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Chapter One

___________________________

____


“Now it’s your turn, Craig – your ‘grand entrance’ into the world you’ve desired I’ll bet since you entered puberty.”

Being drunk had a lot to do with it. Many great ideas are born out of a pint or a bottle. Most times they fall flat once you sober up and realize how stupid they are or how the hell did I ever think of that?

My name’s Craig, I’m a twenty-year old junior at James Madison University, one of the more prestigious small colleges in Vermont. It’s in a sleepy little college town, and I was majoring in budding alcoholism and minoring in low grades. Most of my friends who started out that way as freshmen quickly grew out of the drunk and stupid phase, but not me. I proudly carried our frat tradition into the latter years of my college education.

It was the beginning of March, and one of our grand college events was the “Miss Madison” contest. It was a fun time on campus, and for a week, the contestants would go around, have little support rallies, throw parties, or whatever they wanted to do to get votes. As a sign of the times, the pageant was open to biological or trans women too.

At the end of the week, the contestants; one from each dorm, independents, or frat, or sorority, would come to the student union, parade around on a stage, maybe sing, do an act, dress any way they wanted to, and try to get more votes. The voting would be by text, like American Idol, or one of those home voting shows.

It was a Friday night, and my buddies and I were in the college Rathskeller doing what we did best – playing drinking games with pitchers of beer. We all belonged to the same frat, Sigma Nu, which did a lot of community service, and participated in a lot of campus events. We were under a lot of pressure from the college Greek council to participate in the Miss Madison contest.

My chapter president, Louis, was not a willing participant. No one had asked us to be part of the pageant at least in the three years that I had been part of it, but since we were known for our tradition of community service which included the college, he couldn’t really say “no” and besmirch our campus reputation. The only question of course, was which one of us would be willing to be a contestant. None of us wanted to do it, but Louis insisted.

So, at about nine o’clock, we were properly pickled enough to be willing to take part. We joked around a lot as to who would be chosen to represent us. James, the vp of the frat, decided that we should draw straws. There were six of us at the table.

“Hey guys,” James said, slurring his speech before the actual drawing began, “I think it shhould be Craig (hiccup).”

Even in my drunken state, I had enough sense and pride to say “No, not me guys. I don’t know the firsht thing about makeup.”

“You don’t have to know nuthin’ bout makeup, there are girls who can help you look shexy . . . ,” James said.

Then Louis butted in. “We should draw shtraws firsht before we get carried away with this. We can forsh whoever the lucky pershun is who draws the shtraw after that.”

My head and the floor were spinning. I could tell tomorrow morning I would have my face in my room’s waste pail, so I said nothing.

James walked drunkenly up to the bar and asked for mixing straws and a scissor, cutting one of them short, barely missing his finger. He brought all six of them back to our table.

The first to draw was Kurt. It looked normal size, and he heaved a sigh of relief. Doug and Lance each drew regular size. Next, James and Louis drew, and wouldn’t you know it, theirs were all regular size. I was the lucky one by default. Immediately I was thinking up excuses.

Louis saw me looking uneasy, and immediately he put his hand up. “No, no, we did dish fair and shquare, Craigie, and it’s you,” he said pointing an unsteady finger at me for emphasis. “Beshides,” he said with a grin on his face, and making a show of looking me over, “I think you’ll really make a convinshing girlie girl.”

I didn’t have to ask him why, and because of the alcohol he probably would have said some rather embarrassing things to me about why I was a natural, but he didn’t go there. I was tall, lanky, and thin, with a smallish nose and lips that were small and thin enough to pass for a girl.

I considered myself to be straight and also a bit “curious,” which I took for granted as being an adolescent growing into manhood. I enjoyed looking at different porn sites. The ones that fascinated me were the ones that featured a beautiful, sexy woman with big cleavage, a “misty look” in her eyes, curvy body, and then – surprise, a big, hard dick hanging between her legs.

There was one website in particular that I visited over and over again, featuring a trans woman, wearing trashy makeup, hookerish clothing, and using sex toys to pleasure herself with.

I told myself that this was normal, a novelty, as long as I didn’t cross certain boundaries – like act out on my fantasies. The fact is, I was still a virgin, so my explorations were innocent.

