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Chapter I

You probably saw me on television several years back. A&E ran a series on us - “Mob Wives of North Jersey” I’m Valerie Persico, and my husband, Rocco, is in the Mafia, only he was in jail, and I lived the bizarre and clannish life of a faithful Mafia wife, hanging out with other faithful Mafia wives, daughters, and even granddaughters of other incarcerated men. We sat around, gossiped about what little shits our kids were; always how they took after their fathers - especially our sons, and taking turns cooking big dinners for ourselves.

We hung out and danced and drank with each other in dive bars, and shopped at Walmart and Target. We socialized only with each other, and we had our own code of “Omerta.” (Silence to outsiders)

One thing we never talked about much was the lack of cock in our lives. It was a depressing topic. Wherever are husbands went, so went their dicks. Men are funny like that. Some of the women forgot they even had a cunt; religion, and/or fear told them to save it for their incarcerated husbands, but not me.

I ACHED for a good fucking. Hell, I was only thirty-two, and expected to wait (waste) five more years before ever getting fucked again? This, after having him already serve four years? Nuh uh, not me! So very early on Sunday morning when the kids were sleeping, and the “boids was choipin,’” I woke up feeling very horny and hot and bothered. Earlier that evening, Big Jinnie and I went out to dinner at Fanellis, a local Italian Trattoria - one of many in North Jersey.

There was a new waiter there; his name tag said “Dominic.” It might as well have said, “Let me fuck you till your eyeballs pop out NOW!” Oh Marone, he certainly had the credentials to do it too. I was damp after he served the antipasto! Come to think of it the smell . . (Oh FUCK - that’s so gross) I ain’t going there!

So I opened my “toy drawer,” where I kept my panties and pulled out two items: A blue silicone butt plug, and an eight-inch vibrating dildo - both self-lubricating and both with blue tooth so I could turn them on with my phone. I wonder what sick pervert at Apple designed that? Some nerd named “Stanley” at the Genius Bar? I highly doubt it, but thank you whoever you are - you are a Godsend.

So I lit a cigarette, got a little cocoa butter from the nightstand, put some around my ass, and I was just about to squeeze the butt plug in when I felt something was off. On the dresser opposite my bed was a framed picture of the Blessed Virgin with the Sacred Heart of Jesus. “Oh fuck!” I loudly whispered, and jumped out of bed and reverently turned the picture frame around facing the wall; what the Virgin don’t see won’t hurt her. I genuflected quickly and hopped back into bed. I may be a sex-starved skank, but I’m also Catholic.

My conscience clear, I squeezed the butt plug to get some jelly out. It slid easily enough up my ass - I’ve had years of practice, and I turned it on with my phone. I kept my butt cheeks closely together and I got rocked into paradise. I gently began rubbing my middle finger around my clit, and then dipped it in and out of my wet pussy, really getting off. Then to top myself off, I turned on and squeezed my black dildo, and played around at the entrance to my pussy with it, imagining it was Dominic’s cock.

Next thing I knew I was onto all-out thrusting that sucker deep inside me - all eight inches, trying to keep my moans from becoming screams and waking the kids up. I must have climaxed at least twice in rapid succession, leaking a small lake onto my bedsheets, digging my fingernails into the mattress. Thus satisfied, for now, I put my toys away and went back to sleep before having to wake again a few hours later and go to church with my kids.

❤️❤️❤️

Some of these women in my crew, like Big Jinnie Mandrillo, had Botox up the wazoo, huge fucking lips, a frozen smile, trashy hair, and makeup, and was a poster child for mortician’s college. She didn’t need any candy for Halloween - the tots going “Trick-or-Treating,” RAN as fast as their little legs could carry them as soon as they saw Big Jinnie standing at the door!!

Our men didn’t exactly have the reputation of being faithful to their wives; especially mine. In Italian, we called the women they wined and dined, and bought expensive gifts for, “butanas” - whores. So one weeknight, Marie Buoco, Vickie Costello, Big Jinnie and I were in my dining room, having coffee, smoking, and talking.

“It just ain’t fair Jinnie,” I said. “These ‘entitled’ slime balls we’re married to can fuck and suck their gumars anytime they want to. Hell, they even visit our husbands in prison! - this you know,” and we all giggled at that one; but behind the giggles was also sadness. Sadness at the lives we’d chosen for ourselves; kids raised without a father around; but tons of men coming by to check on the family, bringing them lots of Christmas presents. ALL of our kids had a favorite “Uncle” Tony, Guido, Rocky, Sal, Frank, Joey. I lost count.

