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Preface

Rick had never been with a woman who orgasmed so hard and fast as Gina; her whole body quivering with Rick’s every touch - much less a smoker!

Gina was the one calling the shots. She caught onto Rick’s intense smoking fetish very quickly – she was a fast study. She made him suffer – first by quenching his lustful fetish, then leaving him high and dry. Rick even resumed his smoking habit after five years – long, white, women’s cigarettes, like Gina’s. Gina surmised that something more than just a smoking fetish – was at play here; a secret place Rick wasn’t sure he wanted to go. Then, sometime later, while Rick was alone at night in his study – his phone rang. It was Gina, who introduced Rick to a new game far beyond his wildest fantasies. In fact, Rick was putty in her skilled hands. A door was opening to a new world for both. Where it would lead . . . was a tangled mystery.


Chapter 1

The next day, Wednesday, Rick was off. It was a boring day of shopping and constant nagging from his wife. He kept checking his cell phone for a text from “G.” There was nothing. Thursday he was back to work, and it was one of those days when he felt he would rather die than continue in this job.

Longingly, he looked at the chair in the pharmacy where Gina sat two nights ago and gave him “the ‘O’ sign.” The whole episode was like a tape playing repeatedly in his head. He looked forward to getting into his car at the end of the day, not so much because he would be going home-SCREW THAT!!

He’d rather drink cleaning fluid - or worse. No, the reason he loved to get back in his car was that the scent of Gina was all over the back seat.

After he pulled his car into the garage and making sure the neighbors across the street couldn’t see, he put his face into that very same back seat, closed his eyes, and inhaled deeply - all Gina!

Following an uneventful dinner and exchanging “house business” and mindless chatter with Dorothy, he went into his downstairs den to watch TV and read some boring magazines, hoping his damn cell phone would beep with a message.

It was two full days with nothing, nada. A deep depression started to overtake him, frustrating him so he could hardly concentrate at work, much less at home.

He stared at his phone, still no texts from Gina. He “played the tape” again - what could I possibly have done wrong? Maybe those birth control pills ARE for someone else!? He went out back to smoke - since Tuesday night he was back to it.

His wife didn’t notice yet, and surely wouldn’t care as long as the life and home insurance were paid up. He desperately wanted to cling to anything that reminded him of Gina.

Coming around to the front of his house, he thought he saw a white Dodge Durango pass by and turn the corner just up the block. Nah, it couldn’t be, he thought. It wasn’t. So, Rick went back into his den, turned the volume down on the television, and put a porn channel on.

Eleven-thirty and the wife and kids were asleep; so, he just lit up another Virginia Slims inside; jerked off, smelling his tobacco fingers reminding him of Gina, cleaned off and went to sleep, frustrated and angry.

*****

Several miles away, in the Gold Coast mansion that was Gina’s home, she sat in a warm bubble bath, white towel wrapped on her head, steam coming out of the water, and going over the events of Tuesday night in her head.

A glass of white wine and a cigarette were her company. Frank, as usual, was out, busting some heads for the boss? But who gives a fuck where the goon was? she thought.

Gina was conflicted. She was totally satisfied with the “new thing” with Rick. She stared at the cell phone on the bathroom vanity counter and twisted the “soap on the rope” and thought I’m DYING to call him but is it better to let him hang for a while? twisting and untwisting the rope.

She smiled to herself - he’s not going anywhere. This guy is light-years beyond turned on by me. I am in control. For once in a relationship, I call the shots. I must take this to the next level – whatever that is, but how? Everything must be under MY control. She took a sip of wine and a drag from her cigarette. Squinting her eyes and smiling, she thought I know just what to do . . .

*****


Chapter 2

So, Rick’s marriage was a nasty affair, not worth the paper the marriage license was written on. It was twenty-three years of mostly misery, complicated by a total lack of communication.

His tour of duty in Iraq was like a vacation; hell to a normal soldier, but a vacation to Rick. Dorothy Prince was a lifeless, overbearing headache.

She reminded Rick of Annabelle, the possessed doll in the movies. Come to think of it, she even looked like her! They met when he was stationed at Fort Benning, GA for Army Ranger training.

