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Preface

How far would you let a fetish take you? When is too much not enough?

Rick and Gina are in the middle of a killer phone sex session, six days after their tryst in the parking lot of Rick’s place of work.

Rick has suppressed a huge smoking fetish his whole life, with no way to express it; stuck in a dead, sexless marriage. With Gina, his fetish is finally given free reign with incredible sex play. Likewise, Gina is stuck in a complicated marriage to a wealthy, violent and dangerous man, and feels like a prisoner in her home. Her voracious sexual appetite and need for control finds expression with Rick. She discovers that Rick enjoys being with a dominant female partner. Gina too, loves when men are turned on by her smoking; yet with Rick, there is something more than just a smoking fetish to be satisfied. One night with Rick,  Gina surprises him in a potentially deadly encounter! His response to certain things makes her certain that there is more to Rick than meets the eye. She is determined to find out exactly what that is. Every meeting between the two brings her closer and closer to finding out the truth . .


Chapter 1

Rick and Gina were in the middle of a killer phone-sex session, six days after their explosive tryst in the Wise Owl parking lot in the back of Rick’s car. He was exhausted after a full day of work, but he was “up” for this.

He had just cum once on his recliner, shooting his load over his cell phone onto “Elsie,” the Hummel figure cow on a lamp table next to him, and Gina was sympatico on her bed with a nice, fleshy dildo.

“Now I want you to light up again and talk sleazy and dirty to me, because I’m a sleazy and dirty girl, and I need to be punished! I think. . I think a good DICKING from a humongous and delicious cock like yours is a GREAT punishment!” She held the flesh-colored dildo up to the phone so Rick could see.

“Wook at my whittle fwend!” Gina said in a girlish tone. “I’m gonna’ put it in my twat, rub it on my clit and pretend it’s yours.” Rick was very turned-on watching Gina use her little “cock toy.” He had never seen one before.

Her face was a sultry glaze of wicked, indescribable pleasure. Where the hell would someone BUY a thing like that, he wondered. AMAZON? I guess there’s a lot I don’t know; but I have the perfect teacher. That, he most certainly did.

As she moved it in and out, cigarette dangling from her lips she said: “I told you that I want you to light up again wiff me!” (well-said in “cig-cockchoke speak.”) THAT voice itself was enough to make Vesuvius explode. Obediently, Rick lit up again and dangled his cigarette, looking at Gina’s image on the phone, and she was doing the same.

“I wish we could be sharing a pillow togetha’ while we schmoke just after having fucking AWESOME sex!” He was hard again, just five minutes after he shot his load all over Elsie. Better not forget to get that “milky glaze” out of the cow’s eye, he thought to himself. He also squeezed some more lube jelly onto his left hand. He started to move his fingers in that tight “O” over his glistening cock.

Through the phone Rick could hear the “bump bump bump” of some disco music from Gina’s room that she just put on. He recognized the tune – it was from the Saturday Night Fever album -You Should Be Dancing, by The Bee Gees. She still had the cigarette in her mouth and was getting the dildo motion in-sync with the disco music.

She was also gyrating her shoulders to the beat. Her shiny hair was covering her shoulders, flowing over the tops of her breasts, past the hoop-earrings she wore, and reaching down to her belly; the nipples poking through her hair, partly covered by the half-open white blouse. The cuffs were rolled up - a very seductive appearance indeed. She looked like she was in some Never Never Land of ecstasy . . . all the while keeping her eyes on Rick.

She put the phone on a nightstand she rigged up near the bed, camera catching all the action, left the dildo in place, and using her palms, squeezed her breasts together, turning her head to the left and staring seductively at Rick;. . . just teasing the fuck out of him, who was like kill me now, please God, don’t let me suffer anymore!

He was dying to take a screenshot that he could jerk-off to, but the procedure would be too complicated now. She took the half-smoked cigarette out of her mouth and crushed it in the ashtray, and promptly made a show of lighting the next one: holding the pack up to the phone for Rick to see, and then pulling one out with her mouth, and lighting it with the silver butane lighter, exhaling and staring with wide open eyes at this hunk of manhood that was hers to play with tonight.

She took another drag, taking the cigarette out of her mouth and blew a load of smoke into the phone, her glossy lips making a perfect “O” and her tongue sticking out and moving around like that first night they were together. It seemed like ages ago. This woman LOVED to torture him. She was a total assassin. There was no past and no future, just the here and now.

The disco beat stopped, and Gina played Bad Girls by Donna Summers. That number happened to be Rick’s favorite jerk - off - hooker - smoking tune! Gina put the cigarette back in her mouth and was gyrating to the song, her left arm moving up and down with the dildo inside her.

Her eyes were misted over with longing; Rick’s strong, handsome face making her crazy. “C’mon baby, ooh gonna cum fuh Gheena again?” she said while she opened her eyes wide and then squinted through the smoke. “Doncha’ wanna fuhck me . . . again???? Here, BECOME this cock!” Gina laughed. “I’m a wich, don’cha know? I have you in my power now!” Rick believed this to be true, because it was far beyond anything he thought was humanly possible.

Rick was puffing, staring at the screen, and the song was turning his whole body into jizz. Beep beep, toot toot . . .hey Mister . . Gina began shuddering because she was cumming again, totally into it. She barked at Rick “Oooh gonna cum again for me, you little schlut!?”

