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Preface

Pharmacist Rick feels trapped by his whackadoo, religious nut, and prudish wife. His big secret is a smoking fetish, which has only been growing year by painful year, with no means of expression.

To Rick, Gina was just another HOT, MILF customer he could only fantasize about. A very wealthy woman from Long Island’s Gold Coast, Gina is a forty-something, gorgeous woman with a voracious sexual appetite, who is obsessive about what she wants, and more driven to get what she cannot have. Her sex and love life are stunted in her sham of a marriage to a very dangerous, rich, and powerful man. She enjoys her brief, professional conversations with Rick, but underneath, she is dying to take things to a new, forbidden level.

The upstanding, professional, handsome, and muscular Rick has got her eye. To Gina, he would be an excellent “trophy” indeed. The question is . . . what does RICK really want, and can Gina take him there?


Chapter 1

After twelve hours, two hundred and fifty scripts, and fifty-four insurance calls, Rick Prince was wiped out and bloodshot. He worked for Wise Owl, a big Long Island drug & supermarket chain that had a reputation of burning out pharmacists quickly. After fifteen years, Rick was still there; bills had to be paid, and the family supported – a testament to the grip of the “EDJ” (Evil Day Job).

It was ten minutes before closing and the side door into the parking lot opened. In walked Gina Schroeder; one of the more “interesting” customers of the pharmacy. What made her so interesting to Rick was the fact that Gina loved to flirt; not to mention that she was extremely good looking as well.

“Number Ten – here she comes” Rick whispered under his breath, his head coming up from the computer screen. A cool, late October breeze blew in with her, followed by some colorful fall leaves, adding to the drama of her entrance. Gina liked to come late to avoid the lines that sometimes stretched out the door into the supermarket; and she liked to have Rick all to herself. Besides, she possessed the intuition that all beautiful women had that this guy loves it when I flirt with him.

She had every right to think that way, because she knew that she had “the right stuff.” Gina was very particular, and she did not crave attention from every dick that looked her way, and there were many. At forty-three, she could still be selective.

Gina stood at 5’9” tall, had thick, shiny, long, auburn hair which curled up at the bottom and hung freely down to the small of her back, over her long black leather trench coat. She was a dark-skinned mix of Mediterranean and Middle Eastern heritage.

The front of her hair was parted to the side, and a nice wave curved down the right side of her forehead. In contrast were her eyes; a stunning aquamarine that made a slight curve accenting her perfect aquiline nose.

Her makeup was complete – and eye-catching; a nice amount of mascara, sky blue eye shadow, auburn eyebrows, blush with just a touch of red, neatly outlined and proportioned, so Rick assumed (correctly) she had just come home from work (could have been a night at the opera too). In fact, Gina worked part-time as a librarian for the Jericho Public Library on Long Island. She looked nothing like the stereotype of a librarian. But, as they say, “looks are deceiving.”

Her lips reminded Rick of Angelina Jolie’s; full at the top forming a perfect Cupid’s bow. Tonight, her lipstick was glossy, and deep red, highlighted by a darker lip liner. With regards to Rick, there was a definite chemistry in the air. She felt a “thing” for him.

He was nice, professional, accommodating, and they had built up a good rapport, businesslike with some good-natured fun & flirting. Lately, she was exploring for just a tad more. Rick was forty-four years-old, stood six-one, and had wavy but short sandy hair, parted to the side, a strong “Romanesque” nose and deep brown eyes; almost a “magnetic face” which drew her in like iron filings to a magnet.

He wore a short white lab jacket with the old-style buttons on the front side, going up the collar of the neck. He was quite tanned, and he looked like he worked out; his stomach was flat as a board – a six-packer and his arm muscles were well defined. In short, Gina thought this guy was HOT!

When Rick was working, she usually left the pharmacy with “what if . . .” thoughts. Rick was an enigma, Rick was smart. He was always making the customers laugh. Once she caught a couple of teenage girls giggling about “private stuff” while waiting on the checkout line. You could almost smell the estrogen in the air, and her woman's intuition told her the cause was the muscled, suntanned man in the white coat at the end of the counter!

Gina was used to getting what she wanted; obsessed with what she couldn’t have. The wedding band Rick wore, and their professional relationship seemed to be the big barriers to getting more. That, and the lack of more intimate conversation. Tonight, seemed to be the best opportunity to try and “up things a notch.” For the woman who had everything, Rick Prince was most certainly a trophy to add to her collection.

