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Chapter One

___________________________

____

Identity Crisis


SINCE I REACHED PUBERTY, I ALWAYS HAD A “STRANGE” WAY OF LOOKING AT MY SEXUALITY. At fifteen, I had peach fuzz on my face, and I started having wet dreams. Health class told me all about that stuff since my folks were prudes and didn’t tell me much. My body, however, didn’t change at all, maintaining the skinny, almost tomboy shape that I grew up with.

My peers on the other hand, all seemed to get bigger muscles, real stubble on their chins, and were crazy horny around girls. By seventeen, they were all obsessed with women. I too, was obsessed with women, but in a different way.

I admired women more than I lusted after, or chased them. I became enamored with girls wearing beautiful, but whorish looking makeup, skimpy clothing, and kind of a “trashy look.” Since attracting girls for dating seemed out of the picture for me, my sexual fantasies turned to the clothes the girls wore, their makeup, and especially their underwear. I secretly wanted to “become them,” dress like them, act like them, even talk like them. 

I became fascinated with going online to look at sites that sold women’s clothes, especially lingerie, mostly from AMAZON. I became very familiar with styles and names. I even started masturbating when I thought of what I would look like as a girl. What really pushed me over the edge was reading short stories, e-books, from one of my favorite erotica writers, Jaclyn Dicey; stories about sissies, forced feminization, transgender women - all that stuff.

I wasn’t the athletic type, but I did follow sports, especially the NBA and Major League Baseball, my favorites being the LA Dodgers. Talking sports I thought would save me from ridicule, since I didn’t have the body to play JV or varsity in high school.

But that didn’t work out like I had hoped it would. I was teased unmercifully. At seventeen, at the beginning of senior year, some of the jocks in school started calling me “girlie boy Charlie,” shoving me into lockers, even putting girls underwear into my locker, then taking iPhone pictures of me when I pulled them out, a big look of surprise on my face. I was humiliated practically every day.

Gym class was horrible. I got wedgies all the time, pushed to the ground during football with the wind knocked out of me, and tormented in the shower - never being able to find my underwear after class was over.

In February of my senior year I turned eighteen. I was an adult, at least according to the law. The teasing, however, never abated for a second.

To my tormentors, I had an “I’ll show them” fantasy, where I would get dressed as the most whorish looking slut I could imagine, have them lust after me, do “the nasty,” and then I would “control” them - revenge at last. I didn’t consider myself to be gay. The way I reasoned it out was that if I thought of myself as a woman . . . dressed as a woman . . . if I gave a guy a blowjob, it was ok. 


My sister Jennifer was living at home with me and my parents. She was twenty-one years old and a senior in a commuter college near the house. Most of the time she kept her bedroom door locked.

We were both the same height, and my waist was a thirty, and a lot of her clothes were my size. One day, my passion or “fetish” became too much for me to handle, and with my heart pounding, and a voice in my head telling me that this was all wrong, I went into her bedroom. That morning she was in a hurry to get to class, and her door was unlocked. I remember distinctly it was President’s Day and also my eighteenth birthday! What better way to celebrate adulthood than by giving into my secret desires, even if it was my sister’s stuff.

My parents wouldn’t be home till six o’clock that evening, and Jennifer had class until four, so I had all the time I needed to act out. I was giddy with excitement and there were clothes strewn all over the room. My sister is not really known for her organizational abilities. I found a neon green thong with a G-String attached.

I got chills the first time I touched it. It was a cool satin, and immediately I got a huge boner. I held it up in front of my waist and looked at myself in the mirror. I mouthed “I know you want it. I think I’d love to be pounded by that hard cock of yours,” and other naughty things.

Without waiting, I stripped out of my jeans and my boxer shorts, and stepped into it. Slowly, I moved the thong up my hairless legs, and covered my already hard cock with the deliciously silky thing. I had the strangest sensation when the G-String went between my ass crack and settled over my cherry asshole. A bit of pre cum already leaked out, and a dark stain appeared over the front of the thong.

