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Chapter I

I’m having the craziest, wildest, wettest, and most extreme orgasms with my eight-inch silicone, vibrating, self-lubricating dildo. I’m working myself up into a lathered frenzy of mess, my long hair in disarray, and my clothes in a heap at the foot of the bed; dreaming of the nameless, faceless “him” that’s haunted my dreams lately. It’s more than a longing, no, more like an obsession. Looking back on it now, I realize that it was all fate.

I skillfully move the dildo hard and fast, twisting it around the inside of my cunt like a wooden spoon stirring cake batter. My back arches and my mouth is open in a wordless scream of ecstasy. I dip my free fingers from my other hand into my drooling cunt and rub my clit which is as hard as a nub, tugging on my clit ring, giving myself the most incredible release; wet, drooling orgasms, like one electric surge after another; thrusting hard and talking (no screaming) dirty, degrading language to myself; calling myself an “evil, selfish twat, a spunk-hungry, cum-sucking slut.” But only a real man could cum all over my face like I wanted, and poor Ted never could.

The first six months after my breakup with Ted I spent locked in my apartment, drinking, sulking, smoking, very depressed and hopeless. The only times I left were to go to work, the chemists, or shopping for groceries. I stopped calling EVERYONE.

I was very bitter because the last time I saw Ted was the night he told me he had found someone new - someone “exciting” and “sexy,” he said. I threw him out screaming; feeling betrayed, worthless, toyed with, and used for the past four years we were together. I swore I would never be used by a man like that again. He was a selfish prick; just cared about HIS orgasms! HIS pleasure! So I told him to BUGGER OFF! I started using my “toy” as I like to call it about three months after the breakup. It was as if a new world had opened up for me.

Being single and living in a townhouse in London that belonged to my family allowed me to save quite a bit of money. I’m thirty-two, own my own business, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to wither and die on the vine. It was time for Cecilia Sommerville to live her life at last.

So when I got the post on Thursday, I became very intrigued when I received a light blue greeting card envelope with fancy black calligraphy script on the front. The return address was a hotel on the Hawaiian Island of Maui going by the curious name “The Hotel Aphrodisia.” I eagerly opened the envelope and found inside a heavy vellum paper, with the same calligraphy.

It read:

Dear Miss Sommerville,

You have been selected as part of an elite group of lucky winners to spend two weeks at our new luxurious beachfront resort in Maui, Hawaii, USA

Your stay, including room, board, tips, and ALL amenities will be covered by the host. Your only expense will be your transportation on American Airlines in First Class, at a greatly reduced fare!

All we ask in return, is that you allow us to make a short YOUTUBE video with your impressions of our hotel.

Please call us within the next ten days to reserve your two weeks!

Sincerely Yours,

The Concierge

Hotel Aphrodesia,

Maui, Hawaii, USA 96732

Well! This sounded too good to be true, and I immediately went to my laptop and Googled this place to see for myself if I was being scammed or lured by a serial killer! My search revealed an island beach paradise resort that seemed to cater to upscale single men and women.

There was also a colourful brochure inside the envelope that showed the same with testimonials. Several words and phrases in the brochure caught my attention: find a new love, that “special” someone . . . let us help you forget life’s hardships & heartbreak for a while . . . Humm . . . heartbreak. Well, they certainly got that right.

So, the next day at work, I brought the envelope, and asked my partner in my eyeglass shop, and friend Sara what she thought.

“It seems too good to be true Cece,but . . . why you!?”

“Sara, I’m as flummoxed as you. Do you think you could do me a favor and ask John what he thinks? Could he, you know, use his contacts to look into it?” Sara’s husband John was an inspector with the London Metro Police Dept., and he “knew people.”

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Of course I will Cece, that’s what best friends are for!”

Three days later, Sara called me on a Sunday. “Cece, John says it’s all proper. Evidently this is a new hotel that caters to, how shall I say it: ‘physical and sexual gratification’ in a discreet setting.’ If I were you, I’d hop right on it!” Sara laughed. “Forgive the pun! If I didn’t love my John so much, I’d go with you! Besides Cece, how long has it been for you, um, without a proper shagging I mean?”

I just shrugged, and shamefully admitted - “Six months Sarah, six months and not even a peck on the cheek.” I didn’t tell her about my new toy, my “spunky monkey.”

“Well, I suppose it’s time sweet girl! Get on it! - so to speak!!” We both had a laugh at that.

The matter was decided, and next Friday morning I was at Heathrow, boarding American Airlines to Honolulu for the holiday of my life - I hoped.

