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Preface

After an explosive and unplanned “Sexternoon” with Rick at a local motel, Gina goes home to enjoy herself, totally fixated on Rick, and dying to see him again. Rick’s desire to experiment with crossdressing, long suspected by Gina, becomes apparent while during that session he and Gina “play” with a tube of Gina’s lipstick. That night, Rick masturbates while smoking Virginia Slims 120s and wearing a pair of Gina’s panties she had “gifted” to him during their wild sex romp in his backyard the night before.

Rick’s twenty-one-year-old daughter catches him unprepared and discovers Gina’s panties on the floor of Rick’s den. Fearing exposure, his daughter is surprisingly sympathetic and supportive of her dad’s new and emerging lifestyle, which only encourages Rick, who sees Gina’s smoking fetish-fueled domination of him as a necessary journey of self-exploration.

The next night, Gina guides Rick through the second stage of her carefully planned transformation, in a seductive experience in an unexpected place. But Gina is just getting started!

*****


Chapter 1

After the shocker with Sam, Rick couldn’t sleep. He went outside and lit a cigarette, thinking. I need to talk to Gina, just to hear her voice. He wondered: Should I tell her about Sam? No, he thought, not yet at least. The embarrassment was too much. As he was about to go back inside, around 2:00 am, he got a text from “G.”

GINA: Hi Rick, hope you are up - can you call me please? I need to talk to you.

RICK: Sure, just a sec.

He dialed Gina, and she picked up just at the first ring. “Hey sexy, what’s up? Why are you up so late? he said.

“I might ask you the same question.”

“Oh, just thinking about you. I want to let you know that after our little sex-crazed fling at the “no-tell-motel” this afternoon, I masturbated in the living room thinking about you.”

“Really! Tell me about it,” Rick said, hungry for details and touching himself.

“Well, I went into my living room, sat on a comfy chair, lit a cigarette, and stuck my fingers around my clit, into my pussy, and got nice and wet. You see Rick, with you I can feel like a “bad girl,” and be a cum-faced smoky slut! There – I’ve said it. Turn you on?”

“Like, YEAH! Sure as shit it does,” Rick was laughing.

Gina let out a throaty laugh. “You like that you little pervert, don’t you?” “If you only knew,” he said. “Then I opened my bra, draped my long, silky hair over my naked breasts and ran my fingernails and the palms of my hands over my breasts and nipples.”

Rick was in the kitchen and getting hard. It was very hard not to speak above a whisper, with the kids upstairs and all.

“You know,” Gina said, “I’m growing my hair VERY LONG . . . like down to past the middle of my back so that I can rub it all over your face, belly and your sweet hard cock even more . . . and blow smoke into your face and on top of your delicious cock.”

Rick was stroking himself through his jeans and did all he could not to cum, but he felt a little wetness in his shorts. The last thing he wanted was a little wet circle of “dew” around his zipper.

“Then, I couldn’t help myself, but I started rubbing my juicy, quivering pussy with my fingers until I rocked myself to Mars,” she laughed again.

“Gina, stop it, you’re killing me here!”

“So . . . did you like the little pic I sent you?”

“Very much.”

“Want more?”

“Uhh, like YEAH!”

“Naughty, naughty boy. I’m a respectable woman of high society and you treat me like a streetwalker!”

“Well, don’t you like that? I mean most women do.”

“Honey, I do . . . but you know I am NOT like ‘most’ women. You should know that by now, right?”

“Of course, of course,” Rick said teasingly.

“Ricky, is there some way I could see you before Friday evening? I am so sorry about Sunday. I didn’t mean to disappoint you,” she said sincerely.

There was a brief pause and Rick continued. “I, uh, I don’t recall if I told you that I didn’t drink, did I?”

“No, you never mentioned it.”

“Well, I hope this isn’t a deal breaker between us.”

“What? Ricky, unless you’re a serial killer with a wood chipper or a vat of concentrated Sulfuric Acid in your backyard, I don’t think there is anything that could be a ‘deal breaker’ between us.”

“Okay then. Well, I used to be a problem drinker, but I haven’t been for fifteen years now.”

“Oh that’s GREAT honey! So, what do you do – go to meetings?”

“Yes, because, well, I’m an alcoholic – in recovery, and I know that there is a stigma about that.”

“Gee,” Gina said playfully, “You seem to be loaded with stigmas. Well, you won’t get that from me, I can assure you. I wish the shithead would go; not that I’d fuck him, but these tantrums he throws really scare me – he’s a MEAN drunk - really terrifies me!”

“Terrific! I mean that’s bad, but I was a bit worried for a moment – about your reaction I mean.”

“Rick, I’ve sucked your dick in our cars, fucked you in your backyard in the middle of the night, and in a motel down the block from your car dealer; do you think I’d be worried and hate you because you’re doing what you can to help yourself? No honey, I admire you, I really, really do! I’m very proud of you. There was a silence . . .

“Thank you, I mean it. It’s good to hear. I get no encouragement from my wife; it’s like she wishes I would drink so she would have a good excuse to throw me out of the house.”

“Oh really? -  and fucking and sucking one of your customers wouldn’t?” she laughed again.

“I suppose you’re right,” Rick said, rather upbeat.

“So listen Rick – maybe I could see you after one of your meetings and we could go out somewhere local, you know, for a little coffee and a chat . . . And maybe a good fucking, because . . . because I have an insatiable desire for COCK! Your cock!”