Russell Tansby, PhD, was a psychotherapist and marriage counsellor with the Meridian Hospital Network, a big medical conglomeration on Long Island. He had a basement office in an annex building next to the main hospital.

He knew Rick because he was a pharmacy customer at Rick’s store, a member of Rick’s AA home group, and his sponsor and friend. He didn’t tell his wife that, because that would queer the deal. He just said Tansby was in their insurance network.

The following Friday night after Rick’s night of ecstasy in the parking lot with Gina was their first appointment. Rick was totally deflated because he hadn’t heard anything from Gina since last Tuesday. They talked about this and that, trying to find common ground they could build on - but there was none.

Dorothy was very superficial and Dr.Tansby saw right through her. Their lack of intimacy she said (in a Georgia drawl) was because “Rick expects me to do things that I’ve never, ever approved of! My father was a Baptist Minister in life, and now he’s happily with the Lord. He raised me and my two brothers in the right way,” giving a disgusted look towards Rick.

She was from and grew up in Marietta, Georgia, the middle child with five siblings, and her southern accent was refreshing for Dr. Tansby, a lifelong New Yorker to listen to.

Rick, on the other hand did not feel quite the same way. He felt he was married to Gomer Pyle/Annabelle. He just rolled his eyes and Tansby could see that. “What sorts of things Dorothy?” Tansby asked.

“Well for starters, I do not perform fellatio of any kind! It is dirty, disgusting, and only fit for a street whore and NOT for a proper southern Christian lady like me. Another thing is that he wants me to kiss him in an inappropriate manner.”

“Can you elaborate on that Dorothy?” Tansby said, curious. “Okay . . . Rick wants me to kiss him with my mouth open and put my tongue in his mouth (visibly uncomfortable, she shifted slightly in her seat, and had her arms folded) while he does the same to me; can you imagine doctor - it just isn’t proper!”

“Humm, okay then Dorothy, can you tell me what is proper?”

“Well, my parents kissed each other on the cheek, or just a peck on the lips, but NEVER in public or in front of us kids.”

“Rick wants to kiss you in public?”

“No, I frown on public displays of marital affection. I do approve of holding hands and hugs, but it’s like Rick is obsessed with sex doctor!”

“Whoa! Wait just a minute,” said a very agitated Rick. “Doc, my wife believes that sex should only be for procreation and that’s IT! She thinks sexual intimacy between a husband and wife is a sin - you just heard her!”

Dorothy jumped in quick – “That’s right! carnal intimacy is lust, and LUST (she spelled it out) is a sin, and I don’t want to go through hellfire and eternal damnation!” Dr. Tansby had his hand on his chin and  thought for a moment.

Then he said, “for this marriage to work, we’re going to have to work out some sort of a compromise between you two.”

Later that evening, Rick got a call from him, and they arranged to meet the following Monday at five o’clock at the STARBUCKS next door when Rick got off work. It was exactly six days since the orgasmic night with Gina. Over two cups of some wacky Southwest Asian coffee blend – which wasn’t half bad, Dr. Tansby talked to Rick.

Russell Tansby was a premature grey fifty-something, six-foot, five-inch-tall man who had a Freudian goatee, and Prince Nez half-rim glasses set low on his nose. How could he be anything, but a psychotherapist Rick wondered? 

“Look, Rick. I don’t see this thing getting any better. Unless you want to spend the rest of your life unhappy, and miserable, you must do something.” Rick shook his head and said, “I get it; but did you hear what a whack job that woman is? Who thinks like that these days?

She’s like a character out of some Class B horror movie – the good church-going mom – Carrie’s mother for Christ’s sake,” referring to the Stephen King movie.

“But I won’t do anything  permanent until the twins are done with their schooling.”

“Okay Rick, let me process this, (Tansby said – incredulous) the last time you had sex with your wife, or any normal intimate relation was, how old are your kids?” Rick answered and  knew what was coming after.

He was ashamed of himself, more than anything for putting up with Dorothy’s craziness all this time. He was no marriage lawyer, but he thought it could be some form of abandonment she was guilty of.