Their conversations to this point were limited, businesslike, because the place was a zoo during the day, and their interactions consisted of a wink and a nod, and the kind of eye contact that left one guessing. Lately, they were able to have little snippets of more conversation.

Gina was always picking up acne medication or antibiotics for her two daughters: Christine, fourteen-years-old, and Marisol, sixteen-years-old. Even though she picked up the same acne prescription for them every two weeks, she always “had a question for the pharmacist;” and they weren’t for his partner, the old geezer who was one step away from a  senility drug commercial - or the undertaker.

*****


Chapter 2

At forty-three, her situation was an all-too common one on Long Island’s North Shore; (The “Gold Coast”) beautiful, unhappily married to an asshole; and only staying married for financial security. Of course, materialistically, she was lacking for nothing; her job was just a way to fill-in some hours during the week. She had a big expansive “Gatsbyesque” house in Upper Brookville; Olympic-sized swimming pool, luxury cars, her daughters, and a large white Husky called “Yeti.” She also had the use of a “limitless credit card,” in her husband’s name: Mr. Frank “Shithead” Schroeder. Frank Schroeder was a drunk, and a scary, violent one at that.

So, Gina’s unhappiness and that of her children, continued and just got worse. Most of the time he was too drunk to touch her, and if he did, he’d usually fall asleep before he even got started. This was a regular thing, and it always left Gina feeling empty, unsatisfied, hungry; both emotionally and sexually.

Occasionally she thought about leaving Frank and “playing the field” and having fun. After all she thought, I’m a normal, healthy woman, and I have NEEDS . . . What the FUCK am I getting out of this marriage?? For a living, Frank worked in “finance,” also known as a money laundering racket which used an international office furniture conglomerate as a front for which he was paid handsomely by a faceless entity.

When Frank was home, dangerous-looking, leering slobs of men would come and go. This made Gina very uncomfortable, but she didn’t care “who” paid Frank; she just saw the money (and used it). She constantly had to suppress her fantasies-which grew by the day and were making her head spin. Frequently, she would light up her favorite brand of cigarettes: Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and masturbate to titillating stories she found online and in cheap books of erotica. After the initial orgasms, the stories left her feeling depressed and anxious. Some days she wanted to scream.

*****

“Hi Gina, how’s it going?” As she approached the counter, Rick could not help but notice her well-endowed cleavage through the two open buttons of her denim-colored cotton blouse; the red-laced bra underneath was teasingly visible, covering her perfect and big tits. Her black, calf-length, laced shiny boots with the stiletto heels made a very feminine click, click sound as she made her way across the floor. “Aww, same shit different day, you know,” she said.

Rick let out a sigh and replied, nodding his head: “Oh yeah! Tell me about it; I worked like a dog all day, Hugo has off on Tuesday, and just two clerks–Ange left at one, Shridhar left at five, so it’s just me. I ate my lunch standing up; God forbid they give us a lunch break.” Gina playfully pouted.

“Poor Ricky, you must feel soo banged up . . . and hungry” (She purposely put the emphasis on “banged.”) Her voice was deep, warm, and sultry, very sensuous, a complete turn on for Rick, a smoker’s voice. He smirked – ah yes, a little flirty tonight. I should only be so lucky! He thought to himself. “No,” he said, “nothing like banged, more like a worn-out door mat.”

Gina coyfully nodded, smiled at the play of words, and took a few more struts until she was almost leaning over the counter; her long red, curved, glued-on nails perched on the counter like a lioness ready to spring. She gave a quick glance over her shoulder just to make sure the pharmacy was devoid of customers. When she was satisfied, she turned back to Rick and leaned in.

“Listen, Rick . . .” she said in a throaty whisper, “I need a favor.” Immediately, Rick inhaled the delicious combination of Gina’s perfume, strawberry hair shampoo, and a strong whiff of tobacco. The sweetness of it all made Rick’s cock swell and stand up as stiff as the spatula he used to count tablets and capsules with. His heart started to race, and his eyes were as wide as saucers – she had his full attention.

“I’m really sorry for the late hour hun, but I need something filled.” She reached into her large, expensive Louis Vuitton leather bag (after all, this was ‘The Gold Coast’ of Long Island) and fished around for a prescription. As she handed it to Rick, he saw it was for a birth control pill. Gina looked around again and bent closer to Rick whispering: “I know my shit of-a-husband comes here to pick up stuff; sometimes he sends my girls. But . . . under NO circumstances are you, or any of your staff to give any of my prescriptions, or mention them to any member of my family . . . okay doll?”