I took my shirt off and noticed a matching green laced bra on the bed. I closed the clasp shut and then pulled it over my head and shoulders until it settled nicely over my chest and nipples. The lacey material was firm, and the bra was a bit tight on me and pulled some of the fat of my chest together giving me perfect B cup tits.

Then I started rummaging around in her dresser draws for what other goodies I could find; all the time my heart pounding with excitement, and my arousal at an all time peak. I found a short-sleeve satin pink blouse which I slipped on; the cool soft material feeling so good on the bare skin of my back and chest.

Underneath the blouse was a pair of sheer nylon pantyhose with a black-laced top that went up to mid-thigh level. Since my legs had no hair on them it made me feel extra “naughty.”

Then I opened the closet, and I found a short white skirt that was tantalizingly short, just above the laced pantyhose, beltless with a snap on the front. I saw a makeup case on her dresser top. Just one thing was missing - a wig. My sister didn’t have one, but I knew my mother did.

My parents never kept their bedroom door locked either, so it was easy for me to waltz in there, and find the Styrofoam head on the top shelf of her closet with an auburn colored wig which I eagerly grabbed for. I posed in front of her bedroom mirror and placed it on my head. It had a part on the right side, wavy on my forehead, and went just past my “tits”, where the ends curled up.

God, even without makeup I looked great. I could fool any guy or girl into thinking I was a natural female. I practically ran back to my sister’s room to put on the makeup. I had seen enough YOUTUBE videos to know how to do that.

I started with the foundation on my face, and then the deep blue eyeshadow, mascara (I had long lashes anyway), and then eyebrow pencil to fill in some spots, and then the coup-de-grace; the lipstick and liner.

Holy shit - I looked fabulous. I wanted to fuck myself then and there. I could see the boner tenting up the white skirt. I must have spent thirty minutes walking back and forth in front of my sister’s bedroom mirror, putting some more of a “sashay” in my walk. I needed high heels, but I knew that would take practice to walk in, so I held off for now. I would have to order them somehow from online. The only question was how would I get them without anyone knowing.

My session ended on the bed with my skirt off, and jerking off into the silky thong. I guess that meant I had to keep it and hide it in my room. If my sister asked about it I would feign innocence. I think I came harder than I ever did in my life.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Two

___________________________

____

Package Received


WHEN I WENT BACK TO SCHOOL THE NEXT DAY, I HAD MY “LITTLE SECRET” TO CHEER ME, AND IT MADE TAKING THE ABUSE A LITTLE BETTER. I needed a name to go with my secret fantasy, and I think the meat heads that abused me helped me out there with that. My parents, sister, and teachers called me Charles, so I thought about it. “Charlene” was a bit too formal. I liked “Charlie,” so the name stuck. I would be “Charlie” when I dressed up.

The next problem was how to get clothes and makeup delivered without arousing suspicion. The logical solution that I hit upon was to get a Post Office Box. That was easy enough. I found an online retailer that dealt in cross dresser clothing and accessories to send me what I picked out. In addition to the standard makeup kit, I decided on a one-piece heavy black satin dress, with no sleeves, just wide shoulder straps, and very low cut. The black laced bra I selected looked perfect underneath. Most of it was covered by the wig I ordered; similar to my mother’s.

So, on weekends when everyone was out, I made sure I had enough time to dress, do what I needed to do, then take everything off, and place it in the original box it came in and store it in the shed out back. But as time went on I just got hornier and hornier. I felt like a real slut with no one to act it out with. I wanted a guy, and I started dreaming about taking a big cock in my mouth, and him. I started reading some more online e-books about femdom, and that sort of thing.

What I really wanted to do was to seduce one of those big jocks who tormented me, and have him fuck me without him being any the wiser, exposing him, and making him my personal fuck toy. It was such a diabolical, titillating plan, and made me hard as a rock.

My answer came in late April after Easter Break. My high school was planning a dance mixer for seniors only with Fillmore Central High across town. We lived in a small suburb, and a lot of the students from both schools knew each other. My plan was just to show up as “Charlie,” and seduce the big meathead star quarterback, Evan Burnside. The dance would be in my high school gym, with a DJ, and plenty of guys. Hey, if Evan didn’t work out there were always the other two morons who hung with Evan - Phil and Steve.

