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Chapter I

My ultimate fantasy is to become a sex slave to a really hot, blonde, and smoking MILF. For some reason, since my teenage years, I’ve been really attracted to beautiful women who smoke seductively. I’ve never confided this to any of my friends because they would probably think I was out of my mind. OK, my name is Bryan (with a “Y”), I’m twenty-years-of-age, a college junior, and I’m a virgin. I like “to look.” If I’m out somewhere, say driving past an office building at break time, there are usually knots of women standing outside smoking - especially the long, white cigarettes like Virginia Slims. They are a big turn on for me, and I’ll stop my car and take out my phone like I’m making a call. Sometimes I’ve even snapped quickie pictures to add to my collection. I’ve done some research on the topic, and it’s a lot more common than people think, for BOTH men and women.

What I would LOVE to find is a really hot older woman, who uses my erotic smoking fetish as a “tool” to make me crazy, hard, turned on, and hooked. I’d be her slave and would do just about anything to have sex with her while both of us smoked. I would be putty in her hands. I DO smoke myself, and it took me a while to get up the courage to buy a pack of Virginia Slims Menthol 120s from the corner 7-11. I’ve also fantasized while I masturbate about wearing lipstick, eye makeup, and even certain items of women’s clothing while I smoke. I’ve only done that once, and got off - BIG TIME, as a teenager. Afterwards, though, I was plagued with a certain amount of guilt; like maybe I was sick or something. So, I was stuck in limbo.

A few months ago, a wonderful thing happened. The elderly couple who lived next door retired down to North Carolina, and a very voluptuous and friendly divorcée moved in - Sonia Redding. My mother had told me that she worked as a secretary for an insurance company, and used her alimony settlement to move in with her twenty-two-year-old daughter. The daughter worked for a local chiropractor, according to my mother who “dropped a hint,” that maybe I should go and introduce myself - to her daughter, when what I really wanted would be to have her mother!

Last Tuesday, I had early classes, and I was home by three o’clock. Around five-thirty, I saw her car pull up for the first time. She was wearing a very tight black skirt, like four-inch-high heels, long, “wild” blonde hair, and a very tight, short, black leather jacket; with MAJOR cleavage - another fetish! I almost fell over myself to get my binoculars out from my top dresser drawer. But that wasn’t all! Her daughter got out the passenger side and she was wearing green scrubs and a light jacket. She was also blonde, slightly taller, even with Crocs on, obviously coming from work.

I almost came in my jeans when I saw they were BOTH smoking long, white cigarettes! OMG! My binoculars almost broke the glass of my bedroom window. For a second, I thought I was busted, because the daughter looked up at my window, but the glare from the sun was in her eyes, so I think it was cool. I lit up a Virginia Slims myself, and jerked myself off. It was totally out of my control. I fantasized about going outside where they could see me, smoking also, and strike up a conversation. I would be stiffer than a flagpole on The Fourth Of July! The question was, should I let them see me smoking Virginia Slims right away?

That night at dinner, the conversation between my mother and me was a bit “distracted,” because my mind was on the hot MILF next door and her daughter.

“Bryan,” my mother asked, “Are you okay - you seem preoccupied?”

“Yes mom,” I said, “I’m fine. I just have a big biochemistry test on Monday I have to study for, that’s all.”

“Oh, okay Bryan. You know, I was thinking. Maybe it would be nice if I invited Sonia, our new neighbor, and her daughter Gina over for dinner Sunday night. This morning, when I left the house for work, we chatted a little bit. As it turns out, her daughter works for Dr. Mellin, the chiropractor I use! Now what are the chances of that?”

I almost had the soup come out of my nose! “Wow mom, that certainly is a coincidence!”

“You know Bryan, her daughter is a very attractive young lady. I didn’t see a ring on her finger. I know how difficult it is to meet nice girls today without taking your chances on those crazy dating sites! Besides, you’re studying for your medical technology degree, and she is in the health professions too; it could be a cute match!”

“Mom, please!”

“Oh I’m sorry Bryan,” she laughed. “I didn’t mean to play matchmaker, and get up in your business!” I wonder what my mom would say if I told her that I’m really not interested in her daughter as much as I’m interested in fucking her HOT mom!