I really wanted no part of this pageant because I tried to “outgrow” these desires, what I considered to be an unhealthy aspect of my lifestyle. But, being honest with myself, I got quite a hard on when the topic was brought up.

I acted against it in front of the guys, because if I jumped at the chance, I was afraid they might ask some uncomfortable questions, and in college, reputation is everything – even for a nobody like me.

Another side of my “interest” was that I was drawn to attractive women, straight or trans, who smoked the long, girly, all-white 120 cigarettes. After doing a little research trying to find out why, and fearing that I might be mentally ill, I discovered that I had a fetish – for smoking.

It horrified me, and so I made a promise to myself that when I got to college I would do away with that part of my life. But that, along with my interest in trans websites was still rattling around in my subconscious.

So when I sobered up the next day, I was really glad that it was me, because it would give me the excuse to explore, to dress in public without raising any suspicions. All I needed to do was to hide my excitement from my friends.

A bit of pride came through too because I didn’t think any of my friends could make a convincing woman. I knew that I was best suited for this. How my life would change if I actually won, I didn’t want to think about just now.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

__________________________

____


I

t was about three weeks until the pageant and I had plenty of time to prepare. The question was how? I did have a lot of girlfriends. Not the kind I would actually date, but just friends. In middle school and high school I was constantly bullied and made fun of because I always sat with girls at lunch, went places with them in groups, and was never really into sports, unless you consider Frisbee throwing a sport.

Here on campus I had a friend from the goth sorority, Margie. We met in an economics class. I went to her sorority house where she lived to try to get some advice. Margie was incredibly good looking, and as far as I knew she wasn’t seeing anybody.

She had long, black hair, wore heavy “goth makeup,” leather skirts with studs, long black fishnet garters, and black gloves that went up her forearms to her elbows. I thought a few times about asking her out, but I never mustered up the courage to do so.

To be honest, I even fantasized about her sometimes. She also smoked Virginia Slims 120 Menthols which turned me on even more. So one day, shortly after my friends “chose me” to be our frat’s Miss Madison contestant, I found myself at Margie’s sorority house.

“Hey Craig, how are you man, what’s up?” she said as she met me in the common room downstairs. Now this particular goth sorority was unique because aside from doing their sorority stuff, they threw parties, and catered to guys who were into cross dressing, some gay, some outright transgender women, so I felt, I don’t know; dare I say I felt like I belonged?

“Hi Margie, I was wondering if you could help me out with something.”

“Sure darling,” she said as she playfully wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “What can I do for you??”

“Well, you know The Miss Madison Pageant that’s coming up in a few weeks? My frat brothers, in a drunken moment at the Rat chose me to represent them in the pageant. I was wondering if you could . . . (I was stumbling to get it out) help me?”

“I’d be delighted to Craig, but you see our sorority has a candidate also, so,” she said playfully, “I’d really be helping the competition.”

“Are you serious now? I mean, come on, we’re friends. No one has to know.” She held her hand up.

“Come on honey, I was kidding with you! Of course I’ll help. When do you want to get started? I’ll even lend you a kick-ass outfit.” Then with a sly grin she said, “Who knows, you may actually come out as your true self.”

“Hey, wait a second, I think you misunderstand. I don’t need any help here. I’m straight and I’m only doing this to help out my frat,” I said defiantly. “What you see in front of you is my true self!”

Margie laughed with a sly look on her face. “Oh, of course, no worries or judgements. Whatever you say, I mean we’re friends, right?”

I smiled, and calmed down my defensive tone.

“Yes, we are,” I said feeling more comfortable. Margie was looking me over.

“Okay Craig, let’s go upstairs to my room, and we’ll see what I can do for you.” My hidden side was jumping up and down. I would try my best to hide my growing enthusiasm.

Once upstairs, she lit up a Virginia Slims, and I got hard immediately. My cock wasn’t small by any means, nor was it very large. I don’t know inches; I never took out a tape measure to get the data on “Mr. Happy.”

Margie’s room was done up in goth style, with an antique lampshade, a deep purple carpet, and a brass bed with a Victorian style canopy. She stood at the foot of the bed, smoking and looking at me.