Just a quick background on my “straight role” at the school as Charles McClellan. My friends were few and I was known as a science nerd - chemistry, biology, physics, and calculus. My plans, if I ever got that far, were to attend medical school one day, after attending college The teachers all knew me and gave me some privileges - like keys to certain rooms and labs that were off-access to everyone else. I also had a part-time job tutoring basic chemistry, so I pretty much had free reign of the whole science building.

******

The big night was finally here. My mom’s sister liked to throw a big “After Easter Party,” to cope with the post-holiday doldrums. Usually I would go, because I enjoyed her cooking, and hanging out with them and my cousins, but this year, the party coincided with the dance at my high school. The decision was already made for me. I came down with a bad stomach flu. Poor Charles.

At first, my mom asked me if I would rather have her stay home with me, ply me with chicken broth and saltines, and make me feel better. I told her “Mom, come on, I’m over eighteen already. I don’t need a baby sitter, and I’d much rather see you and dad have a good time at Aunt Edith and Uncle Roy’s house.” As for my sister, you couldn’t pay her to stay home with me. Oh, speaking of Jennifer, she never asked me about her thong. I guess she figured she kept such a messy room, that it would turn up somewhere.

What made the party at my aunt and uncle’s house so appealing was that they had a huge house, with a heated pool, tennis court, and everybody used to stay over Saturday night. There was a large brunch on Sunday, and then the guests would leave for home. We lived just outside of LA, and they lived south of Irvine. It was a long drive, especially with California highway traffic, so it only made sense for everyone to stay over.

The dance was at eight o’clock. At seven, my parents and Jennifer left. As soon as I heard the garage door close, I jumped out of bed and ran out to the shed in the back of the house. I took the large box into my house through the back door to avoid my nosy neighbors.

Everything was perfect. I got dressed quickly because I had lots of time to practice. I ordered three-inch stiletto heels, which, for a beginner with natural balance like me, didn’t take long to adjust to. They tied around my ankles with straps. It felt like I was wearing heels for years.

Last night I painted my toenails a nice cherry red to match my long, fake fingernails and lipstick. I didn’t have the patience to sit around and wait for my toenails to dry. It was almost eight o’clock anyway - time to go.

I took a final look at myself in the mirror and almost came when I saw myself. I went extra heavy on the makeup, and even bought fake eyelashes at CVS at the last minute. (I used a different CVS than the one we always used for obvious reasons).

It was dusk outside, enough light to see, but not enough to make a positive ID. So I strolled with my head down to my car in front of the house and got in. I had a small handbag with me which also included a pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I found that some guys were turned on by attractive women smokers, including myself - so I became one.

The drive was twenty minutes, and the parking lot was almost full. I parked against the chain link fence opposite the entrance to the school gym. I chose the last name of “Chisholm.” Charlie Chisholm. It sounded good, had a nice ring to it. If anyone checked my ID like my driver’s license, my first name wouldn’t arouse any suspicion in the two seconds it would take to look at my birthdate.

As I walked towards the entrance, I noticed guys looking my way, which made me smile. Damn, I was hot!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Three

__________________________

___

I Make a Friend


WHEN I WALKED IN, HEADS BEGAN TO TURN ALMOST IMMEDIATELY. I knew about half the people there since the crowd from Fillmore made up most of the students. People from my high school were not exactly all social animals. Across the room I noticed Evan, Phil, and Steve: the meat head Evan, and his two equally moronic football buddies. The three of them did everything together - even studying, which accounted for the fact that the three of them were left back in tenth grade after failing summer school. I knew nineteen year old’s who were juniors in college already.

I went up to the bar and got myself a soft drink, and scouted the place out a bit. I met a girl named Rhonda from Fillmore who was also a senior and we started talking. I never tried out my new persona on a girl before. I figured if I could pass a female’s scrutiny, then I would be fine.

When Rhonda suggested we go out and have a cigarette I was all for it. It was always an icebreaker. Besides, maybe she could introduce me to a whole new cadre of friends that could jump start my social life, since I had none as Charles.

