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I WAS ALWAYS A SHY KINDA GUY, so when I went away to college at Cashtown State, I decided to take advantage of some campus services. One ad in particular on the student union bulletin board caught my eye. It had a rather catchy beginning:

“ARE SHYNESS AND SELF-ESTEEM ISSUES KEEPING YOU FROM REACHING YOUR FULL POTENTIAL??? Well look no further. Our experienced group of college counsellors can make all that negativity go away! Just give us a try – No charge – University Health Services” 

I needed the help. I was smart enough to realize that many social situations were waiting for me if only I felt ready and confident to take them on. I lived in the freshman dorm, and I went to bars downtown and keg parties with my friends. But when it came to meeting girls I got tongue-tied real fast, and was always the guy left standing against the wall, watching the others leave with the babe on their arms.

So I didn’t tell my roommate Ralph or the other guys on my floor what I was doing. Maybe if this new therapy became successful I would let them know what I was up to. I ripped off the phone number from the bottom of the ad and took it with me. The day after next (see? shyness is a problem!) I called the number and spoke to a friendly woman who invited me to come down to the office in Reynold’s Hall. The office had a nice scenic window taking up a whole wall overlooking a woods by the same name. Fall came early to this part of the state, and the leaves were just starting to turn. I think that gave me a measure of confidence I might otherwise not have had.

I was sitting in the waiting room for about ten minutes when the door opened and the receptionist called me. “Josh Chamberlain? You can follow me.”

I got up and walked inside to a small suite of rooms. I was getting anxious. Maybe I wouldn’t have been anxious if there were at least one more person sitting in the waiting room, but that couldn’t be helped, so I took a deep breath and followed the secretary. She opened the door to an office a couple of doors on the right of the hallway. There was a plaque on the door: Marisol Valdez, LCSW

Behind the desk sat a striking woman, possibly early thirties, with goth style makeup on, and a leather choker with a ring in front around her neck. She smiled at me as I took a comfortable plush seat on the side of the room.

“So,” she said, with a fair amount of concern in her voice; “What brings you here today, Josh?”

“Well, I saw your sign in the student union building and I thought that maybe you could help me.” I took a deep breath. “See, I’m shy – I mean, I suffer from shyness to the point of where it stops me from doing things.”

“Like what? I mean, is there anything in particular that concerns you?”

“Yes,” and here is what I was dreading and was really embarrassed about revealing. “Meeting girls – I mean, I get nervous about asking girls out,” I said, and looked down, really ashamed of myself.

I looked up and she was smiling. “Well you’ve come to the right place Josh. We can certainly handle that. In no time, you’ll be in any social situation and able to ask any girl out you want, and guess what?”

“What?”

“Girls will even seek you out.”

Now this really caught my interest. What sort of magic could they work? “Really? You mean I’ll become . . . popular??”

“Ummm, you might say that Josh. Look. Here’s what we’ll do now. I’m going to give you the address of our house on campus. Come there on Saturday night about seven o’clock and we’ll have our first session. Sound good?”

“Yeah, it sounds GREAT Marisol!”

“Okay, good Josh.” Then she looked at me and said with a more serious tone, “I live there in that house Josh. You see, the house is like a sorority where we help out young men and women with your kind of problem.”

“Uh, great – I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Good. I’ll see you Saturday night. Oh, and Josh: Don’t forget to come in sweatpants and a hoodie, okay?”

“Sure Marisol.” An odd request that I thought came from a policy of making clients comfortable. So I left the office with a bounce in my step and a hopeful attitude.

________________________________

_______________

The walk to the building, McPherson Hall, was about ten minutes from my dorm. It was a pleasant evening, and I was feeling pretty good about myself – finally taking my situation under control. I walked up the stairs and the door was open. I looked inside and saw a bunch of mostly guys paired up with instructors. They were standing on mats dressed in sweats and engaged in conversation with their female counterparts. My first thought was that they were practicing different social scenarios with them. Okay, I thought. I can do this. If it helps me, why not? There was a front desk and the woman behind it motioned for me to come over. She asked me for my name and assigned me to a mat at the opposite end of the room, which took up the entire first floor of the house.