“My Craig, look how hard you are!” I became flushed right away, afraid my secret would get out – and it did. “I see very clearly that you have a smoking fetish,” she said with a knowing grin. “Do I turn you on Craig?”

I was more embarrassed right then than I had ever been in my whole twenty years of existence. Sheepishly I answered, “Yes, I suppose you do.”

“I’ve heard of guys with smoking fetishes,” she said, as she took a deep, seductive drag. “But I’ve never seen one before in action,” she said and laughed.

“Okay, hold that thought – literally, if you want to,” she said, a lascivious grin on her face. “I’m going to get some clothes for you. Now, do you prefer to wear your boxers underneath, go full commando, or wear . . . you know, some really nice lingerie?”

I decided to try and play neutral, and I said to her, “Let’s see what you come up with.”

Margie, smiling at me went into a closet and pulled out a white cotton blouse, a black satin midi-length skirt with a high slit up the side, and a long, black wig like she wore. Next was the makeup case, but there was no lingerie. “I don’t think the goth look is for you Craig. Let’s see how you look with this stuff first.”

I slipped out of my t-shirt and jeans, and was standing there in front of her with an aching hard on that was pulsing, and almost painful; the hardest my cock had been in a long, long time.

Without saying a word, she pulled out a black bra with a hard cup, and a wide elastic chest band that would give me the illusion of cleavage. She threw it on the bed in front of me and said, “You really have to wear a bra Craig. That’s the only way this’ll work.”

I said nothing. Then Margie went to her dresser draws and pulled out a silk, black thong and threw it on the bed. It was like “throwing down the gauntlet” to me. Along with that was a pair of sheer nylon pantyhose with straps and a girdle – the works.

“Well, here’s where you have to decide. The only question is your cock. How will it look inside the pouch of this thong? Can I see?”

I slipped my boxers down slowly, and my erect, steaming cock was on full display for my friend to see. She whistled and said, “Wow, it’s really beautiful Craig – I love it! Yes, very, very nice. I’ll bet it feels and tastes really good too.” It all sounded so business like, and I felt like I was being played somehow, by a very skillful woman with an agenda.

I knew that she probably had a nice, tight pussy, and I assumed she was getting turned on. I know I was.

What can a guy say to that? “Would you perhaps like to touch it?” I asked trying my best to sound innocent.

She smiled at me and said “Sure, why not.” Her eyes locked onto mine and before I knew it, I had a lovely soft hand stroking the sensitive underside of my cock, fingers gripping around it, holding it tight. This was the first time a woman had done that to me.

“Something tells me Craig that this is a new experience for you, am I right? Don’t be embarrassed now.”

I had trouble getting my words out without revealing my excitement. “Yes, yes it is my first time. It feels really good.”

“Oh good, then I suppose you’ll really enjoy this,” and she slipped off her satin blouse and bra and nonchalantly lit a cigarette. She felt my cock pulse and smiled.

“Ummm, something tells me I’m doing a good job,” she said, purposely blowing a stream of smoke into my face.

I was standing by the side of her bed, and she knelt down in front of me on the floor, the silky laced pantyhose making a lovely swishing sound, and she placed her lips on the tip of my cock. She played with it, sticking her tongue out and rubbing it all around my head in a circle.

I watched, mesmerized as the dark purpIe lip gloss she wore painted my cock. I felt pre cum leaking out my tip, and I was trying to will myself not to cum, waiting for her to offer me her pussy. This was a day of firsts for me. Then she pulled off me. Hey, what the fuck is this, I wondered.

“How would you like to fuck me Craig? You know, like friends, just sociable.”

“Hell yeah,” I almost shouted. I would no longer be a virgin!

“Okay, just a sec.” She turned around with her backside facing towards me, lay with the top half of her body on the bed, knees on the floor, and pulled her short leather skirt down. I could see the purple G-String caress the crack of her ass. Then she did something totally unexpected; she moved her G-String to the side of her butt cheek, and said, “How would you like to take me this way? It really is very nice. Much nicer than a pussy even.”