“Twenty- one years Russell, not since the twins were born.” Tansby was astonished that a married man could go so long without sex, but he wasn’t totally surprised in Rick’s case. He said, very compassionately: “You know Rick, that’s truly awful. I mean, what do you do to make up for that?” Rick just shrugged sheepishly and Tansby caught on immediately.

“Thought so.”

Of course, what Rick neglected to mention to his friend was the orgasmic night with Gina almost ONE WHOLE FUCKING WEEK AGO!! Tansby thought for a minute, tapping his fingers on the table. “Rick, you’re a good friend,  and you’ve helped me out several times. I think I have a solution to . . . to release some steam.”

“What are we talking about here Russ?”

“Well, you know that I’m divorced and that my children are grown.” Rick listened intently now. “Go on.”

“You know my house in Glen Cove, right? What I mean is, if you should find some lady friend and you’re looking for a place to go . . . to release some of that pressure . . . I would have no trouble stepping out for a few hours and let you do what you must.

My girlfriend Lisa lives nearby and sometimes I spend the night at her place.” Rick gave a laugh, and his eyes went wide. “Really? No shit?”

“No shit,” Tansby said nodding affirmatively. “Well, it just so happens Russ that I do or did have such a lady friend.” Rick proceeded to tell Tansby about his incredible evening after work last Tuesday in the Wise Owl parking lot, and lack of communication from Gina since.

Tansby smirked and said, “Well . . . that is good news Rick! He chuckled and said, “MAN, your balls must be bluer than my tie!” Rick nodded sheepishly.

“So, this is what we’ll do: You call me and tell me what night is good. I can be out every night except Fridays when I have my crew come over to play poker.”

“All right then, I’ll get back to you with a night – if I hear from her.” Noticing the deflation in his friend’s tone, Tansby said, “I hope you do hear from her. You need to maintain your sanity my friend, and this woman could play a very big role in that.”

“Thanks Russell, (he laughs). I never imagined a marriage counsellor would do this!” Tansby chuckled: “Yours Rick, is a very exceptional case! I mean, we’re friends, I’m your AA sponsor for God’s sake, and I could see it. I know how hard it is; you don’t have an easy time.”

“No, I don’t.” Rick just looked down at the table. Later that evening, once again after going outside for a cigarette and to brood; his only reminder of Gina, and his new, old habit, Rick kicked off his shoes and turned on the TV, very depressed. His phone buzzed in his pants. Not believing it was possible, Rick saw the display on his cell, and his eyes and dick both popped out. It simply said “G.”

*****


Chapter 3

Rick couldn’t believe what he was seeing: Six days after his wild night in the Wise Owl parking lot with Gina his heart started pounding, and he was as tongue-tied as the high school nerd who had just scored a date with the hottest cheerleader.

But after that meeting with Tansby, he now had a lot to work with. He inhaled deeply and composed himself. Three buzzes. He slid his finger over the screen and answered in a matter-of-fact way:

“Hello? Is this who I think it is?”

Gina responded: “I don’t know . . . do you have another lady who sucks your dick any better who might call you at this hour???”

“Hah hah hah, as a matter of fact I don’t! I thought you’d forgotten all about me.”

“Well, I just want to know one thing: Did you miss me??? If you had my phone number, would you have called me?”

“Yeah, I think I would have.”

“I know you would have called me because you had the best time of your life last Tuesday-admit it!”

Rick answered sarcastically: “Gee, has it really been that long?”

“Ohhhhhh . . . do I detect a little testiness in your tone?”

“Well, can you blame me? You flipped my world upside down, and then it seems like you left me high and dry. The fact is, I couldn’t stop thinking about you all week. My cock is sore from running outside, smoking Virginia Slims before work, and then rubbing one out!”

“Ha ha ha. You’re funny Ricky. YOU ARE the sweetest thing my dear. Don’t you remember how I said I might text you, or call you?”

“Oh, okay, so we’re just getting our “rules” down pat, eh?”