“Yeah, I’d like that, but we would have to be discreet, you know.”

“Of course. I could meet you in the parking lot and follow you in your car. Where and when?”

‘How about tomorrow night? I have a meeting from seven-thirty to eight-thirty at the Congregational Church on Gates Avenue. You know which one?”

“Yes, is that the one down the road from St. Brigid’s?

“That’s the one.”

“Ok, then it’s a date – I’ll see you tomorrow night. I’ll wear something special,” she said sounding a bit sinister.

“Hey Gina?”

“What?”

“Could you send me some more photos I can jerk-off to please???”

“My God, you are such a dirty, naughty man!” she said with a throaty laugh. “I’ll think about it.”

The phone buzzed and he saw three pictures from Gina. He didn’t need the TV, but he left it on anyway, transfixed by what he saw on his phone. He almost fell out of the recliner! Now for sure he couldn’t sleep.

The first photo was Gina lying in bed with blue satin skirt panties, the kind he liked, a high-collared open white blouse, gold hoop earrings (knowing Gina, probably 14 carat), blue fishnet stockings with garters up to mid-thigh, and kick-ass, black stiletto heels.

She put the camera just below her chin and took the shot.

There was a haze of freshly exhaled smoke and her left hand gingerly holding a freshly lit Virginia Slim, with her thumb lifting the panties up showing some bush. She was wearing a matching, blue-laced bra, showing nice cleavage. Instant hard-on!

The next photo just looked down at her panties, left hand with the cigarette pulling the panties down, covered in a blanket of smoke.

The last picture was posed, taken with the camera on timer. It was a profile-view of Gina sitting on the bed, long, silky hair down past her breasts, face hidden, long, white cigarette showing out from her hair.

It showed one leg up on the bed and the other on the floor, and both hands were underneath the panties. She was looking up at the ceiling, smoke coming out her mouth and nose. Her face was tantalizingly hidden from view.

There was text imprinted on the photo. It said “wanna fuck me soldier?”

Rick was ready to bust. He locked the door to the den, lubed up his hand, viewing the last photo, and slowly jerked himself off, puffing away happily on Gina’s brand, staring longingly at the photo.

*****


Chapter 2

The next night, Thursday evening, Tansby was at the meeting, him being Rick’s sponsor and all. After the meeting, Rick’s fellow members all gathered in the church parking lot, smoking, and holding styrofoam cups of coffee; what members called “The Meeting After The Meeting.”

Rick’s heart was beating fast as he pulled out his pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. The one with Gina’s lip print on it was done already. He was extremely self-conscious and looked around as he pulled one out to see if any of his friends noticed.

One of his friends, Simon, who was Russell’s sponsor came up to Rick, a look of surprise on his face. Uh oh, Rick thought to himself, here it comes! Just be firm and self-assertive . . . Rick didn’t know it yet, but this was the least thing he would have to be self-assertive about in the near future.

“Hey Rick! How’s it hangin’” Simon asked.

“Good Simon, and yourself?”

“You know, same old, same old.” He looked curiously at the cigarette. “Hey, I didn’t know you started smoking again,” he said, surprised.

“Yeah, well, I guess I let the pressures of home and work get to me,” you know.

“Tell me about it Rick. That’s why we have these meetins’ – you know – so we don’t do anything stupid.”

“Guess you’re right,” Rick said, a bit relieved that he, or anyone else for that matter, said nothing about his choice of brand. He spotted Tansby walking up to them from the back door of the church.

“Hey Russell, Simon said. “You made good coffee tonight. It didn’t taste like the grounds from last week at least!” he and Rick both laughed.

“Simon, I’m gonna’ borrow Rick for a few minutes,” Tansby said. Rick and he stepped aways a bit from the crowd.

“Rick, over in the corner of the parking lot,” Tansby said, nodding his head in the direction.

“There’s a white Dodge Durango parked there with a woman sitting in it, smoking a cigarette out the window.” Rick looked and smiled at his friend, and Tansby added:

“A very attractive woman I would say!” “Yes, that would be Gina,” Rick replied. “Thought it might be,” Tansby said.

“So what are your plans with her tonight?”

“Don’t really know yet Russ. Maybe the diner, maybe just the car, or maybe both!”

“So, is your house still available tomorrow night?” Rick asked. “Yes, one of my poker buddies graciously invited us to his home for a change.”

“Great Russ – and thanks again!” “Anytime Rick,” Tansby said while looking at Gina in the Dodge.

Gina had parked on the passenger side of Rick’s car, and after making some small talk with his friends, Rick slowly walked to his car. He didn’t feel it was appropriate just yet to introduce her to Russell, and Russell understood.

*****

The lot had pretty much thinned out already and no one was left that would notice Rick talking to the gorgeous brunette in the Durango. Gina looked Rick up and down and said, “Well hello handsome, how was your day?” “Just a grind, as usual. You know those pics you sent last night drove me completely crazy,” Rick said.

Gina patted the passenger seat in her car and said through the open window: “Come in – sit.” After Rick had settled in, Gina pulled him closer and sent her tongue immediately down his throat, starting up the “machine” – again.