“It’s okay mom, you can invite them over - I guess it would be nice,” I said, trying very hard to conceal my erection under the table.

“All right then, if I don’t see them tomorrow morning, I’ll go over in the evening.” My mom smoked as well, so I knew the four of us would be smoking at the table. I would have to find a different brand, maybe a Salem 100, which was what my mother smoked. The next day during classes, all I could think about was whether or not my mom was successful in asking Sonia and Gina over to the house for dinner on Sunday night. I knew I would have to help out with the cooking. I absolutely could not stop fantasizing about what that night would be like; also whatever the future held!

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

Wednesday went by, and then Thursday without a peep from my mom about Sunday night. I had a horrible thought that maybe she’d forgotten all about it. Thursday evening, my mom came home from work about six o’clock and as soon as she stepped into the house she called out, “Bryan! Guess what?” I was doing some studying at the kitchen table, and I answered: “What mom, what’s got you so excited?”

“Well, this morning I saw Sonia and Gina going to work, and I asked if they would like to come over for dinner on Sunday night. It looks like we’re having company!” I tried, barely succeeding in hiding my excitement and said, “Wow, that’s great mom! What will you be making?”

“Well, Bryan, it’s not what I’ll be making . . . you make a mean chicken marsala, so I have elected you to be the cook. Besides, (mom said with a sly grin) it will definitely impress Gina, I’m sure!” Now I did take pride in my culinary skills, and chicken marsala happened to be my favorite dish, so I said, “OK mom, it’s a deal; I’ll do the cooking, but I’ll have to go to the store and pick up some items.”

“Oh Bryan, you’re wonderful! You’ll make some girl a very lucky wife one day.” She appealed to my ego; how could I refuse? When Saturday rolled around, I cut the grass front and back and did some edging and tree-trimming. Since I worked part-time in the chem lab at school as part of a work-study program, and the main bread winner in our house was my mom, I saved us a bundle of money each year by taking care of the grass and the garden of our modest Tudor-style house. My father passed away five years ago in a car accident, hit by a drunk driver, so life has been difficult for the two of us. That’s one reason I didn’t move out yet on my own.

Later in the afternoon I did the grocery shopping. While I was in the store, I went to the convenience center and bought two packs of Salem 100s. Standing right behind me was my hot, MILF neighbor, Sonia! She wore a ton of makeup and a short tennis skirt and sleeveless top; really turning me on. It was mid-September and still quite warm outside, so I was wearing the gym shorts I cut the grass in. “Hi Bryan,” she said feigning surprise, “it’s nice to see you. I saw you outside mowing the lawn this morning, and you seemed to do it fast. You must be a big help to your mother!” Before I could reply, she asked the clerk for her brand, two packs of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. I had an INSTANT boner! It gave me a thrill for her to notice the pack of Salems in my hand, so that boner was rock-solid.

“Yes, Mrs. Redding, I try to help out as much as I can; it’s just mom and me.”

“Oh yes, your mom told me about losing your dad, I’m so sorry. It must have been tough at such a young age.” Even giving condolences she spoke so seductively. She glanced down at my raging nightstick, and gave a wry smile. “I see you’re a smoker too - one of the hooked,” and she gave a little chuckle. “You know, Gina and I both smoke,” she said, holding her two new packs of Virginia Slims. “She started when she was twelve years old. She matured quickly and looked like such a beautiful young lady, smoking so effeminately, even at that age.” I just nodded, a bit embarrassed at my huge erection, which see seemed to keep glancing at; or maybe it was just my hopeful imagination.

“I would imagine a handsome, strong, and . . . secure young man such as yourself would have a steady girlfriend, right?”

“Uh, no Mrs. Redding, I’m not seeing anyone at the moment, not even dating,” I admitted, shyly.

“Please, Bryan, call me “Sonia,” okay? I’m not an old lady you know.” Her eyes squinted, and she smiled, like she was looking for a sign, an approving reaction to her statement.

“You know, my daughter Gina is about your age, and she’s not seeing anybody either.”

“Oh, I did not know that Sonia,” I said, rather politely.