I walked over to my assigned mat, number “23.” As soon as I got there, I saw Marisol come into the room, and she approached me with a confident swagger. She was wearing a goth leather outfit that revealed some incredible features I could only have dreamed about; fishnet stockings that rode high up on her ass, and a leather halter brassiere. She was dressed more for a goth music video than a counselling session. I was going to ask her about it when as soon as she walked onto the mat, smiling, she slapped me hard across my face.

“MARISOL! I mean, WHAT THE FUCK!?” I yelled, holding my face. It fucking hurt me.

“Lesson number one Josh – expect the unexpected in every social encounter. Now how did that make you feel?”

“It fucking hurt!! How’s that for an answer?”

“Okay, but tell me, did you like it? In some small way, did it excite you sexually when I did that to you?”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Wait. I thought this was a workshop or therapy to address shyness.”

“Yes it is, but tell me Josh; if you are sexually excited, can you be shy?”

Confused a bit, I tried to follow her train of logic. “No I suppose not – I think,” I said, a bit confused and rubbing my face.

“That’s good! So I take it to mean that you did get sexually excited when I smacked you hard.”

“Well I . . .” Just then, she smacked me again – but this time it came from her left hand and was much more powerful and hard. I looked at her again, and I could see her nostrils were flaring. She was staring at me intently.

“Come on now Josh – let’s go upstairs to my room, and I’ll teach you all about letting go of shyness, okay?”

I was really confused at this point, but I told myself that I was in the hands of a professional. I looked out over the room, and I could see some other guys leaving with their instructors too. So I figured, okay what the hell.

With my face (on both sides) smarting, I left with Marisol and we walked up the staircase in the center of the room, up to the second floor. Marisol led me – or rather pulled me – to her room, and opened the door with her key.

Everything inside was done up in a red scheme – the bed spread, the curtains across her window, and the carpeting. She had an old fashioned lava lamp going that was also red.

“So Josh, do you still feel shy?”

“Uh, I’m, I’m not sure . . .”

Now came another smack -hard! – was this supposed to be some sort of conditioning telling me I wasn’t supposed to say I felt shy, even though I did?

I was numb to the smacks by this time and I looked at her. She studied me like a lioness judging her prey for any signs of resistance. “Okay now Josh, tell me what you’d like to do to me now – do you wanna’ FUCK ME HARD????”

I thought if I answered “no,” I would be showing signs of shyness and get another smack, so I didn’t say no. Instead I felt like I was a Formula One race car and the traffic light had just turned green. So I responded with a resounding “Yes Marisol, I would very much love to fuck the stuffing out of you.” Boy! That was original and I had no idea where that came from, but it sounded great.

“I don’t believe you, you pathetic little shit!” she said and smacked me again, but this time she shoved a leather covered tit right in my face.

Something unexpected was happening to me given the physical punishment – I was getting very hard. The pain was mixing with excitement – with pleasure. She turned around and backed up against me, wiggling her butt in my waist; obviously feeling my hard on.

She undid the leather straps revealing a black G-String. Marisol reached behind her and started rubbing my cock with her hand, placing it underneath the front of my sweats. “Take your sweats off Josh,” she commanded me.

I dripped some pre cum onto her hand, and she started pumping me with the soft underside of her fingers. I thought I might cum any second. But then she stopped and made a show of taking her fingers up to her mouth and licking the moisture off them. “Ummm, Josh, that’s sooooo good!” she said.

“I want you to fuck me from behind, okay?”

A bit unusual. I didn’t even know you could do that. Then she added, “In my ass Joshua.” She reached down onto the carpeting and pulled out her bag. She pulled out a tube of lube gel and squeezed a nice amount out onto her fingertips, slathering it all over the inside of her ass crack and onto her asshole. I watched, in a trance as she stuck her finger inside of her asshole and rubbed it around the sides, moaning as she did so. Then reaching behind her even more, she grabbed my cock and made it nice and slick.

“Okay Josh,” she said in a breathy voice, “just follow my lead, okay?”

“Sure Marisol, you’re the boss.”