Now Rick grabbed his cock with his whole hand just sliding up and down, ashes falling onto his chest and aimed his cock again at the screen, just inches away. Another salvo from all the deck cannons - “AGAIN! FUCK! GINA! . . . That . . . was . . . Amazinggggg!!” Elsie, the Hummel cow, got another blast as well. Gina’s mouth curled up into a wicked smile. Rick hadn’t seen anything yet.

*****


Chapter 2

The next day, Tuesday, was Rick’s twelve-hour day and even though he was able to give his important job his full attention, his mind still drifted to thoughts of Gina, and the amazing phone “SEXT” session last night. His brain was exploding and being pulled in all directions. The direction that pointed him to Gina’s lips was the most pleasurable and the most frustrating at the same time. He couldn’t get that image of her “dancing in her bed”out of his mind.

There was a lot more to Rick Prince than Gina already knew. Besides being a pharmacist, after working for two years, Rick went back to school and became a physician’s assistant. He worked in a surgeon’s office part-time and usually accompanied the doctor to the operating room.

That was what he did in the Army Reserves as well, which required him to devote one weekend a month to that plus two weeks in the summer for field training. During his tour in Iraq in 2004-2005, he often functioned as the surgeon, breakthrough images of broken young men sometimes invading his daytime thoughts and haunting his dreams. Gina was the perfect, most pleasant distraction from what was almost a hopeless state of PTSD.

His mind was already working on ways to possibly have Gina come along for those two weeks. He had plenty of time to work on that, it wasn’t until summer. The weekend training was often in New Jersey, and November’s was fast approaching. There was no rule that said he had to spend those two nights on the base. He thought: Hummmmm, that would certainly make those boring weekends pleasant if she could somehow come. But where would they stay?

Acting out his teenage fantasies with Gina was his escape. Rick was desperate for escape – any escape. He justified it like this: Aren’t there military personnel who go so far as to have sex-change operations, or who are openly gay? So why should I be concerned about acting on a harmless activity (fetish) or kinky shit that satisfies me (and Gina), and harms no one? Absolutely no reason why not!

He considered himself very lucky to have found her – or rather, she found him. Any sane person who knew his situation had to understand. Whatever, it was good.

The following Saturday was Halloween, and although Gina’s daughters were too old for “Trick or Treat,” there were friend’s parties that she had to take them to. They cut back other activities so they could be home just for that. Frank wouldn’t be back until Sunday night after his drunken fishing trip.

Planning things in advance with Rick was frustrating. So far, there had been the one night they were physically together, and a fabulous phone-sex session. That was it. She never knew when Frank was coming or going. She had an idea. Things were just happening off-the-cuff. So, later that Tuesday she texted Rick at work.

GINA: Hi hon. Last night was AMAZING!(tongue emoji)

RICK: Sure was!

GINA: Can’t wait to see you in person.

RICK: I’m going to EAT YOU ALIVE!

GINA: YOU BETTER! Sounds wonderful ( smiley face)

It was four o’clock in the afternoon, and if it wasn’t for work, he was more than willing for another “FACE-PHONE-SEX” session. While the sessions were great by themselves, they were no substitute for the “real thing,” which he wanted desperately. Far from satisfying him, they just made him crave being with Gina even more – but when and how??

The same could be said for Gina. While she was able to cum multiple times during that phone sex session, it just made her crazy for the real thing as well. Her bedroom was beginning to feel like a prison. Doing the phone sex thing with Rick made her feel like she was in jail on visitor’s day, with her and Rick separated by a pane of glass and a telephone.

Rick was getting hard already, standing close to the counter so Shridhar or Hugo couldn’t see “Mr. Stiffy” doing his thing. SHIT!! He just remembered that he had to be at the PA job tonight at the hospital (the one across the street from Tansby’s house) from seven o’clock till whatever time the case ended, and he was usually ready to crash when he left. Shit shit shit, he thought.

This was an emergency – a post operative infection case, and these usually took time. Basically, Rick did all the work because Dr. Levine was a lazy shit and almost as old as Methusaleh.

GINA: Can we do the phone thing tonight?

RICK: Just realized: No can do – sorry )-; -It’s an EMERGENCY Sit. My PA thing – hospital tonight after 12 hr day!

GINA: Ouch! Just a teensy call maybe? I’ll just be laying in bed, watching CSI and rubbing my tits through my new silky blouse – a powder blue one this time!

RICK: You’re KILLING ME. I can’t Gina; I’m REALLY SORRY!

GINA: OK FUCKER!! I’ll remember that, but just so you know; I’ll be thinking of you and making myself cum with my nice big dildo! Doncha’ wanna watch?

RICK: Uh, like fuck YEAH! But I can’t.

GINA: Blah, blah, blah. You know, you’re starting to sound like Frank!

RICK: That bad?

GINA: STOP! I’m just kidding. Frank doesn’t even “cum” close to you!

RICK: What if I can get my friend’s house for say Friday night ?

GINA: OOOOOH! CAN YOU???? Marisol and Chrissy will both be home and can take care of themselves, so I’m open for business!! (-: But all depends on “Frank the Fuck” and coming home (or maybe carried home) from his fishing trip. He says one thing and does another - unpredictable.

RICK: Fuck Frank!

GINA: LOL!