❤❤❤

By late Saturday afternoon, I was sitting by a stunning swimming pool as big as a city block, with waterfalls, fountains, cozy grottoes where couples were pairing off, and a beautiful view of the beach with the late afternoon Sun moving down to the ocean surface.

I was wearing a deep purple bikini bottom and just a soft cotton T, (black) with a “Manchester United” logo on the front, over my left nipple, very stylish sunglasses (courtesy of my shop (of course), and my long, long, silky, thick auburn hair lay across my shoulders over my breasts. I was trying to forget that asshole Ted, and the horrible things he told me that night.

The thought crossed my mind that perhaps he was gay because I certainly was not lacking in any of the departments with which he found fault. Well, it’s HIS loss. A bit jet lagged, I was dozing on and off, with a seemingly bottomless pineapple daiquiri next to me, courtesy of the very attentive pool bar staff.

With my eyes closed, I sensed a shadow in front of me blocking the sunlight. As I brought my hand up to my forehead to shield my eyes from the sunlight, I saw the rugged outline of a very powerfully built, “chiseled from rock” man standing in front of my chaise lounge just looking down at me, smiling. I sat up to assume a more formal position, and saw he was grinning from ear to ear, had gorgeous blue eyes, and black, curly hair. Not to mention, rock-hard abs and powerful arms. Perhaps it was the strong sunlight, or too many daiquiris, but for a second, I thought of the nameless face of my obsession.

After my initial shock, I got a welcome tingling feeling between my legs, and I was at a total loss for words. He was holding a bottled beer in his hands, and gestured to the empty chaise next to me. “May I sit down here,” he enquired with a crisp American accent. I also couldn’t help but notice that “the Vicar” was standing at full attention ready to burst through those bathing trunks, balls, and all. It really was a massive package.

“Of course,” I said. “Isn’t this supposed to be a free country?” He laughed, not quite cocky, just naturally sure of himself. He seemed the type that would go around breaking women’s hearts around the world, and I was flattered that he chose to sit next to me; I mean, I certainly don’t want my heart to be broken again, thank you very much. Also, six months with just a dildo for company is no way to live!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

Oh, where are my manners?” he asked as he sat down. “My name is Roger, Roger Bannister; and to whom do I have the pleasure of meeting?”

“Cecily, Cecily Sommerville. I’m from London,” I hastily added, at a complete loss for other words.

“Yes,” he said as he chuckled. “I could tell you were British by the sound of your voice. I love English accents - very proper, very nice.”

“And your accent,” I replied. “I would say you were from New England? Perhaps Boston.” He smiled. “Right you are!” The “are,” sounding like “ahr.”

“So tell me, Cecily Sommerville. Did he leave you, or did you leave him?” I was shocked, and had a most unsettling feeling that this man could see right through me; like he knew me. I also felt the tingling growing into a primal hunger for this most insightful and very sexy stranger!

I didn’t protest or debate, his eyes drew me in, drank me dry as I responded, “He left me.”

“I hope you don’t mind me saying so, but he was an ass for letting someone as attractive as you slip away.”

“No,” I said, greatly flattered. “I don’t mind at all. You’re right!” I answered, laughing. “Now I’ll ask you the same question.” As he answered me, I felt the light touch of his finger gently stroking the inside of my forearm. I didn’t protest, I couldn’t protest. I wanted it.

“Neither. No one left me, and I left no one. I’m just here by myself.” Something made me gently wrap my fingers around his, and his eyes never left mine.

He intertwined his fingers with mine, palms now touching, and he said, “Then that means we’re both alone. Something should be done about that.”

❤❤❤

My heart started pounding; I felt warm, and also a bit wet around my inner woman. I saw it all laid out in front of me: That bulge in his bathing suit he didn’t try to hide; I wanted it, I wanted his hard, lonely cock inside me, ravaging me, exploding an ocean of spunk throughout me. His eyes spoke the same thing, and never taking mine off his, I just said, trying to be playful, but subservient to his needs; “I agree. This place is too nice to be enjoyed alone.”

He grinned at me; a hungry, a stalking grin that increased my arousal, making my clit throb. “Come, let’s go for a swim, and then I’d love to take you for dinner. They have lots of nice restaurants in this place.”

I smiled, and nodded my head yes. “So, the beach or the pool?” I asked.

“I vote for the pool, look at all of those secluded grottoes!” I didn’t have to say yes, my desire spoke for me.

He pulled my nearly limp body up from the chaise lounge. Maybe it was the jet lag, the alcohol, or him . . . but I wasn’t myself - I was on FIRE! The grottoes were everywhere with foliage around the entrances, some with waterfalls in front. I’d never seen a pool like this one in my life, or fucked my brains out in one either. Live and learn Cece . . . He took me by the arm, and we laughed and splashed through three feet of water to a large grotto with a waterfall at the entrance. Roger motioned to a pool attendant with a commanding gesture, most odd, and the man practically ran, coming back with a purple orchid Lei which Roger ceremoniously placed on my head.