In a soft whisper, on which floated the delicious aromas of smoke and perfume, she asked seductively in his ear: “Which one of the three photos I sent to you did you get off from the most?” Rick answered without hesitation: “The last one for sure – with the nonchalant side profile, your one leg on the floor, and both your hands down your panties!”

“Can I see it please?” Gina asked. Rick took out his phone, he was already hard and showed it to her. Gina just grinned in that teasing, mischievous way that she had.

“Nice picture, but there’s one thing that’s wrong with it,” she said.

“What would that be?” Rick asked?

“Why, the wrong fingers are stuck under my panties. They should be YOURS – ALWAYS!” She said, smirking. She continued: “Would you like to get it right this time?” Rick’s eyes opened wide. “You mean, right here, right now? In a church parking lot??”

“I know,” Gina said. “It’s so decadent, isn’t it??” She threw her head back and gave that throaty laugh of hers. “But the janitor’s car is right across from us!”

Rick said, a look of alarm on his face. Gina put her arm around Rick’s shoulders and looked at him quizzically. “Don’t you know by now that the sense of danger, of discovery, kind of ‘excites’ me?”

“Yeah but . . .” Gina put her finger on Rick’s lips. “Shussh, not another word,” she said. She grabbed for her bag on the seat between them and Rick got a whiff of the leather and perfume as she reached inside for her long, blue, cigarette case.

Then she looked in the rearview mirror, pulled out some lipstick from her bag, and made a show of putting on a fresh coat on her lips.

She lit her cigarette and made a show out of it, holding it between the fingers of her right hand. Then, totally out of left field, the unexpected happened. Gina, smirking, held the tube of lipstick out to Rick. Rick’s eyes bulged – he was stunned; no, more than stunned – he was horrified!

“What’s this for????” Rick said, a look of bewilderment on his face. “Just a little fun Rick, is all.” I wanna see how you look with lipstick on while you smoke. I think it would be cool, and I bet you have a hard-on right fucking now!

I saw how turned on you were yesterday when I put the little “X” in lipstick on your lip!” she said. It was true, feeling intense shame, caught like a deer in the headlights, unable to move, he indeed had a solid hard-on.

“Look, Rick,” she said compassionately as she quickly lit up: “We both know that you and I have a kind of smoking ‘Feh-teesh,’” saying the last word in a way that was more like an understatement of fact.

“I mean, I get turned on when I smoke in public and guys see me, pretend to look away, and I just know they’re hard, ok?” Gina laughed when she said “You try so hard not to make it obvious, but it’s just so damn CUTE!! Ha, ha, ha,” throwing her head back and laughing. She continued:

“But fear not baby, you have nothing to worry about, your secret is safe with me. I also happen to think that men who have smoking fetishes like to, shall we say, dress up?” Silence. “C’mon, you practically grabbed my red panties

I wore out of my hands Tuesday evening.” Now she  raised her eyebrows and looked at Rick, dead in the eyes, waiting for a reaction, a response.

“Uhhh . . . yeah, I guess it could be true, but I’ve never really acted on it,” he said sheepishly.

“What do mean by ‘never really???’”Gina probed. Rick took a deep breath. Gina already had her cigarette dangling out of her mouth, and Rick reached for one. “Ah ah ah,” Gina said in “cig- cock-choke-speak.”

“Oooh don’t get one till you tell me more,” Gina said, the lipstick tube still held in her fingers, pointing it  at Rick, red nail polish on her long nails, a squinty grin on her face.

Rick’s eyes were drawn to her sitting there, turned to him; trench coat opened, white “boyfriend shirt” with the top four buttons opened, collar turned up, her cleavage showing, auburn hair cascading down the front of her, looping over her breasts and the killer black lace bra showing.

The gold hoop earrings she wore (another turn-on), and the long white cigarette with the mildly scented lipstick and wisp of perfume on it, dangling out the corner of her mouth added greatly to his arousal. His heartbeat quickened because of what he was about to tell her.

“Wait a second, here,” she said holding out the lipstick. “We still have this to do,” nodding to the lipstick. “Now don’t move while I do this.” Gina smiled and proceeded ever so slowly, applying  the lipstick to Rick’s lips - first the top then the bottom. “Okay, now smack your lips and get the excess off,” she said like a professional beautician. “There we go; now tell me your story.”

Thoroughly hard, which made Gina smile, Rick sat back and looked out the front window towards the janitor’s car in front of them across the lot, and told his tale, totally engrossed into “confessing” to Gina.

*****


Chapter 3

When I was thirteen, I remember that I was on Christmas break. My mother and father were both out working. I think I told you that they were both smokers and that I was an only child. Since I had only one real friend in school (we had moved into our house the year before) and making friends was difficult; all the ‘cliques’ had already been formed, and I wasn’t a part of any of them, unless you consider concert choir a clique.”

Gina laughed. “Ha ha ha, I can just imagine you singing – a high school nerd.”

“Exactly! So, I was home alone, and I had just eaten breakfast, it was about eleven in the morning, and I was bored.”

“Backtracking, I took my first drag off a cigarette about a month before, when my mother’s ‘MILF’ Mahjongg friends came over to our house to play, and her extremely sexy and cool friend Evelyn comes in through the front door.

Now, Evelyn was one of my mother’s friends from the next block. She was a tallish woman, maybe 5’9”, red hair which was like a bob style, green eyes, and she always dressed immaculately.