“Sure, uhh . . . what do I do?” I said, trying not to sound dumb. But I didn’t have to worry – this was Margie.

“You don’t do anything yet,” she said as she reached over to her night table and pulled a tube of K-Y Jelly out of the drawer. “Believe me Craig, “ she said fiddling with the tube, “this will make it so much nicer – for you and for me!”

She took a generous helping and smeared it all over her little puckered cherry asshole, even sticking a finger inside, which made her gasp a bit. Next, she reached behind her and placed some on my cock. “I don’t want you cumming just yet dear.” God it felt so good. Now I knew what the guys meant when they said that hand jobs were the best.

“Okay, go!” and just like that I moved closer to her, and the tip of my cock explored her nether region. She moaned in delight as I rubbed it up and down her skin. “Here, hold this,” she said to me, passing me her cigarette from behind.

I was so fucking horny, and I thought that taking my first drag of her cigarette with the filter covered in purple lip gloss would make me cum right there. I put it to my lips, took a drag and inhaled. I coughed. Margie laughed.

“You’re first, I’m guessing?”

Getting hold of myself after my mini choking fit, I said, “Yeah.”

“Hah hah,” she laughed. “You’ll get used to it. You’ll have to smoke to be the complete little slut.”

I pushed inside her just a little bit, burying the tip of my cock through the cherry, puckered lips. Her skin felt so good and tight, hugging my boner. As I went farther, completely burying my head into her ass, she moaned and stiffened a bit.

“Come on Craig, do it hard and faster!”

She didn’t need to tell me. I went faster and faster, my ball sack slapping her ass cheeks, making a rhythmic “clicking noise.” I never felt anything like it. The sight of her luscious, black hair flowing down the side of her neck, and the smooth lines of her shoulders filled me with an unquenchable lust.

“Oh God, that’s it Craig, harder . . . faster, come on!”

I couldn’t take it anymore, and I let out a scream, “Here . . . I . . . come!!!” Just like that, I came with a torrent of white, creamy cum filling up her ass, warm liquid surrounding my cock, and running down the sides of her butt cheeks. I kept thrusting.

“Now, don’t stop and spank my ass, I’m a dirty slut!”

I smacked her ass once, twice, and then four times at her urging. I heard her moan and stiffen. It was her orgasm, and I could feel it run through her body. She was shagged completely to ruin. I pulled out, and my semi-erect cock had some glistening cum still on it.

She stood up, and my ropy cum was dripping down the inside of her legs. She put her G-String back in place. “Now I need a cigarette after that. You were magnificent Craig!”

“Here, take one. The sooner you smoke, you won’t cough as much. See, with a smoking fetish, the more hooked you get, the more gratification you’ll get. You will never get turned on by a non-smoker, believe me.”

She took out one for herself, and one for me, lighting both with her silver butane lighter. This time I didn’t cough as much but I was beginning to get a little light headed.

“Good, I see you’re getting used to it. Here, hold it like this,” she said and demonstrated, holding the cigarette down towards the filter near the tops of her first two fingers. I did so, and she said, “That’s it, you got it right!”

“Now you owe me something,” she said, in a way that had me wondering what exactly did she have in mind. “First, let’s get you dressed and made up. I want to see you become all you can be (borrowing a term from an army recruiting commercial). It was more like I was drafted than enlisted.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

_________________________________

_______


We started with my favorite part. I had to try hard to hide my enthusiasm, not to let my excitement at being cross dressed become too obvious. I “reluctantly” picked up the silky black thong from the bed, and rubbed the fabric between my fingers. It was so soft and cool; I couldn’t help myself. I got hard almost immediately. Margie noticed right away.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” she asked rhetorically with mocked surprise, eyeing my massive hard on.

“Uh, what?”

“It seems that you enjoy holding and touching lingerie.”

“No, it just, it just feels different from anything I’ve touched before, that’s all.”

“You know what I think?” she said.

“No, what?”

“I think you have more than a smoking fetish Craig. I think you enjoy cross dressing!”

“But I’ve never done it before. The only reason I’m doing it now is for the pageant.”

“Okay,” she said, throwing her hands up and smiling. “Whatever you say.”

