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Chapter I

Icame back from Sonia’s house late Saturday afternoon completely blown away from my first time, unexpected “deflowering” at the hands of a very sexy, HOT woman. I had a lot of things running through my mind, like how was I supposed to sit through dinner tomorrow night with Sonia AND her daughter? I wonder if she might have told her daughter about our little tryst. I guess I would find out soon enough.

When I got home, I fantasized about what it would be like to have Sonia AND Gina, her daughter, at the same time! After Saturday afternoon, it was all I could think about. I needed to go to my room and jerk off, even after my introduction to the world of heated fucking and sucking with a HOT MILF - my neighbor no less.

❤️❤️❤️

I prepared the meal on Sunday and set the table for our two guests. My mom was proud of my culinary skills and at five o’clock we waited for our two guests. I had a boner all morning, and cooked right through it!

At five-fifteen the doorbell rang, and my mom answered the door. Sonia was holding a cake box, and the bottle of red wine she bought with me yesterday, and Gina followed her inside and the women exchanged friendly kisses of greeting.

“Well, well, and here’s the chef for the evening! It smells great in here,” Sonia said, giving me a “knowing eye,” which no one else picked up on.

“Oh Bryan this is my daughter Gina,” Sonia said, just like a mother introducing her daughter to a potential suitor. Gina smiled at me and said, “Nice to meet you, Bryan. Mom told me that she met you in the supermarket yesterday and you helped her with the groceries. Normally that’s my job, but I was with my dad, and mom tends to overbuy things. I’m glad you were there to help her.”

Maybe it was my over-active imagination, but it sounded like Gina knew ‘something was up,’ by the way she said “I’m glad you were there to HELP her . . .” Even if she did know, what could I do now anyway except play along?

“No problem, my pleasure.” Then my mom had to “grease” the situation. “I raised Bryan to be a complete gentleman!” I wanted to die right then.

Sonia gave me a little knowing smirk at that.

“Why don’t we sit in the living room and have some wine,” my mother said. The four of us moved into the living room where mom put out glasses. Then Sonia opened her bag, pulled out a Virginia Slims 120 and gave one to Gina, lighting them both up. My mom lit up one of her Salems, and Sonia handed me a Virginia Slims. My mother said, “Bryan, since when do you smoke a lady’s cigarette?” Gina looked at me curiously, and Sonia said, “Oh, I gave Bryan one or two yesterday when he helped me with the groceries.” My mother looked at me too but said nothing, so we all made small talk, sipped our wine, and smoked. I, of course, got a large boner which Sonia saw and just winked at me, and suggestively moved her tongue around her lips. I turned beet red.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

During dinner, Sonia and my mother were singing my praises to Gina, and I felt very uncomfortable. Why would Sonia want her daughter to date me after yesterday? I was lost. I was also annoyed with my mom for butting into my love life. I must admit though, I did get extremely aroused thinking about a threesome with Sonia and her daughter, who was also VERY HOT. She was like a younger version of her mother - same tits, same ass, and same incredibly sexy legs.

During coffee, Sonia said, “Bryan, since you do your own landscaping, how would you like to earn some extra spending money and do our lawn?” My mother looked at me like “go ahead - do it!” At that point in the evening, after staring at two very hot women, I let my cock do my thinking for me and I said, “Sure, that would be great.”

“So how about next Saturday?” Sonia asked.

“Sounds good to me; it’s a date,” I said with a little grin which wasn’t lost on Sonia OR her daughter, who winked at me. Holy Shit! Now I was sure that Sonia must have talked to her daughter about me! Gina was staring at me through dinner making me a little bit uncomfortable, and she was smoking very seductively too. After coffee they left. I had a whole week to think about Saturday and what could be in store for me. The week was, admittedly, distracting. I could barely keep my mind on my schoolwork.

Once Saturday came, I cut our grass early, so I would have some time to unwind before heading over to Sonia’s house and do her lawn. I had taken the mail in early, and by the time I was ready to go over next door, I noticed an envelope sticking out of our mailbox. The address on the envelope simply said “Bryan.” I opened it, wondering what it could be. It was a note from Sonia. It read: “Bryan, I have to be away this afternoon, but Gina will be home. I left her some instructions to tell you about what needs to be done, especially with the bushes in the backyard. XXOO Sonia.” I got a boner right away. I never had been with Gina before, but just fantasizing about what that would be like to have her turned me on greatly.