“Well, I wouldn’t call them rules, my sweet . . . you know what they say: (in a “singsong” way) Absence makes the heart grow fonder, AND . . . the cock grow harder!” A little silence went by, and Rick said: “Or, out of sight, out of mind.” Gina let out a throaty laugh. “Oh, not that, not at all - I will prove it to you, you’ll see.”

“Wanna know what I’m wearing?” Gina asked sounding “innocent.” She had him now.

Little boy Rick was like putty in her hands and Gina knew it. He laid back on the recliner in the corner near the TV and undid his belt and lowered his zipper.

“Uh where’s Frank tonight?” “Oh, the asshole is on a ‘fishing trip’ with his other alcoholic friends. He’s not due back till Sunday night; hope they fucking sink, but no such luck,” she laughed. “I’ve got the whole house to myself tonight – kids are with their friends.”

Gina had moved into her own bedroom at least eight years ago and had NO plans to move back into  the master bedroom with Frank or invite him into her bed. It always turned into a frightening disaster, in part due to his drinking, and because she never knew when the pig would lash out violently.

Sexually, it seemed that he had just given up and wanted no part of her. Even though he was the last person on Earth she would want to have sex with the rejection still hurt; the frustration was killing her. Rick seemed to be the cure; well, at least for now.

At this point, Rick had his hand on his cock and was stroking it through his boxers. It didn’t take much prompting from Gina for him to get hard, her sultry, steamy voice alone was  enough to place him on autopilot.

Before she made the call, Gina was watching some bullshit military-themed show, about spec-ops guys. That stuff ALWAYS turned her on; big men in camo-fatigues, hard muscles bursting through - “guns” carrying guns.

She wondered what it would be like to really control some guy like that, make him into a slutty sex slave, catering to her every erotic desire; she didn’t like the word “twisted,” because after all-twisted is in the eyes of the beholder.

Inspiration hit! Rick was a military guy, and he had rocks for arm muscles, a rather trim physique and yet a soft face. Hummm, she thought. I wonder how . . . far I could take him, and in what direction? She already had a few ideas. So, she felt it was time to pick up the phone and “take it for test spin.”

*****


Chapter 4

SO, Ricky boy, answer me, what do you think I’m wearing?”

“Uhhhh . . . let’s see. A business suit, with that black skirt showing your legs?” “No silly,” she said keeping the coy, seductive tone. “I’ve got my Brunello Cuccinelli 6” heels on, my black sheer pantyhose with the wide laced top, those satin panties just below my tummy you love so well, a white cotton blouse, and my black-laced bra . . . you turned on yet stud?”

“Yeah . . . I’m kinda’ getting there . . .”

“Good, so where are you now?”

“I’m in my den, and I’m on my recliner.”

“Well, I’m on my big ole’ bed - all by my lonesome and horny as hell.”

“Wow, that sounds lovely - want some company?”

“I would love it,” Gina replied seductively. . . . “did you smoke today and think of me?”

“As a matter of fact, I did.” Gina laughed. “I think you have a new, old habit going. I wish

I was there to share one with you and do some naughty things.” Rick was starting to breathe hard, just stroking himself some more, but not too much.

“Ok baby, this is what I want you to do; I’m gonna ROCK your world! I want you to close those beautiful brown eyes for me, breathe deep and fantasize about me. Go ahead, I’ll wait,” she said. Rick breathed deeply, closed his eyes, and stuck his fingers down the front of his boxers. On a deep, slow exhale, he said “Okay, I’m there.”

“Good, good. I’m feeling VERY frustrated, (Gina sounding like she was pouting), lying on my back on top of my bed, and waiting for my lover. I may just have to give myself an orgasm!

Imagine that! (Rick was most definitely in on the imagination part) So now that you’re here, can I undress you baby?” Rick’s hand was stroking his cock: “Sure, you want me to sit down on the bed?”

“Yes, I do very much.” Gina said slowly, emphasizing every word; seductively. “Now I’m sitting up next to you, facing you and unbuttoning your shirt . . . my long nails are stroking your chest while you touch yourself - can you smell me? I just took a fresh, relaxing bubble bath, with a delicious strawberry shampoo, and smoked a dreamy Virginia Slim 120 Menthol, to add to my scent. You know, I get so HORNY when I smoke, and get such an urge to fuck my strong man - It’s soooo sinful, isn’t it?”

