

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

All Eight Books Compiled

Jaclyn Dicey


Copyright

Copyright © 2022 Jaclyn Dicey

All rights reserved

This book is COPYRIGHTED © and licensed for your personal enjoyment. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author. Any resemblance to real persons living or dead is purely coincidental and not intended by this author. This book may contain sensitive material for people under 18 years of age.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written consent of the publisher.

ASIN - BOBGFDJBN4


Table Of Contents

THE SMOKY MILF SEDUCTION SERIES

All Eight Books Compiled

Copyright

Table Of Contents

Preface

BOOK 1

Smoke-duceing the Druggist

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

BOOK 2

Phone Sex and Cigarettes

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

CHAPTER 10

BOOK 3

Naughty MILF: Sexy Smoking Seduction

CHAPTER 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

BOOK 4

Smoke Fetish Dominatrix

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

BOOK 5

Lipstick and Sissy Panties

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

BOOK 6

The New T-Gurl

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

BOOK 7

Shemale Seduction

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41

BOOK 8

Sissy Slut, Ladyboy & MILF Sexcapade

Chapter 42

Chapter 43

Chapter 44

Chapter 45

Chapter 46

Chapter 47

Chapter 48

More juice by Jaclyn Dicey!

About The Author


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. Things take on a crazy form that neither of them expects, when Gina invites a sexually savvy Thai Ladyboy into her home, who plays a key role in helping Rick become what he was meant to be, - a raunchy, smoky, crossdressing slut. Anything goes, but getting there is only half the fun! Twists and turns make it anything but obvious.


BOOK 1

Smoke-duceing the Druggist

Jaclyn Dicey
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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.

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 4

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 5

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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Chapter 6

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

Longingly, he looked at the chair in the pharmacy where Gina sat two nights ago and gave him “the ‘O’ sign.” The whole episode was like a tape playing repeatedly in his head.

He looked forward to getting into his car at the end of the day, not so much because he would be going home-SCREW THAT!! He’d rather drink cleaning fluid - or worse. No, the reason he loved to get back in his car was that the scent of Gina was all over the back seat.

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

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

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

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

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

Coming around to the front of his house, he thought he saw a white Dodge Durango pass by and turn the corner just up the block. Nah, it couldn’t be, he thought. It wasn’t. So, Rick went back into his den, turned the volume down on the television, and put a porn channel on. Eleven-thirty and the wife and kids were asleep; so, he just lit up another Virginia Slims inside; jerked off, smelling his tobacco fingers reminding him of Gina, cleaned off and went to sleep, frustrated and angry.

*****

Several miles away, in the Gold Coast mansion that was Gina’s home, she sat in a warm bubble bath, white towel wrapped on her head, steam coming out of the water, and going over the events of Tuesday night in her head. A glass of white wine and a cigarette were her company. Frank, as usual, was out, busting some heads for the boss? But who gives a fuck where the goon was? she thought.

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

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

*****


Chapter 7

So, Rick’s marriage was a nasty affair, not worth the paper the marriage license was written on. It was twenty-three years of mostly misery, complicated by a total lack of communication. His tour of duty in Iraq was like a vacation; hell to a normal soldier, but a vacation to Rick.

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

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

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

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

Dorothy was very superficial and Dr.Tansby saw right through her. Their lack of intimacy she said (in a Georgia drawl) was because “Rick expects me to do things that I’ve never, ever approved of! My father was a Baptist Minister in life, and now he’s happily with the Lord. He raised me and my two brothers in the right way,” giving a disgusted look towards Rick. She was from and grew up in Marietta, Georgia, the middle child with five siblings, and her southern accent was refreshing for Dr. Tansby, a lifelong New Yorker to listen to.

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

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

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

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

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

“Rick wants to kiss you in public?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay Rick, let me process this, (Tansby said – incredulously) the last time you had sex with your wife, or any normal intimate relation was, how old are your kids?” Rick answered and knew what was coming after. He was ashamed of himself, more than anything for putting up with Dorothy’s craziness all this time. He was no marriage lawyer, but he thought it could be some form of abandonment she was guilty of.

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

“Thought so.”

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

“What are we talking about here Russ?”

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

“You know my house in Glen Cove, right? What I mean is, if you should find some lady friend and you’re looking for a place to go . . . to release some of that pressure . . . I would have no trouble stepping out for a few hours and let you do what you must. My girlfriend Lisa lives nearby and sometimes I spend the night at her place.” Rick gave a laugh, and his eyes went wide. “Really? No shit?”

“No shit,” Tansby said nodding affirmatively. “Well, it just so happens Russ that I do or did have such a lady friend.” Rick proceeded to tell Tansby about his incredible evening after work last Tuesday in the Wise Owl parking lot, and lack of communication from Gina since. Tansby smirked and said, “Well . . . that is good news Rick! He chuckled and said, “MAN, your balls must be bluer than my tie!” Rick nodded sheepishly.

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

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

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

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

*****


Chapter 8

Rick couldn’t believe what he was seeing: Six days after his wild night in the Wise Owl parking lot with Gina his heart started pounding, and he was as tongue-tied as the high school nerd who had just scored a date with the hottest cheerleader. But after that meeting with Tansby, he now had a lot to work with. He inhaled deeply and composed himself. Three buzzes. He slid his finger over the screen and answered in a matter-of-fact way:

“Hello? Is this who I think it is?”

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

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

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

“Yeah, I think I would have.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Little boy Rick was like putty in her hands and Gina knew it. He laid back on the recliner in the corner near the TV and undid his belt and lowered his zipper. “Uh where’s Frank tonight?” “Oh, the asshole is on a ‘fishing trip’ with his other alcoholic friends. He’s not due back till Sunday night; hope they fucking sink, but no such luck,” she laughed. “I’ve got the whole house to myself tonight – kids are with their friends.”

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

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

At this point, Rick had his hand on his cock and was stroking it through his boxers. It didn’t take much prompting from Gina for him to get hard, her sultry, steamy voice alone was  enough to place him on autopilot. Before she made the call, Gina was watching some bullshit military-themed show, about spec-ops guys. That stuff ALWAYS turned her on; big men in camo-fatigues, hard muscles bursting through - “guns” carrying guns.

Earlier that day, she wondered what it would be like to really control some guy like that, make him into a slutty sex slave, catering to her every erotic desire; she didn’t like the word “twisted,” because after all-twisted is in the eyes of the beholder. Inspiration hit! Rick was a military guy, and he had rocks for arm muscles, a rather trim physique and yet a soft face. Hummm, she thought. I wonder how . . . far I could take him, and in what direction? She already had a few ideas. So, she felt it was time to pick up the phone and “take it for test spin.”

*****


Chapter 9

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

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

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

“Good, so where are you now?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good, good. I’m feeling VERY frustrated, (Gina sounding like she was pouting), lying on my back on top of my bed, and waiting for my lover. I may just have to give myself an orgasm! Imagine that! (Rick was most definitely in on the imagination part) So now that you’re here, can I undress you baby?” Rick’s hand was stroking his cock: “Sure, you want me to sit down on the bed?”

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

*****

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

“Ricky, I wanna ask you something.”

“Sure,” he said. “Go ahead.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rick made the OK sign with his right forefinger and thumb, now wet and slick with the jelly, and placed the “O” just on the tip of his cock waiting for Gina’s cues. “I’m starting at the tip baby and running my tight lips from top to bottom, and I’m going to take you all the way into my wet, slippery, deliciousssss mouth . .” Rick moved slowly at first, his lubed thumb and forefinger going up and down on just the tip, then all the way down the shaft and up again.

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

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

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

“Are you lit yet,” Gina asked.

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

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

Her face was completely made up with deep blue eye shadow, black eyeliner, eyebrow pencil (she had shaved her eyebrows), ruby red lipstick, and she was wearing her hoop earrings. She moved the camera down slowly covering the length of her body.

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

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

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

“Yes, a very beautiful slut.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Gina’s eyes squinted, a mischievous look on her face. “I wonda’ how many times ooh cud fuchk me in won nite? I’m rubbing my schlut-cunt now, stihcking my middle finger down into my vage,” she said, her eyes closed.

She took her cigarette, put it out, and promptly lit a new one, sticking it in her mouth. Rick was slowing down, trying to prolong the suffering, and fantasizing about her question. He said: “Probably about six or seven times.”

*****


CHAPTER 10

“Oooooh, that sounds SHO nyshe. I wish you were here-fah real!” Rick’s cigarette was almost at the filter, he flicked a long string of ash, killed it, lit a new one and kept it in his mouth. Gina had all fingers in her pussy, and they were wet and sticky with the nice and heady smell of desperate DESIRE and wanting. She was in full rhythmic motion now, and blissfully, and forcefully barked out at Rick – “OK my pett, ooh can cum fah me now, and I want you to cum on top of your phone screen – I wanna shee! Put it all ova’ my schlutt fayce.”

In his mind, Rick said what the fuck can I do–she wants me to fucking cum, then that’s what I’ll have to do! He discovered too, that he enjoyed being controlled by a smoking slut! He squinted up his face, just like a horny, cunty bitch would do. He would give half a year’s pay to be in that room with Gina now. Through that glass screen six inches in front of his face were smells, touches and sensations that were so close and yes - as the saying goes - so FAR!

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

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

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

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

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

“Yesss, I’m listening.”

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

“Oooooh, sounds exciting Rick! Where?”

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

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

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

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

“No, what?

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

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

The whole smoking fetish thing was just a piece of the puzzle. For all his life, since his teen years, Rick grew up thinking that he was sick, that he was “beyond repair.” The ridicule he imagined if people ever found out was too much to bear. He guarded that secret VERY carefully. How the hell he married a religious-whackadoo antismoker he couldn’t answer.

It was before he got sober in AA, so that might be one answer to the puzzle.

He was certain of one thing: Gina was VERY perceptive, and where she would take him, he was willing to pack his bags and get on the train. She was right about it: He NEEDED her because . . . it was MORE than just a simple smoking fetish. He couldn’t even say the right words to her about what it was. Could she understand him and help him live with himself, contented?

*****


BOOK 3
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CHAPTER 11

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

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

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

“Wook at my whittle fwend!” Gina said in a girlish tone. “I’m gonna’ put it in my twat, rub it on my clit and pretend it’s yours.” Rick was very turned-on watching Gina use her little “cock toy.” He had never seen one before. Her face was a sultry glaze of wicked, indescribable pleasure. Where the hell would someone BUY a thing like that, he wondered. AMAZON? I guess there’s a lot I don’t know; but I have the perfect teacher. That, he most certainly did.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****


Chapter 12

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*****

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

RICK: Sure was!

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

RICK: I’m going to EAT YOU ALIVE!

GINA: YOU BETTER! Sounds wonderful ( smiley face)

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

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

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

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

GINA: Can we do the phone thing tonight?

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

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

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

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

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

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

RICK: That bad?

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

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

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

RICK: Fuck Frank!

GINA: LOL!

RICK: Gotta go – MD on other line.

GINA: Text me when you leave hospital later.

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

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

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

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

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

RICK: (Smiley face emoji).

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

*****


Chapter 13

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

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

There were a lot of burglaries in the neighborhood lately, and even two home invasions in the last three months. The lights in the house were off, including his wife’s bedroom upstairs. Before getting out of the car, Rick took out his service sidearm, a 9mm Beretta 920 Parabellum, slammed home the ammo clip, and the long Maglite tactical flashlight.

First, he shined the light along the bushes in front of the house and kept it low to the ground as he cautiously approached the open gate. So far as he could see the sideway was clear. It was just a flagstone sidewalk with the house on one side and tall evergreens on the other.

He shined the light along the far trees against the back fence and saw nothing. When he came around to the back, he clicked the safety off the Beretta, crossed his wrists pointing the gun in the same direction as the light and in a slight crouch. His heart was beating fast, using his military training like he was taught. Just as soon as he turned the corner to the back, he heard a woman’s voice in a loud whisper saying “Rick! It’s ME!”

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

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

“OMG! GINA!” he said in a loud whisper- “what the FUCK!! I could have SHOT you just now!” The sight of Rick in a combat crouch, his muscular forearms shining in the light from the motion detector floodlight, holding a handgun, made her wet after her surprise went away. They just stood looking at each other. Strong armed men with military training were one of her BIG turn-ons. He put the gun; safety secured, on top of the gas grill. Sheepishly, she just said “I thought I’d bring you a ‘bedtime’ present. I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“What’s with the hair?”

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

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

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

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

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

Rick was staring hard which amused Gina. Staring him back right in the eyes, she took a hollow cheek drag, puffed the smoke into Rick’s face and put one cigarette in his mouth, covered with her scent of perfume and her lipstick.