Most likely these “uncles” would have “uncles” visiting their kids one day because they themselves would be in the slammer, or worst case, found rotting in the trunk of a car in some deserted place with a small nine-millimeter hole in their forehead.

“I tell you what girls, I’m gonna find me some man candy on the side and have him fuck me from here to Kingdom CUM!” (Spelling out the last word).

With her big, raspy, smoker’s voice, Jinnie said through phlegmy laughs: “So what are you gonna do; get the sex god from Fanellis, what’s his name? to come over and fuck you when you get the urge? Do you enjoy handing out death sentences, Valerie?”

“It’s only a death sentence if you get caught Jin,” I said. The grin on my face made the other girl’s nervous; except for Big Jinnie. I had a feeling that maybe she had traveled this road before. She looked at me with her streetwise eyes, slits, really. “Just be careful you, is all I’m sayin.’”

Then Marie put her two cents in, trying to be comforting. “Remember Val, everything we talk about stays in this room. Don’t think I haven’t thought about it too. Paul still has seven years to go. I’m forty-one, and I was thirty-four when he got sent upstate, know what I mean? I got urges too! You ain’t alone.” Sure, I knew what Marie (and me) did about those urges, but there comes a point when silicone just ain’t enough. I was at that point. The girls were laughing now, telling me they wanted details if I ever got laid!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Janine DiPalma called me the next morning at eleven o’clock. “Val! she screamed into the phone. The hairs on my neck stood up.

“Janine? What happened?”

“You’re not gonna believe this . . . Ok . . (she was having trouble catching her breath.) I get a knock, no, more like a pounding on my door at eight o’clock. There were three men in suits, but they weren’t out of shape or nothing, no bread baskets - these guys were in shape. I knew they was gov’mint.”

“Yeah, ok, so what happened?” I knew it would be thirty minutes before I found out what she had to say. She sounded petrified.

“They asked me my name, and then the first guy flashed a badge at me. They was FBI. He took out a search warrant for my house. I asked if I could see it - I know my rights. It said they was looking for ‘contraband and/or cash related to an ongoing investigation of illegal gambling.’”

“Those cocksuckers! They was probably lookin’ for something else to pin on your poor Ralphie and add time to his sentence!” I said with certitude.

The Feds were like slime balls when it came to organized crime; it got their dicks hard, like all the agents involved in a bust or search would get medals onstage somewhere. Donnie Fuckin’ Brasco! It made me sick. Our husbands broke the law, we (in most cases) did not.

“Anyways, after they turned my house into an overturned clutter case and left with NOTHING . . . I called Big Jinnie.”

Big Jinnie was married to the Boss, Carmine Mandrillo, and, if anyone knew why the Feds were in Janine’s house, she would. “So what did she tell you?” I asked.

“She said that some rat, some former cell mate of Ralphie snitched about some business our guys had that was still active.”

“Motherfucker, Jan!” I was pissed.

“Val, that means that none of us are safe; any of us could get a knock on the door!” We spoke for about thirty minutes more, and I calmed Janine down, but now I was paranoid. Janine can do that to a person.

All of our husbands were in the same crew, and Big Jinnie’s husband was still able to run things from his jail cell - more like a suite. If you’ve ever seen “Goodfellas” you know what I mean.

My two kids, Silvano, ten-years-old, and Marie, eight-years old, both attended Catholic school nearby our house. They usually came home at four o’clock every day. If my house was gonna get raided, I didn’t want them being home!

My husband, Rocco, was a practical man if nothing else, and he kept a large stack of cash and passports for me and the kids in the house, which, from time to time would get bigger. I also had a bank account of my own, just for appearances sake. I never paid credit for nothin’, cash ONLY, no digital signatures. I didn’t even have a “COSTCO” Card under my real name, and I practically live in that place for Christ’s sake. If I had to leave, me and the kids would be on a private jet to Rocco’s parents in Palermo the next day.

Janine’s call really shook me up. Rocco’s stash of cash and passports was under a section of the wooden living room floor covered by a large Persian rug. In addition to the cash and passports was about six marble composition books and a nine-millimeter Beretta Parabellum, which Rocco taught me to shoot. I looked at the floor by pulling back the rug. Rocco was good; he covered up the crack in the floorboards with a little touch of varnish so that to get it to open, you’d have to know exactly where you were looking, and scrape the surface and look carefully. He taught me how to do it, which I did, a couple of times a year when I took money out. Other than that, he NEVER discussed business with me; just like in “The Godfather.”