So I went to my garage and brought my mower, edger, and rake over to Sonia’s house and rang the doorbell. Gina answered the door, smoking a freshly lit Virginia Slims 120. Her blonde hair was down around her shoulders, and she wore a denim blouse, with the first two buttons open and tied around her chest, just below her breasts. I got a super view of her cleavage. She wore denim shorts which showed plenty of leg, and flat sandals.

“Hi Bryan. Mom left me some special instructions for you, mostly about the bushes in the back, next to the pool.”

“Okay,” I shrugged, “show me.” I walked behind her and liked what I saw; the way her hips wiggled, and the smoke cloud trailing behind her. She turned around, facing me and showed me the bushes that needed pruning; and she stood so close to me that as she spoke, the smoke just curled up into my face. I was more than hard, and I could tell that Gina knew exactly what she was doing.

“You know Bryan, it’s kind of warm today, so I hope you don’t mind if I relax in the pool while you work,” she said, raising her eyebrows as she spoke.

“No,” I said, “Not at all, go right ahead.”

She took a drag, leaned in close to me and said, very seductively, “thank you,” while blowing smoke in my face. I wondered; where did a twenty-two-year-old woman learn how to be such a seductress? Probably from her mother. So Gina waited in the backyard on a chaise lounge while I cut the front lawn, and when I came around to cut the back, she stood up from the chaise smiling and pulling off her top, revealing a red bikini top. She left her shorts on and went into the pool, leading me to believe there was nothing underneath her shorts. She had a blue and red butterfly tattoo on the small of her back which aroused me greatly. I just hoped I wouldn’t cut my foot off pushing around the lawnmower. She made a big show of stretching before she went into the water, and threw a towel on the chaise lounge.

It was a warm, early-September day and I was sweating bullets by the time I was done, plus I had mown grass clippings and dirt on my legs. Gina was out of the pool and saw me cleaning up and getting my tools together. “Bryan, why don’t you come over here and sit next to me. You can go into the kitchen through the sliding doors and get two cans of Coke from the ref and bring them outside.” How could I refuse?

“Sure thing,” I said. I came back with the cokes and sat on the lounge next to Gina. “How about a cigarette?” she asked, pulling out two Virginia Slims from her pack. “Thanks,” I said, and waited while she flicked her lighter for the both of us. “So let me ask you Bryan,” she said. “You’re what? A junior in college? Do you have a girlfriend?” Right away I thought about her mother, and I said truthfully, “No, I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Don’t you go out?” she asked.

“Sure, I go to dorm parties with my friends, shit like that, but I haven’t met anyone that I like.”

“Too bad, because you know what?” she said, leaning in close to me.

“What’s that?”

“I think you’re handsome and you’d be a good catch. What is it you’re studying - medical technology?”

“Yeah, I like forensics. Maybe I’d like to work with the police department.”

“Wow,” she said. “That sounds so cool.”

“How about you Gina, are you seeing anybody?”

She laughed, and said “No, every guy I meet seems to be a loser and they always have excess baggage with them. She laughed and said, “And they all have bad backs too! You know I work for a chiropractor, right? Dr. Mullins; the same one your mom uses.”

“Yes, I know that; she told me.”

Gina looked Bryan over after they finished their cigarettes and Cokes, and said, sounding more like an order than a request: “Bryan, go inside and take a shower; clean yourself up.”

“Oh, thanks, but I can just as easily go home and get a clean change of clothes, too.”

Gina thought a bit, obviously looking disappointed when she said after a moment: “Okay, go home and bring back clean clothes, but  . . . come back here to take your shower.” Wow! Now there was no doubt; the gloves were off. This girl meant business, and I was so hard when I got off the chaise lounge, I didn’t care that I was bigger than the pole on the net used to clean the swimming pool!

My huge cock wasn’t lost on Gina, either, and she looked at me like a lioness would look at a defenseless wild animal. When did she say her mother would be coming back? Very nonchalantly, Gina said, “I’ll be right here Bryan, I’m not going anywhere.”

I went across the yard and through the gate leading to my house faster than an Olympic runner would go doing the one-hundred-meter dash! I came back in record time and Gina was smiling and handed me a fresh towel that wasn’t outside before. “Oh Bryan, please don’t lock the bathroom door. There is lotion inside that I may want to get to put on,” she said with a seductive grin.