It was the way that “okay doll” just rolled off her tongue which further increased Rick’s excitement. Nodding his head slightly, a look of concern on his face, Rick said “of course Gina – no worries.” She looked him dead in the eyes and said softly “I didn’t think there would be any. . . I’ll just take a seat.”

She stopped short, as if reminded of something and turned around to face Rick. “Oh yeah; I don’t know why I even bother with this stuff,” nodding to her prescription - (giving a slight chuckle and looking Rick over). “My shit-bag of a husband can’t even get it up anymore!” The remark froze Rick and left him wordless, and stiff! She felt a growing sense of control which gratified her immensely, because she could  sense Rick’s built-up sexual tension from these few words they had exchanged.

Pleased with herself and smiling, Gina slowly walked over to the side of the pharmacy enclosure and sat down. She crossed her legs, belted leather coat completely open, and Rick heard a little swish as her black, sheer panty hose rubbed against each other. He saw she was wearing a mid-length black suit-skirt with a slit up the side, with plenty of leg showing. She knew he would be watching, and he looked towards her.

Totally unexpected, Gina parted her lips, looked Rick straight in the eyes, made an “O” with her mouth and very sensuously moved her tongue in a circle. It blew Rick away so much that he almost dropped his spatula. He broke out in a wild smile, blushing, and then looked down to finish off the prescription.

In a few minutes he said: “Okay–done” sounding a bit exhausted and short of breath, and Gina walked up to the cash register. Rick held up the bag and said: “Let’s see . . . ok, no copay, here you go,” ringing it up and handing it across the register counter to Gina.

“Thanks Rick, I really appreciate it, and I’m sorry for keeping you late after your long day – but I promise I’ll make it up to you;” her eyes narrowed, the long black lashes almost smiling.

“Oh yeah,” she said as she started to walk away, “when uh . . . when I need a refill, you’ll be the FIRST to know! No automatic refills, no talking to your staff, ok hun?”

“Absolutely, your wish is my command.”

“I know” she said half-jokingly; her lips curving up into a smile, and then she was out. Rick seemed almost certain now that “The Pill” wasn’t only for her husband, if at all. It just increased his sexual tension and excitement. On Rick’s “MILF Scale” Gina was a solid TEN.

Rick closed the pharmacy enclosure and did some shopping. His bitch of a wife did all the shopping for herself and the kids, while Rick was forced to shop, clean, and cook for himself. He went shopping this evening after work.

Mrs. Dorothy Prince and he were like the two proverbial ships passing in the night; but it was far worse than that. Her one saving grace was that she was a decent mother to their twenty-one-year-old twins, a boy and a girl, Jared, and Samantha. Both were senior students at CW Post College and commuted to school. Dorothy kept them busy with church activities whenever she could find them and make them go!

So, Rick took all his stuff to his 2019 Hyundai Tucson; and loaded the groceries in the  trunk. Just as soon as he settled himself into his seat, put his belt on and started the engine, he heard a rapid knocking on the passenger side window; it was Gina.

*****


Chapter 3

After the initial shock, he rolled down his window. She said, “Hi Rick, mind if I come in?” Now the dick is a unique organ because it has a mind of its own; so powerful in fact, that it dominates the gray matter upstairs by a long shot. Surprised, he said “Sure.”

“I don’t want to get smoke in your new car,” she said. She took a long, last drag of her long white cigarette and tossed it on the ground. She made a point of crushing it out with her pointed high top, black leather boot. Rick was mesmerized by it, and she got in, him thinking it all wasn’t real. Watching her smoke was a definite turn-on for him; not with every woman, but Gina was definitely one of them.

Still, contrary to what she just said, as she got in, a nice amount of smoke came out through her nose anyway, and the same three aromas hit Rick’s senses, mixed with the cool of the fall evening air. He rolled up the window. Gina,  surprised at first, said quizzically “okayyy.” Gina undid Rick’s seatbelt and said smirking: “I didn’t properly thank you for filling my prescription so fast.” Rick just smiled back; he was flying on autopilot, not sure if he was even conscious.

“Just drive,” she said in a rather commanding tone.

“Where are we going?”

“Right over there.” She pointed to a corner of the shopping center parking lot, up against a redwood-picket topped fence between some houses and the lot; not directly under the glare of the lamps that were posted between every two rows of cars. At ten o’clock at night, the lot was virtually empty, except for a few supermarket shoppers and the little “rent-a-cop” cars driving  around with the flashing yellow top lights.

