nipple getting hard, almost poking up through her satin blouse. These were real women’s breasts! I had trouble wrapping my head around that one, but it didn’t make me want to stop. I was too deeply into this. She wasn’t wearing a bra either, making it easy.

Faye began to moan as we continued kissing, and I moved my hand under her blouse to her other breast, pinching the nipple gently between my index finger and thumb.

Her hand reached down and touched my boner through the dress. The gaff hid it well, but she definitely knew it was there. The tips of her painted fingernails were pressing it, and I could feel it - a tingling sensation running down my body. She got close to me and whispered: “I want to suck on your gurl-cock, right now, please Tiffany.”

So I hiked my dress up to mid-thigh level and worked my cock free from the side of the gaff and the thong, and it was free. I was a beautiful shemale, like some exotic Thai. Now she reached down and grabbed my cock, and was impressed by its girth. I did have a rather large cock at eight inches long, and wide. Her whole hand grabbed it, and gently slid up and down the shaft. I could now feel a bit of pre cum leaking out.

She took a last drag of her cigarette - I still had mine, burning in the ashtray, and she let out a smoky exhale right onto my cock, as she took it between her lips. She played with the head of my cock, sliding it between her lips. Then she took all of me, sliding her wet tongue up and down my shaft, and bobbing her head.

I met each of her head movements with hip thrusts. It was the best blow job of the limited ones I’ve had in my life - I know, sad. I couldn’t contain myself any longer and I shot a full load into Faye’s mouth, my cum dripping out of the sides of her mouth.

She broke off and kissed me, giving me a taste of my own jizz. I wasn’t thinking anything other than that a woman had given me the best blowjob of my life, and I wanted more. I wanted more of Faye, I had to see her again even after tonight. I think she felt the same way. If anyone was going to help me on my journey, I knew it would have to be Faye.

❤️❤️❤️


Three

_______________

___

Don’t Analyze, Utilize!


Lynn’s doorbell rang and maybe five new girls came in. I had asked Lynn and she told me that this was every Saturday night. The special event that she needed my service for was two months away and it would be for club members and their significant others. If that event was for significant others, I wondered who all these women were hooking up with tonight? But that was none of my business.

I was surprised when Lynn announced, “Ladies, I’d like you to meet our newest member, Tiffany!” I got red-faced right away, because I am the shy type, and not used to receiving lots of attention. They came over to me with smiles, and kisses; really a nice group.

The doorbell rang again about fifteen minutes later and a middle aged man was greeted at the front door by Lynn. They hugged and chatted for a while; obviously they were more than just casual acquaintances. Could this be a new cross dresser like me? I got my answer soon enough. Lynn walked into her kitchen, dimmed the lights, and came out with a cake with three lit candles on it.

“Okay girls! Listen up! In honor of our newest member, Tiffany, and her first appearance in dress, we are having a cake to celebrate her arrival on the scene!” All the girls, and the middle aged stranger in the room applauded, and some of them even whistled. I couldn’t have been more embarrassed, but Faye stood right next to me; her arm reassuringly around my shoulder.

The middle aged guy looked like the actor Fred MacMurray from the Sixties sitcom “My Three Sons;” a spitting image in fact, minus the pipe. Lynn continued. “Also ladies, some of you are acquainted with our other guest - Eddie.”

I whispered into Faye’s ear: “Who’s Eddie? What’s the deal?” Fay looked at me and smiled.

“Let’s see. Oh, Eddie’s like a tradition here, like a team mascot you might say.”

“Okay,” I said, “but what does he do. I mean, like, what is his purpose here?”

Faye smiled at me; more like a mischievous grin. “You’ll find out soon enough. It’s like . . . well let’s just say it’s part of your initiation into the group! We’ve all done it honey, so don’t worry about it. Besides, I’ll be with you the whole way. In the meantime, let’s get some cake and socialize,” she said, grabbing a Virginia Slim from her bag, offering me one.

Both of us lit up, and Eddie was staring at me and Faye. I could spot a smoking fetish in a guy from a mile away. In a way, I almost felt sorry for them. The “new me’ - Tiffany, had like a super power over these guys.

“Here Faye, Tiffany, have some cake,” Lynn said, holding out two paper plates and a fork - “it’s really good - chocolate mousse.” We each took a plate and sat back down on the couch, watching Eddie mingle with the other girls. He was seated on the couch on the other side of the room, and looked right at home. Then, we watched as he got up and walked over to us.