She smoked MAX 120’s, a long white brand. One Thursday night (game night) she rang the doorbell at seven-thirty; so, I answered the door like I always did. It was mid-November and chilly, and she wore a tan belted-trench coat, carried an expensive black leather bag with a wide shoulder strap and wore a navy-blue business suit, tight skirt, wide belt, nice ass, with a sky-blue blouse underneath.

She had mid-calf length black, heeled boots on. She carried a half-smoked Max 120 in her right hand, held tightly between the index and middle finger, bright red lipstick around the bottom of the filter. I’m standing there in my gym shorts and T-shirt.

My heart was beating rapidly with excitement to add to my massive hard-on. She asks me to ‘be a dear’ and put out her half-smoked MAX 120 in the kitchen. Just before I took hold of the cigarette, Evelyn took a last, quick drag, blowing the smoke right in my fucking face! ‘Terrible habit, DON’T become a smoker!’ she said, and sarcastically smirked as she handed it off to me.

I took the cigarette with a euphoric high that was unlike anything I had ever felt before – combined with the scent of Evelyn’s perfume and smoky breath, I thought I would cum right there in the foyer. To this day I firmly believe that Evelyn would have FUCKED ME if she could get away with it. She purposely turned me on! 

Well, I had a humongous boner just from that, I mean, the way she looked, smelled, and just handed me that cigarette made me nuts. I know I was able to conceal the boner because she wasn’t looking down there – she was looking at me. Still . . . I think the bitch knew she was getting me off! So, I just took it, lipstick on the end of it, walked into the kitchen, put it to my lips and took my first drag.

It made me turn green and nauseous, but it was also a HUGE turn-on. Then, her other three friends, all killer smoking MILFS came in, hung their coats up and went into the living room to play. All five of them were smoking.

So instead of killing the cigarette, I just cupped it in my palm and went into the bathroom. I wasn’t worried in the least about getting caught because there were six smokers in the house at the time, counting my old man who was upstairs sleeping. But it was like a huge transformation came over me.

For a moment I WAS Evelyn. I was a smoking BITCH! I squinted my eyes, cold look on my face, and ignored the nausea, telling myself it’s just the process of getting nice and HOOKED! Isn’t that what makes you hard? I told myself.

I looked at my thirteen-year-old self in the mirror, took a last drag, leaned close to the glass and exhaled so the smoke came back into my face. I was giddy with excitement, and horny as FUCK! I almost came right then and there! I killed the butt but I kept it, wrapped it up in a tissue and took it upstairs to my room.

Once in bed, with the lipstick-tainted butt tightly between my lips, I jerked off into a thick-silk neckerchief I stole from my mother. Later that night while the women were still playing, I came downstairs for a glass of milk.

Evelyn caught my eye, looked at me like a cunty bitch, smiling, and made a show of taking out a fresh MAX, lighting it up, and really making a show of enjoying it. She KNEW she was torturing me! Then, you wanna know what ABSOLUTELY BLEW ME AWAY???

About thirty minutes before the ladies were getting ready to wrap it up, Evelyn gets me alone in the kitchen, just to refill some coffee, stands really close to me and hands me TWO of her MAX 120s!!

Her eyes squinted and her lips curved up in a knowing smile and she says, laughing: ‘Here Ricky, these are for your new habit!’ My mouth dropped open, but before I could say anything, she just leaves the kitchen and goes back to the game.

Fast-forwarding, it was winter vacation, and I was alone.

My parents had a started carton of KENT 100s that were there, and I took out a pack and stole a BIC butane lighter from a bag. I

learned that when you snitch a pack from a carton of ten, that you have to kind of slide the next pack into its place, you know, so it doesn’t look like anything’s missing. So, I just lit up, and that’s how I started. I never smoked in school or let anyone on to the fact that I smoked. In my house it was easy - I just went into a different room than my parents.

Occasionally, when no one was home, I put on some of my mother’s lipstick, smoked and jerked off to images of Evelyn in my mind. She also happened to be the mother of my best friend in school, Roy. Can you imagine me saying to Roy: ‘Hey Roy, I’d really love to get a blowjob from your mom?’” Gina let out a big laugh at that.

“It never went any further than putting on lipstick and smoking . . . I think I would have liked it to, but the guilt and shame was too much. I’m ashamed to say that I started down a bad path because I ‘needed something’ to calm my guilt and anxiety.

So, at the tender age of thirteen, I got a bottle of scotch whisky down from the liquor pantry and poured it into a small glass – half whisky, and half cola. I downed it quickly and suddenly my fears were gone.” Rick nodded to the church. So, I began a journey that quite nearly killed me and caused me to end up here - part of this group.”

Gina was listening with rapt attention – understanding that this was a moment of revelation for Rick, as well as for her; confirming suspicions she had. Her hand was on his leg, rubbing reassuringly, encouraging him to “let it all out.”

“Oh yeah,” Rick said, “one more thing. Last night I jerked off while I wore a set of your panties, and my daughter Samantha came into my den and saw the panties on the floor and caught me smoking Virginia Slims!”

Gina’s eyes went wide. “Oh my God! What did you say to her?” “Well, after the shock and total embarrassment went away . . . I uh, told her the truth. She knows the crappy state of my marriage and she said ‘whatever makes you happy dad.’ I spoke to her early today, and believe it or not, she thinks you might even be good for me.”