“What about Frank?” Rick asked curiously.

“Don’t worry about that asshole! He’s just come off a large bender, passed out from probably celebrating Columbus Day two weeks ago, (she rolled her eyes) and he’s a mean drunk; and when he isn’t drunk, he wants to put a leash on me and control my every move; physically, financially, fucking everything. I can’t stand the bastard! I gotta figure out a way to leave the  prick once and for all.”

Before Rick could respond, Gina’s left arm was around his shoulders, the bulk and definition of them turning her on, and her soft, moist lips were pressing against his. She pulled back a little and said softly, almost a whisper into his ear. “What about YOUR wife, Rick?”

“My wife? . . .She doesn’t factor into this at all!”

“Good, good,” Gina breathed softly, kissing his mouth and face alternately. Her eyes were closed, and she was making little “cooing” sounds and noticing that her nipples were getting erect. Promptly, Rick gently put his tongue inside her willing mouth, and found that her tongue was equally obliging, like a rope, intertwining and tugging on his, and they were stuck like two suction cups, gently moving their lips from side to side.

The smoky taste of her mouth, and the air she breathed out of her nose, plus the sight of those heeled boots on the floor, crushing out the cigarette reminded Rick of the hooker fantasies he had since he was a teen looking at porn magazines with friends. His cock was light years beyond erect. My God he thought - this is UNREAL . . . Oh, but it was very real.

Gina caught, or rather felt notice of this because the nails of her right hand were gently pressing against his crotch. Slowly, she broke contact and started kissing him all over his face, licking his neck, and then gave a quick parting kiss on his forehead. Rick took notice of her cleavage under the crisp blue blouse and red-laced bra; her nipples now sharp as diamonds, capable of cutting glass, pushing through the bra and the blouse.

She pressed her breasts directly against his shirt, her left arm still around his shoulders. Their eyes locked for what seemed like a full minute and Rick softly said, “Um, I think we’d be better off in the back seats because this island here is annoying.” She nodded yes, smiled, and touched the tip of his cock through his trousers with her finger, stuck out her tongue and said, “Oooooh! I think you like me,” much more a statement than a question, and as she took her nails off Rick’s cock, they both exited the car and got into the back seats.

*****


Chapter 4

Once in the back seat, Gina lost no time. She quickly undid her leather coat, heart beating rapidly, and threw it over the back of the passenger seat and started unbuttoning her blouse. He caught a whiff of the coat from the slight breeze it created. It was all Gina. He wanted to bury his face in the silky polyester inside of it and inhale deeply all the pleasant smells.

He didn’t tell this to Gina, but he also wanted to rub his dick against that lining and jerk off to her! Next, she undid Rick’s shirt, and he threw his windbreaker over the driver’s seat. All the time, she never broke eye contact with him. The windows had started to fog, so Rick cracked the driver side back  window open an inch or two. Gina smiled, and said, “That’s much better!”

Rick was semi-reclined, and Gina was on top of him, her left knee between Rick’s upper  thigh and the back of the seat, and her right knee on the car floor. He felt an insatiable hunger for this woman, this body, that before tonight he could only fantasize about. Strangely too – he was feeling a little sympathy for her domestic plight; on the other hand, he felt not a shred of guilt for what he was doing.

Gina shook her head and turned her hair over her left shoulder, so it covered Rick’s nose and mouth. He sucked in the scent of strawberries and tobacco and was quickly overcome like a canary in a coal mine. He emitted a little groan of satisfaction, which was more like ecstasy. Gina, pleased, softly licked his left ear, and whispered, “I know just want you want . . .” Rick stirred a bit, and then came a surprise out of left field: Gina inhaled sharply, and barked in a throaty commanding tone – “I’m gonna’ PULL that cock of yours OUT!!”

He was jolted by that and surprised, but . . . he kinda’ liked it. With that, she aggressively grabbed the front of his belt and tugged so it almost lifted Rick off the seat. This move placed to rest any questions as to who the “alpha” was here.

Then, she let him down and deftly undid his belt, unzipped his fly, and pulled his trousers down so they were just below his hips. “Oooooh . . . what do we have here??” she said. “Does my little bitch like this?” She started tickling the bottom of his erect cock with her nails like she was playing the piano. “Yesss . . . I love it!!” As she was doing that, she moved her head from side to side, letting her hair wash over his face. “Now, let’s get this shit off, shall we?” Gina said rhetorically. With her right arm, hand now off his cock, she started tugging at the top of his boxers.