“But you know what I’ve noticed Bryan?” she said, placing her hand on my shoulder; “Many young men your age have “a thing” for older women, you know what I mean?” She was laughing, toying with me, trying to gauge my response. My inner desires and strong MILF/smoking fetish took over, and that, combined with my almost pre-ejaculatory hard-on made these words come out of my mouth: “Well, yeah, I guess depending on who the woman is, I can definitely see that. I mean, I’ve never eaten an apple, but I wouldn’t want to eat a green one.” She caught on right away and said, “So are you telling me that you’ve never eaten an ‘apple’?”

My face turned as red as a ripe apple, and I looked down, a bit embarrassed and quietly said “No, I haven’t.”

She put her fingers underneath my chin and lifted up my face to look at her. The smell of her perfume and smoky breath was driving me insane. She pouted a little bit, stared at me, and said, “Well I think we shall have to, how shall I put this; change your eating habits a little bit, right?” I could not believe this incredible woman, she had to be at least twenty years older than me, was trying to (and successfully) seduce me in a supermarket!

“Come, Bryan, walk me to my car. I could use some help from a big, strong man like yourself to help me put my groceries in the trunk.”

“Sure thing, Sonia,” I said. Her voice, trying to describe it, was seductively deep, and almost cat-like as if I was a toy she was manipulating. She had me and she knew it too. All I needed was a leash around my neck. So I loaded the four bags she had in the car. I just had two plastic bags, and my cigarettes. Then, she reached into her enormous shoulder bag and pulled out a pack of cigarettes, and put the two new ones she had bought inside. “That’s one pack for my Gina, and one for me,” she said, smiling.

Pulling out a long Virginia Slim and sticking it between her lips she said, “Oh, I’m sorry Bryan! Here, take one. Let’s have a smoke before we go home. You know, if I knew you were going grocery shopping this afternoon, I would have asked you to take me along.” I took the cigarette from her, and she lit us both up with the same flame and just looked into my eyes.

Now, I happen to like old movies, and “The Graduate” with Dustin Hoffman and Anne Bancroft, was probably my fetish favorite. I was definitely “Benjamin” here in this scenario, and loving it! “Gina and I are looking forward to dinner tomorrow night at your house. It was very nice of your mother to invite us over,” she said sincerely. Noticing the grocery items I was carrying, she said, “Oh, but I see your mother will be very busy fussing and cooking for us. We could just as easily have ordered in take-out. I’m all thumbs with technical stuff. If you’d like, I’m sure Gina could use one of those apps and order up some stuff for us.”

“Oh no Sonia,” I said with some pride, “I’ll be the one cooking dinner for us.” Both of her eyes opened wide, and she said, feigning shock, “Well look at you! How sweet. I really don’t want you going through so much trouble though. What were you planning to make?”

“Chicken Marsala.”

“Ooooh, I LOVE Italian food,” she said. She looked around the shopping center. “Well in that case, at least let me buy us a nice table wine. You and your mom like wine, right?”

“Sure, but Sonia, you really don’t have to do that.”

“Nonsense! I would never go to dinner at someone’s house empty handed. Let’s go to the liquor store over there,” she said, pointing with her two fingers sensually holding the cigarette.

So she picked out a nice red table wine, which was a good thing, because I was totally ignorant of that stuff, and I followed Sonia’s car to our houses.

We got out of our cars, and after I walked over to her trunk she said to me, “You know, I bought so much this time. It would really be hard to bring all this in if you or Gina wasn’t around.”

“Oh?” I said. “Where is Gina?”

Sonia rolled her eyes. “Gina is with her father until tomorrow morning. I really don’t like dealing with him, but the upside of it is that I get some ‘me time,’ know what I mean?”

“Sure, I guess. It must be nice.” There were six bags, all heavy, and I took two at a time up to her porch. Then Sonia came along and unlocked the door. “You can put the bags in the hallway, and I’ll put the perishables in the ref in the basement. In the meantime, why don’t you get yourself a cold drink from the refrigerator up here.”

“Thank you very much, Sonia, I will.”

“There are cans of Coke on the door.”

I sat at the table and fantasized about what I would do if she came onto me. I didn’t have much experience, being a virgin and all; so I was a bit unsure about how to play this with “Mrs. Robinson.”

