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Preface

Rick and Gina, both forty-something, and stuck in lifeless, sexless marriages, begin a wild, sex-fueled fling, after Gina makes an advance and seduces Rick at his pharmacy job. Living with a stifled, smoking fetish his whole life, he is finally free to express it openly, encouraged by Gina, a woman with a ravenous sexual appetite who is also turned on by a smoking sex partner. Denied freedom of decisions and control through her whole married life, she is fulfilled by Rick, who is only too eager to be dominated by an aggressive sex partner.

Rick is at first reluctant to tell Gina his secret desire to cross-dress while he is with a cigarette smoking MILF. Gina eventually catches onto Rick’s fetish and is only too happy to enable him, being excited by the same thing. The day after Gina’s surprise experience in Rick’s backyard where she almost gets killed, they are together for the first time in an actual indoor setting. During an EXPLOSIVE session of crazy, lustful, and erotic sex play, Gina gets more clues about how to make their relationship “more interesting.” It is uncharted territory for both.

Getting there is only half the fun! Twists and turns make it anything but obvious.


Chapter 1

Gina left on her own and walked out through the side gate she came in by. Her car, she said, was parked on the next block. Rick finished dressing, put on his coat and went up the walkway to the front of his house, turning the key in the front door quietly so as not to wake his wife.

A moment of panic seized him. What if she saw my car in front of the house since eleven o’clock? It was now 2:45 am! What would I say? SHIT, SHIT, SHIT!! Answer: He would say NOTHING! He’d say I fell asleep in the car . . .

The next morning, Wednesday, all thoughts of sleeping late were put aside because his wife had an early doctor’s appointment, so Rick had to be up early to make the kid’s breakfasts. Rick just remembered something. OH SHIT!!! he said to himself.

Gotta pick up all the cigarette butts from the patio before Dorothy goes out back! So, he found a plastic garbage bag, went outside, put the butts in the bag and then put that under some garbage bag that was already in the can.

The rest of the day was uneventful; he had to take his car in for service. While he was waiting at the dealers, he was told that the wait would be all day. After settling in in the waiting area with a snack, resigned to a boring wait, he got a text from “G.”

It said:

GINA: Hey stud! Did I pleasantly surprise you last night???? XXOO

RICK: YES! You did. You could have gotten yourself SHOT! And I don’t miss!

GINA: True, you did score a couple of “bullseyes” last night. I just want to tell you it was

HEAVENLY my dear!

RICK: Yes, it certainly was for me too!

GINA: I’m learning the most interesting things about you each time we meet.

RICK: Good. Consider class in session then!

GINA: You’re a GREAT teacher (or I should say, out of all the teachers I’ve BLOWN (-; )

RICK: LOL Some girls will do anything for an A (-:

GINA: Where are you now (-:?????

RICK: At the HYUNDAI dealer

GINA: Which one?

RICK: Why do you want to know?

GINA: Well, I’m OFF from the library today, and I thought you could use some company.

RICK: OH - NOT HERE! They know my wife!

GINA: OK, I’ll swing by and pick you up for coffee? Sound good? Now which one?

RICK: On Baker Street in West Hempstead.

GINA: GREAT! I’ll pick you up; see you in 30.

RICK: OK- CU

Rick just got a photo texted over from GINA. She had her hair covering the right side of her face, she was wearing a white cotton blouse with the collar turned up, four top buttons opened to show a nice amount of cleavage, part of the black-laced bra, gold hoop-earrings, and a newly lit Virginia Slims 120 cigarette dangling from her lips and the misty look in her eyes that turned him on so much.

Smoke was coming out of her nostrils in a way that almost obscured part of her face. It was a “live photo,” that showed a second or two of movement. He felt a jackhammer starting to go to work underneath his belt. He just sat back, admiring the photo, and smiled. This was even better than the shit on INSTAGRAM or YOUTUBE!!

*****


Chapter 2

Gina didn’t have many friends in her neighborhood of Upper Brookville. One reason was that most of them came from “old money,” or perhaps their husbands did. They were snobs anyway with their little cliques, country clubs and such. Gina’s origins and that of her husband’s were middle class.

In Frank’s case, his were lower middle class. He grew up as a street kid, his mother a drug addict and his father an abusive alcoholic, and partly because of that he didn’t even finish high school. Yet he had a knack with numbers, an eidetic memory, and with using his fists or whatever was handy at the moment to make a point.