RICK: Gotta go – MD on other line.

GINA: Text me when you leave hospital later.

RICK: Sure, OK! (Pissed-off orange face emoji).

It killed him to have to turn Gina down, but it couldn’t be helped. Friday night (if it was even available), was a long way away; too long. The world turned on a dime. The thought just occurred to Rick, that if he had to help Dr. Levine last week, he wouldn’t have met Gina. Now that would REALLY suck!

After a quick dinner out, he went to work with Dr. Levine at the hospital. It was a nasty postoperative infection that took nearly two hours to debride and patch the patient up and send him on his way. It was about 11:45 pm and Rick was more than exhausted. He promised to text Gina.

RICK: Hey Gina, just got finished. I’m going home now; long case – I’m shot! Thank God I’m off tomorrow – using toothpicks to keep eyes open. Have a good night! – talk soon (sleep emoji).

GINA: Ok hun, no problem – I need you well rested! LOL (smiling devil-face emoji).

RICK: (Smiley face emoji).

The ride home was about thirty minutes long and of course he lit up one of Gina’s brand on the way home to stay awake. The act of just smoking a Virginia Slim 120 got him aroused and he occasionally touched his cock while he was driving. I’m probably gonna’ go jerk-off at home while I think of Gina. I MUST get a screen shot of her next time, he thought, and then put it in my trash folder and renew it every 30 days.

*****


Chapter 3

Rick pulled into his driveway about a quarter past midnight. Dorothy’s car was parked in the driveway in front of the garage, and Rick pulled into his usual spot in front of the house. He lived in a modest colonial in Mineola, Long Island, but nothing like the mansion Gina lived in, in Upper Brookville.

As he got out of his car, he noticed the gate on the side of his house was open. It wasn’t the season for the gardeners to come by anymore, so why would the gate be open, he wondered? There were no other cars on the street.

There were a lot of burglaries in the neighborhood lately, and even two home invasions in the last three months. The lights in the house were off, including his wife’s bedroom upstairs.

Before getting out of the car, Rick took out his service sidearm, a 9mm Beretta 920 Parabellum, slammed home the ammo clip, and the long Maglite tactical flashlight. First, he shined the light along the bushes in front of the house and kept it low to the ground as he cautiously approached the open gate. So far as he could see the sideway was clear. It was just a flagstone sidewalk with the house on one side and tall evergreens on the other.

He shined the light along the far trees against the back fence and saw nothing. When he came around to the back, he clicked the safety off the Beretta, crossed his wrists pointing the gun in the same direction as the light and in a slight crouch.

His heart was beating fast, using his military training like he was taught. Just as soon as he turned the corner to the back, he heard a woman’s voice in a loud whisper saying “Rick! It’s ME!”

His finger was wrapped around the trigger guard, and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It was Gina and he shone the light directly on her, as well as pointing the gun, but something was off; she wore a Halloween store “Peggy Sue” style black wig, and she was wearing a navy-blue trench coat with a looped-belt, black cross-laced leather boots with the top just past her knees.

The coat was open, and underneath was a white cotton blouse with the collar up, the top three buttons open, a red-laced bra, hoop earrings, and black fishnet panty hose strapped to red satin skirt-panties this time. She wasn’t wearing a skirt! Holy shit what a sight! Rick thought. The automatic flood lights went on.

“OMG! GINA!” he said in a loud whisper- “What the FUCK!! I could have SHOT you just now!” The sight of Rick in a combat crouch, his muscular forearms shining in the light from the motion detector floodlight, holding a handgun, made her wet after her surprise went away. They just stood looking at each other.

Strong armed men with military training were one of her BIG turn-ons. He put the gun; safety secured, on top of the gas grill. Sheepishly, she just said “I thought I’d bring you a ‘bedtime’ present. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“What’s with the hair?”

She started laughing: “It’s a wig . . . like it?”

“Yeah, but next time you should warn me! I really could have shot you.”

“Ummm . . . I see,” more turned-on than frightened. “I forgot you were a soldier. THAT IS SOOOO HOT!” she said. “Hey soldier boy, come a little closer.” By now, Rick was getting erect, mostly from Gina’s HOT appearance, but also from the air of caution they both had to exercise. It excited him; it was so unexpected! He forgot how tired he was.

They had nothing to worry about from the neighbors because of the evergreens all around the yard, and Dorothy’s lights upstairs were dark - the bitch never waited up for him. In just a few steps they were inches apart, Gina moving to meet him: her “hooker-style” boots clacking softly on the brick patio. She put her bag down on the redwood bench against the house.

“I want you to light up now,” she said, pulling out a blue leather extra-long cigarette case from her brown shoulder bag which she wore. She purposely made a show for Rick of pulling two cigarettes out, and putting both up to her lips, and rolling them, getting her lipstick all over the filters. She lit both at the same time.

Rick was staring hard which amused Gina. Staring him back right in the eyes, she took a hollow cheek drag, puffed the smoke into Rick’s face and put one cigarette in his mouth, covered with her scent of perfume and her lipstick. The bulge was obvious in his scrub pants, and Gina couldn’t help but notice. Looking down at his crotch she said in ‘cig-in-mouth-cockchoke’ speak, “Oh herro dere!”