I was panicking at this point. What was the worst thing that could happen? I go take a shower, nothing goes on, I say goodbye to Gina, and then I go home. Now, what was the best thing that could happen? I take a shower, she hops in with me, and I get laid for the second time, with the daughter of the woman I fucked last week?? Not too shabby! So I grabbed the towel and nodded to Gina, saying, “Ok, gonna’ shower now, I’ll see you soon.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

See you soon Bryan;” she said in a like a sing-song voice. I went inside the bathroom, and it was a nice enclosure, very modern, temperature controls, presets, jets, and sprays, and it could even be used as an indoor hot tub. I turned the water on, and it got steamy in there pretty quickly. The glass enclosure fogged up, and the hot water felt good on my tired muscles. I didn’t even hear the glass door open, but I got startled when I found arms wrapping around me from behind, and Gina kissing my neck.

“Now you didn’t think I would let you stay in here all alone, now did you Bryan????”

“Well, if we’re being honest, I sort of expected it.”

“Are you happy?” she asked as her hands rubbed my chest.

“Uh . . . yes, very!”

“Then I think you’ll like this,” she said as a soapy hand grabbed my hard, stiff cock from behind and started wanking me off. She made an “O” with her index finger and thumb and slid her hand up and down my shaft. “How does that feel,” she asked with the same catlike, almost cunty, milfy tone of her mother.

“Yeah, it feels terrific,” I said, almost panting by now.

“Well, if you like that, then you’ll really like this . . .” and she turned me around, the hot water flowing down on the both of us. She was on her knees and placed her lips around the tip of my cock. It felt so good, that it took all of my endurance and strength not to come right there.

“Bryan, you can’t tell right now, but my pussy is throbbing, my clit is hard and the juice from my aching cunt is leaking down my legs. I want you to shoot your load in my mouth, and I’m going to take all of it, and not waste a drop. Then after we’re done here, we’re going to dry off and go into my bedroom, have a cigarette together and really fuck each other blind.”

That was enough for me. Gina quickened her up and down motion with her lips on my cock, and I shot my load of spunk all the way down her throat. She was moaning as she took my whole load into her mouth, never once stopping the up and down motion of her lips. After she cleaned me off good, she threw her arms around my shoulders and rammed her tongue in my mouth, and I could taste my own cum . She didn’t seem to want to stop. Without breaking contact, she took the fingers of my right hand and pushed them hard against the top of her mound (which to my surprise was shaved), and then made them circle her clit.

With short gasps she said, “keep doing that and then finger-fuck me, please!” I could feel her own juices flowing down the inside of her thighs along with the water, and she stiffened and threw her head back. In fact, she did that several times. I improvised a little. I turned her around, and while finger-fucking her like before, I also played with putting my thumb in her tight, little cherry asshole. I may have been a virgin just a week ago, but that didn’t mean I never watched any videos. My actions were unexpected, and she let out a sharp little shriek, but it was more pleasure than discomfort. She gasped and shuddered as I went in and out of her pussy and her asshole.”Uhhhhh . . . Bryan where did you learn that?” she asked abruptly.

“I’m full of surprises honey,” I said, feeling like I was in control; but I wasn’t. Not really. I was hard again, and our skin may have been waterlogged; but my erection wasn’t lost on Gina. She placed both her palms on the wall of the shower and spread her legs in front of me. So I took her from behind, ramming her pussy with the pent-up release of all adolescence and young adulthood. It felt great. Over the water of the shower I could hear the rhythmic slap, slap, of my thrusting against her body. It took me just a little while longer to cum because I was enjoying myself so much and I had learned control from years of smoking while masturbating to magazine pictures, and later (just up until last week as a matter of fact) videos and online pictures. When I let loose with a full broadside, I let out a moan, and so did Gina; the both of us cumming at the same time.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

We both came out of the shower, surprised maybe? Relieved? Definitely. At least I was. The awkwardness of the first encounter was behind me. I harbored no illusions, however, that Gina was the one running the show here. I could only guess as to what was coming next. After we dried off, neither of us bothered putting our clothes back on - fully, that is. I was bare-assed naked, but Gina put cherry red lip gloss on, blue eye shadow, black eye liner, and just her denim top; tied in a knot in front, like she did outside with her ample cleavage showing, but with no bra. She took me by the hand and led me into her bedroom. I had a strong sense of déjà vu because it was only a week ago that I was in the bedroom across the hall; but with her mother. I certainly wasn’t going to bring up the subject of my banging her mother to Kingdom Come, but if Gina did, well, that was another story.