The bulge was obvious in his scrub pants, and Gina couldn’t help but notice. Looking down at his crotch she said in ‘cig-in-mouth-cockchoke’ speak, “Oh herro dere!”

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

Rick nodded affirmatively. Gina did just that, taking his pack out from his jacket, and then replacing them, but not before leaving a red imprint of lipstick in the shape of her mouth on the pack, and rolled her lips along the other exposed white filters.

She drew him close to her, making a show of taking a puff and holding her cigarette in a very effeminate and exaggerated manner at the ends of her manicured long-nailed fingers. It pleased Gina and made her wet to see him staring at her every move, knowing that watching her smoke turned him on so much.

*****


Chapter 14

She put her arms around his shoulders and Rick, throwing off his jacket, wearing just scrubs underneath, put his left arm around her waist, against her white cotton blouse, and the cool, silky polyester lining from her trench coat rubbing his beefy forearm on the other side. Gina threw her wig to the ground, laughed, shook her long, wild hair, grinding her hips to meet his and just purred, taking a slow, deliberate drag from her cigarette, blowing the smoke right into his face, and making a deliberate show of flicking the ashes and holding the cigarette in her right hand.

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

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

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

“On a guy’s breath?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep playing with ‘the little girl in the boat,’” Gina said. “The what?” Rick replied. Gina’s eyes were closed, and she was in a trance.

“My clit, you know . . . it looks like a little girl sitting in a boat,” she moaned. Rick had never heard that one before, but okay, actions speak louder than words.

This time Rick had his own agenda and began seriously rubbing her fur and sticking two fingers into her pulsating, wet vagina, in and out, driving her to heights of ecstasy she had never been to before with any man. His fingers came out and he played with ‘the little girl’, stroking it between two fingers and snapping it like a rubber band. It sent convulsions – shockwaves really, through her, and through her closed eyes she felt his chest muscles pressing through on her breasts, the smell of his sweat, her nipples erect, beneath her soft blouse.

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

She was moaning with pleasure as his left hand continued the excruciating slow, teasing movement. He moved his three fingers in a circular motion through the inside of her pussy, as it widened with the arousal. She pressed her breasts closer until they were touching Rick’s bare chest. He could feel the tips of her nipples on him, and it caused just a wee bit of wetness on the tip of his cock, a small wet circle appearing on his scrub bottoms. She took her lips off from his mouth.

“NOW . . . take me to the fucking bench NOW,” she whispered hoarsely, demandingly. Rick said nothing, ignoring her pleas, continuing his motion around her pussy. His right hand moved down to her butt, under her panties, squeezing each cheek alternately, further driving her crazy. His right fingers parted her butt just a bit, and he blew her away - the tips of his fingers tickling the skin between her asshole and pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

*****


Chapter 15

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Acting like an automatic trigger for him, Rick erupted his manhood inside of her completely, feeling that every fluid in his body was shooting out the tip of his cock, dehydrating him. Christ, he thought, I’m gonna need an IV when this is through! Gina just shuddered and moaned, soaking him up like a dry sponge, nails digging hard into his shoulders and loving every second of it.

For a while Gina continued her pelvic up and down motion, feeling like a complete whore, doing “the dirty” in a strange backyard in the middle of the night. Last year, such a tryst would have been unimaginable, but now . . . it was a strange delight, her changing from the upright, completely moral, upper-class housewife, librarian, and mother from Upper Brookville into a street hooker. It was her secret desire all along sitting in her subconscious, waiting for the right moment to appear, waiting for the right man to appear; and Rick was him.

*****

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

It was pointedly obvious; Rick had a smoking fetish, like her, and she was a bullseye for it. It was cool because his excitement turned her on too. He must have suffered over the last twenty years or so, living with a prudish, unpredictable non-smoker with Bipolar Type I Disorder. She was gratified that now Rick could at least start to be himself. Her mind was now thinking of ways she could use that fetish to her advantage. Through the smoke in front of her face, her lips curved into a devilish smirk.

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

“I know,” she said with a wicked grin. “I just wanna’ have a little fun.” She stood away from him, left hand on her hip, making a show of taking a drag, a look of aloofness on her face, like what am I going to do now?

Very slowly, she dropped the cigarette onto the brick patio floor and deliberately and slowly crushed out the half-smoked cigarette with the toe of her black leather boot. Rick just watched; eyes glued to the ground.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes mommy,” Rick replied - total submissive.

*****


Chapter 16

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

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

“GREAT!” Gina said, crushing the half-smoked cigarette on the floor and replacing it with a newly lit cigarette between her lips. “Then I guesh we have time for ooh to fuch a shmoking hot MILF waiting for a buss!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Didn’t you say that you ‘had something’ for me tonight?” Rick asked. “Oh, right! Yes indeedee; just a sec.” Gina reached into her bag and pulled out a flat item wrapped in tissue paper. Next, very seductively, she took off the wet, red satin panties she was wearing, put the new ones on herself, with Rick staring at her exposed, dripping bush; and used the same tissue paper to wrap the worn ones up which she presented to a startled Rick. The scent of Gina (“Gina’s Jyna”) made him erect again.

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

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

*****
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Chapter 17

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 18

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. 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 19

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 20

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 21

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 22

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 23

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. The smell of “Gina’s Jyna” was very strong, further arousing him.

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 24

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, spiked, black hair with a purple streak down the middle and purple highlights, 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 . . . 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. That was one place he did not want to go!

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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Chapter 25

After the shocker with Sam, Rick couldn’t sleep. He went outside and lit a cigarette, thinking. I need to talk to Gina, just to hear her voice. He wondered: Should I tell her about Sam? No, he thought, not yet at least. The embarrassment was too much. As he was about to go back inside, around 2:00 am, he got a text from “G.”

GINA: Hi Rick, hope you are up - can you call me please? I need to talk to you.

RICK: Sure, just a sec.

He dialed Gina, and she picked up just at the first ring. “Hey sexy, what’s up? Why are you up so late? he said.

“I might ask you the same question.”

“Oh, just thinking about you. I want to let you know that after our little sex-crazed fling at the “no-tell-motel” this afternoon, I masturbated in the living room thinking about you.”

“Really! Tell me about it,” Rick said, hungry for details and touching himself.

“Well, I went into my living room, sat on a comfy chair, lit a cigarette, and stuck my fingers around my clit, into my pussy, and got nice and wet. You see Rick, with you I can feel like a “bad girl,” and be a cum-faced smoky slut! There – I’ve said it. Turn you on?”

“Like, YEAH! Sure as shit it does,” Rick was laughing.

Gina let out a throaty laugh. “You like that you little pervert, don’t you?”

“If you only knew,” he said. “Then I opened my bra, draped my long, silky hair over my naked breasts and ran my fingernails and the palms of my hands over my breasts and nipples.” Rick was in the kitchen and getting hard. It was very hard not to speak above a whisper, with the kids upstairs and all.

“You know,” Gina said, “I’m growing my hair VERY LONG . . . like down to past the middle of my back so that I can rub it all over your face, belly and your sweet hard cock even more . . . and blow smoke into your face and on top of your delicious cock.”

Rick was stroking himself through his jeans and did all he could not to cum, but he felt a little wetness in his shorts. The last thing he wanted was a little wet circle of “dew” around his zipper.

“Then, I couldn’t help myself, but I started rubbing my juicy, quivering pussy with my fingers until I rocked myself to Mars,” she laughed again.

“Gina, stop it, you’re killing me here!”

“So . . . did you like the little pic I sent you?”

“Very much.”

“Want more?”

“Uhh, like YEAH!”

“Naughty, naughty boy. I’m a respectable woman of high society and you treat me like a streetwalker!”

“Well, don’t you like that? I mean most women do.”

“Honey, I do . . . but you know I am NOT like ‘most’ women. You should know that by now, right?”

“Of course, of course,” Rick said teasingly.

“Ricky, is there some way I could see you before Friday evening? I am so sorry about Sunday. I didn’t mean to disappoint you,” she said sincerely.

There was a brief pause and Rick continued. “I, uh, I don’t recall if I told you that I didn’t drink, did I?”

“No, you never mentioned it.”

“Well, I hope this isn’t a deal breaker between us.”

“What? Ricky, unless you’re a serial killer with a wood-chipper or a vat of concentrated Sulfuric Acid in your backyard, I don’t think there is anything that could be a ‘deal breaker’ between us.”

“Okay then. Well, I used to be a problem drinker, but I haven’t been for fifteen years now.”

“Oh that’s GREAT honey! So, what do you do – go to meetings?”

“Yes, because, well, I’m an alcoholic – in recovery, and I know that there is a stigma about that.”

“Gee,” Gina said playfully, “You seem to be loaded with stigmas. Well, you won’t get that from me, I can assure you. I wish the shithead would go; not that I’d fuck him, but these tantrums he throws really scare me – he’s a MEAN drunk - really terrifies me!”

“Terrific! I mean that’s bad, but I was a bit worried for a moment – about your reaction I mean.”

“Rick, I’ve sucked your dick in our cars, fucked you in your backyard in the middle of the night, and in a motel down the block from your car dealer; do you think I’d be worried and hate you because you’re doing what you can to help yourself?

No honey, I admire you, I really, really do! I’m very proud of you. There was a silence . . .

“Thank you, I mean it. It’s good to hear. I get no encouragement from my wife; it’s like she wishes I would drink so she would have a good excuse to throw me out of the house.”

“Oh really? - and fucking and sucking one of your customers wouldn’t?” she laughed again.

“I suppose you’re right,” Rick said, rather upbeat.

“So listen Rick – maybe I could see you after one of your meetings and we could go out somewhere local, you know, for a little coffee and a chat . . . And maybe a good fucking, because . . . because I have an insatiable desire for COCK! Your cock!”

“Yeah, I’d like that, but we would have to be discreet, you know.”

“Of course. I could meet you in the parking lot and follow you in your car. Where and when?”

‘How about tomorrow night? I have a meeting from seven-thirty to eight-thirty at the Congregational Church on Gates Avenue. You know which one?”

“Yes, is that the one down the road from St. Brigid’s?

“That’s the one.”

“Ok, then it’s a date – I’ll see you tomorrow night. I’ll wear something special,” she said sounding a bit sinister.

“Hey Gina?”

“What?”

“Could you send me some more photos I can jerk-off to please???”

“My God, you are such a dirty, naughty man!” she said with a throaty laugh. “I’ll think about it.”

The phone buzzed and he saw three pictures from Gina. He didn’t need the TV, but he left it on anyway, transfixed by what he saw on his phone. He almost fell out of the recliner! Now for sure he couldn’t sleep.

The first photo was Gina lying in bed with blue satin skirt panties, the kind he liked, a high-collared open white blouse, gold hoop earrings (knowing Gina, probably 14 carat), blue fishnet stockings with garters up to mid-thigh, and kick-ass, black stiletto heels.

She put the camera just below her chin and took the shot. There was a haze of freshly exhaled smoke and her left hand gingerly holding a freshly lit Virginia Slim, with her thumb lifting the panties up showing some bush. She was wearing a matching, blue-laced bra, showing nice cleavage. Instant hard-on!

The next photo just looked down at her panties, left hand with the cigarette pulling the panties down, covered in a blanket of smoke. The last picture was posed, taken with the camera on timer. It was a profile-view of Gina sitting on the bed, long, silky hair down past her breasts, face hidden, long, white cigarette showing out from her hair.

It showed one leg up on the bed and the other on the floor, and both hands were underneath the panties. She was looking up at the ceiling, smoke coming out her mouth and nose. Her face was tantalizingly hidden from view. There was text imprinted on the photo. It said “wanna fuck me soldier?”

Rick was ready to bust. He locked the door to the den, lubed up his hand, viewing the last photo, and slowly jerked himself off, puffing away happily on Gina’s brand, staring longingly at the photo.

*****


Chapter 26

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.

*****


Chapter 27

“When I was thirteen, I remember that I was on Christmas break. My mother and father were both out working. I think I told you that they were both smokers and that I was an only child. Since I had only one real friend in school (we had moved into our house the year before) and making friends was difficult; all the ‘cliques’ had already been formed, and I wasn’t a part of any of them, unless you consider concert choir a clique.”

Gina laughed. “Ha ha ha, I can just imagine you singing – a high school nerd.”

“Exactly! So, I was home alone, and I had just eaten breakfast, it was about eleven in the morning, and I was bored.”

“Backtracking, I took my first drag off a cigarette about a month before, when my mother’s ‘MILF’ Mahjongg friends came over to our house to play, and her extremely sexy and cool friend Evelyn comes in through the front door.