“That looks good,” Sonia said, looking at the sweaty can of Coke. “I think I’ll have one too with a cigarette.” She made a display of taking her pack of Virginia Slims out of her bag, took one for herself, and handed me one, with a bit of a seductive smirk on her face. Now I may have been inexperienced, but I wasn’t stupid. I was just praying that my instincts were right.

“So what are you studying in college, Bryan?” she asked.

“Life sciences. I think I want a career in medical technology. I like forensic science and toxicology.”

“Wow, what a combination! Good looking and smart! All in one neat package.” I couldn’t help but notice that her eyes looked ALL OF ME over, including my gym shorts which were busting at the front seams.

“You know Bryan, you must be surrounded by plenty of beautiful girls at school who would just love to date a guy like you,” she said. “Well, to be honest Sonia, I’ve been too busy with school to have much of a social life. Besides, I have to help out a lot around the house.”

“Oh, so you must be handy too! Now I know who to call if I should have a leak in the kitchen sink,” she laughed and took a long drag with a French-inhale just looking at me. “It’s very hard to meet eligible men in this town. You know, I go out to bars and the older men I meet keep hitting on me, which is so annoying because they all come with lots of baggage. Now, a guy like you is a real catch; you’re untarnished by life’s mistakes.”

“I guess.”

“Bryan,” she laughed, “you’re so cute . . . and innocent. That’s what I love about you.” She had just placed her hand on my knee, very close to my crotch. If I was a gentleman, I would have pulled away, but in my defense, I was just a horny twenty-year-old college junior. My heart was beating fast, and my hormone-filled brain was raging. Next thing I knew, her face was very close to mine, and she began kissing me , rubbing her lipstick all around my lips, exhaling her smoky breath on my face. I was beyond turned on. Then she expertly inserted her tongue into my inexperienced mouth, finding my tongue and just twirling hers around mine. She put her arms around my shoulders and pulled herself closer to my chair. With her sultry voice she asked me just above a whisper, “Do you like this, Bryan? I wouldn’t want to overstep any boundaries here.”

“Uh, yes . . . I like this very much, Sonia.”

“Humm, yes, I can tell.” She pulled me up out of the chair and touched my erect cock through my gym shorts. In an exaggerated and playful voice, feigning astonishment, she asked, “Oh my! What shall we do about this (she touched around my dick through my shorts) enormous and deliciously hard boner you have? It wouldn’t be very neighborly of me just to let you go home in this condition, now, would it? It must be excruciatingly painful for you, you poor dear.” Holding me now around the waist, she said, “Let’s move over to my bedroom. I think we’ll be much more comfortable in there.” In that instance, I thought I had died and gone straight to heaven.

We stood off to the side of her large, king-sized bed, and she sat on it, and I was facing her, while she playfully rubbed her nose up against my cock. “Now let’s see what we have here, shall we?” she said. “Oh my, someone’s been working out I see. Your leg muscles are so strong, Bryan.” She slowly pulled my shorts and my underwear down to my ankles, and I kicked my sandals off. Her long nails were painted a bright cherry red, and she gently stroked my cock with them, and her fingertips causing me to close my eyes and moan. She playfully imitated me: “Oooooh, Ooooh,” and laughed. “Baby,” she said, “I’m going to rock your world!” I almost came from those words alone. Adding to my excitement was her makeup, her eye shadow, lashes, and lipstick especially, and how I might look made-up like that. Of course, I didn’t say anything to her.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter III

She looked up at me from the bed and said, “I think you’re going to enjoy this very much.” With that said, she slowly put her lips up to the tip of my raging cock, and just moved them around in a circle, making it look like the tip of my cock had a red nose. It was delicious. Then she stuck her tongue out and played with the tip the same way, the wetness making me even more sensitive to its touch. She opened her lips and moved them about halfway down the shaft, skillfully sucking up and down, ever so slowly, driving me wild, making noises of pleasure as she did so. I felt her soft tongue stroking the underside of my cock as she sucked up and down, going faster and faster.

She abruptly pulled off me and looked up at me, misty and seductive. “It’s okay if you come in my mouth. That’s what I want you to do Bryan.” Next, as if she could read my mind, she took out a cigarette from her bag and lit it, her eyes on me, taking a nice, deep drag, putting her mouth back on me and exhaling smoke from her mouth and nose all over my dick. “Oh FUCK Sonia, that’s so good . . .” She continued her licking and sucking, withdrew, and took another drag, this time exhaling up into my face. Now with a mouth full of cock and intuition she said, her speech garbled, “Your cock is so magnificent, and huge, it barely fits in my mouth.”