“Beautiful, just beauti. . .” He never finished the sentence because I threw my arms over his shoulders, pressing him close to my body, planting a very hungry kiss on his lips, my tongue roping his, exploring. I felt his arousal on my bikini bottom, and it only made me hungrier for what I knew was a giant cock inside those trunks.

❤️❤️❤️

My nipples were very erect and shone through nicely on my wet T-shirt. I was in a rush to get to the pool and some sun, without realizing I didn’t have on a bikini top.

He let out a low moan through our kiss as his manhood pressed against me, and my tits pressed against his chest, with just one-half inch of cotton between us.

I pulled my lips away whispering harshly in his ear, “I WANT IT ROUGH!” With that, he scooped me up in his powerful arms and carried me through the waterfall into the grotto.

We went deeper inside where there were lit tiki torches on wall sconces, and much further in, there were about five steps leading up to a small landing carved into the rock. He carried me up the stone steps and stood me up, kissing me with a hunger I had never seen from a man. Bathed in the light of the torches I saw his rippled arm and chest muscles, shadows clearly outlined by the flickering light of the torches.

He was kissing me all over my face, my eyes, and my neck. My cunt was on fire and my swollen clit was twitching with every move. He bit my shoulder, and I orgasmed the first time, my mouth opened and my eyes rolling in the back of my head. He reached under my bikini, roughly rubbing the top of my shaved pussy. Breathlessly, I gasped. “I want you to talk dirty to me. Be rough with me, treat me like a cum-sucking, spunk-loving street slut! You can spank me because I deserve it, you son of a bitch!!” Playfully taunting, I said, “Let's see what kind of a man you are.” I had thrown down the gauntlet.

I had given him the green light and he easily pulled my bikini down my legs, and I stepped out of it, spreading my legs wide. “Okay bitch,” he growled. “Bend the fuck over.” He smacked my right butt cheek hard, and the shock of passion-fueled pain made my cunt leak down my legs. “I’m gonna teach you how to behave to your master, bitch! Now suck me DRY!” he yelled. He didn’t have to tell me, because I turned around, got down on my knees, and grabbed (Oh my God!) his massive, thick, wet, eight-inch Yankee cock, and put it in my mouth, making me gag at first.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

What are you going to do with your spunk?” I asked him through my sucking and slurping.

“I’m going to shower your face with it, put it in your eyes, and then I’ll lick it off,” he yelled. I tasted some salty pre-cum, but he had excellent control. “After you pleasure me whore, maybe I’ll eat out your cunt, and then fuck you senseless!” I was living all my fantasies with Roger. His cock was like a drug, and I was a junkie for it. I knew that if he took it away from me, I would scream bloody murder, and then die.

I grabbed his huge balls hard which made him hiss and gasp. “I’m gonna teach you good, how to really suck a dick!” And with that he put both his hands on the top of my head, giving force to my bobbing up and down on his shaft. I broke contact briefly and started licking and sucking on his balls which he lifted up even with my mouth.

“NOW MY SNIVELLING WHORE, GET BACK TO WORK ON MY COCK!”

I resumed, with relish, taking his slippery lathered cock into my mouth again, so thick I thought it would tear apart my lips. He pulled out, groaned, and shot the thickest, and largest load of spunk right into my face, my eyes, my mouth. I gulped as much of it as I could. He grabbed the snake and got even more out of it to shoot onto me.

“How’s this you cheap English slut? I bet your mother and your two sisters like to suck cock as much as you do, eh?” He said, berating me, while I’d  loved all of it. “If you’re good, maybe I’ll turn you onto the street to earn for me!” He said. This made me drip even more, playing into all my fantasies. “Please YES!” I said. “I want to be a scantily clad London street hooker for you, please!”

He pulled me close, and he lapped up all his cum from my face, and began to stroke and then finger fuck me, driving me wild. “You like this, don’t you slut?” I couldn’t speak, I could only nod my head and shiver.

“What’s this? What does this slut have on her clit?” He was referring to the ring on my pierced clit hood, which he proceeded to tug on, sending lightning bolts through my torso. He then spanked me on my left butt cheek really hard, blotting out all my vision for an instant. Tell me slut, do you DESERVE to have a toy like this?” He said tauntingly.