Now, Evelyn was one of my mother’s friends from the next block. She was a tallish woman, maybe 5’9”, red hair which was like a bob style, green eyes, and she always dressed immaculately.

She smoked MAX 120’s, a long white brand. One Thursday night (game night) she rang the doorbell at seven-thirty; so, I answered the door like I always did. It was mid-November and chilly, and she wore a tan belted-trench coat, carried an expensive black leather bag with a wide shoulder strap and wore a navy-blue business suit, tight skirt, wide belt, nice ass, with a sky-blue blouse underneath.

She had mid-calf length black, heeled boots on. She carried a half-smoked Max 120 in her right hand, held tightly between the index and middle finger, bright red lipstick around the bottom of the filter. I’m standing there in my gym shorts and T-shirt.

My heart was beating rapidly with excitement to add to my massive hard-on. She asks me to ‘be a dear’ and put out her half-smoked MAX 120 in the kitchen. Just before I took hold of the cigarette, Evelyn took a last, quick drag, blowing the smoke right in my fucking face! ‘Terrible habit, DON’T become a smoker!’ she said, and sarcastically smirked as she handed it off to me.

I took the cigarette with a euphoric high that was unlike anything I had ever felt before – combined with the scent of Evelyn’s perfume and smoky breath, I thought I would cum right there in the foyer. To this day I firmly believe that Evelyn would have FUCKED ME if she could get away with it. She purposely turned me on! 

Well, I had a humongous boner just from that, I mean, the way she looked, smelled, and just handed me that cigarette made me nuts. I know I was able to conceal the boner because she wasn’t looking down there – she was looking at me.

Still . . . I think the bitch knew she was getting me off! So, I just took it, lipstick on the end of it, walked into the kitchen, put it to my lips and took my first drag.

It made me turn green and nauseous, but it was also a HUGE turn-on. Then, her other three friends, all killer smoking MILFS came in, hung their coats up and went into the living room to play. All five of them were smoking.

So instead of killing the cigarette, I just cupped it in my palm and went into the bathroom.

I wasn’t worried in the least about getting caught because there were six smokers in the house at the time, counting my old man who was upstairs sleeping. But it was like a huge transformation came over me.

For a moment I WAS Evelyn. I was a smoking BITCH! I squinted my eyes, cold look on my face, and ignored the nausea, telling myself it’s just the process of getting nice and HOOKED! Isn’t that what makes you hard? I told myself.

I looked at my thirteen-year-old self in the mirror, took a last drag, leaned close to the glass and exhaled so the smoke came back into my face. I was giddy with excitement, and horny as FUCK! I almost came right then and there! I killed the butt but I kept it, wrapped it up in a tissue and took it upstairs to my room.

Once in bed, with the lipstick-tainted butt tightly between my lips, I jerked off into a thick-silk neckerchief I stole from my mother. Later that night while the women were still playing, I came downstairs for a glass of milk.

Evelyn caught my eye, looked at me like a cunty bitch, smiling, and made a show of taking out a fresh MAX, lighting it up, and really making a show of enjoying it. She KNEW she was torturing me! Then, you wanna know what ABSOLUTELY BLEW ME AWAY???

About thirty minutes before the ladies were getting ready to wrap it up, Evelyn gets me alone in the kitchen, just to refill some coffee, stands really close to me and hands me TWO of her MAX 120s!!

Her eyes squinted and her lips curved up in a knowing smile and she says, laughing: ‘Here Ricky, these are for your new habit!’ My mouth dropped open, but before I could say anything, she just leaves the kitchen and goes back to the game.

Fast-forwarding, it was winter vacation, and I was alone.

My parents had a started carton of KENT 100s that were there, and I took out a pack and stole a BIC butane lighter from a bag. I learned that when you snitch a pack from a carton of ten, that you have to kind of slide the next pack into its place, you know, so it doesn’t look like anything’s missing.

So, I just lit up, and that’s how I started. I never smoked in school or let anyone on to the fact that I smoked. In my house it was easy - I just went into a different room than my parents.

Occasionally, when no one was home, I put on some of my mother’s lipstick, smoked and jerked off to images of Evelyn in my mind. She also happened to be the mother of my best friend in school, Roy. Can you imagine me saying to Roy: ‘Hey Roy, I’d really love to get a blowjob from your mom?’” Gina let out a big laugh at that.

“It never went any further than putting on lipstick and smoking . . . I think I would have liked it to, but the guilt and shame was too much. I’m ashamed to say that I started down a bad path because I ‘needed something’ to calm my guilt and anxiety. So, at the tender age of thirteen, I got a bottle of scotch whisky down from the liquor pantry and poured it into a small glass – half whisky, and half cola.

I downed it quickly and suddenly my fears were gone.” Rick nodded to the church. So, I began a journey that quite nearly killed me and caused me to end up here - part of this group.”

Gina was listening with rapt attention – understanding that this was a moment of revelation for Rick, as well as for her; confirming suspicions she had. Her hand was on his leg, rubbing reassuringly, encouraging him to “let it all out.”

“Oh yeah,” Rick said, “one more thing. Last night I jerked off while I wore a set of your panties, and my daughter Samantha came into my den and saw the panties on the floor and caught me smoking Virginia Slims!”

Gina’s eyes went wide. “Oh my God! What did you say to her?” “Well, after the shock and total embarrassment went away . . . I uh, told her the truth. She knows the crappy state of my marriage and she said ‘whatever makes you happy dad.’ I spoke to her early today, and believe it or not, she thinks you might even be good for me.”

“Wow, Rick – I like your daughter already.”

“Sign of the times I suppose. It’s a different world today,” Rick replied. A small glimmer of hope showed in his eyes that maybe things will work out after all. . .

*****


Chapter 28

“And that’s pretty much it,” Rick said. “Wow,” Gina said softly. “Look Rick. This is who you ARE. Shame is sometimes just noise in our heads - this is one of those times. We both have the same sexual appetites and desires, and we’re both in really sucky situations. I’m very happy you feel comfortable in confiding in me – really, it means a lot. Besides, I’m just getting started with you,” she said with an evil little smirk Rick had come to know so well.

“Well okay, here we go.” She ceremoniously placed the Virginia Slims 120 Menthol between his lips on an angle, so it dangled out of his mouth. “Say ‘hello’ to the teenage slut that you once were, or should I say fantasized about becoming!” she said with an air of triumph.

“Okay baby, here.” She snapped her lighter to life and lit a new one of her own, making a show of it, closing her eyes, and exhaling through her nose in pleasure. Then in “cig-cockchoke-speak” she said, “Ere you go, prepare to be enlightened and have your world rockked oou FUCHKING SISSY!”

That last remark took Rick by surprise, but he loved it completely. She held the flame to his cigarette and the site of her long, red-polished nails aroused him more, and he inhaled. In fact, he wondered what it would be like to actually HAVE long painted fingernails.

The taste of the lipstick and perfume comingled with the taste of the cigarette and sent him immediately back to the long dormant pleasing fetish of his adolescence. Surprisingly, Rick felt none of the guilt he had obsessed over.

*****

Gina made a show of taking short, MILF puffs, almost detached from him and holding the long, slender white cigarette tightly between her fingers, and then just dangled it again, looking at him. “Ere, I am just so FUCKING HORNY!” she said with a convincing show of desperation. She took her trench coat off, and in the light Rick noticed that this one was navy blue, same chic style. Underneath, Gina wore her long-sleeved white cotton blouse, collar turned up, top four buttons opened with a nice view of her cleavage and black lace bra.

Then she grabbed for his belt and opened it, undid the snap on his slacks and opened the zipper. In determined and “bad-cop-cig-speak,” she ordered him: “Pickk ourr ash up.” Rick obeyed and Gina reached down and slid his pants down from his waist. All the while, she exhaled her smoke in Rick’s face, like a dope pusher trying to make a dope fiend out of a new client.  Hooking Rick was all the fun – for both.

“Ok now honey, I think you’re going to like this. Close your eyes.” Rick did as he was told. With the newly lit VIRGINIA SLIM 120 in her mouth, Gina took a nice drag and exhaled into Rick’s face. At the same time, she took her trench coat and rubbed the inside lining against his already hard cock. Rick, who still had his cigarette in his mouth started moaning; “Aaaaaahh wowww, oh Gina, that feels like heaven.”

“Now open oor eyes and rook at me,” she said in “cig-cockchoke-speak.” Rick opened his eyes and saw a very determined female – a very sexy determined female gently rubbing her polyester coat lining up and down the shaft of his now throbbing cock. She flicked her ashes out the window and barked at him: “DON’T YOU DARE CUM UNTIL I GIVE PERMISSION! GOT IT SISSY!????”

A bit startled but in too much ecstasy to care, Rick just nodded and mumbled something unintelligible. Gina bent over and replaced the trench coat with her wet, cock-starved mouth, taking the full of Rick inside her, going up and down and making sucking sounds, which played as erotic music in Rick’s spinning mind.

“OH . . . MY . . . GOD . . . GINA! I’m fucking cumming!!!” Gina just increased the speed of her up and down motion and now made slurping noises as she drank up all his jizz. This was a quickie cum for Rick, who up till now had shown restraint. She saved a bit for her face, and soon Rick’s jizz was on Gina’s lips and cheeks, just on top of her right eye, making her mascara run. “NOW KISS ME AND LICK YOUR CUM OFF MY FACE YOU FUCKING SISSY!!” she barked at Rick.

Obediently, Rick quickly lifted his face to meet Gina’s mouth, and their lips locked, but only for a moment as Rick pulled his tongue out of Gina’s mouth and now licked the cum off Gina’s face. She just moaned . . . “I love it, I fucking love it” . . . Exhausted, yet relaxed, they just sat next to each other and smoked.

Gina looked at Rick and put her hand under his chin to study him a bit. “Humm,” she said. “I  wonder what a little eye makeup would do.” Before Rick could respond, Gina put a finger to his lips, said “Shush” and suddenly grabbed him and shoved her tongue down his throat and pressed her lips tighter against his than she ever had before. Two kindred spirits locked together. After about five minutes of this came the moment of decision; the first one of many. She put her unlit cigarette in her mouth and held out a new lipstick case to him.

She was grinning. She said in her “cig-cocksuck-speak” “C’mon Icky, it’s ok – it won’t bite you – take it.” Gina twisted the cylinder and a bright red stick popped out. “Oooh look – it has a hard-on!” The new lipstick was molded and shaped like an erect cock - head and shaft! She laughed that seductive throaty laugh of hers. I did a bit of shopping today with you in mind, she said. I think it’s time for a second coat, don’t you??” Rick didn’t respond.

Laughing, she moved it in a circle in front of his face, teasingly, until finally it came to rest in the middle of his upper lip. Slowly, she moved it from side to side. “LOOK! Oh my God! Rick has a cock in his mouth,” she said with a mock look of alarm, laughing.

“Here, smile and stretch your lips . . . like you did before” (she said, almost as an afterthought) and just grinned. Next, she did the bottoms, pulled the stick away, and said “Good, now smack your lips. What does it taste and smell like?”

“It . . . it tastes like you and smells a bit like your perfume,” Rick said, somewhat amazed. Gina looked at the bulge in Rick’s still erect cock. “See,” she said. “I KNEW this would turn you on,” and maintaining eye contact, she touched his nicotine cock with the tips of her nails, looking at him and biting her bottom lip. “ She said: “Now for the complete turn-on.”

She made a sweet and serious smile and rubbed one of her cigarettes against her neck and hair, getting the scent of strawberries and perfume on it. “Have you ever smoked a cig with just a scent of perfume on it? It is VERY sensual,” she said matter of factly. She lit Rick up, and he looked admiringly at the filter with the candy red lipstick on it.

“No,” Rick replied. “That’s something I never tried before.” She was stroking  his wet cock with her fingers. “You know what?” Gina said. “No, what?” Rick replied. “Let me dry your cock off gently.” She produced some tissues and wiped the cum off his erect cock.

“Now for the grand finale. I knew you would forget the panties I gave you Tuesday night.”

“I’m sorry Gina, I hid them in my den.”

“Yeah, we know how well that went, don’t we!” She said rhetorically. “That’s okay honey; I came prepared.” With that, she opened her bag and produced a new pair of navy-blue silk panties, and ceremoniously handed them to Rick. It pleased her to see his excitement.

“Now here’s what you’re gonna’ do.” She placed her cigarette between her lips and said: “Ere, now I wan you to jerk yourself off with the panties and cum in the tissues while you puff and look at me, okay?”

“Yes Gina,” Rick said almost trancelike. He put the perfumed and belipsticked cigarette in his mouth and started to rub the panties on his dry but very erect cock. He started moaning with pleasure, staring at Gina smoking, who now had her bra off and was rubbing her tits. He hadn’t done this since his teen years.