She was standing next to the bed, smiling at me, and offered me one of her long, Virginia Slims, and took one for herself; then lighting us both up. She relished the first drag and French-inhaled it, saying, “Isn’t the first cigarette after sex great, Bryan?” She stood in front of me, studying me and smoking sensually. “You know, I took my first cigarette from my mom when I was twelve. She wasn’t a bit surprised because we are so much alike in many ways. She just said to me, ‘I knew all along that you would be a smoker, Gina.’” She was reminiscing a bit. “I used to get a thrill out of going out with her in public, sitting at an outside café and smoking with her, or sitting with her at the kitchen table having a cup of coffee and a cigarette, or just hanging out and watching TV. We were more like close friends, than mother and daughter. After all, we’re only eighteen years apart.” She smiled at me, like a secret smile, and said, “Did you know that Bryan?”

“No, I didn’t. I mean, I figured you two were close in age, but I had no idea it was that close.” Gina just laughed. “You know what? We both have the same taste in men too.” I knew that now she was waiting for me to say something, but I wasn’t going to be the one to go there. She placed her arms around my waist, facing me, and I wasn’t wearing anything, and all Gina had on was her seductive blouse. She pulled me close so I could feel her bare pussy pressing up against my boner, and with her smoky breath said, “I know you have a smoking fetish, Bryan. It was obvious to me and also obvious to my mother.” My face looked like a deer caught in the headlights.

“And I also know,” she continued, placing the tip of her index finger on my nose, that men who have smoking fetishes, how shall I put it . . . like to cross-dress.” I was about to say something, and she shushed me. “Let me continue. I spoke to my mom about it, and she agrees with me that we’re going to start really slow with you. I’m going to put lipstick on you today, and eye makeup; then we’re going to see how much more turned on you get when you smoke and fuck me some more, because I just want more of you! After that, if you’re a good boy . . . (here it comes), my mom and I will continue to let you fuck and suck the both of us while we all have fun together. Now what do you say?”

“So I suppose the cat is out of the bag, then. How do you feel about fucking me and knowing I’m also fucking your mother too?”

“How do I feel? We both think it’s great. Look, we both have a bit of a kinky, naughty streak, and you are the perfect male - unsullied by anyone else, and the perfect object for us to dress like a sissy and also to fuck around with. Where it takes us, who knows? So Bryan, are you in? Like I said, we’ll work at your own pace. Don’t feel like you’re being pressured, and your secret is safe with us . . . for now.”

Again, it was my cock doing the speaking. “Okay, I’m willing to try, and I feel comfortable with the two of you. When, uh, did you realize I have a smoking fetish?”

“Oh, from day one! Last week when mom met you at the supermarket, she noticed your boner when she smoked with you. Of course we both thought about all the fun we could have together.” Gina was laughing. “We really did have a good time planning how we would ‘remake’ you. Who knows, depending on how you turn out, maybe the three of us could go out clubbing and to parties!”

“Oh wait a second,” I said. “I’m not ready for any of that just yet.” Gina leaned over and kissed me. “Don’t worry honey, you will be.” Just then, Gina’s iPhone rang. “Hi mom . . .yes, (looking at me and smiling) he’s here now . . . uh huh . . . we did, and he is receptive to our plan . . . yes, I think we’ll have loads of fun . . . when? Oh, give us a few more hours before you come home. . .yeah, ok, bye!”

“So what did your mother say?”

“Nothing special, just that we can continue “our play date” for a while yet. Happy?”

“Yeah, sure.” I could not believe this was happening; my head was spinning.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter V

Gina walked me back into the bathroom and sat me down on a chair facing the mirror. “Ready stud? Or should I say, ‘ready Brianna?’ hahaha. Don’t worry, I’ll do you up nice, and then I’ll clean you off before you go home to mommy, okay?”

“Sounds good.” Gina lit up a Virginia Slims and stood behind my chair, looking in the mirror and smoking seductively. Even after two orgasms, I was hard already. Gina looked down at it and gave it a playful tug. “Humm, we’ll get to you soon enough,” she said to my cock. She picked up a tube of cherry red lipstick, and said, “Now for the moment of truth, Brianna. Are you ready to begin your journey?”

“I’m . . .I’m curious, and a bit excited,” I had to admit.