❤️❤️❤️

Two weeks later, I was on the phone with my sister Joyce around noon, and I saw two cars pull up to the house. They parked in the street in front, and I could see one of the plates - a US Gov’t plate! I told my sister I’d call her back and my heart was racing. After the call with Janine, I moved the TV recliner in the living room on top of the rug and the money stash. I was telling myself to relax. I was wearing a NY METS tee shirt, (Mike Piazza, of

course), baseball cap, and my usual tight-fitting jeans. My long, auburn hair was tied back with a band. My breasts were a double “C,” and I was wearing a bra. I made sure I looked good, and I put lipstick on earlier, thinking I was gonna go to COSTCO for groceries.

I didn’t want the Feds thinking I dolled-up for them. I preempted the knock by opening the big door and smiled as they walked up the stairs.

“Mrs. Rocco Persico?” The first of four agents asked.

“Yes, this is she,” I answered in the politest manner I could muster at the moment.

He flashed a badge and said, “I’m agent Norris, FBI,” and then nodding to the other three, he said, “And these are agents Morgan, Pierce, and Cassera.”

The first three sounded like a law firm: “Norris, Morgan, and Pierce,” from Bumblefuck, USA.

The three of them looked “gov’t issue;” plain suits, white shirts, pale faces, and bland ties. Of course, they were all built like they worked out 24/7.

The last agent, with the Italian name, Cassera, was different and stuck out from the others. He had a face like Mt. Rushmore, piercing green eyes that were unnervingly glued to me, black wavy hair cut really short, and just the hint of a smile.

He was kind of hot, and I felt a “stirring” between my legs, and a bit of moisture from my starved pussy. I caught a little glimpse of an aroused cock standing out a bit under his belt line if you know what I mean. I said to myself “Kill that noise, Valerie.” But I couldn’t help it. I was looking at him out of the corners of my eyes, taking in a scent of pleasant cologne, and noticed on closer inspection, that this guy was dressed much more dapper than the others; everything was different. How do I describe the look? - seductive as fuck.

I pictured him bending me over my kitchen table . . . doing “things” to me. I guess I have a “thing” for bad boys, and this Fed gave off that vibe that got this sex-starved mob wife going! The others were a mixture of blondes and a redhead - good midwestern boys. “Here is our warrant,” Norris said, and presented it to me to read. It was just what Janine told me.

Evidently, they were looking into loansharking, gambling, or some other shit. I had no fucking idea.

I made the typical remark; “Would you boys care for some coffee?” Norris answered for all four in a brisk monotone. “No thanks, we stopped off before.” Norris made a call, and two minutes later, three men and two women walked in, all with blue windbreakers, FBI in large yellow letters written on back. Cassera stood to my left in the kitchen, and I watched them start their search. Then the most incredible thing happened. He whispers out of earshot of the others: “Cellphone video them.” I looked at him SHOCKED. Looking straight ahead with his arms folded, he whispers again - “constitutional right.”

Then, he goes over to the original three agents. I took my cellphone out and followed them around with the phone, and amazingly, they did NOTHING. Guess they were used to savvy mob wives who “knew their Fourth Amendment Rights.”

Just when I thought I had a friend, Cassera joins in, flipping sofa cushions, taking books out of the bookcase, and tapping on the walls - FUCKER!!

After the most humiliating three hours of my life, they all left, Norris giving a curt “Thank You.” Cassera was the last out of the house, and the bastard winks at me!! What nerve!! I went into my mess of a bedroom and cried my eyes out, cursing Rocco, the FBI, and especially Cassera. As hot as he was,(and a paisan to boot) he was still a prick; but there was something out of place, I just didn’t know what. I called the girls and of course they tried to console me, especially Big Jinnie.

The next day I picked the kids up from school and drove them to their piano lessons. When I came home, there was a plain white letter envelope that was slid under the door when I was out. I opened it up, and there was a typed slip of paper inside. It read:

“House & phone, (cell phone too) are bugged, kitchen, lvng room, master bedroom - cameras. Buy a BURNER PHONE and call this number . . . .”

MOTHER FUCKER! I felt violated and wanted to puke! It was signed “Sincerely, a friend.” WHO was messing with me? I told no one, went about my business, and the next day, I went out to Walmart when the kids were in school.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

I bought a burner phone, and from my car I called the number. It rang three times, and a familiar voice said “hello.”

“Hello. Who is this please?” I knew it was the prick, Cassera, but I was playing along with this “007” game.