“Can oou taste me on that?” she asked coyfully. “Most definitely,” Rick said, taking a drag and keeping the cigarette in his mouth. “You know what Rick? I think I’ll put my lipstick all over YOUR shigarettes, and even put a toush of my perfume on the pack. Would that drive you crazy???? This way you can smell me every time you schmoke!” Gina said that like she had just made a “eureka” discovery. She fucking loved toying with him - playing right into his (and her) fetish.

Rick nodded affirmatively. Gina did just that, taking his pack out from his jacket, and then replacing them, but not before leaving a red imprint of lipstick in the shape of her mouth on the pack, and rolled her lips along the other exposed white filters. She drew him close to her, making a show of taking a puff and holding her cigarette in a very effeminate and exaggerated manner at the ends of her manicured long-nailed fingers. It pleased Gina and made her wet to see him staring at her every move, knowing that watching her smoke turned him on so much.

*****


Chapter 4

She put her arms around his shoulders and Rick, throwing off his jacket, wearing just scrubs underneath, put his left arm around her waist, against her white cotton blouse, and the cool, silky polyester lining from her trench coat rubbing his beefy forearm on the other side.

Gina threw her wig to the ground, laughed, shook her long, wild hair, grinding her hips to meet his and just purred, taking a slow, deliberate drag from her cigarette, blowing the smoke right into his face, and making a deliberate show of flicking the ashes and holding the cigarette in her right hand.

His erection pleased her very much. There was very little material between her now throbbing, wet pussy in the satin panties and his scrub suit bottoms. Through his scrub bottoms and her panties, Rick could sense the sponginess of Gina’s bush with the tip of his pulsing dick. His right hand held the cigarette in the same manner, with his right arm around her shoulders pulling her closer. 

They kissed, softly at first, just rubbing lips together, and then Rick put his tongue deeply into Gina’s mouth which excited her even more, and she reciprocated.

“Ummmmm . . .” she said softly: “I just fucking love to taste menthol ciggie smoke on a guy’s breath. How about you?”

“On a guy’s breath?”

Gina laughed at Rick’s attempt at humor. She gently kicked his leg with her boot. “NO you IDIOT - on MY breath!!” She laughed more. “I can’t help it, you’re so, so . . . ‘innocent’ and cute!”

Rick smiled and moved his left arm up and down her back which gave her chills-the immense strength of his muscled arm holding her, going from her waist up to her shoulders. It was sixty degrees outside, but there was no wind, just stillness under a starry sky and practically a full Moon – a Halloween Harvest Moon.

Rick broke contact and sweetly kissed Gina’s face and neck. He took off his scrub top and threw it on the bench. The sight of his rubber-enclosed dog-tags against his muscular chest was a huge turn-on for her. She then closed her eyes, enraptured by the moment, throbbing, and getting “dewy” for what was to come next.

Gina took a drag off her cigarette and pulled Rick close to her and just blew her smoke into Rick’s mouth and down his throat into his lungs. As he exhaled, he tasted her mouth and lipstick which even now painted his lips red - covered with a sheer red gloss, which he kinda’ liked.

Gina took hold of her hair and rubbed it over Ricks neck and the top of his chest. It sent chills through him. For that briefest of moments, which he wished would last forever, he and Gina were one. Two people with one throbbing desire. No power on Earth could stop what happened next.

Gina’s silky panties of course, were open on bottom. Nothing but bush and the lush pleasure cave underneath. Rick’s left hand started rubbing her mons at the top of her moist pussy-in-heat, making slow circles while he kissed her on the ears, inserting his tongue through the hair which curled down her neck onto her shoulders, making her shiver.

They both finished their cigarettes, and Rick inhaled deeply Gina’s delicious scents. She whispered and shuddered at the same time: “Take me Rick, just fucking take me - carry me away.” Rick was not quite ready to do that.

“Keep playing with ‘the little girl in the boat,’” Gina said. “The what?” Rick replied. Gina’s eyes were closed, and she was in a trance. “My clit, you know . . . it looks like a little girl sitting in a boat,” she moaned. Rick had never heard that one before, but okay, actions speak louder than words.

This time Rick had his own agenda and began seriously rubbing her fur and sticking two fingers into her pulsating, wet cunt, in and out, driving her to heights of ecstasy she had never been to before with any man.

His fingers came out and he played with ‘the little girl’, stroking it between two fingers and snapping it like a rubber band. It sent convulsions – shockwaves really, through her, and through her closed eyes she felt his chest muscles pressing through on her breasts, the smell of his sweat, her nipples erect, beneath her soft blouse.

It was all like a dream, a blissful, lustful dream. “C’mon Rick, just take me to the bench.” Gina pleaded as she kissed Rick all over his face, his open chest and neck.

She was moaning with pleasure as his left hand continued the excruciating slow, teasing movement. He moved his three fingers in a circular motion through the inside of her pussy, as it widened with the arousal.

She pressed her breasts closer until they were touching Rick’s bare chest. He could feel the tips of her nipples on him, and it caused just a wee bit of wetness on the tip of his cock, a small wet circle appearing on his scrub bottoms. She took her lips off from his mouth.

“NOW . . . take me to the fucking bench NOW,” she whispered hoarsely, demandingly. Rick said nothing, ignoring her pleas, continuing his motion around her pussy. His right hand moved down to her butt, under her panties, squeezing each cheek alternately, further driving her crazy.