“Wow, Rick – I like your daughter already.”

“Sign of the times I suppose. It’s a different world today,” Rick replied. A small glimmer of hope showed in his eyes that maybe things will work out after all. . .

*****


Chapter 4

And that’s pretty much it,” Rick said. “Wow,” Gina said softly. “Look Rick. This is who you ARE. Shame is sometimes just noise in our heads - this is one of those times. We both have the same sexual appetites and desires, and we’re both in really sucky situations.

I’m very happy you feel comfortable in confiding in me – really, it means a lot. Besides, I’m just getting started with you,” she said with an evil little smirk Rick had come to know so well.

“Well okay, here we go.”  She ceremoniously placed the Virginia Slims 120 Menthol between his lips on an angle, so it dangled out of his mouth. “Say ‘hello’ to the teenage slut that you once were, or should I say fantasized about becoming!” she said with an air of triumph.

“Okay baby, here.” She snapped her lighter to life and lit a new one of her own, making a show of it, closing her eyes, and exhaling through her nose in pleasure. Then in “cig-cockchoke-speak” she said, “Ere you go, prepare to be enlightened and have your world rockked oou FUCHKING SISSY!”

That last remark took Rick by surprise, but he loved it completely. She held the flame to his cigarette and the site of her long, red-polished nails aroused him more, and he inhaled. In fact, he wondered what it would be like to actually HAVE long painted fingernails.

The taste of the lipstick and perfume comingled with the taste of the cigarette and sent him immediately back to the long dormant pleasing fetish of his adolescence. Surprisingly, Rick felt none of the guilt he had obsessed over.

*****

Gina made a show of taking short, MILF puffs, almost detached from him and holding the long, slender white cigarette tightly between her fingers, and then just dangled it again, looking at him.

“Ere, I am just so FUCKING HORNY!” she said with a convincing show of desperation. She took her trench coat off, and in the light Rick noticed that this one was navy blue, same chic style.

Underneath, Gina wore her long-sleeved white cotton blouse, collar turned up, top four buttons opened with a nice view of her cleavage and black lace bra.

Then she grabbed for his belt and opened it, undid the snap on his slacks and opened the zipper. In determined and “bad-cop-cig-speak,” she ordered him: “Pickk ourr ash up.” Rick obeyed and Gina reached down and slid his pants down from his waist.

All the while, she exhaled her smoke in Rick’s face, like a dope pusher trying to make a dope fiend out of a new client.  Hooking Rick was all the fun – for both.

“Ok now honey, I think you’re going to like this. Close your eyes.” Rick did as he was told. With the newly lit VIRGINIA SLIM 120 in her mouth, Gina took a nice drag and exhaled into Rick’s face.

At the same time, she took her trench coat and rubbed the inside lining against his already hard cock. Rick, who still had his cigarette in his mouth started moaning; “Aaaaaahh wowww, oh Gina, that feels like heaven.”

“Now open oor eyes and rook at me,” she said in “cig-cockchoke-speak.” Rick opened his eyes and saw a very determined female – a very sexy determined female gently rubbing her polyester coat lining up and down the shaft of his now throbbing cock.

She flicked her ashes out the window and barked at him: “DON’T YOU DARE CUM UNTIL I GIVE PERMISSION! GOT IT SISSY!????” A bit startled but in too much ecstasy to care, Rick just nodded and mumbled something unintelligible.

Gina bent over and replaced the trench coat with her wet, cock-starved mouth, taking the full of Rick inside her, going up and down and making sucking sounds, which played as erotic music in Rick’s spinning mind.

“OH . . . MY . . . GOD . . . GINA! I’m fucking cumming!!!” Gina just increased the speed of her up and down motion and now made slurping noises as she drank up all his jizz. This was a quickie cum for Rick, who up till now had shown restraint.

She saved a bit for her face, and soon Rick’s jizz was on Gina’s lips and cheeks, just under her right eye, making her mascara run. “NOW KISS ME AND LICK YOUR CUM OFF MY FACE YOU FUCKING SISSY!!” she barked at Rick. Obediently, Rick quickly lifted his face to meet Gina’s mouth, and their lips locked, but only for a moment as Rick pulled his tongue out of Gina’s mouth and now licked the cum off Gina’s face.

She just moaned . . . “I love it, I fucking love it” . . . Exhausted, yet relaxed, they just sat next to each other and smoked.

Gina looked at Rick and put her hand under his chin to study him a bit. “Humm,” she said. “I  wonder what a little eye makeup would do.” Before Rick could respond, Gina put a finger to his lips, said “Shush” and suddenly grabbed him and shoved her tongue down his throat and pressed her lips tighter against his than she ever had before.

Two kindred spirits locked together. After about five minutes of this came the moment of decision; the first one of many. She put her unlit cigarette in her mouth and held out a new lipstick case to him. She was grinning. She said in her “cig-cocksuck-speak,” “C’mon Icky, it’s ok – it won’t bite you – take it.”

Gina twisted the cylinder and a bright red stick popped out. “Oooh look – it has a hard-on!” The new lipstick was molded and shaped like an erect cock - head and shaft! She laughed that seductive throaty laugh of hers. I did a bit of shopping today with you in mind, she said. I think it’s time for a second coat, don’t you??” Rick didn’t respond.