“Good, very good. So here we go. Now pay attention, because soon you’ll be doing this yourself like a real slut!” I watched as she carefully applied the lipstick to my upper, and then bottom lip. “Ooooh! I almost forgot.” She picked up a slim tube like a pencil. “This is lip liner. It will give your lips a fuller appearance. It’s a bit tricky, so Pay ATTENTION! I’m glad you don’t have dry lips, ‘Brianna,’ that would be a problem.” I was getting used to my new female name; I liked it. Next came the blue eye shadow, and the eye liner, and mascara for my eyelashes. Gina looked at me closely. “We’ll ask my mother, but I was thinking about shaving your eyebrows and using eyebrow pencil, to make you more authentic looking.”

“Oh God NO! I’m NOT shaving my eyebrows.” Gina smirked, and said, “Yeah, they all say that in the beginning.”

“They all say that??? Who is THEY Gina??”

“Never mind, must have been a slip of the tongue.” I didn’t respond. I don’t think I really wanted to know.

“I like your eyes, Brianna. I’m just thinking about what color wig to get you. I’ve always liked long hair. Your eyes have a hint of green in them, so I’m thinking red head. What do you say?”

“You’re the boss, whatever you think is best.”

“Yes, red it is. I’ll just take some quick measurements before you go. Mom and I will go shopping and buy your new wardrobe for you. How does that sound? It won’t cost you anything - in money, anyway.”

“It sounds great Gina!”
 

“My, what a good little slut you’re becoming; very obedient. Mom will LOVE THAT about you! Believe me Brianna, once you’ve fucked a woman, dressed like a woman, you won’t want sex any other way!”

After the eye and lash makeup was applied, Gina took a step back to look over her work. “I think I’m a real artiste.”

“On that, I would have to agree.”

“OK Brianna, let’s take the new you and come into my bedroom for the real finish.” She threw her arms around me as soon as I got up from the chair and she began kissing me all over my face, and then my lips, inserting her tongue in as far as it would go. I didn’t care that the lipstick was being smeared, but I loved the feeling. At the same time she was kissing me, she dropped a hand down and started rubbing my already stiff cock from the bottom up; her fingernails making impressions in the skin. It was painful yet exquisite at the same time. When my fingers came down to rub her clit, I found it hard, and her pussy was still slick from my cum in the shower when I took her so forcefully against the shower wall. This was just a warm-up, and we moved into her bedroom. Gina picked up her pack of cigarettes from the night table and lit up quickly, doing a very sexy snap-French inhale.

I got on my knees on the bed and Gina did likewise, facing me. “Here, let me give you a smoky blowjob. Mom told me you like these!” She moved back aways, and took a drag off her cigarette, then with the same hand she used to hold the cigarette, she put my cock in her mouth, exhaling through her mouth and nose while she was sucking me. “Ummm, Brianna, I couldn’t see it well in the shower, but your cock is so thick! I love sucking it! She got back on it, hungrily, licking the underside of my cock, and her lips squeezing closed, she moved up and licked the tip with her tongue.

She went up and down, and I was making noises of pure pleasure. Very nonchalantly, (it was torture for me), she took another drag and resumed sucking and exhaling onto me. I was just about to cum when she broke contact and said “Hold it! Don’t cum yet; I want you to fuck me doggy style.” Next thing I knew, her perfect ass was turned up to me and my cock slid in easily; she was so aroused. While I fucked her like that, I reached a hand around, my elbow resting on the bed, and I rubbed her clit with my fingers. She took another drag and was moaning and stiffening, begging me not to stop.

I couldn’t control myself anymore and I came really hard, and I could feel the warmth of my cum around my cock, and I felt her leaking all her pleasure fluids down the sides of her thighs. I stayed in for a while, slowing down, and pulling out when I went limp. Ginna got on her back, spreading her legs wide, and handed me her cigarette. I took a drag and got hard again when I saw the red from my lipstick covering the bottom half of her filter.

“Now be a good little sissy and lick my pussy!” I started from her pussy, moving up to her clit, and I could taste the saltiness of my own cum, when I stuck the tip of my tongue into her cunt. She threw her head back and was moaning. She placed the cigarette between her teeth and held my head down, so there would be no mistaking what she wanted. I needed no reminders. At this point, in the space of a week I felt like a pro. I also considered how lucky I was that I found not one, but two hot women to fuck and to satisfy my smoking fetish in a most unexpected way. She squirted onto my face and arched her back, moaning, and making unintelligible sounds. I stayed there, drinking her in and licking her completely when she came again. This woman was insatiable; almost challenging me to keep up with her.