She laughed to herself and with her hand pulled my cock down until it was lined up with her ass. Then she backed up onto my cock slowly, burying my head inside of her. She gasped and made sounds of exquisite pleasure. My heart started beating fast and I was getting into it. To my amazement, I realized I was anything but shy.

“C’mon Josh; thrust hard inside me.” I did just that. She was very tight, slippery, and I was more turned on than I thought possible. I actually enjoyed this most unusual way of having sex. Now she met my thrusts and backed up on me, meeting my rhythms.

I placed my palms on the side of her buttocks and thrusted faster and faster. In what seemed like seconds I felt a ball of fire welling up inside of me and I stiffened and moaned, shooting a large tsunami of cum deep inside her, all the way up through her ass. The warmth and wet slimy feel even turned me on more, so I went faster. Just then, Marisol cried out and shivered. She came too and gripped the bed sheets in closed fists.

She stayed perfectly still, breathing hard, pulled off my cock and turned around, facing me. “There Josh, now how was that? I think you’ve gotten over your shyness – at least partially.” I wondered what she meant by that. Before today I was a complete, shy, inhibited virgin with no social skills, and now I was having sex with a woman in her thirties.

“Marisol, I’m like a new person, but what did you mean when you said ‘partially?’”

She laughed. “You’ll see. I’m not done by any means. It’s time I called the rest of the team in here.”

Team?? What team? I was totally confused. Marisol picked up her cell phone and looked at me as the call went through. “Casey? Hi. Yeah, my client is ready. Come in. Yes, my room.”

“Okay Josh. After today, all your inhibitions will be gone. I promise you. You’ll be a new man.”

She walked up closer to me, and grabbing me by my t-shirt she kissed me hard on the lips, wrapping her tongue around mine, getting my cock just as hard as before. “You do trust me right?”

“Yes, of course I do. Although I gotta say, your methods are a bit unorthodox.”

She laughed. “Yeah, most guys say that until the process is done.”

The door opened and a shapely girl with goth makeup, green eyes, and long, red hair came inside. “Casey, meet Josh. Josh, meet Casey.”


2

“HI JOSH. I HOPE YOU’RE READY to have your life flipped around.” I noticed she was carrying a rather heavy looking gym bag. She set it on the floor next to Marisol’s bed. Marisol meanwhile was in her little kitchenette and mixing something.

“Well,” I said, “I’m willing to do whatever it takes to overcome my shyness and become a socially secure, and confident young man.”

“Wow Marisol, did you hear that!? It sounds like you’re making good progress on this one.”

“Yes, I think Josh will turn out just fine. And what happened to your client Casey?”

Casey looked directly at me while she answered Marisol. “Ohhh, my client didn’t turn out so well. He bolted just after the first part. I think he’s doomed to be a social misfit for the rest of his college career. Now I’m sure Josh that you don’t want that same fate to happen to you, now do you?”

“No, I really don’t Casey!” I was serious. Something wonderful happened to me when Marisol took my virginity; even though it was rather ‘unorthodox.’

“That’s great Josh,” Marisol said coming out of the kitchen with a six ounce amber medicine bottle.

“What’s in there Marisol?” I asked.

“Oh! It’s nothing to be afraid of Josh. Here look – it’s approved by the university health department.” I took a look at the label, and that’s exactly what it said. There was a chemical name I’ve never heard of before, and right on the label it said “Approved by Cashtown State Health Section”

“Okay Josh, here – drink this down and have a seat on the bed. It’ll take a few minutes to work. It’s a little something to help you with your mood. Now you’re not allergic to willow bark, are you?”

I’d never heard of that before, so I answered truthfully. “Why no, not at all Marisol. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

“Good, good,” she said, handing me the bottle. Well then bottoms up!”

I took it from her and drank it all up. It tasted strongly of licorice and had a syrupy consistency. It wasn’t bad, and it burned slightly going down my throat.

“Humm, not bad Marisol.”

“Good boy Josh! You’re well on your way to a nice adventure, and Casey and I are here to help you.”