*****


Chapter 5

Laughing, she moved it in a circle in front of his face, teasingly, until finally it came to rest in the middle of his upper lip. Slowly, she moved it from side to side. “LOOK! Oh my God! Rick has a cock in his mouth,” she said with a mock look of alarm, laughing.

“Here, smile and stretch your lips . . . like you did before” (she said, almost as an afterthought) and just grinned. Next, she did the bottoms, pulled the stick away, and said “Good, now smack your lips. What does it taste and smell like?”

“It . . . it tastes like you and smells a bit like your perfume,” Rick said, somewhat amazed. Gina looked at the bulge in Rick’s still erect cock. “See,” she said. “I KNEW this would turn you on,” and maintaining eye contact, she touched his nicotine cock with the tips of her nails, looking at him and biting her bottom lip.

She said: “Now for the complete turn-on.” She made a sweet and serious smile and rubbed one of her cigarettes against her neck and hair, getting the scent of strawberries and perfume on it.

“Have you ever smoked a cig with just a scent of perfume on it? It is VERY sensual,” she said matter of factly. She lit Rick up, and he looked admiringly at the filter with the candy red lipstick on it.

“No,” Rick replied. “That’s something I never tried before.” She was stroking  his wet cock with her fingers. “You know what?” Gina said. “No, what?” Rick replied. “Let me dry your cock off gently.” She produced some tissues and wiped the cum off his erect cock.

“Now for the grand finale. I knew you would forget the panties I gave you Tuesday night.”

“I’m sorry Gina, I hid them in my den.”

“Yeah, we know how well that went, don’t we!” She said rhetorically.

“That’s okay honey; I came prepared.” With that, she opened her bag and produced a new pair of navy-blue silk panties, and ceremoniously handed them to Rick. It pleased her to see his excitement.

“Now here’s what you’re gonna’ do.” She placed her cigarette between her lips and said:

“Ere, now I wan you to jerk yourself off with the panties and cum in the tissues while you puff and look at me, okay?”

“Yes Gina,” Rick said almost trancelike. He put the perfumed and belipsticked cigarette in his mouth and started to rub the panties on his dry but very erect cock. He started moaning with pleasure, staring at Gina smoking, who now had her bra off and was rubbing her tits. He hadn’t done this since his teen years.

The difference was that now he had no guilt whatsoever, just pleasure with an understanding and real live partner! He started rubbing faster and faster, his ecstasy aided by Gina’s show of sensual smoking and touching herself. Gina’s cunt was getting wet and engorged as well, as she was very turned on. “Slow it down a bit and watch,” she said.

What came next blew Rick away. Gina’s cigarette was in her mouth, dangling, her eyes were half-closed, and she was fingering herself with pure delight, and moaning.

Both of them were masturbating and smoking in some erotic fetish dance. Gina was moving her shoulders up and down as she shuddered and kept going. She stopped for a brief second and took her fingers out and held them out for Rick to lick. Obediently, he did so, much to Gina’s pleasure. “How does that taste, my little faggot sissy?”

“It, it tastes wonderful.” Rick continued rubbing himself with “his” new panties and just before he came, a very alert Gina handed him a ball of tissues. He quickly pulled the panties away and came again with a full load into the tissues.

Gina took it from him and wiped Rick’s cum all over her mouth and cheeks. “Here Ricky, LICK ME OFF!” she said in her “bad cop” voice. Rick did as he was told, the both of them in another world.

Now, working furiously on herself and very much turned on by Rick’s actions, she shuddered and climaxed herself.

After that, they just sat together, silently smoking. “How was that?” Gina asked. “Wonderful. I’ve never experienced anything like that in my life.”

“Good, good Rick, because there’s lots more where that came from,” Gina said triumphantly. Now Gina took out a fresh bunch of tissues and handed them to Rick.

“Here,” she said. “Wipe the lipstick off now, I don’t think you want the kids or wifey to see this on you! Oh yeah, better hide the panties and this too . . .” she said holding the tube of lipstick out to Rick. “Go ahead, take them,” Gina said with an air of triumph; a small one, but a triumph, nonetheless. “You are getting quite a collection,” she laughed.

She was closer to molding Rick into what she wanted – almost there, but not quite. The question if Rick would go all the way was now a moot point. The only questions remained how, where, and when.

*****
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Here’s a sneak peek at Book 6 - The New T-Gurl

Rick closed the store on time and went across the street to Wendy’s to eat. He was hungry and so indulged himself. He planned to go the gym over the weekend anyway. Once inside his car, he put the navigation system to Tansby’s house. SHIT!! He just remembered that he forgot to bring one of the two pairs of satin panties that Gina had given him. Oh well, I’m sure she’ll forgive me, he thought.

He texted Gina that he was on his way and would wait outside for her. The drive was about ten minutes with no traffic. He parked his car across the street from Russell’s house and lit a Virginia Slim and just waited anxiously for Gina. He was getting hard already. This was a momentous occasion in their short, but passionate affair - the first time they would be alone in an actual house, not a cheap motel - but with a real bed!

At about ten-thirty, he saw a white Dodge Durango pull up on Tansby’s side of the street a few houses down. The evening was clear, cool, and the streetlamps in the hospital parking lot on Rick’s side of the street were gaily decorated with all the Halloween things - black and orange streamers, paper cats, witches, and pumpkins in the hospital windows.