So, he was perfect for the organization he worked for; taking care of the boss’s money, and anyone who happened to get in his way. He tried to control Gina’s life as much as he could, who she saw, where she went, etc., – (when he was home, and sober, that is.)

What Gina liked was that often, Frank’s business dealings took him out of the country on many occasions and for often indeterminate amounts of time. This gave her some of the freedom she craved with unlimited use of his credit cards. In exchange for the money, were his demands for sex, which he claimed he wanted, but had trouble performing the act itself.

If he was drunk at the time and couldn’t get it up, he blamed Gina and sometimes took it out on her physically. One time this led Gina to call the Brookville PD to their home after he gave her a black eye.

The cops wanted to arrest him on the spot, asking her, but Gina refused, afraid of the scandal it would cause. So, she made a deal with Frank that if he left her with the credit cards, and let her do what she pleased for amusement, she wouldn’t have him thrown in jail because she also had audio and video recordings of the various violent acts secreted away.

Now, even when he was sober, Gina wouldn’t allow Frank to touch her, much less set foot in their bedroom. The marriage was a sham and had been that way for at least the last eight years.

Gina had a strong “vibe” that Frank would like to kill her if he could, and maybe the only thing stopping him was that he didn’t want Marisol and Chrissy to grow up without a mother. Helluva way to live, she thought.

Her kids HATED the public schools so Gina and Frank, when she could have a civil conversation with him, had thought about a live-in teacher who could also be a housekeeper. Their daughter’s social life would survive; figuring out when she could see Rick would have to work out - she’d make sure!

But Gina was bored as a stick, and her new “thing” with Rick opened very willing doors for her to walk through. Until Rick came along her flesh-colored, battery operated, silicone dildo and her cigarettes were her best friends.

Last year we got involved with “Toys For Tots;” that Christmas Charity for kids, sponsored by the US Marines. Let me tell you - those Marines sure are everything they say they are! Semper Fi (LoL). Maybe we’ll do that again this year (-;

Still, it was no substitute for the real thing – a real live pulsing dick, which she craved. Two years ago, Frank’s RX insurance made them transfer to Wise Owl Drugs & Supermarket, which was where she first laid eyes on Rick.

*****


Chapter 3

At 11:00 am, a white Dodge Durango pulled up in front of the dealers and Rick went over

to the desk and told them he would come back for the car. He walked out and over to Gina’s car parked right in front of the dealer - so much for discretion. Gina’s passenger window was open. “Well hello stud, nice to see you after all this time!”

Rick just smiled and got into the car. Gina leaned over to kiss him, and a cautious Rick said, “wait honey, pull down the block so I can say ‘hello’ properly.” Gina pulled the car down a way.

“Gosh Rick, such a Boy Scout you are!” Gina said and laughed her throaty, deep laugh. Without another word, she pulled him close and kissed him hard on the mouth driving her tongue deep to the back of his throat.

“So where do you want to go? There’s a diner just up ahead,” Rick said. Gina just gave him a look with her famous smirk. She opened her bag and pulled out a Virginia Slim 120. Rick was hard with the sight of her taking it out and putting it in her mouth. She smiled at him and said, “Wan one?”

Before Rick could answer she placed a cigarette between his lips and lit them both up. She glanced down at the bulge in his pants and just smiled as smoke curled up from her mouth.

“Forget the diner my love, there’s a “no-tell-motel” just down the street on the right. Rick’s eyes lit up. “Cool, let’s go! I have to be back by five o’clock to pick the car up.”

“Oh don’t worry, we should be back by then . . . I, uh, think you’re going to enjoy this one very much,” Gina said with certainty.” “I’m excited already!” Rick said. “Yes, I can tell you ARE, Ricky Boy!” Gina said laughing. She touched his crotch with those long-painted fingernails of hers, making him crazy.

“And here I was, thinking I was going to have to jerk-off to that very sexy photo you texted me!” Gina cocked her head and looked at Rick. “Now, do you think I would just leave you ‘high and dry’ today?”

“Guess not.”

They pulled into the small parking lot of a motel next door to a strip mall, and both got out. “I’ve got cash on me today - my treat. I don’t think you want this going on your credit card, do you?” Gina said.

“Right again,” Rick replied.

They got a room in the back of the motel facing a fence with a trash dumpster and tall evergreen trees behind it.

Just a perfect little hideaway, Rick thought.

“Now, I happen to know that this place has clean sheets. I tipped the guy at the desk an extra twenty,” Gina said. Rick looked at her and laughed. “I know you’re full of shit.” “Don’t worry Rick, we won’t do much sleeping!”