Marisol reached for a pack of ultra long, all white girly cigarettes that were on her dresser, and she gave one to Casey, and lit them both up with a slim, sliver butane lighter. I was mesmerized watching them smoke. It was an old fetish of mine – looking at attractive women smokers. My cock got hard right away, and Casey noticed it and laughed. She elbowed Marisol and pointed to my cock, and soon both of them were laughing.

Marisol picked up her cell phone and programmed some thumping techno music which came out of some really nice speakers on her wall. I began to feel warm and a little light-headed and something else – horny. Yeah, fucking horny. My eyes began to close slightly and got heavy, and my nostrils began to flare. I wanted “to touch,” and to be touched; and something else – I wanted a cigarette.

“Um Marisol, could I please have a cigarette?” After seeing my reaction to them lighting up, they were not surprised at all, and so Marisol handed me one from her pack and lit me up. She looked over at Casey and smirked. “I think Josh’s shyness is melting away Casey.”

“Yeah, looks like it, but the real test is yet to come.”

“Time for Phase II Josh,” Casey said, and nodded to Marisol.

Marisol went over to her closet and opened up an oak trunk on the floor, just inside the sliding doors. She pulled out what looked like a bunch of clothes which had me wondering – but not scared. I felt a mood of acceptance wash over me, and eagerness for whatever came next.

“Here you go Josh. I think you’ll like these. You will definitely lose all vestiges of shyness once you try these on – I promise you.”

“Okay Marisol, you’re the boss.”

“Good boy. Now here, put these on,” and she handed me a black, satin G-String. Under normal circumstances I would have gotten off the bed and run out of the room, screaming for dear life. But I couldn’t move. My ass was planted on the bed and I had a drowsy, floating acceptance. My heart began beating fast with anticipation as I held the thong between my index finger and thumb.

I felt giddy, and I liked the feeling of the cool satin between my fingers. I slipped out of my sweatpants and boxers and stepped into the thong, which I gently placed on the floor. It didn’t bother me that Marisol and Casey were watching me. In fact, I kinda’ liked the idea. I pulled it up my thin, hairless legs and I got chills all through my body as the cool material caressed my skin. I slowly centered it around my junk, and stuck my hand down in the front underneath the lace and moved the tip of my cock around and around on the pouch until I felt a drop of pre cum leak out onto the inside.

Marisol noticed that and smiled. “That’s enough of that now Josh. Here, take your t-shirt off and put this on,” and she handed me a black stretch bra. I placed it over my head, and it pulled my skin together in front, so it gave me the appearance of cleavage. It excited me, and Marisol and Casey couldn’t be happier.

“Oh boy Josh, have we got big plans for you!” Casey said approvingly. I rubbed my hands down my front and my skin tickled – it felt different, as if I wasn’t the one being touched. It was very strange, but I wasn’t concerned with questioning this at all.

Marisol threw me a black vinyl one-piece dress with shoulder straps, which I placed on over my head. Inside was a cool polyester lining which gave me goosebumps as it rubbed my skin.

“Okay Josh, now let’s go into the bathroom. It’s time for your makeup!” Marisol said.

Marisol was an artist and she worked quickly to achieve the desired result. I was made up in the goth style like her and Casey. Purple lip gloss, black eyeliner, and purple eye shadow completed my look. “Marisol, she looks . . . good enough to eat!” Casey said and began to laugh.

“Now Casey, behave. You’ll get your chance. I’m sure our new slutty goth girl here would love for you to ravage her, now wouldn’t you Josh?”

I was floating by this time – lost on the waves of whatever was in that bottle I drank. I answered sleepily, “Yesssss.”

“That’s more like it!” Marisol said. “Now don’t go away Josh. I’ll be right back.” As if I could go anywhere. My legs were so weak I thought I would fall down if I got off the chair. Marisol came back inside carrying a big box. Inside of it was a longhaired black wig. Carefully, she lifted it out.

She grinned at me and placed the vinyl wig cap on me first, carefully centering it on my head.

“Just a second Marisol,” Casey said. “Doesn’t our new creature here need a nice girl’s name?”