Rick got out of his car, the colored leaves crunching underneath his shoes as he made his way across the street. He kept his head down, pretending not to see Gina. She, however, had a big grin on her face, and did a little dance as she approached the house. The clack, clack, of her high-heeled leather black boots making a little “drumroll,” announcing her appearance. 

Now, as they faced each other, Rick smiled. Each of them had a burning cigarette in their hands. “Long time, no see,” Rick said happily. Gina moved towards him, dying to softly kiss him and then drive her tongue down his throat. They stood outside Tansby’s house and did just that; Rick wrapping his right arm over Gina’s shoulders, pulling her close.

The feel of the leather, the smell of her smoky breath, soft lips, and the scent of a new and surprising perfume, quickly overcame him, turning his legs to rubber, and his cock to steel. As for Gina, she slid easily under Rick’s strong arm, feeling his rock-hard body through his jacket, with the sense of security and comfort it afforded.

They parted slowly, finishing their cigarettes. “Whew, that was a nice greeting,” Gina said coyfully. “You’d think we hadn’t seen each other for ages, and it’s only been, what, twenty-four hours?” Rick laughed. “Yeah, my friend Russell usually has his poker buddies over on Friday night, but there was a last-minute change of plans, so his house became available to us.”

Rick motioned with his head, gently held Gina by the elbow as they mounted the three steps to Tansby’s small porch. Rick reached underneath the doormat and triumphantly showed Gina the spare key.

“The keys to Paradise my dear,” Rick said and they both chuckled. She threw her arms around Rick’s neck, smirking in the playful way he was used to seeing by now. “You have no idea, Ricky boy!” They kissed again quickly and opened the door.

Tansby’s house was a modest cape with the entrance opening into a small living room with a big-screen TV, a couch opposite with a coffee table in front, and a small kitchen just beyond.

A stairway to the left led upstairs. It was certainly suitable for a single man or a couple, but that was about it. “So, who is this guy?” Gina asked. “He’s actually my AA sponsor,” Rick answered.

“Really! So, what did you tell him about us?”

“Well, he knows about my sham of a marriage, and he’s just a nice guy. When he offered me use of his house, he had no idea that I was seeing you,” Rick said.

“Oh, but then of course, you told him . . . did you tell him a lot of detail?” Gina asked with a squinty smile. Rick grabbed her about her waist and just said “I told him that you were unbelievable!” At this, Gina nodded her head and smiled. She took off her leather coat facing Rick slowly and deliberately.

What he saw shocked and turned him to walking jizz. Gina was wearing an underbust: a long black leather corset, laced up the front, exposing her generous tits, nipples and all, a tight leather miniskirt which beautifully highlighted her killer ass, and black fishnet garters up to her thighs that strapped underneath to her black satin open-skirt panties.

Of course, she had on her high-heeled laced black leather boots which rode just above her knees. It was a KILLER outfit, a total assassin, and Rick’s jaw dropped. She did up her eyelashes with heavy mascara and deep blue eyeshadow. She looked better than the pictures in the porno magazines he used to whack-off to as a teenager.

Gina strutted over to the couch and made a show of bending over to her handbag and pulled out her blue leather cigarette case with silver lighter. She caught Rick staring at her open-mouthed and just smiled wickedly at him. “So, tell me more about your friend,” Gina said. “Well,” Rick explained, “He’s also my psychotherapist and marriage counsellor.” Now it was Gina’s jaw that dropped.

“You MUST be shitting me!” she said astonished. Rick laughed. “I know. It sounds crazy, but he knows what a shit show my marriage is and I guess he just wants me to be happy.” Rick shrugged his shoulders. Laughing, Gina said “Interesting. I like this guy already - your marriage counsellor! Ha, ha, ha.”

Gina lit her cigarette and stared at Rick, dangling it and running her hands over her bare breasts. She then took a long drag, held the cigarette in her effeminate way and commanded Rick, blowing a stream of smoke in his face: “LIGHT UP - NOW!” Rick moved towards his jacket and Gina suddenly said: “NO! FROM MY PACK IDIOT!”

“Sorry,” Rick said in his most obsequious voice. He then opened Gina’s leather case which turned him on and lit up to Gina’s satisfaction. “Now that’s much better! You’re learning, my little slut!” Gina opened the refrigerator to look for something to drink. With her back to Rick, bending over the sink, Rick meekly asked her: “Is it okay if I take out my cock and rub it on the back of your skirt?”

Gina, without turning around said in “cig-cockchoke-speak” - “Sure, as rong as you don’tt jizz on my skirt, you horny ‘ittle fuchk!” Rick bent over her and smelled the delicious strawberry shampoo and felt the luscious, satiny softness of her hair on his face, combined with the smoke coming around from her front.

Now he was beyond recall. He didn’t even have to start rubbing his cock - as soon as he touched it to her skirt, it got very, very hard. In fact, her hair was so long - reaching to the small of her back, that he was able to rub his cock on that silky goodness too.

She poured a ginger ale for herself and Rick. Taking hold of his cock she said, “you’ll just have to wait on this a bit.” Rick was busting as they moved over to the couch and sat down with their drinks.