They finished their cigarettes just as they were entering the room. It was just a basic, drab motel room, shitty wallpaper - vomit green, a desk, and a bed, with a small bathroom. Gina took her belted trench coat off and threw it over the chair next to the desk, and Rick did the same with his.

She put her bag down on the nightstand and moved towards Rick. The smell of her excited him more each time they were together. He breathed her in deeply and they moved closer and kissed; first slowly, exploring, and then harder with increasing passion.

It was as if the events of twelve hours ago had never happened. Hungrily, they explored each other’s mouths with their tongues, Rick breaking off every minute or so to kiss and lick Gina’s face and stick his tongue in her ears and her neck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gina, what the FUCK!!!??”

Laughing, she replied “Exactly.”

“Huh?”

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

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

“Yes! I would like that very much!”

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

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

“Now take out the lipstick.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****


Chapter 4

In the car on the way home from the dealer, Rick called Russell to make sure there would be no last-minute changes to the plans.

“Hey Russell, how’re you doing,” Rick asked.

“Not bad Rick. How are things going with that new lady friend of yours?”

“Great Russell! We just went to a motel nearby while my car was being worked on!”

“So it looks like your car wasn’t the only thing that got a ‘lube job!’”

“Very funny.” By the way, Rick continued: “I almost shot her last night!”

“WHAT DID YOU SAY??”

“Okay, listen: Last night, I had to meet Dr. Levine at the hospital for an emergency case which lasted until about midnight or so. It was after I put in my long day, so you know, I was exhausted.

I just wanted to crawl into my recliner and sleep. Anyway, I pulled up to the house and saw my side gate open; no lights on – nothing. So just to be on the safe side, I pulled out my service handgun from the car and went out to look around. Guess what happened when I turned the corner and went into the backyard?”

“Lemme guess, you saw Gina.”

“Yeah! But she was wearing this kinky wig and I didn’t recognize her at first. I was this close to blowing her away.”

“Oh my God! I hope she learned a lesson! Was she scared?”

“Uh, we were both surprised, but I guess the gun – which would have scared the shit out of most people really turned her on, and ----”

“Okay, so I guess this story had a VERY happy ending.”

“Russ, it was UNREAL! It was more than happy . . . it was the most incredible night of my life. Talk about having all your fantasies fulfilled!”

“You’re making me jealous man, stop!”

“Really! I think the whole sense of danger and possible discovery by my wife turned her on even more! Dude, she’s WILD! So, Friday still a go?”

“Yes Rick – it looks like it’s a go. Someone else wants to host the game, you lucky bastard you!”

“Thanks Russell - you’re a good friend and a great AA sponsor!”

“Yes, I know,” Russell said with a devious grin. Speaking of which - I’ll see you at the church for the meeting tomorrow night?”

“See you there,” Rick said and hung up.

*****


Chapter 5

So, Rick got home about six o’clock and the house was empty. The kids were studying at school, and Dorothy was still at her medical receptionist’s job and would be until 9:00 pm, so Rick could call Gina without any interruptions:

RICK: “Good news!”

GINA: “About Friday night?”

RICK: “YES! We’re a GO!”

GINA: “So, Frank is coming home early from his fishing trip Friday afternoon, and we’ll be busy all weekend. The good news is that on Election Day, he’s flying off to Amsterdam on business and won’t be back till the first week of December! – so we’ll have lotsa’ time together!”

RICK: “What’s got you so busy all weekend?”

GINA: “Frank and I have decided that we need a live-in housekeeper/tutor for the kids, and I’ll be interviewing a bunch of people on Saturday, and probably on Sunday as well.”

RICK: “One of the perks of being loaded!”

GINA: “Yeah, well, we got a bunch of answers to a Craig’s List ad, and Frank is letting me do the interviews. Of course, he has final say - but . . . we’ll see about THAT!

RICK: Why a “live-in?”

GINA: “Well Frank is right on this one, for a change! Too many problems with a service that only sends different people each week, we can’t vet them properly, and shit “goes missing.” I also want someone well-educated that can teach the girls - you know, home school them. The public schools aren’t what they once were.”

RICK: “Yeah, I hear that. You gonna pick fat and ugly so Frank doesn’t get any ideas about porking any of them?”

GINA: “NO! I don’t care about that. I told you he’s a train wreck in the sack. LOL! Don’t worry – I’ll send you some good picks of me to jerk-off to in the meantime. It’s only two days till Friday – I have to run, got an “open school night” for the girls. Talk to you soon baby.”