“Ooooh, you know what Casey? You’re so right! I know just the one.” Marisol took a step back from me and placed her chin in her hand, deep in thought. “I know! She looks like a Jade!”

“Yes, yes Marisol, she does! Jade it is then!”

“How do you like that Jade?” Marisol said to me. It was a rhetorical question because my masters had already decided for me. I had absolutely no choice in the matter. Then I had a crazy thought – was any of this stuff today even legal? But then I became giddy and laughed to myself. I found the words ‘who cares?’ to be quite funny, and appropriate.

“Yes Marisol, I love it,” I said regaining some clarity.

Before I got out of the chair Casey handed me a pair of black, sheer pantyhose with a ruffled top. She placed them up my legs and then got a pair of low, black pumps. I stood up, and surprisingly I was able to maintain my balance.

I had a sudden craving for a cigarette as I adored my new, slutty, sissy self in the mirror.

“Marisol, “ I said, with a dreamlike quality to my voice, “could I please have a cigarette?”

“See Casey? He’s a hooked little sissy slut now!”

“Umm,” Casey replied. “I’m impressed.” You do lovely work Marisol.”

The three of us were smoking and my cock was harder than I ever could remember. I remember standing up and grinning.

“Can I take him now Marisol?” Casey asked.

“Sure you can honey. I think I’ll have some fun watching.”

“Okay Jade,” Casey said, stroking my painted face with her hand, “Let’s have some fun.”

“Sure Casey, I’d love that very much.”

“Okay, now watch!” Casey said with an evil gleam in her eye.

I stood smoking, and looking at Casey. She had her cigarette dangling from the corner of her lips and was staring at me. Casey had a black leather skirt on and fishnet stockings. She opened the snaps in the front and the skirt dropped down around her ankles. She stepped out of it and stood in front of me. She hooked her thumb into the front of her thong and gently pulled it down. Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next, but I reacted like it was all quite normal. Casey had the largest COCK I ever saw pop out from underneath her pouch.

My mouth dropped open and my eyes became as wide as saucers. Still, perhaps it was the elixir, but I was numb to it as far as a physical reaction like a fast heartbeat. That did not happen. But what did happen was that my cock started bulging and pulsing.

My reaction was still one of surprise. “Casey! What the fuck!”

“Oh, I see you noticed my gurl cock. Do you like it Josh? I can tell your mouth is watering for it. Would you like to suck on it perhaps?”

Before I could respond she walked closer to me and pressed my shoulders down so that I was kneeling in front of her. She placed her hands behind my head and pulled me in so that my lips were bumping up against her cock. It was a strange sensation, and instead of being repulsed by it, which would have been my natural reaction just twenty-four hours ago, I was drawn to it, like a bug to a lamp.

I wasn’t shy about it anymore either. I moved my tongue around in my mouth, and it was full of saliva. She forced her cock into my mouth – way past the head. She pushed until the middle of her shaft was inside of me and she withdrew. By instinct I kept my lips closed tightly around it. The music in the room, and hence the atmosphere changed to a raunchy, slow, jazz tune. It just made my cock even harder. Casey went inside my mouth again, and out again, each time picking up speed and force. I moved my mouth as well, keeping pace and synced to her movements. My tongue wrapped around her shaft and circled it like a paintbrush going around and around. She stiffened and arched her back, and then let out a loud sigh of pure ecstasy. Her nails dug into my scalp.

At that moment I felt a gush of sticky, warm cum fill my mouth. I was shocked on a conscious level to find myself taking it all in. My subconscious was ruling all my actions. I swallowed and sucked so that not even a drop left the corners of my mouth. She convulsed and shot another load. I did the same and let it run down my throat. I was greedy for more, and gave up trying to understand myself. Casey kept thrusting and I licked her cock completely clean of all residue.

When she finally pulled out she was breathless. Marisol was looking on, pleased at what she saw. Casey turned to her and grinned.

“My my Casey,” Marisol crowed, “It seems like we hit a homerun with this one!”

“Yes indeed we did. You know something Jade, you are the greatest success we’ve had in a while. Something tells us that perhaps you’ve had secret desires along these lines for a long time. Perhaps a secret fetish for transgender women, and those who seductively smoke???? Come on, tell us the truth here.”