The difference was that now he had no guilt whatsoever, just pleasure with an understanding and real live partner! He started rubbing faster and faster, his ecstasy aided by Gina’s show of sensual smoking and touching herself. Gina’s cunt was getting wet and engorged as well, as she was very turned on. “Slow it down a bit and watch,” she said.

What came next blew Rick away. Gina’s cigarette was in her mouth, dangling, her eyes were half-closed, and she was fingering herself with pure delight, and moaning. Both of them were masturbating and smoking in some erotic fetish dance. Gina was moving her shoulders up and down as she shuddered and kept going. She stopped for a brief second and took her fingers out and held them out for Rick to lick. Obediently, he did so, much to Gina’s pleasure. “How does that taste, my little faggot sissy?”

“It, it tastes wonderful.” Rick continued rubbing himself with “his” new panties and just before he came, a very alert Gina handed him a ball of tissues. He quickly pulled the panties away and came again with a full load into the tissues. Gina took it from him and wiped Rick’s cum all over her mouth and cheeks. “Here Ricky, LICK ME OFF!” she said in her “bad cop” voice. Rick did as he was told, the both of them in another world.

Now, working furiously on herself and very much turned on by Rick’s actions, she shuddered and climaxed herself. After that, they just sat together, silently smoking. “How was that?” Gina asked. “Wonderful. I’ve never experienced anything like that in my life.”

“Good, good Rick, because there’s lots more where that came from,” Gina said triumphantly. Now Gina took out a fresh bunch of tissues and handed them to Rick. “Here,” she said. “Wipe the lipstick off now, I don’t think you want the kids or wifey to see this on you! Oh yeah, better hide the panties and this too . . .” she said holding the tube of lipstick out to Rick. “Go ahead, take them,” Gina said with an air of triumph; a small one, but a triumph, nonetheless. “You are getting quite a collection,” she laughed.

She was closer to molding Rick into what she wanted – almost there, but not quite. The question if Rick would go all the way was now a moot point. The only questions remained how, where, and when.

*****
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Chapter 29

At Gina’s house in The Gold Coast, she was expecting the arrival of her husband, who would be home from his fishing trip – if that’s what it really was. With Frank, she could never be sure what he was up to. She had butterflies in her stomach. It was just last night that she had her “other-worldly” experience with Rick.

He was so powerful, in his looks, his strength, and she also believed that opening himself up to her and letting her “peek into his life” was a show of his strength, his manhood. She felt pleased that he was so comfortable being with her that he could reveal parts of himself that must have been very hard to confess.

It made her very wet just the way he looked at her, and the way he trusted her. She wanted, no she needed him INSIDE her every day. She got wet just thinking about him, imagining the tingle she got from his lips on her neck, her ears. The way his soft hands caressed her breasts. His hardness and her desperation to prolong the climax when he entered her.

Even Gina’s friends, the few she had in the neighborhood noticed a difference in her. Sometimes at work, she seemed to be distracted in thought, in conversation, in her own little world of erotic, and misty wet “Rick-dreams.” He was like a drug. Without him, she went into “withdrawals.”

What was important to Gina was not what the future held – who knew? It was the here and now that mattered the most. She was on pins and needles. She needed to be with Rick tonight in his friend’s house. She didn’t care what she told Frank.

Speaking of which; Frank put an ad on Craig’s List for the live-in housekeeper, and tutor for the girls, and they had six respondents who Gina would be conducting interviews this weekend on. Unbeknownst to Frank, Gina also put in an online ad with a website that reached people in Thailand and Vietnam who wished to come to the US and be live-in housekeepers – not just any live-in housekeepers, but beautiful and stunning “Lady Boys!”

The only caveat being that they MUST be smokers and open to try “new and wonderful things.” The other requirement, one that would make Frank happy, was, of course, that they would also be competent home-school teachers for the girls. It was a tall order to fill, but as always, Gina was lucky. Gina received three online replies with pictures as requested.

The first two were very small and petite and, well, average looking. The third girl piqued her interest, from Thailand, and she sent her a plane ticket and planned for her to get a visa to the US. Gina would pick her up on Sunday morning at JFK International Airport.

After some ugly words were exchanged between Gina and Frank, Gina got her way. As she made quite clear to Frank, SHE would be the one to work closely with the woman since Frank was rarely home. Backing her up was the issue of some videotapes of Frank behaving rather badly at home, that could easily have led the police to intervene.

The control that she now had over Frank was exhilarating to Gina. All her married life she was abused verbally, emotionally, and physically by the fucking drunk, until Gina’s sister told her to install the video camera system inside the house – the feed going to Gina’s sister in Scarsdale, NY as well as to her.

Now, if Frank ever got out of line again, or even so much as shouted at the girls, he would go to jail – and as Gina hoped – rot there and be gang raped by his fellow inmates. Just the thought of hulking Frank being violated in the shower and made someone’s bitch in jail gave her goosebumps. Well, a girl can only hope! Of course, Rick figured prominently into her plans regarding the lady-boy.

*****

Back to Friday afternoon at Wise Owl, Rick was pounding out prescriptions, and from time to time taking out his cell phone and looking at some pictures Gina had sent him. The latest one came at about two-forty in the afternoon and almost made Rick jizz his shorts. It was a full-frontal of Gina.

She was wearing only a full-length powder blue blouse; top four buttons open, collar turned up, with nothing underneath – no bra, no panties, nothing. Curiously, and an interesting touch; she wore her horn-rimmed librarian glasses that she wore to work. Now that was a big turn-on!

Her long, auburn hair was flowing along her tits, and she was holding a freshly lit Virginia Slims 120 very effeminately at shoulder height, exhaling, and tilting her head up, affording Rick a very nice view of her neck and breasts. The bottom of the photo just showed the top of her pussy, that delicious cave of delights that Rick had explored so expertly with all his tools.

She was also wearing her hoop earrings and a deep red shade of lip gloss, and heavy eye makeup – aquamarine mascara which matched her gorgeous eyes, and deep auburn eyebrow pencil.

Her lips were puckered, and the camera captured a couple of smoke rings. It was such an exquisite photo that Rick imagined he could smell Gina through the camera screen. He wished he could fuck Gina through the phone screen. He wondered if she ever went to work with her makeup looking like that. If she did, the male library patrons would check out Gina and not the books. It was like his cock was keeping time until closing time arrived.

*****


Chapter 30

At about four forty-five on Friday afternoon a black Land Rover with three men in it pulled up to Gina’s house and Frank got out wearing a suit and tie. Hardly the attire for returning from a fishing trip, but Gina knew enough not to ask questions about what Frank did or where he went – even when she caught him in a lie. Their whole marriage was built on a lie. He almost had trouble fitting through the door, he was that big (in lies and in girth).

He came through the vestibule (or waddled) breathing heavily, saw Gina standing in the kitchen, looked at her and said in his normal gruff tone, “So we got the interviews set for this weekend?”

Gina just looked at him blankly and said, “How was the fishing?” He smirked at her and replied sarcastically, “now don’t go bein’ a wiseass, I’m tired, I wanna shower and go to sleep.” She asked him if he wanted anything to eat and he said, “No, I ate dinner on the plane.”

Plane? What plane? He said he went fishing, she thought to herself. Gina couldn’t help but notice the bulge under Frank’s suit. He was carrying his 9mm Berretta. Whereas Rick with a gun was a turn-on, Frank, (a bad guy) with a handgun was scary – especially Frank.

“How’re the girls, ok? Anything new?” (The concerned father). Gina replied, “Oh they’re fine, looking forward to seeing their dad.”

“That’s nice. I’ll see ‘em later after I get up from my nap.”

“You asked about the interviews. I have them taken care of; you don’t even have to be home.”

“Great,” Frank said. “I meant to tell ya’ - I got some business upstate I gotta’ take care of, so I won’t be home. I’m sure you won’t fuck it up.” Gina just rolled her eyes. “Oh, one more thing,” he said. “I won’t be home Saturday night. It’s gonna’ be an overnight, so I’ll be home Sunday.” Gina tried to hide her “disappointment,” but inwardly said Thank God!

This is what passed for a marriage at the Schroeder house; curt, businesslike conversations on a “need to know” basis only. If the bills were paid, and Gina had an unlimited expense account everything was fine.

Two things she didn’t have to worry about. The third was that Frank’s life insurance was paid up. In his murky line of work, you never knew. As soon as Frank dragged his suitcase up the stairs, Gina texted Rick:

GINA: We’re good for tonight, Ricky! (wink emoji). What’s the address?

RICK: My balls are turning blue – you’re a wizard with that cell phone camera of yours! It’s 1077 Dayton Place, Glen Cove. Right across the street from the Meridian Hospital. Be there at ten, I’m gonna’ grab dinner out, and then I’ll be over.

GINA: Terrific. I’ll see you then! Try not to jerk-off; just yet (devil Emoji)

RICK: You bet!

*****


Chapter 31

Rick closed the store on time and went across the street to Wendy’s to eat. He was hungry and so indulged himself. He planned to go the gym over the weekend anyway. Once inside his car, he put the navigation system to Tansby’s house. SHIT!! He just remembered that he forgot to bring one of the two pairs of satin panties that Gina had given him. Oh well, I’m sure she’ll forgive me, he thought.

He texted Gina that he was on his way and would wait outside for her. The drive was about ten minutes with no traffic. He parked his car across the street from Russell’s house and lit a Virginia Slim and just waited anxiously for Gina. He was getting hard already. This was a momentous occasion in their short, but passionate affair - the first time they would be alone in an actual house, not a cheap motel - but with a real bed!

At about ten-thirty, he saw a white Dodge Durango pull up on Tansby’s side of the street a few houses down. The evening was clear, cool, and the streetlamps in the hospital parking lot on Rick’s side of the street were gaily decorated with all the Halloween things - black and orange streamers, paper cats, witches, and pumpkins in the hospital windows.

Rick got out of his car, the colored leaves crunching underneath his shoes as he made his way across the street. He kept his head down, pretending not to see Gina. She, however, had a big grin on her face, and did a little dance as she approached the house. The clack, clack, of her high-heeled leather black boots making a little “drumroll,” announcing her appearance. 

Now, as they faced each other, Rick smiled. Each of them had a burning cigarette in their hands. “Long time, no see,” Rick said happily. Gina moved towards him, dying to softly kiss him and then drive her tongue down his throat. They stood outside Tansby’s house and did just that; Rick wrapping his right arm over Gina’s shoulders, pulling her close.

The feel of the leather, the smell of her smoky breath, soft lips, and the scent of a new and surprising perfume, quickly overcame him, turning his legs to rubber, and his cock to steel. As for Gina, she slid easily under Rick’s strong arm, feeling his rock-hard body through his jacket, with the sense of security and comfort it afforded.

They parted slowly, finishing their cigarettes. “Whew, that was a nice greeting,” Gina said coyfully. “You’d think we hadn’t seen each other for ages, and it’s only been, what, twenty-four hours?” Rick laughed. “Yeah, my friend Russell usually has his poker buddies over on Friday night, but there was a last-minute change of plans, so his house became available to us.”

Rick motioned with his head, gently held Gina by the elbow as they mounted the three steps to Tansby’s small porch. Rick reached underneath the doormat and triumphantly showed Gina the spare key.

“The keys to Paradise my dear,” Rick said and they both chuckled. She threw her arms around Rick’s neck, smirking in the playful way he was used to seeing by now.

“You have no idea, Ricky boy!” They kissed again quickly and opened the door.

Tansby’s house was a modest cape with the entrance opening into a small living room with a big-screen TV, a couch opposite with a coffee table in front, and a small kitchen just beyond. A stairway to the left led upstairs. It was certainly suitable for a single man or a couple, but that was about it. “So, who is this guy?” Gina asked. “He’s actually my AA sponsor,” Rick answered.

“Really! So, what did you tell him about us?”

“Well, he knows about my sham of a marriage, and he’s just a nice guy. When he offered me use of his house, he had no idea that I was seeing you,” Rick said.

“Oh, but then of course, you told him . . . did you tell him a lot of detail?” Gina asked with a squinty smile. Rick grabbed her about her waist and just said “I told him that you were unbelievable!” At this, Gina nodded her head and smiled. She took off her leather coat facing Rick slowly and deliberately.

What he saw shocked and turned him to walking jizz. Gina was wearing an underbust: a long black leather corset, laced up the front, exposing her generous tits, nipples and all, a tight leather miniskirt which beautifully highlighted her killer ass, and black fishnet garters up to her thighs that strapped underneath to her black satin open-skirt panties.