RICK: “I just want you to know that last night and this afternoon were AMAZING!!! You are very creative – you know that?”

GINA: “Creative? Creative? Baby, you have no idea what ‘creative’ is ! We’re just getting started. I had a wonderful time too. Later love.”

RICK: “Bye for now,” Rick said, grinning from ear to ear.

*****


Chapter 6

Gina’s home was empty. The girls had a program and she had to pick them up at eight o’clock. She replayed the events of last night and this afternoon, but she was still as horny as fuck. In fact, she thought, I could fuck the entire NY Yankees.

But all she wanted was Rick. She sat down in an armchair in her living room and lit up a cigarette. She closed her eyes and could smell him, feel his muscular arms holding her, his willing tongue entering her mouth, gliding over and around her nipples, her clit. That memory especially made her shiver, made her pussy moist.

Her mind took her to Rick’s backyard last night; replaying the evening’s events in her mind; the excitement of having a loaded gun drawn on her, the feel of his touch, his smell, the puppy dog way he looked into her eyes.

She loved the way he looked at her, his willingness to do her bidding, to satisfy her. It was like trying to fill an empty well. The more she got from him, the more she wanted. Whenever she thought of Rick, she got moist, which was often. She worked at the library on Mondays and the occasional Thursday, or whenever they needed her.

Her salacious imagination got her looking at isolated parts of the library with new ‘interest.’ She laughed to herself: Say Rick, have you ever thought of fucking in the public library??? Gina’s lust became unbearable after the call with Rick. Her breathing quickened and she undid the belt around her skirt and opened the zipper.

Slowly, she slid her long fingernails underneath her satin panties, just teasing herself with the barest touch of pubic hair, sliding her fingers back and forth. She placed the cigarette back in her mouth and exhaled a jet of smoke and moaned. She imagined Rick’s fingers down there; she was still moist – Rick’s dripping jizz added to the lube.

She took her hand out from her skirt and started touching her breasts through the bra and blouse she wore, the sharpness of her fingernails making her crazy as they tickled the skin around her bra.

She unbuttoned her blouse, and then, reaching back, she undid the straps of her bra and let it fall. Now she played with her nipples, gently rubbing them with the palms of her hands. Fucking Rick, why did I ever start up with you . . . she questioned herself, a smile breaking through on her lips.

She flicked the ashes, put the cigarette back between her lips, and used her middle finger to gently rub her clit, and then stick it inside her wet pussy, pull it out and rub some more. She licked her finger, sucked on it, and imagined it was Rick sucking on it.

Now she was moaning and rubbing faster and faster, dipping in and out of her pussy. The feel of her long, silky hair falling down her face and onto her now bare shoulders only excited her more.

If you were to look at Gina from the side, you would see the profile of a stunningly gorgeous woman sitting on a club chair with her legs spread apart, wearing red high heels with long hair falling down a bare shoulder, head tilted back, her face not visible; a long Virginia Slim 120 sticking out of her hair, and fingers with long, red nails taking feminine puffs with intermittent moaning.

Finally, a spasm jerked through her; the most intense orgasm that she ever gave herself. She took a satisfying drag of her long ciggie, smoke billowing out of her nose. The cigarette intensifying the orgasm - as usual! If the girls weren’t due home soon, she’d really get the job done with her electric, fleshy dildo; but there was no time.

She stopped, the movements of her fingers slowing down more and more. She just sat there smoking as she redid her belt, bra, and washed up just in time for the girls to come home.

*****


Chapter 7

Gina didn’t reveal everything to Rick about her plans for the live-in housekeeper/tutor. For one thing, she had no intention of picking anyone from the six applicants on Craig’s List that she would be interviewing over the weekend.

She had her own special list - Gina had been looking on the Internet at young women from overseas who were looking for a chance to come to the US to work, and perhaps stay for a long time. Thailand seemed particularly interesting to her.

Her imagination started rolling in full swing. It was true that they would have to be educated and qualified to teach her children at home as well as do the housekeeping. But this individual would have to be qualified in “other things” as well.

Of course, Frank knew nothing of this, and if the truth be told - he probably couldn’t care less. However, Gina wasn’t thinking of Frank. She was thinking about Rick. Laughing to herself, she knew that Rick would be in for a shock, albeit a pleasant shock.

Later that night, Rick went downstairs to his den/bedroom and thought about the afternoon, last night, and possibly seeing Gina again tomorrow night. He opened the special drawer in his bureau where he kept “secret things’ like Gina’s panties and God only knew what else in the future.