His right fingers parted her butt just a bit, and he blew her away - the tips of his fingers tickling the skin between her asshole and pussy.

Gina gasped as if hit by a lightning bolt. With both hands she clung to him, nails digging into his back because her legs were starting to give way and she was shaking . . . teetering. Breathing hard, in gasps, she demanded “JUST TAKE ME TO THE FUCK - ING BENNNCH!!” This time Rick was in control for a change. It surprised them both; a departure into uncharted territory, in more ways than one.

Every inhale Rick took was full of her delicious smells. For Gina, all her senses were heightened, the daring of the whole thing adding to her excitement and arousal - the fear of discovery very real; the sight of Rick with the gun - the danger. Now Rick slowly unbuttoned the rest of Gina’s blouse and unhooked her red-laced bra. He slid his fingers under the bra, just teasing with light tickles of her breasts. Gina moaned like a hungry beast; her command to sit on the bench forgotten in the now of the moment.

She shuddered, moaning intelligibly, and drove her nails; long and painted red, deeper into Rick’s back and shoulders. Rick could feel her orgasm, the delicious scent of it reaching his nose in the calm, windless night. Her breath now rapid and uneven. In a trance-like voice she moaned “I . . . I can’t take this much longer. . . you FUCKING ANIMALLLL! . .” But Rick was just getting warmed up.

He dug his face into her breasts, his tongue gently licking around her breasts, first one, then the other. One hand inside her pussy, every so often coming out to rub her clit, the other hand playing with her butt cheeks, alternately squeezing one then the other. She was just about to come when he stopped abruptly. Gina pulling him close to her, not wanting him to stop the delicious actions. Her very long hair was wild about her face, the wig on the floor, her eyes wide open and misty, full of longing, full of pure lust. What now? “Ricky . . . what are you doing??”

“I’m taking you to the bench,” he said softly.

*****


Chapter 5

Ooooooh, FINALLY! . . .” she trailed off. They moved sideways slowly to the redwood bench just feet away from where they were standing. He abruptly broke contact and sat down. “I want you to straddle me,” he said as he undid the tie on his scrub bottoms and pulled his boxers down just below his knees, his dick hard as a rock.

Gina just smiled, first things first. She took out her cigarette case slowly, placing her bag on the bench next to them, acutely aware of Rick’s attention; putting two in her mouth again, and lighting both at the same time, the nice hollow-cheeked drag that she knew he loved, then handed him one, slipping it between his lips.

“Now ere’ ready,” she said in garbled “cig-in-mouth-cockchoke mode.” She took her hands and placed her hair behind her shoulders, and very slowly bent down, hands on his shoulders, and for the first time since they knew each other, slowly, ever so slowly, introduced her pussy to his thick, hard, moist, throbbing cum stick.

She didn’t let him penetrate her all the way; she toyed with him. She moved her hips in a circle, staying near the tip of his cock. Now it was Rick’s turn to moan with desire. She stared down at him, cigarettes in both their mouths, and just continued the motion for a bit.

Rick couldn’t take his eyes off her; Gina squinting from her smoke and continuing to stare at him. “Ooh rike dis?” she said in the speech that he grew to love. “Yessss I do,” he moaned. Rick lifted himself off the bench in a swift, surprise move and slamming her hard, entered her fully, strongly and with purpose.

“AHHHHHHH,” Gina shuddered and gasped, squirting, closing her eyes and bending her head back in ecstasy. She took a drag and held her cigarette in her right hand, blowing a stream of smoke right into the night sky; the Moon making a shadow of their silhouettes on the patio.

Now Gina started to come down on Rick hard but slowly, up and down, his eyes opened, in a trance of pleasure and disbelief that this could be happening now to him. She took a last drag from the half-smoked Virginia Slim from her mouth and pointedly crushed it out with the tip of her boot. She grinned at him and made a show of blowing the smoke into his face.

They continued, slowing just short of orgasm, and then speeding up. Now in full bad-cop mode, Gina whispered hoarsely, placing a new cigarette from a pack in the pocket of her trench coat between her lips and lighting it in a quick, smooth motion, “NOW I WAN’ YOU TO CUM FOR ME YOU SCHLUT!! YOU GET TO SCHMOAKE WHEN I TELL OOH U CAN!”

Acting like an automatic trigger for him, Rick erupted his manhood inside of her completely, feeling that every fluid in his body was shooting out the tip of his cock, dehydrating him.

Christ, he thought, I’m gonna need an IV when this is through! Gina just shuddered and moaned, soaking him up like a dry sponge, nails digging hard into his shoulders and loving every second of it.

For a while Gina continued her pelvic up and down motion, feeling like a complete whore, doing “the dirty” in a strange backyard in the middle of the night.

Last year, such a tryst would have been unimaginable, but now . . . it was a strange delight, her changing from the upright, completely moral, upper-class housewife, librarian, and mother from Upper Brookville into a street hooker.

It was her secret desire all along sitting in her subconscious, waiting for the right moment to appear, waiting for the right man to appear; and Rick was him.

*****

She had her eyes locked right on Rick; she felt his cock getting hard again and he was softly moaning with pleasure.

It was pointedly obvious; Rick had a smoking fetish, like her, and she was a bullseye for it. It was cool because his excitement turned her on too. He must have suffered over the last twenty years or so, living with a prudish, unpredictable non-smoker with Bipolar Type I Disorder.