Of course, she had on her high-heeled laced black leather boots which rode just above her knees. It was a KILLER outfit, a total assassin, and Rick’s jaw dropped. She did up her eyelashes with heavy mascara and deep blue eyeshadow. She looked better than the pictures in the porno magazines he used to whack-off to as a teenager.

Gina strutted over to the couch and made a show of bending over to her handbag and pulled out her blue leather cigarette case with silver lighter. She caught Rick staring at her open-mouthed and just smiled wickedly at him. “So, tell me more about your friend,” Gina said. “Well,” Rick explained, “He’s also my psychotherapist and marriage counsellor.” Now it was Gina’s jaw that dropped.

“You MUST be shitting me!” she said astonished. Rick laughed. “I know. It sounds crazy, but he knows what a shit show my marriage is and I guess he just wants me to be happy.” Rick shrugged his shoulders. Laughing, Gina said “Interesting. I like this guy already - your marriage counsellor! Ha, ha, ha.”

Gina lit her cigarette and stared at Rick, dangling it and running her hands over her bare breasts. She then took a long drag, held the cigarette in her effeminate way and commanded Rick, blowing a stream of smoke in his face: “LIGHT UP - NOW!” Rick moved towards his jacket and Gina suddenly said: “NO! FROM MY PACK IDIOT!”

“Sorry,” Rick said in his most obsequious voice. He then opened Gina’s leather case which turned him on and lit up to Gina’s satisfaction. “Now that’s much better! You’re learning, my little slut!” Gina opened the refrigerator to look for something to drink. With her back to Rick, bending over the sink, Rick meekly asked her: “Is it okay if I take out my cock and rub it on the back of your skirt?”

Gina, without turning around said in “cig-cockchoke-speak” - “Sure, as rong as you don’tt jizz on my skirt, you horny ‘ittle fuchk!” Rick bent over her and smelled the delicious strawberry shampoo and felt the luscious, satiny softness of her hair on his face, combined with the smoke coming around from her front.

Now he was beyond recall. He didn’t even have to start rubbing his cock - as soon as he touched it to her skirt, it got very, very hard. In fact, her hair was so long - reaching to the small of her back, that he was able to rub his cock on that silky goodness too.

She poured a ginger ale for herself and Rick. Taking hold of his cock she said, “you’ll just have to wait on this a bit.” Rick was busting as they moved over to the couch and sat down with their drinks. He couldn’t take his eyes off Gina, the way she was dressed, the smell of the leather, living the fantasy roles of his adolescence - the heavily made up whorish looking, domineering strumpet, smoking madly, and dying to suck his cock - but only when she said it would be okay . . In fact, in Rick’s mind, smoking with Gina . . . made him want to be like Gina. He needed a minute to wrap his head around that . . . Gina, was miles ahead of him.

*****


Chapter 32

They sat on the couch a while just kissing; at first light swipes of lips back and forth and then more serious, hungry tongues entwining each other. Gina pulled away, took a drag off her Virginia Slim 120 and kissed Rick again, blowing the smoke into his lungs. Rick pulled away and exhaled, his “meter” between his legs going into the red zone. Gina watched, amazed, and just smiled. “Here, now do me!” she said.

So, Rick took a drag off his cigarette and Gina said “exhale into my hair, then put your face up against it and inhale. This is fucking awesome, he thought. When they fucked in the sleazy motel on Wednesday, it made him cum! Rick obeyed and his senses were overloaded - the fresh smoke, the smell and feel of her hair on his face, the site of her exposed tits, and the very sexy half-closed look of Gina’s eyes, going into an erotic trance of pleasure.

Rick was in heaven. All his fantasies were coming true; at least the ones that he was consciously aware of. Gina reached over to the floor in front of the couch and reached into her red nylon gym bag. It had gained Rick’s curiosity when he first saw it outside. Gina pulled out a pair of bright blue skirt panties - Her and Rick’s favorites. He preferred those over any other women’s undergarments because he liked the feel of the satin on his cock.

Gina, eyes squinting, dangling her long, white cigarette barked out in cig-cockchoke-speak, “put dese on NOW you little slut whore! Oh! Before I fahget, putt on da’ lipstich,” and she pitched the tube to Rick. As Gina watched over him, fascinated at what she was creating . .  Rick carefully applied the lipstick, looking up to Gina for approval. “That’s good,” she said, moving her head from side to side. “Very nice.”

“Now,” she said: “I’m gorra stand heah and shmoke verry sexy for you, and I want you to jerk-off to me!” Rick was all for it, saying: “Of course, my queen - anything for you.” Gina’s mouth curved up into a smile, looked at Rick and took a drag, holding the cigarette in her usual seductive, hot way, and said “Ooooooh, what a good slut you are! - so polite!!” exhaling smoke right into Rick’s face. He did as instructed and slipped his briefs off and the panties on.

“Stand up!” Gina barked. “Ummm . . . not bad, ok, we’re getting somewhere. Now, make yourself comfortable, watch me and fantasize - I want you to cum . . . when I give you permission!” Holding her cigarette tightly between two fingers she looked around for an ashtray. She found one on top of the TV and brought it over and placed it on the end of the couch armrest. Both she and Rick flicked their ashes.

Gina walked over close to Rick and kissed him hard on the mouth. He started to put his arm around her, and she said: “No arms, just lips now, okay?” “Sure, whatever you say,” Rick replied, wondering what this consummation of all his fetishes standing before him had in mind. Gina’s thigh ground itself into Rick’s iron rod of a cock, and the sensation of the rubbing through the satin of the panties, and the fullness of Gina’s thigh on his tummy made all the hairs on his body stand up at once.

“I want you to take a drag, exhale on my tits (which were fully exposed over the top of the underbust) and kiss them with your smoky breath.” As Rick exhaled and kissed Gina’s tits, he smelled the new perfume, and the leather of the corset, with the smoke; all causing him to quiver like a finely tuned bow. She pushed away a bit, playing with Rick - looking at him like a teenage schoolgirl with a cigarette in her mouth trying to look cool, blinking her eyes for him.

Underneath the cool, controlled exterior was a woman in pure, unrestrained lust. Her pussy was like a dripping sponge; the whole erotic smoke ritual turning her to jelly. Still, she had to maintain the air of control. Her ability to dominate and captain this ship was most important.The sight of her, with her perfect makeup job was making Rick insane.

Sitting back and reclining on the couch, he used his left hand to rub the satin over his cock, with Gina making encouraging cooing noises to push him over the edge. She pretended to ignore him, strutting back and forth, completing the picture by placing her handbag over her left shoulder, taking little French inhales, occasionally looking at Rick rub himself to her actions. “Are we close to cumming now, my little SISSY-SLUT???” Rick was incapable of full sentences, and said, “Yeah . . . I’m  . . . . almost there . . .”

Gina barked at him bad-cop style: “STOP WHAT YOU’RE DOING - NOW!” Rick, surprised, complied with her request, and just looked at her. “I’m not done with you yet, not by a long shot!” She made a show of taking a last drag off her half-finished cigarette and putting it out in the ashtray. “I want you to put yours out too - do it now.” Rick was aghast - like what the fuck is she up to???

“Come on my little sissy, we’re going to the boudoir!” she laughed as she used the French name for the bedroom. Noticing his disappointment at not being allowed to cum when he wanted to, Gina looked at him, squinted her eyes, and just said “trust me.” She picked up her gym bag, handbag, and nodded to the ashtray. “Rick, please take that up with you.” “Ok, sure,” he said, knowing that Gina never disappointed before.

*****


Chapter 33

Tansby’s guest bedroom was simple and adequate. A queen-sized bed, a side table with a lamp, and now the ashtray from downstairs. Gina was humming to herself and placed her handbag and gym bag on the floor at the foot of the bed.

“Now Rick,” she said with a mischievous grin; “I want you to see some things I brought along for the occasion - for your ‘initiation.’” Looking Rick dead in the eye she said - “Oh right, what am I saying? The proper word would be ‘re-introduction.’”

Gina brought out two long-haired wigs: one blonde and other brunette. She chose the brunette, long-haired with a part down the middle, a case with makeup, a bright blue bra to match the panties, and a long, light blue cotton “boyfriend” style shirt. There was also a set of black sheer pantyhose with laced garter tops.

The finale was a mid-length skirt with a high slit up the side, and three-inch high heeled black-leather shoes in Rick’s size - an eleven. “You guessed my shoe size?” Rick said, surprised, after putting on the bra, shirt, and skirt. “Yes, I usually do get sizes right - it’s an uncanny ability I’ve always had.”

She laughed. “Suppose you wear this outfit to your next army reserve weekend?”

“Uh . . . no, I don’t think so,” Rick said, laughing with her. To say Rick was surprised would be an understatement. Happy? Most definitely! Horny? Fuhgeddaboudit!

“Here,” Gina said. “Let’s light up first - come into the bathroom and I’ll do your makeup. But NO talking and no peeking. I want you to tell me how you like it once I’m all done!” Rick, excited, just smiled, took a Virginia Slim from Gina and she lit him up.

She threw him the boyfriend shirt and Rick put it on along with other clothing. “Oh,” she said. “You can play with yourself while I dress you up.” “Thank you, that’s very considerate of you madame,” Rick said playfully.

“There’s no chair in the bathroom,” he said. “I’ll just bring one in.” “Good thinking,” Gina said smiling. Rick placed his chair in front of the large vanity mirror, and Gina stood behind him, seductively smoking in her leather underbust, auburn hair flowing down the sides. “I used to do this with my girlfriends in high school,” she said laughing.

“How old were you when you first started smoking?” Rick asked. “Let’s see, I was like twelve? Thirteen? My mother smoked Benson & Hedges Menthol 100s, and I wanted to be like her. So, one day after I came home from school, I just asked her for one. I think she enjoyed seeing me take my first puff. I got a little dizzy, but quickly got the hang of it.

My father HATED it, so I think she liked the idea of me starting so she could have a ‘smoke buddy,’” Gina remembered, a wistful look on her face. “Besides,” she said. “I was quite hot, even at thirteen - I matured early,” she grinned at Rick. “The older guys were attracted to me. They thought I was HOT!”

Rick just smiled. “I would have been attracted to you too. I would have loved to secretly watch you smoke and go home and jerk-off to you.” “I BET you would,” Gina said in a fake admonishing tone. “Now, face front, close your eyes - and no talking!” The point of no return.

Gina took out the makeup kit and meticulously applied the eye shadow, stopping every so often to look at Rick in the mirror and take a drag off her cigarette. It was a shade of sky blue. Next came the eyeliner pencil. “I should really shave your eyebrows off and use the eyebrow makeup.” “No!” Rick said in shock. “Please don’t do that!”

“Hahhaha! Did you really think I would do that to you???” Rick was ashamed of himself for asking. Gina continued with the black eyeliner. “I brought false eyelashes, but I don’t think I need them,” she said, critically examining Rick’s face. Rick relaxed and his boner was very solid by the whole process - the “transformation.”

He resumed stroking his cock through the skirt and satin panties, the feeling unlike anything he had ever experienced before. The thought of fucking a woman dressed like a woman, was the ULTIMATE AROUSAL, he thought.

It took Gina about thirty minutes working meticulously to apply the rest of the facial makeup. Next came a sort of swim cap which Gina placed on top of his head. The times when she needed Rick to open his eyes, she made him get up and turn the chair around, so it wasn’t facing the mirror. Last was the pièce de resistance, the wig. The brunette wig was extra-long, just like Gina’s, but black instead of auburn.

Except for the height difference between them, Gina had created a “twin” of herself in Rick. This whole process made Gina moist - horny as hell which came as somewhat of a surprise for her. When she was finished, she lit a fresh cigarette for herself and for Rick, and since his eyes were closed, she placed it between his lips. The thought of fucking a man dressed like a woman was her ultimate arousal as well.

Rick was solid as iron throughout the whole procedure. Gina reached into her gym bag for one final item - her iPhone and put on the pop tune by Rod Stewart “Do Ya Think I’m Sexy.” She stood behind Rick, taking short puffs, admiring both herself and her new creation in the mirror; all the while moving to the music.

Rick was thumping with excitement and rubbing his cock with the panties. Gina, noticing Rick’s rubbing, spoke over the music and said: “I see what you’re doing. You’ll be taken care of soon enough - but DON’T YOU DARE CUM!! Rick couldn’t wait until Gina commanded him to open his eyes. The smooth polyester lining of the skirt on Rick’s thighs felt wonderful, and surprisingly, although lacking in the breast department, the bra felt good too - good, but different.

*****


Chapter 34

Rick’s and Gina’s sexual desires were totally sympatico! Rick guessed he was feeling what any man would feel when his most supreme sexual desire was being fulfilled. My God . . when is she going to tell me I can open my eyes? he thought to himself.