Gina and anything connected to her was like a drug that Rick was hopelessly addicted to. Then he put the panties from last night up to his face and just inhaled the erotic, pleasurable scent of an aroused Gina.

Naturally, he craved a fresh Virginia Slim 120 to go along with it.

He picked up the cable remote from the arm of the couch and turned to one of his smoke fetish videos from YOUTUBE and settled in for a nice jerk-off session. Standing next to the recliner, he pulled his pants off and slipped on Gina’s panties.

He was immediately overcome with the sensual feel of the silky panties on the underside of his cock, which by now, was lightyears beyond erect. He got a cigarette from the table next to the recliner and lit up, rubbing the panties against his cock, eyes closed, and thinking of Gina’s mouth on him.

After a few minutes, he was well into it, precum already appearing; a small, dark stain on Gina’s panties, and puffing away happily. He also fantasized, as he usually did about his mother’s old friend Evelyn, from his teenage years. Until Gina came along, she was the main object of his fetish.

Occasionally, he opened his eyes and watched the YOUTUBE video of the crossdressing smoker play out. He liked those videos the best, for reasons which were slowly becoming obvious.

His jerk-off session was moving to a feverish pace, thoughts of Evelyn and Gina in his racing mind, and in a few minutes, he reached for the wad of tissues and came inside them, preserving the integrity of the treasured panties from defilement of his jizz. Satisfied for the moment, Rick slowly took off Gina’s panties and threw them on the floor next to his recliner.

*****


Chapter 8

There was knocking on his door! Rick wondered who it could be, everyone was asleep; it was one o’clock. “Dad, can you open up please?” OH FUCK!!! Rick said - it was Samantha! Hurriedly, his heart beating fast, he pulled up his boxers and pants and killed the cigarette. “Dad, I know you’re up, I know you’re smoking now,” she said.

“Just a minute Sam, I must’ve fallen asleep - gimme a minute.”

“Okay dad, I need to talk to you.”

He opened the door. Samantha looked like she had just gotten home because she was dressed in her usual Goth clothes: studded leather biker jacket, long, black hair with a purple streak down the middle, leather miniskirt with chain belt, high, mid-calf boots, black lipstick, and dark eye shadow and eyeliner.

She carried her studded black leather bag, still slung over her shoulder.

“Sam,” Rick said, opening his door. “I thought you were asleep. I didn’t hear you come in.”

“I went out to McNally’s with Cindy, Marc and Chris. It was Chris’s birthday, and we took him out for a few drinks. Marc dropped me off, he was our designated driver - poor him!”

She laughed. Marc was Samantha’s boyfriend.

“Oh, ok honey, you surprised me, that’s all.” Samantha came into the den and she saw the smoking crossdresser video playing on YOUTUBE. “Dad, what the fuck are you watching???”

“I was just flipping around YOUTUBE, no big deal.”

“Ohkaaaaay,” Samantha said in surprised disbelief. “I just wanted to ask you if I could borrow sixty bucks. There’s a Black Fox concert tomorrow night we want to go to.”

“Sure, let me get my wallet,” Rick said, feeling like he dodged a bullet. Looking at the light stand next to his recliner, Samantha exclaimed: “Dad, I know you recently started smoking again . . . but Virginia Slims 120 Menthols??????” She looked at him closely, holding up the pack, her shock evident.

“Uh, well, I always smoked menthols, and I was curious. You know how expensive cigarettes are today, I figured these would last longer.”

“Uh huh,” Samantha said, expecting more from him. She had a sheepish grin and said:

“Well, I guess it’s time I made a little confession. I smoke too.” There was a moment of silence as Rick absorbed that statement.

“Really?” Rick said, surprised.

“Yeah, I started when I was in high school, about sixteen, and back then you had just stopped smoking, but you or mom never smelled it on me, I was surprised.”

“Where did you smoke?” Rick asked.

“Outside when I was really hard up for a butt, in my car with the enzymatic air cleaner, and everywhere else. Jared knows.”

“But now,” she said grinning, “I can smoke in here with you or when you’re not around,” she laughed. “Oh, by the way,” she said, reaching into her bag, “we smoke the same brand,” and she produced a pack of Virginia Slims Menthol 120s.

Rick stared at the pack; his shock evident. Samantha nonchalantly pulled out a cigarette, getting her black Goth lipstick on it and lit up with a black BIC lighter. Rick watched as she very effeminately took a drag and French-inhaled it, smiling at Rick. His daughter was a smoking pro.