So, I pulled my boxers down, standing there in my birthday suit and stepped into the G-String, pulling it up over my ankles and up my legs, loving the silky feel as it rubbed against my skin, I adjusted it over my cock which was hard already, causing the material to “tent.” The back string settled comfortably between my ass cheeks, and it was incredible. I got a tingle all through my body, causing me to press my thighs together.

Nex to go on were the nylon panty hose, black, sheer silk with straps attached. All the time, Margie was watching me, moving her thighs together, obviously aroused too at seeing me.

Last, I put the bra on which held my chest together, giving me a nice illusion of cleavage. Margie whistled. “My how nice and sexy you come together Craig. Wait until I finish you up with the makeup and the wig!”

She took me into the bathroom before I had a chance to really look at myself. She seated me in a chair, and all I could see was my head. I knew all about makeup from the YOUTUBE videos and porn sites I visited. Margie had no idea I was skilled at that.

She did a wonderful job, maybe even better than the videos.

My eye shadow was an emerald green, matching my brown eyes. The wig was long, black with curls – like Margie’s, reaching down just past my breasts, and having a part in the middle. She did the mascara with a thick eyeliner and eyebrow pencil, and a glossy peach colored lipstick with lipliner.

Margie stepped back and looked at me, obviously satisfied with her work.

“Now it’s time for you to look, Craig. Here, have a cigarette with me.” So I took one and stood up from the chair.

“Here,” she said after lighting us both up, “go into the room and have a look at yourself,” she said with a knowing grin.

I looked at my reflection in the long mirror on the room door. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Hell, I wanted to fuck myself! Margie was a magician.

“Well? What do you think?”

“I think I’m going to win the Miss Madison Pageant! Thanks Margie.”

“We’re not done here yet Craig. It would be a waste of my time and talent to have you just remove everything and go back to your frat house.”

“Wait a sec,” I said. “What about the clothing for the pageant. You said you’d help me out with those too?”

“Oh don’t worry dear, I will. But first, we have to make use with what I just created here.”

“And what would that be,” I asked, my curiosity peaked.

“Here,” she said. “Sit on the bed.”

So I sat on the bed and faced Margie. She looked me straight in the eyes and pulled her thong to the side. I was now looking at the largest cock I had ever seen. My feelings were one of amazement, because it was the last thing I would ever have expected, and to be quite frank here – lust.

I really loved the idea that the girl I was with had a cock. I suppose that my innocent little fetish had extended over into cross dressing, and sex with a transgender female; maybe even becoming one myself.

“How did you . . . when did you . . .”

Margie was laughing. “Craig, Craig. I’ve been transgender since high school. When I turned eighteen in twelfth grade I started hormone replacement therapy. This is like the third year I’m on it – I know you love what you see.”

When I didn’t respond, my mouth still hanging open, Margie said: “I knew since I met you Craig that there was a cross dresser inside you busting to come out. I didn’t expect it to be this way, but I suppose your entry in the pageant made it easier.” She paused, and said, “I knew you’ve been dying to fuck me and when you jumped at the chance to fuck my ass or my “bussy” as I like to call it, I had my suspicions about you confirmed. Am I right?”

I just nodded. “Now it’s your turn, Craig – you’re ‘grand entrance’ into the world you’ve desired I’ll bet since you entered puberty.”

“Come on now honey, hop over onto your knees and face the headboard.” Still in shock, I did as I was told.

“Wait a second!” I said, still trying to hold onto the last vestiges of heterosexuality, even if only in name. “I can’t do this, I’m . . . not like that!”

“STOP PRETENDING CRAIG, or I’ll take the makeup off, and the lingerie and the clothes back, and you’ll never be the Miss Madison contestant from your frat! How would your friends like that??” She was angry now, but right. I was ashamed of my outburst. I answered Margie sheepishly.

“I’m sorry Margie,” I said with a sigh. “You’re right. You’re really putting yourself out here with me, helping me and all, and I was . . . I was disrespectful.”

Margie was taken with my sincerity, and she came over to me and hugged me. “That’s okay Craig. Look, the first time I dressed, was a bit similar to you, but without a pageant. I was dating a transgender girl in high school. Now,” she said with fake anger, “get on your fucking knees, bitch!”