“No, no I don’t. I should be punished for that.” After I said that, he spanked me again, and I felt a new sensation: He picked me up and lied me down on my back on the landing, my ass exquisitely painful. With my legs spread he started licking me; first my tummy and then the top mound on my pussy, his tongue a magic wand of pleasure, taking over from his hand. Around and around my clit went his tongue, teasing and taunting me to insanity. My entire purpose in life was now to be fucked and licked senseless by this man who was a complete stranger two hours ago.

My clit was a hard knob, surrounded by a sea of red, aroused vaginal folds. The tips of his fingers gently spread me open to his full furious onslaught. His tongue teased and pulled at my clit ring, jerking my body, and sending me into one wave of orgasm after another.

He buried his face deep inside my woman, the tip of his nose rubbing and playing with my clit, while his tongue teased and licked around my pussy’s opening. “I gasped - PLEASE TONGUE FUCK ME . . . MORE, MORE.” I was crying with pleasure, my ass stinging from the slaps just before. “YOU don’t deserve to give the orders here, you trashy slut - I’ll say where and how much!!”

“YESSSSS . . .,” I gasped. That was like a declaration of war, and his tongue was making circles, licking at the inside of my cunt. Something new for me: I felt a stiff finger slowly make its way inside my puckered asshole. Slowly, it went in and out, deeper, and deeper with each return, the waterfall providing comfortable lubrication. Now, like a water balloon bursting, I squirted into his mouth, and felt pleasure like I’d never known before. I cried out, a high-pitched, guttural moan. He kept his face there and licked my juices clean, like a fiend in need of a fix; his finger continuing its dance inside my ass. He pulled off me, and I felt like a limp, rag doll, putty for his erotic deeds.

“Now get up skank! I don’t think you learned your lesson well enough yet!”

I felt like a hooker in a lineup at the police station. He grabbed me under my arm and helped me stand up. We tongue kissed in what seemed like forever; his cock getting harder again, its thickness pressing on my thigh.

❤❤❤


Chapter V

We broke contact, surprisingly tender, like it was another man ravishing me on the cold, stone floor. We lost track of all time, and he said in his commanding tone again, “Put your back against the wall slut, bend your knee and put your foot against the wall.”

As I did so, he supported my raised leg with his arm and said, “Prepare to have the most vicious fucking of your life now SLUT!” His swollen, hard cock entered me forcefully, its entrance made easier by our previous play. My ecstasy I cannot put into words; it simply was beyond human, as all my nerve endings inside my woman fired rapidly.

He kissed me again on the mouth, pressing my lips hard, and shoving his tongue deep down my throat. After starting out slowly, like a tease; he would enter, move in a circle with just his cock tip inside my cunt, and take it out. This he did again and again until I couldn’t take any more and yelled out - “DE-DE-DEEPER, HARDER, FASTER.”

He said nothing, but acceded to my request and began to, to . . . Bang the mother loving shite out of me!

In and out, hard rapid strokes; like machine gun bullets being fed on a belt. I was grinding my hips to match his action, my hair wild, falling all over the front of my face, the lei on my head mashed and crooked, my mouth open in a frozen spasm of pure carnal lust. My arms were around Roger’s strong neck and shoulders, and with each thrust, I felt like I was lifted off the ground. He came again, coating my insides with that hot, thick spunk, which was now my personal opiate. I put my leg down on the stone floor after two hours of being fucked, sucked, spanked, and deliciously treated like a spunk-hungry slut, a common trashy street whore from the east end. I had never felt so dirty, degraded . . . and happy.

We continued hugging and kissing for several delicious minutes, and then Roger whispered in my ear, “Let’s clean up and go to a proper dinner.”

We walked outside holding hands, and when we came out of the grotto, a couple of people stared, but Roger and I just smiled.

I turned to Roger and said, “You know, Roger, I never asked you, and I hope you don’t think I’m prying; but when did you arrive here and how long are you staying for? Also, I don’t recall telling you anything about my having a mum and two sisters.”

“Oh, well, let’s just say I live here, and I really don’t have any other place to go.” I looked at him, puzzled. He looked back at me for about thirty seconds, grinning and said, “I have a more formal name around here. They call me “The Concierge.”

❤❤❤


More Juice From Jaclyn

I sincerely hope you enjoyed this premiere volume of my standalone story “The Invitation”. These particular stories are mean to be “fillers” for your free time, whether it’s taking the Tube to work, the bus, on a lunch break, or just before bed - anytime you want “a little something” to fantasize about. I want my characters to be easy to identify with, memorable, and kinky! Let me know if there is anything naughty, despicable, and particularly disturbing that you would like to read about! I LIVE to bring my readers enjoyment and a short break from the daily drudgeries of life. I sincerely hope I’ve accomplished this here.

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 erotica gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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