Turns out Rhonda was also eighteen and had been accepted to the same community college that I would be going to in September.

“So Rhonda,” I said, “What kind of guys are your type?” She thought for a second, smiling and blowing a cloud of smoke over my head.

She smirked at me and said, “I like guys that are great in the sack and can fuck me till I limp away. I guess I enjoy being a slut, Charlie. I’ll fuck a guy anyplace, anytime. Last weekend, I did a guy in a movie theatre. We were in the back row, and I sat on his lap as he fucked me.”

I was shocked that a girl could be this forward with a total stranger.

I nodded. “Me too,” I said. “I like the big, dumb jocks that think they’re God’s gift to women, wrapping them around my finger with my pussy, and then controlling them, make them beg for it!”

We both laughed. We were birds of a feather, well, sort of, and hit it off nicely. After we finished our cigarettes, she smoked Virginia Slims 120 Menthols too; we exchanged numbers.

“Hey Rhonda, do you see those three guys standing around at the edge of the dance floor, next to the DJ?”

“Yeah, what about them?”

“They all go to my high school, and they’re big, dumb jocks - all three of them. You see the guy in the middle, the tall one with the short, spiked brown hair?”

“Yeah, so?”

“His name is Evan, and I want to do him tonight. I thought if you could come with me, it wouldn’t be so awkward, and you could get one of the other two, or maybe both of them.”

“Oooh,” she said. “That sounds like fun.”

“There’s only one thing. I don’t know them, and I don’t go to this school, or yours either.” She looked at me surprised.

“Yeah, I’ve never seen you around before Charlie. So what’s your deal?”

I had to think quickly, this was an angle I hadn’t thought of before, so I said, “I go to Lutheran, a private school in the Valley, and most of the girls there are dull, and throw shit parties.”

Rhonda shook her head. “Yeah sure. I get it. But hey, we’ll hang out next year at Dillard Community.”

“Definitely,” I said. I wondered what sex with a bio girl would be like as a transgender. The possibilities blew my mind. Rhonda was an attractive red head with a good figure and a nice tight ass.

We walked back into the gym past the knots of the other smokers and vapers. I nudged her. “Hey, there they are. The tall one is Evan.” She could have asked me how I knew his name, but she didn’t. We looked at each other, smiled like the two predators we were and walked over.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter Four

__________________________

___

Flipping the Sissy Switch


I PULLED IT OFF. MY HEART WAS POUNDING. WHAT IF EVAN OR ONE OF THE OTHER TWO MEATHEADS RECOGNIZED ME? I had tons of makeup on, and seeing me would be the last thing they’d expect - especially dressed as a girl.

The music was loud, and my high-pitched girl’s voice that I had been practicing would carry over the noise.

“Hey guys, what’s up?” I looked at Evan as I spoke. His eyes practically popped out of his head. “My name’s Charlie, and this is my friend, Rhonda.” The other two jerks, Phil and Steve were ogling Rhonda (so was I).

Evan was about a head taller than me. He tried to be debonair and suave, but Rhonda and I saw through that right away.

“Nice to meet you girls. I’m Evan, and this here is Phil, and this mutt is Steve.” All three had a dopey grin on.

“So both of you girls go to Fillmore,” Evan asked.

“I go to Fillmore, but Charlie goes to Lutheran, the private school.”

“Oh nice. Yeah, I heard the parties at Lutheran really suck. Most of the guys there are studying to be ministers or something,” Evan said, rolling his eyes.

I smiled at Evan and took the lead. “You care to dance stud?” Wow. Was that me talking like that? I might just as well have come out and said, I want your cock all to myself.

“Sure,” he said, “let’s go,” and he took my hand and led me onto the floor. I made sure to let my fingernails dig a little into the palm of his hand.

The music was fast, but I didn’t care, I pressed myself up against him, my fake boobs pressing out through my satin dress, and the nipples touching his chest. I could feel his boner grinding against my thigh. My heart beat slowed as I realized he didn’t recognize me.

“My,” I said teasingly, “You’re nice and hard. I suppose I turn you on,” leaning in close to him.