“Good evening, ladies. Faye, why don’t you introduce me to the guest of honor tonight?”

“Oh sure Eddie,” this is Tiffany. She’s new. I mean really absolutely green new.”

“Well, well, nice to meet you Tiffany. I’m sort of, well let’s just say Lynn’s business partner and an ‘advisor’ of sorts to the group.” I didn’t question any of this, but it appeared that this was more than just an innocent social group. What exactly, I would find out soon enough.

Eddie kind of creeped me out a little, but I trusted Faye and Lynn. Then Eddie turned to us. “Tiffany, Faye; how would you girls like to come upstairs with me now?” I could see through Eddie’s pants and saw he had a nice hard-on going. Faye took the lead.

“Sure Eddie, Tiff, let’s go!”

I looked around the room and saw Lynn giving a blow job to Marilyn, and Daisy was blowing one of the newer girls. I surprised myself by how hard I was, even after getting the excellent head from Faye. I remembered an old saying: Don’t analyze, utilize!

❤️❤️❤️


Four

_______________

___

Tricks of the Trade


The upstairs of Lynn’s house was spacious. There was a master bedroom with sliding doors that opened onto a terrace overlooking a backyard with a lighted swimming pool and tennis courts. She evidently had money, and lots of it. I wondered if it was tied in somehow to this “social club.” There were a total of four bedrooms in the house. Two of them were being utilized judging from the sounds of pleasure coming out from behind the closed doors.

Eddie led us into the master bedroom. On the table in front of the dressing mirror was a variety of sex toys laid out: cock rings, butt plugs, and three silicone dildos of assorted sizes. They aroused me. My cock was just waiting for the right moment to bust out of the gaff that was holding it in.

Eddie went to the side of the bed and sat himself down in a chair that was next to the wall past the foot of the bed and started undressing down to his boxer shorts. Faye turned to me, and took a drag of her cigarette, and exhaled a smoky kiss into my lungs. I was going to come any second. I think she knew the effect that would have on me. It certainly turned Eddie on. He had his hand down his boxers stroking himself.

“Okay sweetheart,” Faye said. “Let’s get comfortable.” She led me over to the bed and lie down, pulling up her black, satin skirt. She kicked off her thong, and for the first time I got a good look at her gurl cock. She saw me looking with interest and said, “See Tiffany, why would any of us G U R L S (spelling it out) want to not have a cock? They come in very handy don’t you see?”

“Yes,” I said. “They certainly do!”

“Don’t mind Eddie,” Faye said. “He’ll get his turn soon. He’s busying himself now!” and she laughed. I still had my cigarette, and I took a drag and put it in the ashtray on the night table. I grabbed Faye, getting on top of her and exhaling into her mouth. I felt her cock, and I wanted it, badly.

I straddled her and put my peach-glossed lips over her cock tip, and I could already taste her salty pre cum. I loved the way it felt between my lips. This was a night of firsts - The first time I ever had a cock in my mouth, and I was so glad it belonged to Faye.

“Come on my little sissy cum slut; that’s it, take me inside those delicious lips.” I sort of played with her cock a little bit; kissing it softly, getting a feel for its texture, its taste. I played with the shaft, running the tips of my painted nails over the surface of it.

Faye started to moan which made me even harder, I thought I would poke a hole through my gaff. Now I took all of her inside me. For my first time I was glad I got Faye’s cock. It wasn’t as big as mine. At least I wasn’t choking on it! I got it nice and slippery. I ran the top of my tongue over her sensitive bottom, going back and forth slowly; a tease really. Faye pressed her hands on top of my silly hair, “Oh fuck, Tiff, you’re killing me! Don’t stop!”

I went faster and faster, teasing was over - this was all out sucking. She bucked her hips up to meet the motion of my head on her. She let out a grunt, grabbing my hair with her fists, and I felt a hot, wet warmth encircle her cock inside my mouth. She kept coming like this was her first time all year. I couldn’t help it but some of her delicious jizz ran down the corners of my mouth. The sluttier I perceived myself to be the harder I got.

I kept on sucking like a kid who didn’t want to surrender a lollipop. I felt Faye lose some of her hard on, and I pulled off her and kissed her, giving her a taste of her own jizz, which she happily drew out of my mouth. She licked the corners of my mouth and my chin where there was still some of it left.

“Okay, wow Tiff; that was sooo good. You are mine! You hear that? I’m gonna be yours forever.”