“It’s Mike Cassera, Valerie,” the smooth, silky voice replied.

“Boy, you’ve got some fucking nerve buddy, I’ll tell you that much! What -  You think you can come rip my house apart with your Gestapo buddies, and I’d be nice and forgiving and all?”

“Well, I’m sorry about all that, but I just wanted to explain. It’s true that your house is bugged, and this was the only way I could talk to you without losing my job - or go to prison; and I could, if they found out about the note and our call.”

“So why bother? I said, more turned on then angry. There was a brief, awkward pause.

Then, he just blurted out the truth: “As soon as I laid my eyes on you, it made me feel like I never did before with any other woman.” I was stunned, but loving it. A big smile was all over my face, and I was sopping wet.

“And can you describe these feelings of yours, that you never had with another woman?” I was probing, practically dripping a puddle on my car seat.

“Yeah, like I want to pull your panties off with my teeth and ravage you completely!” Another silence.

“Hummm, sounds delicious,” I said, remembering my conversation with the girls a couple of weeks ago. “So,” I said, “What are we going to do about these feelings of yours?”

“Are you familiar with the Marriot in Paramus,” He asked.

“Oh, you mean like a one-night stand; like a ‘wham, bam, and thank you mam’”?

He chuckled softly and I wanted to pull my hair out of my head. “We could do that if you like, but I was thinking more like a Friday night through Sunday type thing. You could drop your kids off with your sister Joyce in Montclair for the weekend.”

I was shocked, but I loved it; how he had things already planned out. I said, “HOW THE FUCK . . . do you know about my sister, Joyce!?”

“Oh yeah, the one you were on the phone with before we came in, right?” The cocksucker was laughing.

“Okay, so I guess the note about my phones being tapped was true then.” I said, maintaining an air of composure. Now I really wanted this guy to fuck my motha-lovin’ brains out.

I wanted him because he was clever and smarter than me, and most of the men around me (especially Rocco) were dumb. I wanted him because he was fucking gorgeous and strong. His assertiveness, and the absolute gaul of hitting on the wife of a felon you’re investigating, a Mafia Caporegime no less, turned me into quivering jelly. I wanted him because the mystique of being an agent of the FBI was sexy as fuck - especially one that bent the rules a bit! He was a “bad boy,” and I loved it. I wanted him to take me and burn a hole in my cunt a mile wide, and singe my clit to ashes. I wanted to LIMP for a month after just one night in that hotel room.

I said, “Yeah, I know where the Marriott on Route 17 in Paramus is. What time and when?”

“Meet me Friday night at seven o’clock, in room 237. The room will be registered to Mr. and Mrs. Donald McGowan. OK?”

“Sure, sounds great! Like an adventure.”

“You should get a key from the desk in case I’m running late.”

He just gave a curt laugh. “Oh, feel free to bring any ‘toys’ you might have,” he said, sounding serious. “I wouldn’t want you to overlook anything,” he said. I wasn’t even going to ask him how he knew about “my toys.” Now this was getting interesting, and a bit scary, but I fucking LOVED it!

“Oh, and Valerie?”

“What now,” I said.

“It’s time to get your car inspected, and clean your rear windshield.”

“WHAT THE FUCK!!!!!!”

“See you Friday night, Valerie.”

“Yeah, see you,” I said, feeling just a bit humiliated.

❤️❤️❤️

So Friday came and I felt excited and a bit guilty at the same time, but any guilt was assuaged by the tingling between my legs. The kids were excited about spending the weekend with their cousins. My sister Joyce has a plain, normal life with her husband George who owned a car dealership in Paramus. I told Joyce I was going to the Keys with my girlfriends for a long weekend. It was dark by the time I headed out to Paramus from my house, and I got there at about seven-fifteen - I was late. I walked up to the front desk carrying a suitcase. I wasn’t worried about being followed because Mike told me where the agents would be who were watching my house, and also that they had no reason to follow me. That was good. He did tell me to put the TV on a timer, which I did.

I got the key to the room, and I went up. Mike wasn’t there yet. My burner phone rang. It was Mike. He said, “I’m gonna be there about nine o’clock; got some follow-up on a case I was working. Go have dinner in the meantime. See you soon!”