“Yeah baby, you really do.” The chump was falling for me instantly. The strobe lights masked my hand movements as I grabbed his cock which was tenting up through his jeans. He made a small gasp of pleasure, and I used that moment to look up at him, almost standing on the tips of my black high heels, and kissed him. I stuck my tongue right away into his mouth, roping mine around his.

I had a large boner myself, which was blocked nicely by the gaff I wore underneath my thong. I ran my nails over his fly and his crotch, arousing him more. I stopped kissing him for a second and leaned in close to his ear and whispered, “You’re making me wet.”

He was breathing heavy and said, “Yeah, I wish there was someplace we could go.”

We kept dancing and I let him keep grinding up on me. I felt a bit of pre cum leaking into my gaff. I took my hand and slid it underneath his jeans and boxers and grabbed his cock. It never occurred to me that that the first guy’s cock I grabbed would be Evan’s, but I just smiled. I rubbed it with the tips of my fingers, and I could feel moistness coming from his tip. His cock had to be at least seven or eight inches long, and it was so wide that my small hands had trouble wrapping around his girth.

“I think I know a place we can go to Evan.”

“Really,” he gasped. “Sure, just show me the way.”

A look over at the dance floor showed my new friend Rhonda dancing with Steve, and Phil with some girl from Fillmore. I made eye contact with Rhonda, and she smiled a wicked smile at me. God, I felt like such a slut. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me.

“Follow me,” I said, and grabbed his hand.”

“Hey, how do you know your way around here?” he said with a dumb look on his face.

“I know people,” is all I said. He just shrugged and we walked up the staircase to the physics lab. I picked that lab to take Evan because it didn’t have chemicals or organisms floating around. His eyes bulged when I pulled a large keyring from my bag and unlocked the door to the lab.

“How did you? . . . .” he said.

I put my finger up to my lips and said “Shushhhh.”

There was a large wooden table in the middle of the room. I didn’t turn the lights on which would have alerted security. The less Evan saw, the better.

I pushed Evan against the side of the table and pulled his fly down while kissing him again on the mouth. He started grabbing for my tits, getting a handful of my silicone breasts through the lacy bra. I undid his belt and dropped his trousers and his boxers down around his ankles.

“Oh yeah baby, do me, please!” he was pleading.

“Now, now, patience, Evan.”

My heart was practically leaping out of my chest. “Charlie” wanted this badly, while “Charles” would have been repulsed by the idea.

I put a rubber pad from the table on the floor next to the table, so it went underneath my knees. Next thing I knew, I had my first flesh and blood cock, and not some silicone dildo up against my moist lips. I opened them slowly and moved them from side to side against his meaty helmet.

At the same time, I used the tips of my fingernails to gently touch the sensitive underside of his cock. My mouth was practically opened as wide as it would go, and I barely fit the whole head of his cock between my lips. I could already taste a sweet saltiness dripping from him.

“I’m gonna cum all over your painted face bitch!” he growled. Now I had the first third of his shaft in my mouth, my tongue sliding against the bottom of it. He pressed my new brunette wig against his waist. He didn’t have to because I wanted this just as, if not more than he did.

My mouth was very wet, so it was easy to slide the rest of him deep into the back of my throat. I practiced enough with my dildo collection to make me a pro.

Now I was in full-on sucking and licking mode, wrapping my tongue around his massive girth causing him to groan. I went faster and faster. I almost came myself. I was sure that if he touched my crotch he would feel my hard-on. That’s how turned on I was.

He let out a stifled moan and blew a gigantic load of hot, ropy cum into my mouth, filling it. Then he removed his cock and true to his word, he squirted the rest of it onto my eyes, cheeks, and chin. It made my mascara run. Being a slut was more pleasurable than anything I had experienced before. On a scale of one to ten, this was a fifty, easily.

I put my mouth back on his cock and continued sucking, slurping up every drop of his jizz.

Then I stood up and faced him, my eyes sticky from his cum. I wanted him to lick it off my face. Surprisingly, he didn’t hesitate and licked my face, my eyes, and my chin.

I laughed, and asked him, “So how do I taste?”

“Oh, you’re fucking wonderful, Charlie.”