“I love when you do this and smoke at the same time,” I said, my eyes closed; lost somewhere in space.

“Yes, I noticed,” she said, and took another drag, this time increasing her sucking speed and exhaling all over my cock again. It was too much for me, and she said with my cock almost down her throat, “Cum for me Bryan.” I let out a spray of jizz that was more than anything I ever shot out masturbating. Everything that came out of me she took in, sucking hard like a vacuum cleaner.

After I was completely drained, her mouth came off me, and she stood up, pulling me up off the bed, embraced me and kissed me; her mouth still full of the salty taste of my jizz. She tongued me deeply, and we didn’t even come up for air. When we did, she took another drag of her cigarette and exhaled into my mouth, and I exhaled her smoke out back to her. Next, unexpectedly, she handed me her cigarette, full of lipstick and my cum on the filter and put it in my mouth. I took a nice, welcome drag, and immediately got hard again. Sonia noticed this right away and smiled at me curiously. In her cat-like, sultry voice, she said, “It looks like Bryan here has a smoking fetish - just a bit, yes??” Before I could give her the obvious answer, she said, “That’s beautiful; I love it, and I promise I’ll do everything to make sure I can please you with it.”

She took her top off, and her short tennis skirt, and stood in front of me with her red satin panties and white bra on. Next, she pulled off my shirt and pulled me down onto the bed with her. “I want you to play with and suck on my tits and eat me out. Then, when I’m good and wet, I want you to fuck my brains out Bryan. Don’t worry honey, I know this is your first time, I’ll show you exactly what to do.” She reached behind herself, unsnapped the bra, and took her panties off, and lit another cigarette, giving me a drag too.

I lay on top of her, sucking on each tit, using my tongue to play around with the nipples. She let out a gasp of pleasure. “Oooh, Bryan you’re a natural at this. Are you sure you’re a virgin?” I was too busy enjoying myself to answer. Sonia grabbed my wrist and put it on her pussy and said, “I want you to rub around my clit, here,” placing my fingers over it, “and then I want you to stick your fingers in and out of my cunt and finger-fuck me, ok?”

I was on autopilot, doing just as she told me to. Her clit was as hard as a nub and very wet. She moved her hips up to put pressure on my fingers as I did so. Then, I slid two fingers down into her wet pussy, which was very slick with thick juices. I had never done this before, but I instinctively knew how to please her, and she let me know it, with wordless sounds and movements. “Faster, touch me harder and faster,” she said. My thumb put pressure on her clit, and my fingers went deep in and out of her pussy, rubbing all around it like a circle. Her body spasmed and relaxed, several times over the course of our play - multiple orgasms.

I could feel her leaking down the sides of her thighs. “Now I want you to fuck me really hard, Bryan. You take me from the rear, ok?” By this time, her tits were red and very hard from my sucking. “I want you to be a very, very, bad boy Bryan!” I was as hard as a rock again, and ready. She turned herself around and got on her knees, and I was right behind her. I entered her easily; she was so wet. “Harder, faster,” she moaned. I felt my thighs slapping against her ass. I was too busy enjoying myself to realize this was MY first time.

This time I came even faster than when she put her mouth on my cock. I shot an enormous amount of jizz. I could feel the warmth of it around my cock inside of her. She stiffened again, another orgasm. As soon as I withdrew, she flipped herself over laughing. “Congratulations Bryan! Your first fuck - and many more, with me!” Before I could reply, she pressed my head down into her wetness. “I want you to lick me all over and put your tongue deep into my cunt, okay?” She didn’t even give me time to reply. It was automatic. As soon as my tongue ran itself over her hard clit, she moaned and pressed my head firmly on top of her. I ran it around in a circle, and then against the outside folds of her cunt. “Grab my tits and squeeze them hard!” she barked. I was spread on top of her, my hands on her tits, and my face in her bush. It was unlike any feeling I’d ever experienced before.