“Let’s have a cigarette,” I said. I needed to celebrate my first time as a smoky cum-slut, and I loved it. So I lit us both up and I was looking at Eddie in the corner. Both Faye and I were laughing at him. He looked like a dam that was about to burst.

“What’s the matter Eddie? Feeling a little frustrated?” Faye said. Then turning to me she said, “Men!” and we both laughed some more at Eddie’s predicament.

But Eddie was quick, he was out of his boxers, and I was dying to come again. “Okay Tiffany, it’s my turn now,” the lecherous bastard said. I looked at Faye for support, and she put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t worry honey, you’re going to love this!” What “this” was, I had an idea. Liking it, I wasn’t quite convinced.

******

“Come on sweetheart,” Eddie said. “Hike up that dress of yours.” I did as he asked, and with his hands, I could swear they were shaking, pulled the g string out of my ass and pushed it aside. There was a jar of coconut oil and Faye took some in her hand, and put a generous helping on my ass, even sticking her finger inside me to do it. I got a jolt of electricity when she had her finger in my ass. She was careful not to tear me with her nail.

Then she coated Eddie’s starving cock with it too, and stood up and walked over to the chair where Eddie had been sitting, lighting a cigarette as she did so. “Okay Tiffany,” Eddie said, like a horny school principal, get on your hands and knees.” I did so, and he said, “that’s it - nice! Ok.”

Now was a time for another first. I felt another man’s cock against my puckered asshole. He grunted and inserted the tip of his cock inside me, and I felt a fullness, like, you know. He played a bit at the opening, just putting his head in and out of me. It started feeling, well, it felt good. I was hungry for it. The words that came out of me next surprised Faye, and they sure as hell surprised me! “Come on Eddie, ram me! I want you to enjoy yourself. My ass is all yours.”

“Okay angel, that’s what Eddie wants to hear,” he said, referring to himself in the third person. He went farther in, but slowly, pulling out each time, then going in again and again, until he was all the way inside me. He groaned, and sizzled. At the same time, I was getting as hard as a rock, and I grabbed my cock, and started rubbing it.

Faye came over, surprising me, kissing me on the mouth, and smearing some coconut oil on my cock as well. Now I really had a good grip on my slippery pole and began stroking myself in earnest.

Eddie kept pumping me from behind, going faster and faster. I felt a very pleasant new sensation, like I was going to come. I didn’t think that could make me feel this way, but I just went along with it. I loved the way my ass just swallowed up Eddie’s cock and made it disappear. His balls were smacking my ass, or as Faye later called it, my “boy pussy.”

Eddie now groaned and I felt a hot jet of cum driving deep inside of me. The feel of that made me cum as well into my hand. I gripped my cock harder, really enjoying my orgasm. Eddie smacked my ass a couple of times, and I loved it, being treated like a total slut. I wanted him to cum on my face.

The three of us stayed in the room, and eventually that’s exactly what happened. I gave Eddie a blow job later after we both played with Faye, and he pulled out and shot a hot load right into my face. I now had residual cum dripping out of my ass, and on my mascara and eye shadow, making my carefully made up face run. I felt great, like I had overcome some hurdle; like I had finally arrived.

Eventually we came downstairs, and the girls were still busy with themselves, but when they saw me come down with Eddie and Faye, they all applauded and cheered me. It was like they had all been there before, and done the same thing. I passed the group’s initiation.

Lynn walked over to us smiling. “So Eddie,” she said. “How did our new girl do?”

“Oh Lynn,” he said. You have nothing to worry about. This one here,” and he squeezed my shoulder, “is going to be a very welcome addition for our  . . .” he was struggling for the right words. “ . . .for our club!”




Epilogue

Needless to say, my company got the contract for Lynn’s party, of which I was also a big participant, and that job led to many others for similar social organizations. But I belonged to Lynn’s. I was officially a member of “Women of Discretion.” Also Faye and I stayed together as a couple, and she eventually moved in with me. In no time, we had enough income to move into a bigger place. Each of us had different “dates” from time to come, but Faye always came back to me, and I to her.


More Juice From Jaclyn

So Trevor, aka Tiffany, found a new set of friends, and a new life. It’s amazing what answering one little e-mail can do for your sex life and spin things in totally new and exciting directions!

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.

I am also a trans woman, and underwent my transition during my mid-twenties with HRT. Sometimes in my books, I’ll touch on that fact about me.

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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