“Speaking of which,” I said, coyfully, “How would you like to fuck me now?” I taunted him, and being the big, dumb jock that he was, he wasn’t one to back down from a challenge.

“Yeah baby, bring it on!” he yelled.

The whole thing was surreal; the moonlight and the light from the lamp poles in the parking lot coming through the slats of the window blinds.

“Just wait right there,” I said. “I have to go to the ladies room to freshen up.”

“Sure, go right ahead. You know where I’ll be.” I gave him a taunting laugh.

When I came back into the lab, he pulled me close to him and put his hands underneath my dress, and grabbed for my thong. I smacked his hand away.

“Charlie, what the fuck?” he said.

“Oh you’ll still fuck me, but I’ve got something much better for you.” I reached into my bag for some K-Y Jelly. I was going to need it for this.

“Holy shit. You’re wild!” he said.

I leaned facing front over the wooden table and squeezed out some of the K-Y and smeared it over my butt, sliding my G-String over to the side. Then I took what was left on my hand and reached back, and put the rest over his cock which was hard again.

“I’m gonna rock your world, Evan. Now I want you to promise me that you’ll ram me good.”

“Deal, baby.”

I felt the tip of his cock against my cherry “bussy,” and I gasped when his head slid inside. It was a bit painful even after all the times I had practiced with the silicone dildos. I stuck some K-Y inside myself, which was pleasurable in itself, but it was nothing like the real thing. “Come on big guy, let’s see what you’ve got,” I said.

Now he shoved his cock all the way inside me, filling me with the girth and warmth of it. I moved my ass backwards into him and met him thrust for thrust. I could feel his meaty balls slapping my butt cheeks. The deeper he went, the more I felt a shiver well up inside me, and my cock, or “clitty” was ready to blow.

He went faster and faster, and I thought my skin would fall off. He fucking loved it too. Suddenly, he let out a howl, like he threw a touchdown pass, and shot a warm, hot, creamy load inside of me. His jizz was leaking out the sides of my butt and onto the back of my legs. I thought it would come out of my throat; it was such a large load.

At the same time, I came too, filling up my thong with my own cum. His thrusting slowed, and he pulled out, turning me around to face him. He made me get onto my knees on the rubber cushion and said, “Now bitch, lick me off!”

“With pleasure,” I said and laughed as I did just that. When I was done, and every drop of Evan’s cum was accounted for, I pulled him in close to me and I spoke in the voice of Charles.

“Do you know who it is you just fucked and gave you a blow job, Evan???”

“What? Wait a second . . . how? . . . Who are you??”

“You big, dumb shit, it’s Charles, the skinny science nerd you used to beat up on.”

“Yes Evan, I’m a transgender woman -  a shemale if it makes you feel any better.”

“Why, I ought to beat the shit out of you right now!”

“Hold on a second cowboy. Don’t get any funny ideas of revenge because I recorded this whole session on my iPhone and uploaded it to my Mac, so if you try anything the whole school will know you plowed . . . another guy???”

He stood there, dumbfounded. “But I don’t think you’ll say anything Evan, you know why? Because I know you enjoyed this just as much as I did. In fact, I think I’d like to return the favor and fuck your little pink ass too, and you can then suck me off. Because two can play this game. I have nothing to lose, and graduation is fast approaching.”

A defeated look came over his face. “So what do you want to do now?”

“Well, after you fuck and suck me good, I think you’ll be my little sissy boy fuck toy for a while. See, I know you’re not going to college. You weren’t quite good enough for a football scholarship, and I’m going to community college nearby. So we can see each other for a long time to come yet.

Then Evan gave me the surprise of my life. He turned around and bent over the wooden desk. “Charlie,” he said. “I want you to promise me that we can continue our relationship any way you want. Truth is, I can’t wait to have you inside of me.”

“Oh that’s so sweet Evan,” I said. “You have a deal.”

I was flabbergasted. But then, I kind of knew that Evan would be mine. As for the other two jerks downstairs, I think that Evan might like some company on his journey. We should start planning that out. Mine was in full gear.

❤️❤️❤️
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GIRLIE BOY


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 e-mail: 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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