Maybe it was the elixir speaking, but I think the girls were right. I was extremely turned on by the whole thing and didn’t want the day to end.

“Yes I think you’re right. I just . . . want . . . more . . .”
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MARISOL LOOKED AT CASEY AND SMILED. “Okay, then we’ll just have to give you more Jade. Now it’s my turn,” Marisol said and unbuttoned her leather belt and tights. She too had a black G-String, and like Casey revealed a huge cock underneath. I wasn’t even surprised. To tell the truth, I was actually overjoyed. My eyes closed to slits, and I walked over to Marisol’s dressing table and pulled out a cigarette from her pack, lit it and did a very slow, sensual French exhale. I think it even turned on Marisol and Casey.

“Okay Jade, I want you to bend over the bed with your butt high up in the air.”

As soon as I heard that I got a rush – a tingle that shot through my body. I felt like a slave and was glad for it! I obediently bounced on my heels over to the bed, my mouth sticky with cum, and bent over. Marisol bumped up behind me and lifted the hem of my skirt up over my backside. She moved the strap of the G-String over the side of a butt cheek. Next I felt the cool wet sensation of gel being slathered over the inside of my ass. I instinctively closed my butt cheeks. Marisol opened them with her hand slowly, giving me words of encouragement.

“Now Jade, just relax and enjoy this – it’s all for your pleasure. You’re making wonderful progress.”

I felt a hard, velvet sensation of what was undoubtedly Marisol’s cock pressing up against my cherry asshole or boy pussy. She played at bouncing it up and down against me and said, “This may be painful at first Jade, but then I promise you it will be the most wonderful feeling you’ve ever had.”

She was right – at least about the first part. When she entered me I felt a stabbing pain because I was not used to being stretched, but looking back on it, I’m sure the elixir had something to do with my ability to tolerate the pressure. She entered me slowly, the rim of my boy pussy closing in tight around the shaft of her cock. She went slowly at first and then gradually picked up speed and depth in her thrusting. I helped it along by moving my sweet ass back up on her cock. We were working together in perfect harmony. The pain became mixed with a stirring – a pleasure that I’m sure I never could have duplicated by myself with any means.

Marisol was breathing heavy and out of the corner of my eye Casey was stroking the full shaft of her cock with her closed fist. She went faster and faster and she ran to the bed and hopped on top. On her knees she moved over to me and placed her cock into my mouth and pushed inside me. I began sucking on it again, while being pounded from the rear by Marisol. Meantime, my own cock was pulsating.

Marisol let out a wordless scream, and her nails drew blood as they dug into my buttocks. I felt a warm, wet, thick jet of cum enter my boy pussy. This only made her go faster and add to my pleasure. I felt cum leak out of my ass and drip down the inside of my butt cheeks. Suddenly I was seized by a ball of fire deep inside me and I exploded inside of Casey’s mouth. She sucked me clean and didn’t let a drop escape down her mouth.

I stayed hard inside of Casey’s mouth for a while. Marisol kept pounding me from behind for a while as well, but was beginning to slow down.

The three of us lay on the bed – spent, and in a nice post afterglow. We were casually smoking, laughing, and talking.

“So Jade,” Marisol asked. “How does it feel to handled and passed around like a cheap little skank, sissy, whore?”

My answer came partly from the elixir, but mostly from my actual feelings. I found a new side of myself that I really enjoyed. For the first time in my life I felt fulfilled, like I belonged somewhere. But then I felt a pang of anxiety.

“It feels great Marisol, but let me ask you something. Now that I’m not shy, does that mean that my time here is done? That I can’t come back anymore because I don’t need therapy? I was just getting to know you and Casey, and I don’t want to see this budding thing we have for each other go away!”

“Oh isn’t she sweet???” Casey said, her arm around Marisol.

“No Jade dear. You don’t have a thing to worry about. Sometimes shyness takes a very very long time to be cured of. I’ll make sure the notes reflect that.”

“Good I’m glad because I don’t think I ever want to be cured!”
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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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