So, okay, shit happens. I got changed into a short, black evening dress with a low cut back. I had on a black laced, strapless bra. I wore black, see -through panty hose, with straps to a smallish girdle and satin panties. I wore my four-inch heels as well. My long, auburn hair fell over my shoulders onto my breasts, and the front was curled up. Total killer outfit. I hadn’t gotten dressed up in years, and it felt really great. So I ordered dinner with a glass of red wine. I just got started with the salad, and when I looked up, Mike was there, grinning at me - perfect timing. “I got done early, and rather than eat at a diner, I thought I would join you.”

His eyes bore right through me, and I felt paralyzed, under a spell of wanting I couldn’t describe. He ordered dinner and we talked.

“I don’t see a ring, ‘Agent Cassera,’ so I suppose you aren’t married, am I right?”

“Yes, you are. Never married, a couple of long-term relationships, but no marriage. In this line of work I get transferred to different field offices, so asking a family to pick up and move constantly is rough.”

I was going to respond, but he abruptly said, “You look totally stunning, Valerie; I just have to get you up on that dance floor.”

My breath was gone, and the DJ put on an old Eric Clapton song, “Wonderful Tonight,” and suddenly two people who got up to dance became one. His arms were like steel, and he wore that intoxicating cologne he had on the afternoon of the fucking raid.

At this moment I realized he was trying to shield me. I was in the arms of my protector, and I loved it all: Him, the song, the slow dance, and the way he held me. I placed my head on his shoulders, and my arms wrapped around his broad, thick neck. His hands were on the small of my back, every so often gently grabbing my ass and I gasped: “Harder.” I pulled my head off of his shoulder and looked up at him and we kissed. It started gently, probing, and then our tongues simultaneously roped around each other. I could feel the bulge in his crotch growing into steel, and my pussy was wet at this point, grinding into his boner. Our surroundings had no meaning, but there was just one thing to do; to go up to our room.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

Mike wasted no time as soon as the door closed, he threw his suit on the floor, taking off his tie and unbuttoning his shirt. I shimmied out of my dress and walked up close to him, slipping off my bra, and wearing my pantyhose, girdle, and panties, that had a visible wet spot showing through the black satin.

We embraced and kissed, his fingers gently sliding under my panties, and his palm rubbing my tummy. I was hungry and I wanted that big, strong cock to ravage me.

We broke contact briefly and he asked me; “I need a ‘safe word’ from you, and I want you to bring out any toys you may have.”

I undid my hair band and shook it free, and saw him watching me, hungrily; and I reached into my overnight bag and pulled out my silicone dildo, and the butt-plug. He looked at it and said, “Oh, I see they vibrate too. Cool; we can have some fun with these.”

One thing I did have was a wicked sense of humor, so I chose the word “Mafia.” Mike just laughed and said, “Okay, ‘Mafia’ it shall be then.” He then took off a pouch from his belt and inside was a pair of stainless-steel handcuffs.

He threw them on the bed, and I started dripping a new stream, especially when next he removed his belt from his slacks. His service weapon he carefully placed on the dresser.

My eyes told the story, and he said with a smile crossing his face, “So, I see you like it a bit rough, eh?”

“I’ll take it any way you can give it to me,” I said with breathless excitement.

“How rough do you want it?” He asked.

“Treat me like a cheap Mafia slut in your custody, and I have to fuck you as my price for getting into witness protection.” I don’t know where that came from, but I wanted him to lead, to do it all. He grinned a VERY HOT and wicked grin.

❤️❤️❤️

I unhooked my pantyhose from my girdle, and it dropped to the floor around my ankles. Next, I squeezed the butt-plug, turned on the juice and let Mike slowly stick it in my ass. He took his time with it, fucking me with it, twisting it, and taking it in and out.

I was moaning; it never felt this good when I did it. While he was doing that, his other hand reached in front and started rubbing the fur on top of my pussy, and then rubbing my clit. It was electrifying. I yelled out, “Throw me on the bed and FUCK my effing brains out, NOW, you Fed Fuck!”

Mike bent down and slowly lowered my panties with his teeth. I felt his hot breath on my pussy as he lingered a bit, pulling them down slowly. I was shivering with excitement.

He inhaled my aroused scent deeply, and rubbed the tip of his nose on my damp clit in a circle, as I pushed his head down into me, closer. His fingers were rubbing my nipples, making them stand on end, making me moan.

Mike’s tongue made its way into my pussy, pushing apart my engorged lips, and his saliva mixed with my wetness, making me moan loudly with my mouth open, head back and eyes closed.

“What are you doing to me????” I pleaded.

“Pleasure before and after pain, he said.” I stiffened from his words and his tongue reaming through my hot, dripping cunt, and I came, wave after wave.