Finally, Gina said, still moving to the music, and in “cig-cockchoke-speak:” “Okay beautiful, open yur eyezz.” Rick almost jizzed on the spot! It was the most amazing thing he had ever seen in a mirror. TOTAL WOMAN!!!

Gina wasn’t just good with makeup, she was a fucking genius, thought Rick. You had to look really hard - and at Ricks neck to tell for sure that you were looking at a male, and even not so much then. It really was outstanding work.

“Oh before I forget,” Gina smiled as she talked. “I have a little gym bag here for you to put all your clothes and accessories into,” she said, handing Rick a blue nylon gym bag like the one she brought tonight.

“Thank you - you really do think of everything!” Rick said admiringly.

“Wow Ricky, oou do clean up nyshelye if I say so myshelf!” Gina said, and not with a little pride. In the mirror, were two women: Gina’s head on top, and Rick sitting in the chair below, with an open shirt and a bright blue bra.

“But we can’t call you Ricky,” Gina said. “Do you prefer a name?” she asked. Rick must have been thinking the same thing because without missing a beat he said

“Deena - with two ‘e’s.”

“Deena, eh? Hummm . . .” Gina laughed. “Got a nice ring to it - Gina and “Deena” it is then!” Putting the cigarette back in her mouth she said: “Iss that a name with any special significance for you . . . DEENA???”

“It’s the name of a woman I wanted to look like as a teenager, and smoke like too.”

“Oh sure, ok - I get it; cool! So let me introduce

my newest creation ‘MS. DEENA,’ SMOKING . . . TRANNY. . .  SLUT. . .  WHORE! How do you like that?” Gina asked as she bent over Deena, née Rick, and stroked his cock. Rick took a drag of his cigarette, studied how he looked with it in the mirror; the lipstick on the tip, and exhaled through his nose.

“YES, YES, I LOVE IT!!! I have never felt so happy before in my entire life. Strange, I feel . . . complete!?” “Don’t overthink it baby, just enjoy it!” Gina said.

“So let me ask you something then, DEENA GURL . . . Do you think you would suck the cock of a guy who came onto you and was hypnotized by your ‘feminine persona?’ Come on Rick, there’s nothing wrong with that. I won’t think of you as being less manly, and God only knows, with that physique, you are DEFINITLEY a big turn-on for me.”

Rick was shocked beyond a reply. For the first time, he was left completely speechless. For a minute, he felt panic like this is moving too fast. Rick thought he needed to take it a bit slower, but he was flying on autopilot.

Gina laughed. “I’ll be gaining a GURLfriend!” She gave Rick a good going over, looking at his face and his somewhat rounded hips as well. You are also unique in that properly made up, you will sure as shit pass for a woman!” Gina laughed hard.

“What’s so funny?” Rick asked. “Let me in on the joke.” Gina laughed again. “I was just thinking, what with your military training and all, what would happen to some poor slob who came on to you . . . in, like, say the wrong way. Know what I mean?”

Rick shook his head, and looked at Gina, saying “God help him.”

Gina had Rick stand up, and he faced her, the first time dressed as his alternate persona; crossdresser Deena. Gina’s eyes were half closed; her lips curled up in a smirk while dangling the cigarette out of the corner of her mouth.

She looked like a female gangsta.’ “Listen Deena my dear little slut,” she said as she placed her arms around Deena’s shoulders, “and listen very carefully.”

Gina took a fresh drag and exhaled in Rick’s face as she kissed him on the lips and then broke off. “WE are going into the bedroom and you, and I are going to fuck and suck our brains out. Does this please you my little smoky slut whore???”

“It pleases me very, very much,” Rick said. He took in the sight and feel of Gina’s breasts flowing over the top of that underbust, all the familiar smells and sensations, and the totally new idea of having sex dressed en femme for the first time. It was a first for Gina as well.

Her arousal was intense; surprisingly so, more than with any other man she had been with. Her inward thoughts turned to could I be attracted to women as well??? The thought, while interesting, was of no paramount concern right now. Now, the main need was to GET FUCKED . . . By “Deena’s” COCK!

Rick locked his tongue with Gina’s as she ground her hips against his cock standing firm in the front, underneath the skirt. Gina sat on the side of the bed facing Rick, and she pulled hard at the snaps of the skirt with the frenzy of a super sex-starved junkie that hasn’t had a “fix” in years; dying to get that boner in her mouth.

She had a cigarette in her mouth and very firmly said, “I’m going to suhckh ooh dry - Deena!” In a fever pitch, she pulled down Deena’s skirt and panties and replaced the cigarette with Deena’s delicious, throbbing cock in her mouth, taking “her” deep into her throat. For Rick, it was like water putting out a sizzling ember. It felt like he was waiting for this moment all his life.

Gina was furiously going up and down, right to the base of “Deena’s” shaft. She abruptly broke contact, made an “ummmmm” sound, took a drag off her cigarette and put her mouth back to work, smoke coming out of her mouth and her nose, all over Rick’s hard cock. His eyes were closed, the cigarette hanging out of his mouth.

His mind turned to all the fantasies he had of woman smokers and wanting to fuck all of them; all the MILFS of his youth. He bent his neck slightly to feel the silky smoothness of his new wig on his neck. It was crossdresser heaven.

With “cig-cockchoke-speak” Gina said, barely audible: “Ooooh cahn ummm now!” Deena needed very little prompting and blew his load like an inner-city fire hydrant in July. With a desperation she had never known before, Gina sucked Rick dry, not even a drop of cum wasted on her cheeks or lips.

She held his cock in her mouth and just massaged the underside with her tongue, and Rick remained erect - sucked dry, but erect. Now . . . things got very serious and hot. She slowly withdrew her tight lips from the shaft of his massive boner, sucking up every last drop of cum and commanded her creation:

“I want you to get on top of me and lick my slut-cunt good!” she demanded of “Deena.” Rick (Deena) helpless to disobey, got on top of Gina, and started gently kissing her belly button, working his way down to her bush, which was already pulsating and flowing wet.

He took in the nice, heady smell and went to work with his tongue; licking the copious amounts of his jizz that flowed down Gina’s inside thighs, as well as the “little girl in the boat” as Gina referred to her clit. She quivered with ecstasy.

He slowly backed off and put the two fingers of his left hand inside of her pussy and began moving them around in a circular orbit, making Gina see bright flashes of light. She never had anything as intense as this. Rick lingered, lowering his mouth once again, inserting his tongue inside her pussy, causing her to spasm like a person with strychnine poisoning. She moaned and gasped.

“Please Rick . . . I want you on top of me and just FUCK THE LIVING SHIT OUT OF ME!! PLEASE!!”

“For that,” Rick said, “you have to get on your tummy so I can ram you from behind.” Gina immediately complied and rolled over on the bed; bracing herself for what was to come.

She got wetter and wetter, dripping onto the sheets. She curled herself like a ball to accommodate Rick. He was pressed over her back – feeling the silkiness of her hair, breathing in all her smells, the feeling of the laces of the leather underbust on her back digging into his chest and abdomen. His long- haired wig and the feel of the makeup on him excited him and took him to new heights of ecstasy – of existence itself. In fact, he didn’t think he could ever have sex again dressed like a man.

He took hold of her hair and pressed it up to his face, pulling it, tugging it until Gina moaned, cursed him, and begged him to keep doing it - “you dirty cum-slut whore, keep doing it to me . . .feels soooo good!” Pain and pleasure merged into one. Finally, in the furious heat of their passion, he exploded inside her, showering her insides with his manhood until the spout went dry.

His new wardrobe, his new persona as Deena became more than a means to an end, it WAS the end. It was the culmination of all the longings of his life. It was freedom. Gina had created a new life for both until they became something more than either one could become alone. They lied next to each other, spent, happy. The cigarette after this episode was delightful – a necessary accessory for Rick, the completion of his transition into Deena. Now, it was Gina’s turn to have her life changed, for good.

*****
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Chapter 35

Six young girls in their twenties came to Gina’s house on Halloween Saturday to be interviewed. For the most part they were boring, non-smokers and “plain Janes.” Two were from the UK, one was French and the other three were Midwesterners. During the interviews Frank came down just once to say “Hello” and then went back upstairs to finish packing for his weekend extravaganza upstate.

His plan was to return Sunday night or Monday, then leave on Election Day for a full month and a half. Several times the interviews were interrupted by “Trick-or-Treaters,” but by four o’clock all six were done. Gina had no intention of picking any of them.

She was scheduled to pick up the Thai Lady Boy at JFK at 10:00 am Sunday morning. She had already Zoomed with her several times before; even had the necessary background checks done - about a month before Frank even brought up the subject of a live-in. Gina took the concept of a “housekeeper” one step further.

The school system was getting somewhat shitty, and Gina and Frank both thought that home-schooling would be good for the girls, eventually. Now the girls were both fourteen and sixteen - perfect ages for home-schooling. Socially, they still had their friends, so why not? The situation would greatly benefit both them and Gina.

The Thai Ladyboy Gina Zoomed with was highly educated and had even taught high school before on a US Military base in Bangkok - beautiful! Gina’s impression of her was that she was “stunning” - a BIG plus, intelligent, and easily conversant in English.

She had worked the entertainment circuit in Bangkok hotels for side money, and now was looking to come to the USA to start a new life. As a live-in housekeeper and tutor, it was the easiest way to save up money for a place of her own.

Gina decided after the last Zoom session that she would be the one! As an added bonus, she would also satisfy Gina’s smoking fetish as well. Gina LOVED masturbating with a long, Virginia Slims 120 Menthol in her mouth, watching the smoke curl out of her mouth painted with red lipstick.

The thought of doing it with another woman - or “sort of woman” made her pussy wet and her nipples stand on end. Just look at how Rick dressed up made me feel, she thought.

At Rick’s house it was a typical Saturday. He had to go shopping with Dorothy for some household essentials, and it was usually COSTCO. They stocked up on what was left of the Halloween candy, and the other usual shit - for Dorothy and the kids - Rick was left to do his own shopping at Wise Owl. That was just one of the strange arrangements of their marriage. Rick’s mind was elsewhere.

Dorothy didn’t even bother to question him about where he was last night, or even mention when he got home since they didn’t sleep together. Rick stayed on his recliner in the den because he argued it was better for his back. An injury during his tour in Iraq in 2004-2005 made it impossible for him to sleep lying flat on his back.

As soon as Rick got home last night, he stashed the nylon gym bag with the clothes that Gina had given him in the tool shed behind a trampoline, in a bag, underneath some clean tarps. For anyone to find them they would really have to dig.

The downside of this was that it took Rick more time to get everything out when he wanted to use it, therefore less time to play, and then work to put it away again. Gina came up with a solution which she made a mental note to tell Rick about.

*****


Chapter 36

Sunday morning Gina arrived at JFK at 10:40 am to pick up the Thai Lady Boy. She was very easy to spot at the customs gate as she went through because she was simply the most stunning “woman” Gina had ever laid eyes on. She wore jeans with three-inch black high heels and a T-Shirt that said “Colorado Rockies” on it.

She had, like her Zoom image, long, shiny thick, black hair, almond-shaped eyes - deep blue, rounded face, a nice smile, perfect lips, diamond earrings and a shade of cherry-red lipstick. When you first laid eyes on her, you couldn’t help but smile.

She was pulling a large suitcase on rollers that she seemed to be struggling with. Amusedly, Gina watched as no less than three big men offered to help her pull it! One of them got the job and after an amiable and brief thank you, Gina waved her hand as the Lady Boy nodded her head, smiled, and rolled over to Gina.

She stopped in front of Gina, smiling, and the two briefly embraced, parted, and Gina said: “Welcome to America, Suay Juu!” Gina had read up on Thai customs and shaking hands was frowned upon, as well as touching someone else’s head. The last one Gina understood, since rarely did anyone do that here, either.

“Thank you, Mrs. Schroeder, it is so very exciting to be here!I enjoyed our speaking on Zoom, but you are much lovelier in person!”

“Why thank you dear, but please,” Gina quickly said. “Call me Gina. Your name is so lovely, I’ve never heard anything like it, but then I’m not at all familiar with your native language.”

“Everybody seems to fall in love with the names of my native language,” she said with a bit of national pride.

Gina handed her a red, fall/winter North Face jacket. “Here,” she said. “Our weather in New York is a bit colder than Bangkok.” Both laughed, as she graciously accepted the coat and put it on her long, shapely frame.

She stood at exactly 6’0” and had somewhat broad shoulders upon very close inspection. She’s almost Rick’s height, but not quite; and even more stunning than she looked on Zoom, she thought. She was quite impressed. I think this is going to work out just fine, she thought to herself with a bit of mischief.