“GIMMEE SOME HELP HERE PLEASE NUMBNUTS!!” again in the throaty commanding tone. “Lift your ass up a bit!” Rick immediately complied – letting her pilot this ship. “That’s much better, much, much better,” Gina said softly, and Rick could hear pure lust in her voice. Good cop, bad cop, Rick thought to himself; this bitch should be on “Law and Order.”

“Humm,” Gina said. “Wonder what I should do now???” still slowly flowing her silky hair side to side over Rick’s face, chest, and dick - driving him completely crazy, grasping his cock in a vice grip and sliding her hand up and down the shaft. She broke rhythm momentarily and lifted his cock up from the underside with her fingernails. Painful – yeah, but exquisite.

Then she started licking and sucking on his balls. Rick was moaning in exquisite pleasure by now. He reached over and grabbed his jacket and threw it on the floor as a cushion of sorts to give Gina’s knee some comfort. She suddenly moved her head a bit, unbuttoned the rest of Rick’s shirt, and with the delicious smell and feel of her hair on his now bare, muscled chest and abdomen, playfully started kissing the tip of his cock – “Wowwwww” Rick moaned in pure delight.

“I hope you enjoy this, you little fuck, because I’m next!!” Gina barked in her commanding, yet playful tone. Rick started to sweat a little bit and the combination of this manly scent and Rick’s powerful muscles aroused Gina even more, waking up her pussy as if from a long hibernation.

Rick emitted a little chuckle. Promptly, in a fake mocking tone, Gina said, “Yeah that’s right, you laugh.” What came after that was mumbled because now, she was in full-fledged suck mode on the whole shaft of his cock, electric shocks jolting through her body as she rubbed her clit hard over his leg through her skirt.

My God, Rick thought; how deep can this woman take me? He got his answer right away. “Your cock if fuchking MAGNIFIFENT Ick. I’ve nevah shee anything so uuge ” she said sweetly, mumbling with an acute case of “cock mouth.” “I ummm goin’ to suchh you dry,” she moaned.

She licked her “Jolie lips” for extra moisture, then reapplying them and tightening them around his shaft, quickening her up and down motion with her tongue giving the royal treatment to the underside of his dick. She slowed down a bit. Rick would cum when she wanted him to and not before. He tried hard not to cum yet, it was that pleasurable; “oohs” and “ahhs” coming from deep within him.

She slowed and stopped; moving up to kiss Rick full on the lips, and grabbing a lock of her own hair, slid down off him and went like a whisk broom with it over his cock tip and his tummy. Rick felt like he was being tortured; it was beyond exquisite, he loved every second, wishing this night would never end . . . still half-believing it wasn’t real.

Now Gina was back to full on sucking the whole of his cock, her head bobbing up and down, this time extra wet and slippery, the top of her tongue raking the bottom and taking the full of him all the way to the back of her throat without gagging. Her eyes moved up to meet his, and he could sense pure carnal lust. Her nails dug into his chest, hard enough to draw blood. It was as if this woman had been mummified and locked in the Pyramid of Giza her whole adult life.

All the while, with the top of her skirt unbelted and unbuttoned, she was gyrating on top of his thigh faster and faster; tensing and relaxing, cyclical spasms of pleasure taking her over.

She stopped sucking for what was an agonizing moment for Rick, his cock caught in suspended animation, and she said in a low, pleasant but demanding tone: “I told you Ricky that you wouldn’t get off easy. I want you to play with my throbbing, dripping PUSSEEE! . . .” That last word was total pleading. How could Rick refuse? He couldn’t, even though he was beyond frustrated - he was dying to cum! He said: “Okay honey, just  slide up a bit and kiss me all over.”

Gina happily complied, but first undid her bra and opened the next two buttons on her blouse and Rick felt the softness of her blouse rubbing over his cock and he was even more aroused, as if that was possible. He went into action. He hadn’t done this in a car since he was in high school in a shopping center parking lot in broad daylight on a dare! 

*****


Chapter 5

She further pulled the zipper on her skirt, and Rick was immediately overcome with the deep scent of an extremely aroused, and wet pussy. The wetness even came through her skirt. Gina was breathing heavily as Rick’s four right-hand fingers slowly . . . purposefully and tantalizingly crept under the elastic lace trim of her red satin skirt-panties, just until he reached the top of her bush.

He lingered there a bit, moving his fingers from side to side, then in a circle, all the while the intensity of her kisses became greater. Rick’s mouth was busy too – he slid down a bit and his tongue was licking around the sides of her nipples, alternating between left and right breasts, (because people are generally born with only one tongue) the circles growing wider each time.