She looked at the floor next to the right side of Rick’s recliner and the look on her face was one of shock as she bent over and picked up Gina’s panties from the floor.

“DAD!? WHAT THE FUCK ARE THESE?? WHOSE ARE THEY???? The words just reverberated in Rick’s ears, him not quite comprehending that he’d been busted. Rick just sighed and took a deep breath.

“I’ve been seeing a lady recently, and . . . well . . . she gave these to me as a reminder of our time together, you know, like a joke.”

“Whoa,” Samantha said. “I need to wrap my head around this. Okay, I know that you and mom don’t have the ideal marriage, but who the fuck gives a man her panties????? . . . unless . . . holy shit!!!”

She put several things together: The crossdresser YOUTUBE video, the feminine brand of cigarettes, the panties. She didn’t like where these things were taking her, but she had to confront it.

“Dad,” she said. “I can understand the affair, but what is going on with you???? Dad, are you a transvestite?”

The words fell out of her mouth with disbelief. Rick felt like he was hit in the head with a hammer. Several awkward minutes of silence fell between them.

“Well,” Rick said, not looking his daughter in the eye. “I suppose I have, well, latent tendencies, that this woman is helping me with bringing out. All my life, I’ve lived with guilt and shame. Speaking of shame, Rick was very aroused at the site of his twenty-one-year-old daughter smoking a long, white cigarette. He tried very hard to put it out of his mind.

Sympathetically, Samantha said: “Dad, I’m not going to judge you. If this is who you are, or who you think you are, it doesn’t change how I feel about you. I love you dad.”

He hugged Samantha. “Thank you honey. I guess I have a lot of things to work out.”

“One thing dad,” she said. “Don’t get caught by mom, or you’ll really be fucked!” She smiled as she said that. “Your secret is safe with me, especially from Jared. I mean, you’re a Lt. Col in the US Army Reserves for cryin’ out loud, and a war veteran, and you know how he idolizes you.”

“Yes, you’re right.”

“I just want you to know that I support you and you don’t have to hide anything from me, although I would appreciate it if I don’t come in here and see panties lying on the floor!” Samantha smiled.

Tonight’s discussion with Samantha didn’t seem real, Rick was still very embarrassed and shocked. Now, the big question for Rick was how far would Gina take him, and to where?

*****
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Peek at Book 5

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

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

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

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

“Good Simon, and yourself?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“There’s a white Dodge Durango parked there with a woman sitting in it, smoking a cigarette out the window.” Rick looked and smiled at his friend, and Tansby added: “A very attractive woman I would say!” “Yes, that would be Gina,” Rick replied. “Thought it might be,” Tansby said.

“So what are your plans with her tonight?”

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

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

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

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

*****

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

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

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

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

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

“What would that be?” Rick asked?

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

“I know,” Gina said. “It’s so decadent, isn’t it??” She threw her head back and gave that throaty laugh of hers. “But the janitor’s car is right across from us!” Rick said, a look of alarm on his face. Gina put her arm around Rick’s shoulders and looked at him quizzically. “Don’t you know by now that the sense of danger, of discovery, kind of ‘excites’ me?”

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

Then she looked in the rearview mirror, pulled out some lipstick from her bag, and made a show of putting on a fresh coat on her lips. She lit her cigarette and made a show out of it, holding it between the fingers of her right hand. Then, totally out of left field, the unexpected happened. Gina, smirking, held the tube of lipstick out to Rick. Rick’s eyes bulged – he was stunned; no, more than stunned – he was horrified!

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

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

“Look, Rick,” she said compassionately as she quickly lit up: “We both know that you and I have a kind of smoking ‘Feh-teesh,’” saying the last word in a way that was more like an understatement of fact. “I mean, I get turned on when I smoke in public and guys see me, pretend to look away, and I just know they’re hard, ok?”

Gina laughed when she said “You try so hard not to make it obvious, but it’s just so damn CUTE!! Ha, ha, ha,” throwing her head back and laughing. She continued: “But fear not baby, you have nothing to worry about, your secret is safe with me.

I also happen to think that men who have smoking fetishes like to, shall we say, dress up?” Silence. “C’mon, you practically grabbed my red panties I wore out of my hands Tuesday evening.” Now she  raised her eyebrows and looked at Rick, dead in the eyes, waiting for a reaction, a response.

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

“What do mean by ‘never really???’”Gina probed. Rick took a deep breath. Gina already had her cigarette dangling out of her mouth, and Rick reached for one.

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

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

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

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

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

*****
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