She was gratified that now Rick could at least start to be himself. Her mind was now thinking of ways she could use that fetish to her advantage. Through the smoke in front of her face, her lips curved into a devilish smirk.

She abruptly pulled off Rick and sort of experimented. “Gina,” Rick said, “what the fuck?” He was almost crying. “I was just getting started.”

“I know,” she said with a wicked grin. “I just wanna’ have a little fun.” She stood away from him, left hand on her hip, making a show of taking a drag, a look of aloofness on her face, like what am I going to do now? Very slowly, she dropped the cigarette onto the brick patio floor and deliberately and slowly crushed out the half-smoked cigarette with the toe of her black leather boot. Rick just watched; eyes glued to the ground.

Next, she took hold of the left side of her open trench coat and draped it over Rick’s face, the smooth, cool, silky feel of the polyester exciting him. He lifted his face underneath to sniff. Then she rubbed the inside of the coat over his semi-erect cock, amazed that the simple act alone made him fully erect again. Something else is going on here, she thought.

She stepped away from him and looked around, almost confused for a moment (of course it was part of the show). “I like really need a cigarette now, LIKE RIGHT FUCKING NOW!” She stamped her right foot, her boots clicking back a few steps to the bench, and she picked up her brown leather bag, and put the strap over her left shoulder and stepped away from the bench.

She turned her back on Rick, and bent over, her ass outline against the coat showing clearly for Rick to see, the belt of the coat hung loosely through the loops in back. He sat up a little straighter and gently ran his own fingers up and down the shaft of his dick, clearly turned on by “the show.”

Gina stood sideways in front of Rick, handbag in view and she was staring straight ahead, like she was waiting for a bus, oblivious of him. Without looking, Gina deftly pulled the blue leather cigarette case from her bag, making a show of it, and moved closer to Rick, putting the cigarette case under his nose, but not looking at him. He inhaled that delicious scent of leather and perfume again as Gina opened the clasp on the case and pulled out two Virginia Slims.

Again, she put two in her mouth, taking Rick’s cigarette out of her mouth and placed it between Rick’s willing lips. She again draped Rick’s head with the inner lining of the trench coat, lingering for a little while, letting the silky lining rub against his face, bare shoulders and chest as he inhaled deeply all the delicious smells, and felt all the arousing sensations.

She stepped away from Rick and fished out her long silver butane lighter from her bag, and quickly snapped the flame open and lit her own cigarette, hollow-cheeking it, and exhaling through her nose. Then, just coming out of left field, still facing him directly, she said rather forcefully with the long, white cigarette dangling from her lips: “Mommy inshists that ooh learn to shmoke. NOW!” It kind of surprised her a little bit that Rick didn’t react to this. Of course, she couldn’t see how much of a reaction Rick showed to this – he absolutely loved it.

Gina didn’t expect such a reaction. Gina was exploring his fetish and was amazed at the extent and the power of it. Rick just answered sheepishly “Okay mommy, if you think it’s ok.”She took the cigarette out of her mouth and held it tightly between two fingers, pointing it at him and said: “Now you’ve watched mommy close every time I’ve lit up, so I want you to copy me!” I ORDER YOU to copy me, you little fucking sissy ass!”

Then the lighter flicked open and Rick leaned into the flame, his eyes looking up at “Gina/mommy” searching for approval – but she turned away, in profile, as if he wasn’t there, just showing the cigarette sticking out from her hair, her right hand gripping the bag strap over her left shoulder. The leather bags and the trench coat were part of “the kink” and Gina knew that. He inhaled, exhaled, and pretended to cough. She was a MILF mother waiting for a bus, and he was staring and fantasizing.

“There, there, Ricky, how doesh that feel – the cigarette in her mouth again. Mommy is so proud of you!” She faced him now. “Great, great, it feels great,” Rick replied. “Good, becaush you’re only going to date girlsh who schmoke, and I want ooh to be JUST LIKE THEM! They’ll rike ooh better, ok?”

“Yes mommy,” Rick replied - total submissive.

*****


Chapter 6

Then Gina pulled away, closed her coat without buttoning it up or tying the waist band. She turned up the collar of her blouse, and stood sideways again, as if Rick wasn’t there, exaggerating putting the cigarette up to her lips and taking gingerly, ladylike puffs, acutely aware that Rick was watching every move; her left arm across her chest, folded under her right armpit – exactly like waiting for a bus; her cigarette held tightly between her two fingers.

God, I would do anything for a camera, he thought. This is better than any smoking fetish site I’ve seen on the Internet! She then turned to Rick, the cigarette in front of her and again in a playful, exaggerated voice said, “Excuse me Sir, but what time does the next bus come?” Rick playing along said “Oh, in about ten minutes.”

“GREAT!” Gina said replacing a newly lit cigarette between her lips. “Then I guesh we have time for ooh to fuch a shmoking hot MILF waiting for a buss!”

“Yes, we sure as shit DO!” Rick replied. Then, without saying another word, Gina slowly walked up to Rick and straddled him again. She was still wet from the first time, and Rick was as hard as a flagpole, so it wasn’t hard to resume the midnight coital drama unfolding.