Next, the focus of his tongue was on the nipples themselves, first gently moving over the diamond-hard tips, just like you would lick an ice cream cone, making little circles around the whole nipple. Gina was cooing with delight, in between kissing Rick’s face harder and faster.

Meanwhile down under, Rick moved his fingers, middle one in the lead, all the way down the length of her pussy; and he could feel the increasing wetness and firmness of her clit. She gasped, went stiff, then relaxed - like she was just electrocuted.

Now he used his middle finger to rub the clit, sending Gina into spasms and wordless sounds. He went deep into her pussy with three fingers, then came out wet and spread the juice on her clit which by now, he was playing with like a rubber band, snapping gently between two fingers, sending shockwaves through her like shotgun blasts.

Suddenly, as if in a trance, or perhaps possessed, Gina barked: “SUCK YOUR FINGERS YOU SISSY!” During about twenty minutes of this play, Gina had multiple orgasms each like a high  voltage shock – women are like that. Men must recharge their batteries.

“DIDN’T I TELL YOU TO SUCK . . .YOUR. . . FINGERS!?,” she screamed.

She was like a demon-possessed woman. Without another word he took his fingers out of the milky wetness and sucked on them while Gina grinded his thigh with her hips. Keeping time with her grinding she barked: “HOW . . .GOOD . . . . DOES . . . THAT . . . TASTE????”

“It tastes wonderful!” he said like a little schoolboy just given candy. After a primitive,  animalistic shudder, she lay on top of him for a moment, just kissing his face all around. His thigh and his back car seat were wet as her female pleasure squirted out in orgasmic relief.

*****

She stopped again, grabbing the shaft of his wet cock with her hand, looking up at him and said in that whispery, throaty tone, “Now I give you permission to cum for me you little whore!” Silence, except for moaning from Rick. “I didn’t HEAR YOUR REPLY!! Now WHAT do you say??” The bad cop again.

“Yes Gina, I will cum for you!” Rick replied, sounding like a completely submissive slave. “That’s better,” she said. He loved it–the whole “good cop, bad cop”  routine, never knowing this could turn him on. Learn something new every day.

She slid down him and the sucking and deep drawing continued, Gina going at it like a hard suck on a straw of a thick chocolate milkshake, making slurping noises of delight. The wet up and down continued and got faster when Gina sensed a small bit of cum released from Rick’s tip. Rick’s hands were entwined with her gorgeous hair, his fingers gently massaging her scalp. She was moaning with delight as well and breathing harder and harder while still pressing and rubbing her exposed and wet crotch on Rick’s thigh.

Now Krakatoa was in full lava eruption mode. Rick let out an “OH . . . MY. . .  GODDDD !! . . .” and started to come on full. Gina was moaning and drinking him in, making crazy sucking sounds, the cum adding to the quickness of her motion, all the while contorting  and gyrating like crazy on his thigh as if she was riding a bucking Bronco.

‘After Rick felt like he was completely drained, Gina, still sucking, gently pulled off him, letting a stream of cum drip from her lips onto her chin, wiping her face and hair with the rest of it, all the while having a misty glaze in her partly closed eyes because Rick rocked her world like all get out. In a small, soft whisper, she said, “now lick the cum off my chin like a good little slut! . . . Rick complied, his gesture as much infatuation as lust. They briefly separated, both lying spent on each other in  silence for a full minute.

*****


Chapter 6

Gina reached for her bag from the front seat. “Open the back windows,” she said smiling. “I need a cigarette after all that.” Rick complied, new car notwithstanding. In fact, unexpectedly - the words just coming out of his mouth, he said, “Can I have one?” Rick had quit five years ago, but this was a special occasion, the words coming automatically. “Sure,” she said, a bit surprised. She lit him up and then herself. They both blew out equal jets of smoke. For Rick, it was as if he had never stopped, and it was very pleasurable. He was even getting hard again.

“I wouldn’t have taken you for a smoker, Rick” Gina said. She smiled and said rather wickedly as she took a good drag; “You DO realize you’re smoking a lady’s cigarette, right?” Rick didn’t reply, his attention was elsewhere, and it was not lost on Gina.

Rick saw that the end of Gina’s long, Virginia Slim 120 Menthol cigarette had, in addition to Gina’s lipstick,  some glistening dew drops of cum on it.