He guided me by my arm to the bed for I could not stand on my own, the aftereffects of several quick and mighty orgasms. I pulled him close to me and kissed him hard, from his lips, over his eyes, his forehead, his neck.

In one quick move, I pulled his slacks and his boxers off, and I could not believe the size of his giant cock, making my X-tra large dildo look so puny.

Before he could say or do anything, I grabbed at that cock and swallowed it whole, suppressing a gag reflex. My tongue was all over it with a passion, a purpose that no lover had ever given me.

My long, reddish hair was all over his cock and the front of my face. I ignored the pain in my knees from the sharp carpet. Suddenly he pulled out of my mouth.

“Now let’s see what happens to a CHEAP MAFIA SLUT when she’s wanted by the FBI!” He said as he placed me on my knees on the bed, my arms outstretched in front of me, and then my wrists handcuffed very quickly.

I was very excited, and all my senses heightened with expectation. Suddenly I felt a sharp CRACK! over my right buttock. “This is what you get slut!” He barked at me. “What do you think a fitting punishment should be for you?”

I smarted from the belt crack, but I didn’t flinch; it actually made me, or rather kept me highly aroused! There was another being, another “me” inside my body that cried out: “MORE, MORE . .  I NEED TO BE PUNISHED FOR BEING A DIRTY MOB SLUT WIFE!!”

Then I felt another crack of the belt on both cheeks, then another. I was moaning, hugging the pillow, tears of both pain and an extreme pleasure I had never known coursing through my body, whose ownership I doubted at this point.

Mike then cried out: “I think this MOB BITCH needs a good, hard SHAGGING!! DO YOU AGREE, SLUT!!?”

“YES, YES, give me everything you have!!! PLEASE, I’M BEGGING YOU TO FUCK AWAY ALL MY SINS!!”

“I’ll do much more than that BITCH!” He ‘angrily’ said. Mike then began to finger fuck me deep and hard, - I gasped sharply because I had never had the combination of the butt-plug humming in my ass while being finger-fucked. It was beyond exquisite.

Mike then picked up my black dildo from the bed and turned it on and squeezed it, while removing the butt-plug and tossing it on the bed. A lubricating gel came out from very small holes inside. He slipped the dildo into my ass, first an inch, causing me to cry out in pain, then sort of playing with it, going in and out.

The sensations I felt were electric, like nothing I’ve ever had before, different - much bigger and wider than the butt-plug, causing me to moan involuntarily and loud. After I came, Mike wasted no time and rammed my cunt with his giant cock, doggie style, in and out, harder, and harder.

He was breathing hard and staggered. The sensations of being whipped, ass fucked, handcuffed, and then rammed from the back of my hot, hungry cunt added to the intensity and frequency of my orgasms which numbered about five now - I thought. None of it mattered because I was his . . . his little bitch-slut to do with as he wished.

I screamed into the pillow because if I didn’t, then someone would call the cops, since it must’ve sounded like someone was being murdered. In a way that was true; the stoic, abstemious, Mob wife was gone. A new, sex craved, ravenous woman, hungry for cock took her place.

Mike’s pounding and thrusting continued without mercy, as this was “a punishment.” He asked through ragged breaths, “Where do you want me to cum, BITCH!!?”

“Please cum all over my face Sir, please?”

Without another word, he pulled out from me after the longest and best fucking session of my life, flipped me over and warm, thick, salty government-issue spunk shot out all over my face, my eyes, and the top of my head.

He softly growled after he came, and started licking it all off of my face and I loved it all. Next, he unlocked the handcuffs and continued licking my face, kissing me, and holding me tightly to him.

“You‘ve been a very, very cooperative prisoner, Mrs. Persico. Do you feel that you’ve received adequate punishment for all your sins?”

I pursed my lips, and just lay there with him on top of me, looking into his eyes, and I took my index finger and pressed it on his lips.

“Maybe just a little bit, Agent Cassera.”

“Well that’s just fine Valerie, because you are very much wanted by the FBI - by this agent you see, and you’ll be under my protection from now on.

❤️❤️❤️
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I sincerely hope you enjoyed this erotic tale with a “Sleeping With The Enemy” kind of twist! 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, 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

Before you go, here is an excerpt from another new title of mine, about a woman who is left high and dry by her lover, getting the relief she needs from a very unexpected source. It’s a story I call “The Invitation”

Excerpt from “The Invitation”

. . . 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 realising 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.

❤️❤️❤️

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

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

AMAZON author page:
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Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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