*****

Gina had parked across the terminal walkway in the short-term parking area and used a credit card to pay for the meter. Gina and Suay Juu both struggled a bit to put Suay’s luggage into the trunk of the Durango. Once they were belted in, Gina started the engine. She reached into her big leather bag and pulled out her blue cigarette case. She noticed Suay staring at it. But she wasn’t just staring at it, she had both her eyes wide open and was shifting her body uncomfortably.

Very turned on by this Gina said, “Oh I remember you telling me that you smoked. Would you care for a cigarette? How rude of me!” Suay had a look of pleading and replied, “Oh yes please, I would love one - I haven’t had any the whole flight which was almost twenty-seven hours with the stop-over in Dubai!” Gina smiled and said “Of course, I should have offered you one. You must be dying, poor dear.”

Gina took out her pack of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols and ceremoniously handed her one while taking one out for herself. Gina first lit herself up, then watched fascinated as Suay hungrily moved to the open flame of Gina’s lighter.

She closed her eyes and took a deep drag, inhaling deeply and blowing out a smooth jet of smoke towards the roof of the car, her enchanting black hair and long, red fingernails with sparkles glistening in the sun. Gina felt herself getting wet. Suay held the cigarette very effeminately and just smiled a thanks at Gina.

“That’s better, ready to go?” Gina said. Very sweetly, Suay replied “In a moment.” Their eyes were locked onto each other. Almost simultaneously, the two of them moved closer to one another, undoing their seatbelts. Before Gina realized what was happening, Suay’s lips were gently touching hers, just moving around in small circles. Gina, totally shocked, responded by placing the tip of her tongue through Suay’s partly closed lips, almost a tease.

Suay responded by ever so gently probing and touching the tip of her tongue to Gina’s. Suay broke contact briefly to hungrily take a drag, and then brought her lips to Gina’s and exhaled directly into Gina’s mouth, holding Gina’s shoulders, the cigarette in her right-hand fingers. Gina inhaled the smoke and got very wet, exhaling through her nose onto Suay’s face. The smell of Suay’s breath only increased the force of Gina’s kisses.

Now their tongues were entwined with one another, and the intensity of their kisses just got hotter and hotter. Gina forgot she was with a woman, or was she? Is a Lady Boy a woman or a man? Gina didn’t care, she just knew she loved what they were doing.

*****


Chapter 37

The kissing continued unabated for another ten minutes, each of them becoming more and more comfortable and releasing any anxiety over the situation. The only breaks they took were to smoke and flick the ashes. Gina was very turned on by Suay’s smoking, and as Suay took another one from Gina’s bag and lit herself up, she offered one to Gina too, as Gina happily lit up.

Suay dangled her cigarette from her lips, not taking her eyes off Gina and then reached over and undid the buckle of Gina’s PVC belt and opened her fabric skirt. Then Gina, dangling her cigarette as well, undid the belt and zipper of Suay’s jeans. They were both breathing heavily and resumed kissing.

Gina started kissing Suay’s neck and made soft cooing noises, and Suay, giving a little shiver, undid the buttons of Gina’s cotton blouse and started playing with Gina’s breasts. To Suay’s surprise, Gina wasn’t wearing a bra. She wondered if this was an American custom. Did American women only wear bras when they went out to elegant hotels or restaurants like back home in Thailand?

No matter, it was very pleasurable. The rubbing continued when Suay broke contact, put the cigarette between the fingers of her right hand, and resumed touching Gina’s nipples directly, causing Gina to twitch with excitement. Next, Suay swooped in and continued kissing Gina on the mouth - very deeply, tongues entwined.

Gina was busy with Suay’s zipper and reached inside her panties - she struck the “mother lode” - the largest, hardest cock she ever felt in her life! If she hadn’t known about ladyboys, or that she was with one now, she would have screamed and ran out of the car. Instead, she started stroking Suay’s lady-cock up and down with the tips of her fingernails.

Suay started to moan, and her fingers dug into Gina’s panties and found her pussy. It was very wet, and Suay found her clit easily. They were both moaning and rubbing each other with pleasure. However, after about thirty minutes of this play, Gina realized they were in an airport parking lot - a busy airport parking lot. Panting and out of breath, Gina said sweetly: “Suay honey, I know where we can go and be much more comfortable, ok?”

“Yes, Mistress Gina, where are we going - your house?” Suay said, equally excited and out of breath.

“Not just yet dear,” Gina replied with a wicked grin.

Gina had gotten her own storage place about a year ago. It was in one of those long-term storage facilities with steel gates that pulled down like a garage door. It was in Queens, just a short drive away. As far as storage units went it was massive - about the size of a regular suburban basement. Gina paid to have the walls broken down and two units made into one. Money was, of course, no object.

Gina drove with one hand periodically going to Suay’s elephant trunk of a cock. Suay just sat back in her seat with her eyes closed, smiling. “Soon we’ll be there darling; do you want anything to eat or drink?” Gina offered.

“Yes, please Mistress Gina, if it’s okay, I would like some water.”

“Of course, sweetheart. I need to stop for gas anyway.” Gina pulled into a gas station with a mini-mart, and after she filled her tank, she came out with two bottles of water, two sandwiches, and a carton of Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. Handing the carton to Suay, Gina smiled and said, “Here dear this is for you.”

Suay gave her a quick kiss on the lips and said, “Thank you Mistress Gina, that’s very kind of you!”

“Of course, sweetheart. I think you’re going to like it here very much!” Suay just smiled.

The storage place was in an industrial park, and since it was Sunday, there was hardly anyone there at all. Gina pulled up to her own parking space and they got out of the Durango. Suay Juu opened her suitcase and brought out a nylon gym bag which she brought inside with her.

They took the elevator up to the top floor, the fourth floor, and Gina and her walked down the long hallway and stopped in front of room 435-437. Gina smiled at Suay and unlocked the padlock, then pulled open the steel gate. Suay Juu whistled and said, “Mistress Gina, this room is bigger than most people’s homes in my country!” Gina just smiled and said, “Just wait my dear, you haven’t seen anything yet.” Looking around, Gina said, “Please make yourself at home.”

*****


Chapter 38

It was truly like an apartment. For one thing, there was a bathroom with a shower stall, a large comfy couch, a brass bed with an air mattress, carpeting, and a small kitchen area with a vent going outside. Suay Juu just stood there with her mouth opened wide. There was also a pool table, a  small kitchen table, and they both took seats, ate their sandwiches and drinks. “Mr. Schroeder doesn’t know about this place, and I would appreciate it if you told no one about it, ok honey?” Gina said.

“Yes, Mistress Gina.” Gina tried correcting her a few times about calling her “Mistress Gina,” but after a few times, she decided that she liked the sound of it, and stopped correcting her. After all, Gina loved being the alpha in all her relationships, but this one . . . was a bit “different.” Suay got up from the table abruptly and tore open the carton of Virginia Slims that were on the couch.

Quickly opening a pack and smiling, she handed a cigarette to Gina. Gina gracefully accepted and took a seat on the couch next to Suay Juu. Suay clicked her lighter, lighting both cigarettes, and Gina leaned into the flame.

The two of them just looked at each other, giggling and smiling. “Excuse me Mistress Gina, I’m going to the bathroom to change - I’ll be right out.”

“Okay dear, I’ll be right here,” a very aroused Gina said.

In a few minutes, Gina was blown away by what she saw come out of the bathroom.

In front of her stood the most beautiful and sexiest woman, (forgetting the large dick for a moment) she had ever seen.

Suay had done up her makeup like she had been doing it for celebrities for a lifetime - aquamarine eye shadow, thick mascara accenting her naturally long lashes, a fresh coat of the cherry lipstick she had on, and gold hoop-earrings, similar to Gina’s.

She wore six-inch black high heels, but they were more like sandals with leather straps around her ankles and up the lower part of her leg. She had on a leather-buckled bodice like Gina’s, with her tits very seductively exposed, a leather miniskirt, and black, sheer pantyhose that ended with a lace trim mid-thigh, her bulging panties below the skirt.

Gina was blown away and thought she was watching a model perform at an expensive Bangkok nightclub. But what was Suay holding in her right hand? Also, what looked like a long cat’s tail with a bulge at the end came out of the back of Suay Juu’s bodice.

She was holding onto a leather cat-face mask with cat ears and openings for her eyes, surrounded by diamond studs. Very slowly and seductively, she walked up to Gina, giggling like a sweet little girl, and pulled the mask down over her face, imitating a cat by sticking out and licking her tongue and making it curve high above her upper lip.

Gina heard stories but had never seen anyone who could do that. Suay made purring noises and sat crosswise on Gina’s lap, placing her left arm around Gina’s shoulders. Suay leaned over and kissed Gina on her lips very softly. In a whisper she said, “Mistress Gina, is it okay if I light cigarette?” “Yes Suay, you may do so; and please light one for me.”

“Thank you, Mistress Gina,” and with that the Suay-cat creature pulled out two Virginia Slims 120 Menthols from the couch and placed Gina’s slowly and teasingly in her lips, giggling. Next was her own, and she lit them both up.

Gina was already getting moist from watching every one of Suay’s movements - she was a professional. Suay did a quick snap-inhale and placed her lips on Gina’s and again exhaled smoke into Gina’s mouth, never breaking contact as Gina exhaled, obscuring both of their faces in smoke.

Their kiss lingered, exciting Gina, and frustrating her at the same time. Several times Suay pulled her face maybe an inch away, and when Gina leaned to meet her lips, Suay pulled back a bit, playing with her and giggled more. This was new for Gina - she was the one who should be in control.

Their kisses became more intense, and in between very sensual drags on her cigarette, Suay’s tongue drifted over Gina’s face, kissing, and licking her ears, her eyelids, the bottom of her chin. Gina’s eyes were closed, and she was moaning with delight.

Suay whispered in Gina’s ears, “You are my Mistress Gina, I serve only to please you and give my body freely for you to use . . .” This sent Gina over the top - Suay setting the boundaries of the relationship between them - at least in theory.

Suay stood up, linked arms with Gina, and strutted them both over to the pool table. Gina took a drag from her Virginia Slim and blew the smoke in Suay’s face and she loved it - trying to inhale all of it - hungry for any morsel - of anything that Her Mistress Gina would give her. It just turned Gina on even more.

“My dear,” Gina asked, “Where did you learn to be so, so beautiful, and sexy??” Gina regretted asking it because it sounded silly to her. It was like Suay was a drug and Gina was getting high on her and not making any sense.

“It is just me being me Mistress Gina. Now I want you to relax, ok, and we will have much fun.” Suay made a show of smoking in front of Gina.

“I see Mistress that you enjoy watching me smoke. Does it - how to say in English - she muttered some words in Thai, and then said, “Ah! I know. Does it turn you on?” (She emphasized each word carefully).

“Yes Suay, it does very much,” Gina said with a wicked grin. “This is very good Mistress,” and Suay took a deep hollow-cheeked drag and pulled Gina by the blouse into her face and again exhaled into Gina’s mouth.

Everything Suay did was slow, sometimes agonizingly slow. She enjoyed being kissed and played with slowly, but her pussy was throbbing for some action, and if what they did in the car at the airport was any indication of this girl’s skills, then Gina was very happy. Right now though, her frustration level was getting very high! What Suay said next surprised the hell out of Gina and even scared her a bit.

“I am going to let you pick a word to say, a word of ‘safety’ that you will tell me if you want me to stop,” Suay said, surprisingly matter-of-factly. Gina just thought for a second and said immediately “Rick.” “Rick,” Suay repeated. “Okay, then that is what it shall be Mistress. Now I want you to lay back on the pool table with your legs hanging off,” Suay said while looking at the bed.

As Gina lied back, Suay quickly strutted over to the brass bed and brought back a pillow and placed it under Gina’s head. This was new, and it only served to make her pussy throb and ache and crave more for the python that was coiled up in Suay’s panties.

Suay leaned over Gina and slowly undid the buttons of Gina’s blouse and took it off her. She could not help but admire Gina’s bare tits, free of any obstructions. After that, she leaned over and the two kissed again, with even more fury than before; Suay’s tongue very skillfully exploring all of Gina’s mouth, almost making her gag, or was it a moan?

At the same time her hands gently played with Gina’s breasts, caressing, her fingers skillfully playing with Gina’s nipples. She kissed Gina’s face all over and then stuck her tongue in Gina’s ears, slowly, and delicately, driving Gina wild. Gina stuck her right-hand underneath Suay’s miniskirt and reached for the coiled snake in her panties.