❤️❤️❤️

I stood in her bedroom, smoking a Virginia Slims, and looking at myself in the mirror, with (smeared) lipstick and eye makeup on, accepting what I was on my way to becoming. I wasn’t even sure what to call myself at this point. I just knew I liked it. Gina was smoking too, and she came up behind me, grinding her wet pussy into my ass, resting her head on my shoulder, looking into the mirror with me. “You’re amazing Bryan, I mean ‘BRIANNA’,” and she laughed. “You have so much stamina; I’m going to be stiff when I go in to work on Monday!”

“So when do we see each other again?” I asked my new creator. “I’ll talk to mom when she comes home, and we’ll figure something out. Now let’s get you cleaned up before you go home. We don’t want your mother seeing you like this - at least not yet.”

“Or in the foreseeable future,” I said. That afternoon, after I went home, I felt the urge to jerk-off again in my bedroom, thinking about the events that just transpired. I could only guess what Sonia and Gina had in store for me. One thing was for sure - I knew I was going to love it!

❤️❤️❤️

Here is a sneak preview of BOOK 3 of “The First Time Series” - Don’t forget the series compilation is out now on AMAZON.COM!   BOTH are out now on AMAZON

Here is the cover of the series compilation: (Book IV)

Everything you would expect - all  the kinks and satisfied urges in one place!!
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BOOK THREE  Sneak Peek :

As soon as Brianna walked through the gate, he drew attention to himself. There was nobody there that was dressed as a male, although he could swear, he heard male voices when he was outside the gate. What the heck was going on here? Gina and Sonia saw him immediately, stopped the conversations they were engaged in and walked up to Brianna, both with smiles brimming. They had also lit new cigarettes which got him aroused immediately. With the shorts he was wearing, and the massive-sized cock he had, Sonia and Gina weren’t the only ones who noticed him.

Charisse, a thirty-something brunette with shoulder-length hair, small but noticeable breasts, and wearing a T-shirt and Jeans said with a rather masculine-sounding voice, and laughing, “Sonia, you never told me you had such a sexy-looking friend. Are you keeping secrets from us??”

“Everybody!” Sonia called out: “This is Bryan, my next-door neighbor.” I was glad she didn’t call me “Brianna,” at least not yet, and in a yard full of strangers. I was still somewhat embarrassed over “the new me,” or whatever it was I was up to. There was a chorus of “Hi Bryans” coming from around the yard. There was a couple, a man and a woman in the pool who only seemed interested in themselves, as they were locked in a close embrace. The man’s cock was out and in the hands of his partner.

Gina sauntered up to me, tons of makeup, and wearing the same tight denim blouse around her top. She too, was smoking a freshly lit Virginia Slims. “Here Brianna, take one,” she said as she held out her pack to me. After this surprise, a smoke was very welcome, indeed. She flicked her lighter and I bent into the blue flame; inhaling deeply. After looking around the yard, it occurred to me that most of the people in Sonia’s yard were either biological women, or male transvestites, or transitioning males. As for me, I knew I was a transvestite. I was not too comfortable with the word yet, I was more comfortable with “crossdresser,” to be honest with myself; and honesty to oneself is the most important thing above all. It also occurred to me that this group, except for overtly sexual acts being performed on the lounges and couches set up, was similar to the groups on the YOUTUBE videos I saw, or perhaps the group I was interested in contacting, the one about fifteen miles from my house.

“C’mon Brianna, let me introduce you around to everyone.” She stopped and turned towards me, asking, “What brings you over tonight? Were we too loud for you and your mom?”

“No, not at all. I just had a couple of questions I wanted to run by you and your mom.”

“What kinds of questions?” she asked grinning playfully. “Nothing that can’t wait. So, introduce me,” I said. All thoughts of the YOUTUBE group had passed now that I was looking at one for real, and next door! As we walked away, I couldn’t resist the urge to put the palm of my hand on Gina’s very tight ass. “You bad GURL, BRIANNA!” She answered me. “Plenty of time for that later, if you’re good.” I resolved right then and there to be on my BEST behavior.


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this incredible tale of a young man’s smoking and crossdressing fetish, AND sex with the neighbor’s smoking daughter at last come true! Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the Tube, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

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 email which is 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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