Gina noticed Rick’s attention to this little detail as well and with a knowing smirk said, “here Rick - I want you to drag off my cigarette now; I see some cum on it you missed.” She handed it to him, and he did so, inhaling deeply, and Gina watched - both pleased and fascinated, her mind working.

To Gina’s amazement, he was completely erect again. In between drags, while blowing smoke on his face, she stroked the underside of his shaft with the tips of her nails, making the most of the situation since his shaft was still wet. She backed off Rick a little bit and took back her cigarette from his fingers.

She commanded: “Now, you little sissy-slut whore! Put the filter of your cigarette on my pussy, get it a little wet and drag on it.” He did so and Gina’s lips curled up into a wicked smile. “You enjoy that?” Rick just smiled as the smoke streamed out of his nose. Now she took hold of Rick’s cigarette, giving him hers, and dangled his out of her mouth, her cum-soaked eyes now squinting from the smoke wafting up from the tip.

“I’m gorra wine da’ winow up . . . iss getting cold,” she said in “cig-cocksuck-speak” as her cigarette dangled from her wet, red lips just inches from Rick’s face. It amazed him that her hair, which was hanging down on her face didn’t burn. “I juss love ta smoke while I cum and suss a guy off,” Gina said dreamily, her eyes showing a sense of longing, like she was transported somewhere else, yet with Rick at the same time.

Still over his face, Gina took a drag, removed the cigarette with her left hand and blew the smoke hard into Rick’s face. “Oh, by the way,” she said; “I’m glad to see you started up again – otherwise, we might . . . have a problem. It’s interesting to me to see that you . . . how should I put it - you really enjoy it. Smoking Virginia Slims, that is.”

*****

“Well, I did quit five years ago. Tonight’s the first time I’ve had one since.” Gina laughed like a conquering heroine. She took another drag off Rick’s cigarette and again blew a stream into Rick’s face, this time the smoke coming through her nose. “Good, because it saves me the trouble of turning you into a pussy-licking butt slave!”

“I MUST be with a guy who really gets turned on by smoking women. Now I want you to buy a pack of my menthol, Virginia Slims 120s and smoke and jerk off to me whenever you get a chance, okay?” When Rick didn’t reply right away, she turned serious. “Well little boy . . . what’s it gonna be? This is NOT A REQUEST! We have a deal???” She had that demanding look again, and Rick quickly replied this time. “Yes, yes, of course–we DO . .” Gina looked questioningly at him.

“C’mon, I saw you get hard when I lit up, and I caught you staring at my boot when I crushed out the cigarette when I first got into the car, and I saw how quickly you rolled the window up when I exhaled into your new car here!” she said with a smirk. She touched his nose playfully with a fingernail and made a show of blinking her eyes while letting out a mock gasp: “Oh my God!!!! I think Ricky boy has a bit of a smoking fetish . . . yes???” Just a bit ashamed, Rick softly answered and shrugged his shoulders.

“I guess I do . . . er . . . did, in high school, but (sighing) now I don’t even think I could get it on with a non-smoker.”

“Listen, it’s nothing to be ashamed of honey,” Gina said sweetly. “Lots of people do. So do I! It turns me on mucho . . . Listen - when I smoke in front of a guy, and I know he’s watching me smoke-FORGET IT!” She smiled and gave a throaty laugh: “Sometimes I even get wet-swear to Christ I do! So, we don’t have to pretend; we both have the same ‘naughty’ little secret!”

He asked her: “Did you really enjoy this,” the question being rhetorical, and to Gina a bit comical. She huffed out a laugh, smiled, turned, and kissed him full on the mouth; but this time it was totally ravenous; it was savage even, biting his lower lip a bit harder than she should, drawing a tinge of blood. Rick didn’t even react-he loved it.

She broke off and said sweetly, “Yes, I did; you work magic.” Now she said with a pseudo reflective tone: “You know, once you’ve had me, you’ll never want anyone else! I have a feeling we’re going to do this again, but next time in a better place.” So, they finished their cigarettes, threw them out the window, and resumed kissing. Rick again turned his attention to her still erect nipples. He could now see that Gina’s tits were a perfect pear shape. Immediately, Rick began kissing them, licking them, and playfully closing his teeth, ever so gently around the nipples; first one and then the other. Gina pulled him closer to her and moaned in pleasure, her ecstasy reaching still new heights.

After fifteen minutes or so of this play, Gina pulled away reluctantly, sadness evident in her voice and said, “Rick, I think I should go. It’s late and I must get the kid’s lunches ready for school.” “Okay, if you have to go, you have to go,” Rick said, deflated, and pouting like a lost puppy. The sadness in his tone was not lost on her. Quite satisfied now, Gina buttoned herself up and Rick pulled up his drawers and his pants.