As before, Rick played by just putting the tip of his cock, a few inches inside her pussy, getting it just a bit wet; in and out, in and out. Gina took the cigarette out of her mouth, flicked the ashes, and moaned.

“You are magnificent” she said and bent down to kiss him full on the mouth, her tongue sliding around his, and her hips going fully down the shaft of his cock; up and down, up and down, gaining speed slowly. Rick was a drug, more powerful than anything yet invented, and she wanted - NO -she needed more and more and more.

The kiss was delicious, getting Rick even harder, him trying very much not to come too fast. Gina noticed too that Rick was very controlled in releasing his jizz - must come from a lot of jacking-off, she thought. Well, it certainly didn’t come from sex with the woman just thirty feet away, upstairs, presumably sleeping.

They broke off the kiss and Gina threw her head back and quivered like a bow string, the “maestro” was excellent tonight. At the same moment, Rick came again, surprisingly with just as much force as before. Gina took a drag off her cigarette and bent down to kiss Rick again, blowing her smoke into his mouth, and releasing the pent-up orgasmic energy.

The both of them were spent, exhausted, and just sat on the bench next to each other quietly smoking, Gina’s head resting on Rick’s shoulder, his arm around her, the silky texture and thickness of her hair rubbing against his cheek. She pulled her head off for a minute and gently kissed Rick on the cheek, softly cooed a bit, and then replaced her head on his shoulder.

She lit up a new cigarette, full of her lipstick, and placed it just inside of her drooling cunt to get it moist and handed it to Rick. “Here,” she said. “I think you’ll enjoy this again!” She was right. Rick dragged on the filter damp with Gina’s pussy juice, his cum and her lipstick. It made dragging a bit harder, but intensely pleasurable.

To increase Rick’s excitement more, she slowly lit up one of her own. Gina wished this moment would last forever. She knew that she would see him again soon; whenever. But in a relationship like this, time and dates don’t really mean very much, as long as they come. The waits – were now agonizing, made longer by her miserable home life.

“Didn’t you say that you ‘had something’ for me tonight?” Rick asked. “Oh, right! Yes indeedee; just a sec.” Gina reached into her bag and pulled out a flat item wrapped in tissue paper.

Next, very seductively, she took off the wet, red satin panties she was wearing, put the new ones on herself, with Rick staring at her exposed, dripping bush; and used the same tissue paper to wrap the worn ones up which she presented to a startled Rick. The scent of Gina (“Gina’s Jyna”) made him erect again.

“Whoa! What’s this??? Rick asked, surprised. “These are for you my dear. Sort of a ‘souvenir’ for the first time we had a smoky, incredible, double-fuck session!! Now I want you to keep these safe from prying eyes and sniff and wear them when you jerk-off to me AND when you see me again!”

Bad cop again: “OKAY, YOU SISSY SLUT??!!” Obediently, Rick just said “okay.” His response surprised him a bit. Is this a good or bad thing??, he asked himself. Whatever, it didn’t matter; Gina was his complete master, and it was fine - for now. What came next was anybody’s guess.

*****
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“You’re an addiction, you know that Rick?” Gina said softly.“Well, I could think of worse things to become addicted to,” Rick replied. “Yes, I’m sure you could,” she said.

She opened the buttons of her white blouse, just enough to expose her ample bosom covered in the sexy laced black bra that Rick had grown to love.

He reached through and around her blouse to unsnap her bra and started kissing and licking the top of her breasts, Gina moaning with pleasure throughout. She inhaled deeply all of his manly aromas: his sweat, his cologne, the smell of smoke on him excited her fetish too - it made her nipples stand on end without even being touched.

Gina’s smoking fetish was alive and well - not just with any man, but more so with Rick.

Turning him on was fun for her, and it didn’t take much. Gina grabbed him by the belt and pulled him closer to the bed. With a quick motion, she rolled down the bedspread and pulled him down on top of her, making soft noises of desire, of hunger, of pure lust.

Rick went along willingly, they were of one mind. Rick undid his belt and Gina unzipped his fly. She noticed he wasn’t wearing her red satin panties from last night, but she didn’t say anything because this afternoon was unplanned. She grabbed Rick and loosening her belt and snap, began rubbing her clit on his thigh.

She was panting, beyond excitement and said in her deep, sensuous voice: “I NEED TO SUCK ON YOUR BIG, DELICIOUS COCK!”

She was almost driven to a frenzy and couldn’t pull Rick’s boxers down fast enough. There was a treasure trove of pleasure waiting for her between Rick’s muscular legs. Her lips wrapped tightly around the tip of his cock.

Rick took off his shirt and threw it on the floor, along with his pants and boxers. Gina took her lips off of his cock for an agonizing second as she did the same with her blouse and opened bra. Her arms were braced on the bed on top of Rick, and she slid down to go full “vacuum cleaner” on his cock. No words were necessary - they both knew where they were headed.

Gina shifted her mouth from the tip of Rick’s cock to the whole shaft, licking her lips and making them nice and wet before taking the full of him into her mouth, down to her throat. Rick marveled that she didn’t gag - Gina was no novice at this. She was starving, and this was her food - her absolute nourishment.

She teased him, taking her mouth off his cock, and letting her hair fall on top of his balls and belly which drew moans of exquisite pleasure from Rick. The smells . . . the smells, he thought. When is she gonna make me cum!!