She spasmed again, like I had put an electric cable to her body. She was insatiable. I lost count of how many times she came, but I could tell because she just got wetter and wetter. She was dripping a lake. I lost track of the time. It was hours because the sun was getting very low in the sky. She pulled out a cigarette for herself and me, and we lay next to each other, smoking.

“You did very, very well, Bryan. I think I’ll just have to keep you around, and you know the best part?

“No, what’s that?” I asked.

“You live right next door to me!” With that said, she leaned over, and we kissed deeply. I felt myself getting hard again. “I can’t wait to see you for dinner tomorrow night,” she said and smiled.

❤️❤️❤️
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See you soon Bryan;” she said in a like a sing-song voice. I went inside the bathroom, and it was a nice enclosure, very modern, temperature controls, presets, jets, and sprays, and it could even be used as an indoor hot tub. I turned the water on, and it got steamy in there pretty quickly. The glass enclosure fogged up, and the hot water felt good on my tired muscles. I didn’t even hear the glass door open, but I got startled when I found arms wrapping around me from behind, and Gina kissing my neck.

“Now you didn’t think I would let you stay in here all alone, now did you Bryan????”

“Well, if we’re being honest, I sort of expected it.”

“Are you happy?” she asked as her hands rubbed my chest.

“Uh . . . yes, very!”

“Then I think you’ll like this,” she said as a soapy hand grabbed my hard, stiff cock from behind and started wanking me off. She made an “O” with her index finger and thumb and slid her hand up and down my shaft. “How does that feel,” she asked with the same catlike, almost cunty, milfy tone of her mother.

“Yeah, it feels terrific,” I said, almost panting by now.

“Well, if you like that, then you’ll really like this . . .” and she turned me around, the hot water flowing down on the both of us. She was on her knees and placed her lips around the tip of my cock. It felt so good, that it took all of my endurance and strength not to come right there.

“Bryan, you can’t tell right now, but my pussy is throbbing, my clit is hard and the juice from my aching cunt is leaking down my legs. I want you to shoot your load in my mouth, and I’m going to take all of it, and not waste a drop. Then after we’re done here, we’re going to dry off and go into my bedroom, have a cigarette together and really fuck each other blind.”

That was enough for me. Gina quickened her up and down motion with her lips on my cock, and I shot my load of spunk all the way down her throat. She was moaning as she took my whole load into her mouth, never once stopping the up and down motion of her lips. After she cleaned me off good, she threw her arms around my shoulders and rammed her tongue in my mouth, and I could taste my own cum . She didn’t seem to want to stop. Without breaking contact, she took the fingers of my right hand and pushed them hard against the top of her mound (which to my surprise was shaved), and then made them circle her clit.

With short gasps she said, “keep doing that and then finger-fuck me, please!” I could feel her own juices flowing down the inside of her thighs along with the water, and she stiffened and threw her head back. In fact, she did that several times. I improvised a little. I turned her around, and while finger-fucking her like before, I also played with putting my thumb in her tight, little cherry asshole. I may have been a virgin just a week ago, but that didn’t mean I never watched any videos. My actions were unexpected, and she let out a sharp little shriek, but it was more pleasure than discomfort. She gasped and shuddered as I went in and out of her pussy and her asshole.”Uhhhhh . . . Bryan where did you learn that?” she asked abruptly.

❤️❤️❤️
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After all, “variety is the spice of life.” Through my books, I hope to share these pleasures with you, as best as the written word can do. I enjoy being bad (in a good way!), and most of my writing comes from “been there, done that.”

Originally from PA, I live in New York City and received a bachelor’s degree in Fine Arts, and a master’s degree in Journalism from NYU. After working as a reporter for a fashion magazine for several years, and as a news reporter, I decided to let the storyteller in me get some time to “run around.” My books are the result of that. They absolutely thrill me, and my love of writing gives me much pleasure and is a real aphrodisiac! I sincerely hope you enjoy them, Dear Reader, and add them to your “naughty indulgences.” Who knows – they may spice up your own sex life! Happy reading!

You can reach me on my blog: JaclynDicey.blogspot.com, my TWITTER acct @jdicey120, and my email which is jdicey120@yahoo.com Please keep checking my blog and my

AMAZON author page:

Amazon.Com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica (please copy and paste in your browser)

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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