*****

Rick, never at a loss for words, was now. Playing along, he unbuttoned his shirt and sat bare chested on his recliner and was rubbing his chest. Gina, the very intuitive and smart woman that she was, started probing Rick’s psyche a bit.

“Ricky, I wanna ask you something.”

“Sure,” he said. “Go ahead.”

“Umm . . . last Tuesday in the car, when I took my leather coat off, I saw you ‘sniff’ a bit. Did the smell of it turn you on?”

“Yeah,” he said. “As a matter of fact, it did.”

“Well then,” now Gina whispered like she was sharing a top secret. “Would you have liked to rub your nice, hard cock on the cool, silky polyester lining of my coat? Would you EVER want one of your own to fantasize with???” Holy Shit!! She picked up on that, he said to himself. He couldn’t believe she went there!

Feeling slightly embarrassed, he said, “Now that you mentioned it, it would be very pleasurable - if you were there.”

“Hummm . . .” Gina said laughing. “We’ll see.”

“Now, I’m unfastening my bra and rubbing my tits on your bare chest.” She was whispering - “Would you like to bite my nipples?” Rick was rhythmically stroking his hard-on with his fingertips, by now really turned on. He concentrated on what those nipples felt like in the car, and was moving his mouth, making biting motions.

“Yes, I would like to bite your nipples very much,” Rick said. Gina laughed. “Of course you would,” she said. Gina was a player; she made him wait for every morsel, feeding him bit by agonizing bit. Almost as if on cue, Rick reached for a bottle of clear lube jelly, and applied it on his erect cock and on his right thumb and forefinger.

“Now sit back, breathe my scent in deeply: After my bubble bath, I put on fresh perfume, and my hair and face are full of smoke – would you like a smoky blow job baby?” Rick inhaled deeply, recalling the scent from what seemed like ages ago. “Yesss . . .” he exhaled back. Gina put a Virginia Slim 120 in her mouth, lit up, making sure Rick could hear the lighter clicking, and said in “cig-cocksuck-speak:”

“Now I’m letting my silchyy-smooth dark hair fahl on your chest. While I’m doing thatt, I wan’ yoou to put your fingers underneath the waistband of my red-satin panties and feel my fuh . . .”

Gina had her own left-hand slide underneath her panties and gently rub from the top to just a tease of her clit. Her right hand held her cigarette which she drew deeply on. She started moaning lightly over the phone through an exhale. “Rick  . . . oooooh, you’re starting to make me all wet, you naughty boy!”

Totally getting into it, Rick said: “Prepare to get a little wetter then because now I found your watery clit, and my fingers are stroking you!”

She shuddered, picturing the image and feel through her surrogacy, and was quite wet; then began rubbing her clit in earnest, rhythmically – her middle finger diving into the pleasure cave in the way that only a woman knows how to; the smooth feel of her panties on the backside of her hand adding to the pleasure. “I’m on my elbows now and slowly moving up so I can suck your cock while your rub me . . . are you ready??”

“Anything you say,” he replied. She took a drag of her cigarette and told him, “Now I’m blowing smoke on your cock, as I start to SUCK!”

Rick made the OK sign with his right forefinger and thumb, now wet and slick with the jelly, and placed the “O” just on the tip of his cock waiting for Gina’s cues.

“I’m starting at the tip baby and running my tight lips from top to bottom, and I’m going to take you all the way into my wet, slippery, deliciousssss mouth . .” Rick moved slowly at first, his lubed thumb and forefinger going up and down on just the tip, then all the way down the shaft and up again.

Both were now moaning together. Gina made a lip-smacking sound and took a domineering tone: “YOU’LL CUM WHEN I TELL YOU THAT YOU CAN CUM AND NOT ONE SECOND BEFORE . . . DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME YOU DIRTY LITTLE SLUT?!!” Even on the phone Rick was her obedient puppy. “Yes!” he quickly replied.