He was ready to pull his hair out. Her lush, thick hair fell onto his chest, her hoop earrings rubbing Rick’s cheeks. She slid back down to Rick’s massively erect member, her tongue licking his balls, covering them in wetness and then putting her lips back where they belonged.

She stared at him quizzically for thirty seconds with her lips on his dick, which, by now was in pain. Squinting her eyes, her lips curved into a grin, she slowly slid her lips off of “El Duqué.”

“Gina, what the FUCK!!!??”

Laughing, she replied “Exactly.”

“Huh?”

She was on her knees over him now as she said “Hand me my bag please.” Rick did as he was told, getting turned on by being “submissive” to this smoke fetish dominatrix. She held the bag in front of him and opened it.

“Would you like to smell the inside of the bag and perhaps take out my lipstick dear?”

“Yes! I would like that very much!”

“Thought so,” she said. She held the inside of her bag in front of Rick’s face, and he inhaled deeply – the perfume smell (especially the perfume smell on the pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols.)

The leather of the bag itself, along with a slight scent of Gina’s body. Any of these things alone would give him a massive erection. He was way past that now.

“Now take out the lipstick.”

Rick did as he was told. “Now open it up and give it to me!” Gina demanded. She slowly put the lipstick on her wet lips. When she was done, she looked down on Rick, smiling, and pulled out a cigarette from the open bag.

Teasingly, she ran the cigarette along the shaft of his erect cock and tickling him with it. Then she dangled it unlit, taunting him with it. “Ooooh . . . I’m dying to light up (in “cig-cock-choke” speak). But first – THIS!” she smiled wickedly.

Gina took the lipstick tube and now slowly, slowly, moved it under Rick’s nose so he could sniff it. Rick said nothing – he loved it! She placed the lipstick over the middle of Rick’s upper lip and playfully made a little red “X” with it; ‘marking her territory’ so to speak.

When Gina was done, she put the lipstick back and pulled out another cigarette which she placed between her lips, giving Rick the first one that slid down his cock. She slowly made a show of taking out her silver butane lighter and lit them both with the same flame.

“Let’s switch positions Sir,” she said playfully. Then as “the bad cop” she barked: “I ORDER you to take me from behind and REALLY RAM ME!! PUNISH ME FOR WHAT I AM - A DICK-HUNGRY, CUM SUCKING WHORE!

“At once ma’m,” Rick replied.  Gina was dripping and Rick was hard already – MEGA STIFF – in fact, so he slowly entered Gina from the back as she casually smoked. Rick LOVED fucking Gina from the rear while he had a long, white cigarette dangling from his lips.

“C’mon you little piss pot, HARDER! FASTER!”- begging. As he increased the speed and force of the massive dicking he was giving Gina, he bent his face into her silky hair and blew smoke into it, and inhaled it back in - heaven!

The whole room seemed to be shaking – you could hear Rick’s torso slapping Gina’s ass as he went harder and faster. Gina was moaning loudly, incoherently, as Rick – placing the lit 120 in his mouth erupted a waterfall of jizz inside of Gina.

As Rick came, a picture flashed through his mind of wearing makeup and having long hair like a woman while fucking Gina. It made him cum even more and was certainly pleasurable! It shocked him, but in a strange way it felt natural.

They were both still for a moment, then faced each other; Gina’s eyes were glazed over as she took a drag from her cigarette and pulled Rick down to kiss her and blow smoke into his mouth. Still kissing, they both exhaled through their nose.

Gina, was like Michelangelo, sculpting a new Rick from clay – and getting off madly from it. Barely finished with this afternoon, she was already thinking about Friday night, or whenever they next saw each other.

She pushed the back of Rick’s head down on her pink, glistening pussy, covered with Rick’s cum and her own wetness. In her “bad cop” mode, she barked “I ORDER YOU TO LICK MY PUSSY CLEAN, YOU LITTLE SISSY CUM-SLUT!”

“Yes madam, I will – gladly.” Rick went to work eagerly, licking and sucking her engorged female anatomy and “the little girl in the boat,” Gina’s euphemism for her clit. He moved his tongue in circles around her clit, causing Gina to arch her back and moan with pleasure, her hand still on Rick’s head (the big head).

After five minutes of this play, Rick moved north to Gina’s breasts and he started sucking on her nipples and running his tongue around them, further eliciting moans from Gina.

Then Gina said in a business like tone: “You give, you get – switch!”

Rick lay down on the bed and without missing a beat, Gina went to all-out suck mode on Rick’s massive cock. Up and down she went, now Rick’s turn to moan with pleasure. Gina slurped and sucked up any cum and pussy juice left.

Abruptly, she pulled off Rick, leaving him pointing like a lightning rod and she pulled out two cigarettes from her bag and lit them both. She handed one to Rick, took a drag, and blew the smoke into Rick’s mouth. Then she resumed sucking his dick. Rick wasn’t even half-way through his cigarette when, in the middle of a drag, he erupted again inside Gina’s mouth – drained thoroughly.

Gina pulled off a bit and got some of Rick’s jizz on her cheek and Mascara, causing it to run. Seeing this made Rick crazy and he didn’t need to be told what to do. He started licking all of it off Gina’s face. After he was done, they lied quietly together, Gina’s silky hair on Rick’s chest.

*****
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