Sucking in a deep breath of air, Gina slid her right hand between the buttons of Rick’s shirt and gently rubbed his chest, turning her on some more. “Oh my God!” she said. “Do you LIVE at the gym?”

“Well actually,” Rick said, “I kinda’ have to be in shape . . . I’m an army reserve Lt. Colonel, in the Medical Service Corps. I did a tour in Iraq in 2004-2005.”

She looked up at him pensively: “Oh . . . I didn’t know that about you! How . . . sexy that is. I must think about this. . . maybe we can ‘play soldier’ sometime,” she grinned playfully, devilishly.

“Also, next time, if there IS a next time . . . perhaps we won’t let clothing get in our way . . . or maybe we will . . . she added with a playful smile, her wet index finger touching her lips. That last remark wasn’t lost on Rick.“Wah, what do you mean ‘if there is a next time????’” Rick said with alarm. She regarded him as a huntress who would study her prey after it’s caught. She let out a throaty laugh.

“Well . . . I like my men to be dependable. I guess I’m a bit on the possessive side. Right now, I’m ‘grading’ you. Will I have to worry Ricky?” She playfully looked at him sideways and batted her eyelashes. He looked at her reassuringly and said, “HELL NO! Not with me!”

“Good, good,” Gina said with an air of conquest. “Then I guess we can do this again,” she said. He breathed a sigh of blessed relief, and he was spent. They both finished dressing, and Gina used the rearview mirror to finger-comb her hair. Gina and he got out of the car and saw the parking lot was deserted except for their cars and the little “rent-a-cop” vehicle. They stood facing each other, standing close and placing palms against palms; Gina leaning on his car with her right leg bent and heels on the door.

“Rick?”

“What is it?

“You don’t mind if I put my FUCKING HEELS on your car’s finish, do you?”

Quite obediently, to Gina’s pleasure Rick answered, “Of course not!” She let out a throaty laugh and said, “Hah hah, there’s hope for you yet!” She threw her arms around his shoulders, and they kissed again.

“Let me drive you to your car,” Rick said.

“My, what a gentleman you are,” she replied and smiled.

“An officer and a gentleman,” Rick answered. Before they drove, she asked him if she could have his cell phone number. “I won’t get you in trouble, will I?” 

“No, don’t worry about it. I ALWAYS keep my phone on silent, and if you text me, I’ll erase it after I read.” Gina smiled and said, “Okay, so when I call or SEXT you, (she playfully winked) you’ll have my number.”

“Sure,” he said and looked at her and smiled. “What’s your cell number, I’ll text you mine,” he said.

“Say, I never asked you Rick, do you have kids?”

“Yes, I have a son and a daughter, twins–both in college now, twenty-one-years-old.”

Gina replied, “Yeah, I have two also–what am I saying? Of course you know my two  daughters!” Rick nodded and said, “So we have lots of stuff in common then.”

“Yes, my dear; you could say that. . . LOTS in common, of which I’m sure we’ll discover even more” - adding: “if . . . you’re a good boy,” she said and turned up the corner of her mouth, smiling; their faces inches apart, and their eyes in full contact. After a few minutes of standing under the lamplight and savoring the moment, Rick drove her to her car.

Gina was parked in one of the lanes closest to the supermarket. She drove a 2019 white Dodge Durango; a trademark vehicle of the well to do of The Gold Coast. “Before I forget,” Gina said in a sly voice, “When we talk at night, I want you to fuck me and lick my pussy over the phone, OK?”

Rick considered this for a moment, completely taken by surprise and said, “Sure, I never thought that was possible.” Gina let out a hearty laugh and playfully punched him  in the arm.

“My darling Ricky, you just KILL me! You have no idea what’s possible!” she said with a laugh. He knew she was serious. Before they left, she kissed him on the mouth, licked his cheek, and they said good night to each other. Just before she got into her car, Gina opened his passenger door and said, “Talk to you soo – oon!”

Rick was getting hard again, and reluctantly drove home, banging the steering wheel, saying  “Damn that was fucking AWESOME!” He stopped off at a gas station and bought a pack of  Gina’s brand: Virginia Slims Menthol 120’s. The gnawing question was when would he see her again?

*****
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Preview of Book 2

PHONE SEX AND CIGARETTES -

. . . 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 – the 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.”

*****


“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.

*****
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