Now warm and sultry again – the ‘good cop,’ she said in a staccato tone that showed her new orgiastic heights: “Just . . . keep rubbing my pussy baby . . . and we’ll cum together – my silky hair is stroking your tummy . . .” Rick’s eyes were opening and closing the entire session which lasted about thirty minutes. His entire conversation other than “yesssss”  was indistinct moaning. His mind flew him streaking past Jupiter.

“Okay, now STOP WHAT YOU’RE DOING and LIGHT A CIGARETTE!” Obediently, Rick reached for the table next to his recliner, reluctantly freeing his dick from the vise grip, and took out a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol. He lit it, took a big drag and then blew the smoke onto his cock.

“Are you lit yet,” Gina asked.

“Yes, I am,” he said, as if in a trance, closing his eyes and imagining Gina on the other end getting wet, hard nipples showing through her blouse.

“Now switch to FACETIME.” Rick complied, shutting off his phone for a second and then redialing Gina. What Rick saw practically made him explode: Gina was dangling her cigarette, her face filling the screen; the long white filter full of lipstick, her hair in front of her shoulders, and her blouse buttons open halfway – the blouse collar turned up.

Her eyes were squinting from the smoke curling up from the end of her cigarette and looking right at him. Her face was completely made up with deep blue eye shadow, black eyeliner, eyebrow pencil (she had shaved her eyebrows), ruby red lipstick, and she was wearing her hoop earrings. She moved the camera down slowly covering the length of her body.

He could see that her bra was off, her nipples standing on end through the white blouse. He saw her satin panties, and panty hose with a laced top up to mid-thigh length. Just like she said, her six-inch black heels were on.

In cig-cocksuck-speak she said: “Now put the shigarette between your lipsh, don’t touch it and inhale with me and blow the schmoake into my faysh on the phone. I give you permission to rub your cock SHLOWLY, SHLOWLY. I don’t want you cumming yet, we’re not done by a long shot!” Her tone was steady; serious, hypnotizing. The camera went back to her face.

“Do I look like a SCHLUT to you now???”

“Yes, a very beautiful slut.”

“Ummm . . . that’s nyshe. You left out unfulfilled and horny ash fuck!” Then, almost sarcastically, she said, a fake look of alarm on her smoke-consumed face, opening her painted eyes wide: “LOOK WHAT YOU TURNED ME INTO!! A SCHMOKY. . . SCHLUT! HOW DARE YOU, YOU EVIL, EVIL MAN!”

Rick just laughed: “Ha ha ha, well, I hope I can take care of that horny and unfulfilled feeling.” Gina murmured something incoherent, sounding like “schwett all ova.”

Gina took a drag, flicked the ashes, and put the cigarette back into her mouth. She moved the phone closer to her face, eyes squinting, and said “Show me what the FUHCK you’re doing to your cock!” Rick moved the phone down to show her just how he was moving his fingers up and down the shaft, his cigarette still dangling from his lips.

“Good boy!” she said. “Remember, I’m the bished who got you starrt-ed again and rocked your world upshide down! From diss moment on, you’re my SISSY, BUTT-COCHK SCHLAVE!”

Rick didn’t respond, just looked at Gina’s face on the phone; his need to be dominated now so very apparent. ALL his high school fantasies were coming true. He thought of all the smoky women he wanted to fuck; the teachers, his mother’s MILF friends, strangers, women outside of offices on breaks, college girls, even older aunts, and all the hard-ons he got watching that went nowhere.

As a teen, he got hard when he stole long, white cigarettes from his cousin’s or mother’s friend’s handbags, and later at night, smoking them in his room and jerking off. But at this moment, his thoughts were on the here-and-now.

Gina’s eyes squinted, a mischievous look on her face. “I wonda’ how many times ooh cud fuchk me in won nite? I’m rubbing my schlut-cunt now, stihcking my middle finger down into my vage,” she said, her eyes closed.  She took her cigarette, put it out, and promptly lit a new one, sticking it in her mouth. Rick was slowing down, trying to prolong the suffering, and fantasizing about her question. He said: “Probably about six or seven times.”