He couldn’t take his eyes off Gina, the way she was dressed, the smell of the leather, living the fantasy roles of his adolescence - the heavily made up whorish looking, domineering strumpet, smoking madly, and dying to suck his cock - but only when she said it would be okay . . In fact, in Rick’s mind, smoking with Gina . . . made him want to be like Gina. He needed a minute to wrap his head around that . . . Gina, was miles ahead of him.

*****

They sat on the couch a while just kissing; at first light swipes of lips back and forth and then more serious, hungry tongues entwining each other. Gina pulled away, took a drag off her Virginia Slim 120 and kissed Rick again, blowing the smoke into his lungs. Rick pulled away and exhaled, his “meter” between his legs going into the red zone. Gina watched, amazed, and just smiled. “Here, now do me!” she said.

So, Rick took a drag off his cigarette and Gina said “exhale into my hair, then put your face up against it and inhale. This is fucking awesome, he thought. When they fucked in the sleazy motel on Wednesday, it made him cum! Rick obeyed and his senses were overloaded - the fresh smoke, the smell and feel of her hair on his face, the site of her exposed tits, and the very sexy half-closed look of Gina’s eyes, going into an erotic trance of pleasure.

Rick was in heaven. All his fantasies were coming true; at least the ones that he was consciously aware of. Gina reached over to the floor in front of the couch and reached into her red nylon gym bag.

It had gained Rick’s curiosity when he first saw it outside. Gina pulled out a pair of bright blue skirt panties - Her and Rick’s favorites. He preferred those over any other women’s undergarments because he liked the feel of the satin on his cock.

Gina, eyes squinting, dangling her long, white cigarette barked out in cig-cockchoke-speak, “put dese on NOW you little slut whore! Oh! Before I fahget, putt on da’ lipstich,” and she pitched the tube to Rick.

As Gina watched over him, fascinated at what she was creating . . . Rick carefully applied the lipstick, looking up to Gina for approval. “That’s good,” she said, moving her head from side to side. “Very nice.”

“Now,” she said: “I’m gorra stand heah and shmoke verry sexy for you, and I want you to jerk-off to me!”

Rick was all for it, saying: “Of course, my queen - anything for you.” Gina’s mouth curved up into a smile, looked at Rick and took a drag, holding the cigarette in her usual seductive, hot way, and said “Ooooooh, what a GOOD SLUT you are! - so polite!!” exhaling smoke right into Rick’s face. He did as instructed and slipped his briefs off and the panties on.

“Stand up!” Gina barked. “Ummm . . . not bad, ok, we’re getting somewhere. Now, make yourself comfortable, watch me and fantasize - I want you to cum . . . when I give you permission!”

Holding her cigarette tightly between two fingers she looked around for an ashtray. She found one on top of the TV and brought it over and placed it on the end of the couch armrest. Both she and Rick flicked their ashes.

Gina walked over close to Rick and kissed him hard on the mouth. He started to put his arm around her, and she said: “No arms, just lips now, okay?”

“Sure, whatever you say,” Rick replied, wondering what this consummation of all his fetishes standing before him had in mind. Gina’s thigh ground itself into Rick’s iron rod of a cock, and the sensation of the rubbing through the satin of the panties, and the fullness of Gina’s thigh on his tummy made all the hairs on his body stand up at once.

“I want you to take a drag, exhale on my tits (which were fully exposed over the top of the underbust) and kiss them with your smoky breath.” As Rick exhaled and kissed Gina’s tits, he smelled the new perfume, and the leather of the corset, with the smoke; all causing him to quiver like a finely tuned bow.

She pushed away a bit, playing with Rick - looking at him like a teenage schoolgirl with a cigarette in her mouth trying to look cool, blinking her eyes for him. Underneath the cool, controlled exterior was a woman in pure, unrestrained lust.

Her pussy was like a dripping sponge; the whole erotic smoke ritual turning her to jelly. Still, she had to maintain the air of control. Her ability to dominate and captain this ship was most important.

The sight of her, with her perfect makeup job was making Rick insane.

Sitting back and reclining on the couch, he used his left hand to rub the satin over his cock, with Gina making encouraging cooing noises to push him over the edge.

She pretended to ignore him, strutting back and forth, completing the picture by placing her handbag over her left shoulder, taking little French inhales, occasionally looking at Rick rub himself to her actions. “Are we close to cumming now, my little SISSY-SLUT???” Rick was incapable of full sentences, and said, “Yeah . . . I’m  . . . . almost there . . .”

Gina barked at him bad-cop style: “STOP WHAT YOU’RE DOING - NOW!” Rick, surprised, complied with her request, and just looked at her. “I’m not done with you yet, not by a long shot!” She made a show of taking a last drag off her half-finished cigarette and putting it out in the ashtray. “I want you to put yours out too - do it now.” Rick was aghast - like what the fuck is she up to???

“Come on my little sissy, we’re going to the boudoir!” she laughed as she used the French name for the bedroom. Noticing his disappointment at not being allowed to cum when he wanted to, Gina looked at him, squinted her eyes, and just said “trust me.” She picked up her gym bag, handbag, and nodded to the ashtray. “Rick, please take that up with you.” “Ok, sure,” he said, knowing that Gina never disappointed before.

*****


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.”

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, 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 blogJACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM my TWITTER acct@jdicey120, and my email at jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my Amazon Author Page for new titles as they come out: Jaclyn’s Books

OEBPS/image_rsrcCW.jpg
JACLYN DICEY





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