I did as I was told, and Margie picked up the tube of K-Y Jelly and ran it over my ass, even sticking a finger inside my asshole.

“Ohhhhh,” I hissed through my teeth. “I fucking love this.”

“Humm, you’ll love what’s coming up next, no questions about it!”

She put the excess jelly onto her cock, which was as big as a pirate’s sword.

My cock, not anywhere near the size of Margie’s was as big as could be. It was throbbing, even, hungry for what was to come. Fuck it, I would go with it.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

___________________________

___


Margie was teasing me. She rubbed the tip of her cock onto my virgin asshole, and went all over from behind it, up to my ball sack, which she grabbed with her fingers; her long, fake nails pressing into me, sending shivers through my body.

Now her tip was doing a little “dance” over my hole, and pressed into it, making me want it. “Please Margie, do it,” I begged.

Margie laughed. “My, my, aren’t you the eager beaver.” I didn’t have to wait much longer. Her tip entered me, and I gasped, because the size of her head was bigger than anything I put into my ass (aside from a fever thermometer when I was a kid).

“This may hurt somewhat Craig, but I promise you, it’ll be worth it.”

Not waiting for my reply, she kept going. In and out, deeper, and deeper into me. I scrunched my fists together and grabbed the sheets. I didn’t want to cry out and have her think I was a wimp. Then she pulled out of me for a second to put some more K-Y on my asshole and on her pirate cock.

“Now, from the top, cowboy,” she said, playfully.

The second entry didn’t quite hurt so bad because she had broken me in a bit. Still it was painful, but in a way I had not experienced before. There was a lusty pleasure there that stiffened me again.

She went all the way in and out, first withdrawing slowly and then ramming me really hard. “Oh God, this is so good!” I exclaimed. Margie said nothing and kept going.

The feeling of pleasure was mixed in with the pain, unlike any pre-orgasm sensation I ever had. It welled up like a ball in my insides, and made me greedy for more. I met her forward thrusts with my own, backing up onto her cock, as her balls slapped my butt cheeks.

She kept at it, unrelenting, like she was teaching me a lesson. She was.

Pre cum was leaking out the tip of my cock, I was getting ready to blow the largest wad of jizz I ever did, and loving every moment.

Margie was making grunting noises. I didn’t want this to stop – ever. I felt Margie go faster and stiffen, her hands squeezing my butt cheeks together more. I now felt a warm, liquid enter my ass – she was coming inside of me now, spurt after spurt of jizz. She let out a loud “Ahhhhh . . .”

I gasped, “what the fuck?” So soon after I just came inside Margie, I grabbed my cock and came again. It was the most intense orgasm I ever had, spraying, thick, ropy white shots onto her bed sheet. I felt myself going blind for a moment, my eyes were rolling up into the back of my head. This was the climax I had been wanting all my life – all my fetishes and desires being filled at once.

Margie kept drilling me deeper and deeper. I didn’t want her to ever stop. But then she did and slowly pulled out of me. I could feel her jizz dripping down the sides of my no longer virgin ass.

That sensation was quickly replaced by a new one – her tongue licking all the cum from my ass, even sticking it into my ass. She sent shivers through me as she lapped up every droplet from my body. God, I wanted her to fuck me again. The question wasn’t if, but when.”

She pulled away from me, turning me around to face her. She kissed me deeply on the mouth. I could taste all my jizz from her mouth. It was a mix of salty and sweet.

“So how was that for your first time, Craig,” she asked, a hopeful expression on her face.

“I loved it Margie. I hope we can do this more!”

“Well, I still have to dress you now, don’t I, and teach you to walk in heels. We have about three weeks, right?”

“Yes, we do, that’s right.”

“Okay then,” she said, smiling. “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow night – about eight then, ok?”

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.

So that’s how I started my new path to transgenderism. I didn’t win the Miss Madison competition, but my friends respected me for “taking one for the team.”

If they only knew.

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this sexy little story about a college boy who lets his “inner self loose” with the help of a friend.

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

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

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

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

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey


About the Author

Jaclyn Dicey

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

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

(please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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