*****


Chapter 5

Oooooh, that sounds SHO nyshe. I wish you were here-fah real!” Rick’s cigarette was almost at the filter, he flicked a long string of ash, killed it, lit a new one and kept it in his mouth. Gina had all fingers in her pussy, and they were wet and sticky with the nice and heady smell of desperate DESIRE and wanting.

She was in full rhythmic motion now, and blissfully, and forcefully barked out at Rick – “OK my pett, ooh can cum fah me now, and I want you to cum on top of your phone screen – I wanna shee! Put it all ova’ my schlutt fayce.”

In his mind, Rick said what the fuck can I do–she wants me to fucking cum, then that’s what I’ll have to do! He discovered too, that he enjoyed being controlled by a smoking slut! He squinted up his face, just like a horny, cunty bitch would do.

He would give half a year’s pay to be in that room with Gina now. Through that glass screen six inches in front of his face were smells, touches and sensations that were so close and yes - as the saying goes - so FAR!

He obediently placed the phone screen in front of his throbbing cock and . . .

Gina’s voice hit the nail spot on and finally made Rick and her explode at the same time.

She made her voice sound garbled like she indeed had Rick’s full erection in her mouth and was almost choking on it. She knew that “cock choke” was the best turn-on for a man while giving him a blow job (or at least a synthetic phone sex blow job), with all the slurping included.

Gina had the next best thing to the real deal: a large, flesh-pink silicone dildo in her mouth, holding the long cigarette between two fingers of the same hand. Using that while fantasizing about Rick and causing herself to get off was working magic on her as well. She laughed and thought, why don’t I name this dildo “Ricky?”

“OH CHRIST GINA! . . . I’M COMING ALL – OVER – YOUR – FAAAAACCCCCE!!! UMMM!!” His hips left the recliner and the cum shot somehow missed his phone screen and went right over the top of it and onto the top of one of his wife’s small Hummel figures of a milkmaid and her cow – nailing “Elsie” right in the eye... (How now, blind cow).

Gina, alone in her bed was a shuddering, quivering mass of flesh; her black satin panties soaked through. “Ahhhhhhh . . . FUCK Rick!! That was sooo good . . .” Now, Gina purred, and Rick softly moaned; both sated. For the next minute they listened to each other breathe over the phone. “Gina, guess what?” Rick said.

“Yesss, I’m listening.”

“I have a nice place where we can be alone for a night.”

“Oooooh, sounds exciting Rick! Where?”

“A friend’s house.” Gina’s interest was piqued. “Really, who’s the friend, and when?”

“Just a friend, I’ll ask him and let you know.” Gina laughed now. “You’re not going to make me wait a whole week, are you?”

Rick answered half-jokingly: “No, I would never do anything as cruel AS THAT!”

“HAH HAH HAH. Ok Ricky boy, point well taken-touchè! I think we’re past that stuff now. I know I can trust you; and you know what else?”

“No, what?

“I know you’re not going anywhere because I think . . . I think that you NEED ME. You want my help to work something out. I’m not sure exactly what it is, but I know we’re going to have lots of fun figuring out just what that is, am I right?”

This last statement took Rick completely off guard. Gina was leading up to an area that Rick wouldn’t even speak to Tansby about. It was something; a secret, an embarrassment that Rick was sure he would have to live with and take with him someday to the “Great Beyond,” the “Happy Hunting Ground.”

The whole smoking fetish thing was just a piece of the puzzle. For all his life, since his teen years, Rick grew up thinking that he was sick, that he was “beyond repair.” The ridicule he imagined if people ever found out was too much to bear.

He guarded that secret VERY carefully. How the hell he married a religious-whackadoo antismoker he couldn’t answer. It was before he got sober in AA, so that might be one answer to the puzzle. He was certain of one thing: Gina was VERY perceptive, and where that would take him, he was willing to pack his bags and get on the train.

She was right about it: He NEEDED her because . . . it was MORE than just a simple smoking fetish. He couldn’t even say the right words to her about what it was. Could she understand him and satisfy this secret dilemma of his?

*****
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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.

*****


*****

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.
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