Almost immediately, Suay obliged and pulled off her panties down to her thighs. The tip of Suay’s hard, throbbing gurl-cock reached to Gina’s belly button, shocking the hell out of her, but only making Suay smile. Gina grabbed it, her fingers barely covering its girth, sliding her fingers up and down its massive length.

“I think you are hungry Mistress Gina . . .,” Suay said in a dreamy moan, and with that she pulled Gina’s legs ever so gently, but with alarming strength down the side of the pool table. Before Gina realized what was happening, the tip of Suay’s monster cock was in her mouth, Gina’s tongue instinctively rubbing around the tip, causing Suay to moan “more, more . . . Please Mistress.”

Suay moved up a bit and now her gurl-cock reached almost to the back of Gina’s throat. Her mouth and lips were very moist, and she began an up and down sucking motion that sent Suay into spasms. Gina’s pussy was practically in pain, throbbing, waiting for some action and very jealous of her mouth which was getting the attention of that massive cock.

Their lips parted and Suay started sucking and licking Gina’s breasts, left, then right. She pulled her gurl-cock out of Gina’s mouth and started rubbing it on Gina’s nipples, its moistness arousing her even more. Suay, looking down at Gina just smiled.

Suay continued, biting her lower lip – Gina wasn’t the only one dying with anticipation.

She moved up, placing her nipples which sat on top of the bodice into Gina’s willing mouth. Now it was Gina’s turn to suck and move her wet tongue around Suay’s nipples and breasts. Suay threw her head back and moaned with pleasure. After about fifteen minutes of this agonizing play, Suay broke contact and looked Gina right in the eyes. “I think I need to have cigarette to continue Mistress Gina, if ok with you.”

*****


Chapter 39

“Sure honey, I’ll take one too,” Gina said. Arousing Gina, Suay pulled out two Virginia Slims 120s and laughed as she teasingly placed one in between Gina’s lips, and then took her own. She made a show of opening her almond-shaped blue eyes wide as she lit up Gina, and then herself. Suay stood there, making a French inhale, and placing her left hand on her hip, almost oblivious of Gina.

All it did was make Gina’s pussy throb more and ache with complete desire. Watching Suay smoke, Gina instinctively reached down and started massaging her clit and dipping her fingers into her wet pussy, rubbing furiously as one would repay a long overdue debt – and this debt was LONG overdue.

Suay, staring at Gina, slowly placed the cigarette in the corner of her mouth and dangled it, leaning close to Gina and said in a whisper: “Just think Mistress; you get to take me home to play with as much as you want to!” This sent Gina, already rubbing her pussy furiously into a total electric spasm, making her toes curl and body stiffen, then relax.

Gina let out a wordless sigh, mumbling nonsensical pleasure as Suay reached into her gym bag and took out a large jar of orange-scented cocoa butter, and some strange-looking contraption.

“Mistress Gina, let us finish our cigarettes, and then I would like you to turn over onto your tummy,” Suay said with all the air of a professional. ‘Entertainment business,’ eh? Gina thought to herself. Suay, continuing to dangle her cigarette in her mouth grabbed her hair and used it to tickle Gina’s face, mouth and breasts, a grin breaking out on her face.

As she did so, Gina grabbed Suay’s Python-cock, which was still outside, and it immediately became hard again. Gina took a drag and then, putting the gurl-cock into her mouth, exhaled her smoke onto it, moistening her lips, sucking hard and as deep down as she could go and sucking it faster and faster. Suay moaned with pleasure. She abruptly pulled Gina’s head off her cock, killed her cigarette and then Gina’s.

She grabbed Gina by the shoulders and kissed her hard on the lips again, tongues entwined. “Okay Mistress, now turn around slowly and lay on your belly, then curl up into a ball . . .” Suay, looking concerned then said, “Are you comfortable, Mistress?”

“Yes, quite comfortable,” Gina said, somewhere from dreamland. “Good, good,” Suay replied. Suay reached into her gym bag and pulled out a contraption, soft and made of a pliable silicone that was a cock-ring with a curved platform and a butt-plug at the end. Suay dipped her fingers into the cocoa butter and rubbed it on the inside of the cock-ring and the end of the curved butt-plug.

Expertly, she pressed a button near the bottom of the butt-plug, making it vibrate with a low humm, and slid the ring down the base of her erect cock and pushing the long butt-plug in her ass, shivering slightly as she did so.

*****

Next, Suay dipped her fingers again in the orange cocoa butter and stuck two fingers in Gina’s ass, rubbing from side to side. Gina gasped – this had never happened to her before, but she was in no mood to resist.

Then Suay reached down and holding her “tail” in her hands, slowly inserted the oval-shaped silicone tip into Gina’s ass and pressed a button towards the end of the tail. Gina gasped: “Whaaaaaaat are you dooooing???” Gina knew but it was too pleasurable to investigate.

The tail was vibrating, giving Gina a new sensation of pleasure she had only read about in magazine stories. Next, Suay bent over Gina and caressed her breasts with her fingers which were scented with orange. The smells of orange cocoa butter, Suay’s perfume and smoke were driving Gina crazy.

Gina’s pussy was leaking like a broken radiator, so when Suay took her massive cock-ringed she-cock and shoved it into Gina’s buzzing vagina, she could only gasp. Now Suay went from slow-motion to full on thrusting, her thighs slapping Gina’s bottom. Both were moaning.

Suay’s hips were doing all the motion, penetrating Gina’s pussy and withdrawing like a piston. Without any warning, Suay started smacking Gina’s backsides with her hands, left, then right.

This, and the combination of the vibrating tail in her ass and Suay’s gurl-cock in her pussy left Gina speechless and her mouth was open in a frozen “O.”

Now Suay grabbed hold of Gina’s hair from the back and started licking the back of her neck violently with great passion.

Gina was sobbing now, real tears – with the most intense pleasure she had ever experienced in her life. “MORE, MUH MUH MORE, PLEASE SUAYYYY!!!” Clearly in charge, Suay continued thrusting so hard, Gina thought a layer of skin would come off.

Then, suddenly Suay stiffened and let out a cry of pleasure: “Aaaaaaaahhh!” – shooting her ladyboy -jizz all inside of Gina.

This eruption lasted a full minute, at least. Suay’s cock remaining hard even after. She was mumbling something in Thai, and then leaned forward, sweetly kissing Gina’s shoulders and the back of her neck.

Gina was still sobbing like a tyke whose candy was suddenly ripped away – “Suay . . . PLEASE, PLEASE, MMMMORRRRRE!!” Maintaining her massive erection, Suay continued her thrusting and pounding of Gina’s pussy until Gina spasmed and stiffened, reaching a height of climax she never, ever had before.

Suay continued the thrusting and the spanking until Gina let out a guttural and primitive cry of pleasure - “SUAAAAAYYY. . . JUUUUU- FUCCCCCK . . .YEAHHHH,” then just mumbled unintelligibly.

The combination of the vibrating cat tail and the immense ladyboy cock was too much for this “uninitiated American woman.” She spasmed again, her fingernails gripping the pillow and tears of joy running down her cheeks. When she relaxed, her face lay on the pillow, and she was whimpering.

*****


Chapter 40

Very gently, Suay pulled out her “tail” from Gina’s ass, and then her magnum gurl-cock from her pussy. She kissed Gina’s neck and stuck her tongue in her ears, whispering as she did so: “Mistress Gina, turn over and stand next to the table please.”

Gina, weak-kneed, did as she was told, and Suay handed her a tissue to wipe the tears from her face. After this, Gina just melted into Suay’s arms and hugged her tightly, her skirt down to her knees; Suay’s jizz dripping down Gina’s inner thighs.

Breathing hard, Gina softly moaned “Oh my God Suay, you are so wonderful. I’ve never felt anything like this in my life! No one has made love to me like this, ever . . .” Now her thoughts turned to Rick.

Not just Rick, but the newly created “Rick/DEENA.” With a wicked smile Gina thought to herself, now how am I going to introduce Suay to Rick . . . hummm.” She had a couple of delicious ideas that all THREE of them were sure to enjoy!

“Let’s go sit on the couch, Mistress; I think we need to relax a bit.” Gina looked shocked. Turning to Suay, she blurted “ - We’re not done yet, are we???? It’s too soon to be done!!! We can’t be.” Gina’s air of desperation was not lost on Suay. Evidently, she had been in situations like this before.

“No, no Mistress, not unless you want to be.”

“Of course, I don’t want us to be done yet!” Gina quickly responded.

“Mistress Gina, do you have any wine or champagne here?” Suay asked.

“Yes Suay, we do. I believe a glass of some red wine would be delightful now.” Gina pulled up her skirt and went over to the cabinet above the little sink next to the small kitchen table and brought out a bottle of California red table wine, and two crystal wine glasses. She poured a glass for both of them and brought them over to the small table in front of the couch.

Feeling a little bit more relaxed, Gina raised her glass looking at Suay and said, “To the beginning of a wonderful friendship - may it satisfy ALL of our desires!” and both giggled and smiled. “I really need a cigarette now after all that. You must want one too Suay,” Gina said. “Oooh please Mistress Gina, yes, yes - I need one very much.”

“Sure honey,” Gina said. Suay lifted her cat-face mask off and placed it at the top of her head. “Now that was very cute Suay - I mean your whole outfit - and WHAT a surprise!” (Gina rolled her eyes and to and pointed to Suay’s “tail” which Suay had placed on the couch between them). Suay just smiled.

“When we spoke on the Zoom and we discussed our expectations and things like that, I wasn’t sure exactly what to bring, so I decided to bring all of my clothes and sex toys with me.”

“Now that was very good thinking on your part,” Gina said, nodding her head. Gina reached into her bag and pulled out two Virginia Slims 120s, placing one between Suay’s lips, and then one between hers.

Next Gina lit them both up, together, and sat back on the couch with her arm around Suay’s shoulders, feeling the silky softness of her hair, and taking in her exotic scents and new feelings that were running through her mind.

It was like she struck gold. She had never expected that such wonderful sex could exist, especially with a transgendered person. Gina never considered herself a lesbian, but if those experiences were all as pleasant as todays, then - why the hell not. Might as well go for it. As for Rick, Gina thought, the timing couldn’t be more perfect.

Suay was silently smoking, like she was off dreaming somewhere, and Gina asked her “Suay, is something wrong?” “Oh no Mistress Gina, everything fine,” she took a big drag and let it out quickly. “I’m just asking because you seem distant; did I do something wrong?”

Suay took another drag and suddenly leaned over to Gina, kissed her hard on the lips and exhaled the smoke again into Gina’s mouth, arousing her again. By this time, both had two glasses of the wine, and Suay was busy stroking her gurl-cock.

“No, you do nothing wrong Mistress,” Suay said just above a whisper. Almost ashamed, she broke contact and looked at Gina with puppy dog eyes and said, “I’m very horny to have more with you too Mistress - please????” “Of course, darling! Gina said, fully recharged.” Very innocently, Suay asked, “Would you like to taste me some more, Mistress?” Before Gina could respond, Suay picked her up and carried her over to the pool table and lied her on her back, her knees bent.

*****


Chapter 41

Then Suay bent over Gina, pulled her skirt and panties down again, and they tongue kissed very deeply for several minutes, while Suay had her fingers going in and out of Gina’s already aroused pussy. Gina moaned through closed lips. She loved the feel of Suay’s silky hair falling on her exposed breasts and tummy. Suay grabbed another pillow from the bed and placed it under Gina’s lower back.

She then hopped onto the pool table and straddled across Gina, bending over, licking her face, and kissing her deeply. Her mouth then moved to Gina’s breasts, licking and biting, maybe a bit too passionately because Gina let out a gasp - “Ohhhh myyyy Godddd!”

Suay ignored this and instead reached for her “tail/vibrator,” put some more orange cocoa butter on the tip and gently re-inserted it in Gina’s ass. She gasped when Suay pressed the button a bit distal from the long tip.

Suay moved further up on Gina and placed the tip of her humongous -ringed gurl-cock in between Gina’s lips. Gina moaned and strained to take more in her mouth and Suay very gently moved forward to make it easier.

Now Gina began with a slow sucking motion, taking her in as far as she would go. She tasted Suay’s she-jizz from before with delight, and pure desperate hunger.

One-third of her cock was left exposed, the rest at the back of Gina’s throat. Before, she gagged a little, perhaps the alcohol in the wine stopped it this time. Either way, Gina’s pussy was dripping with anticipation as she moved her mouth faster and faster. The “tail” from Suay’s outfit just made her wetter, and the sucking on her cock made her crazy with desire.

Suay had the most amazing self-control she ever saw in a “man.” Today, her idea of a “man” was expanded by light-years. She had her cat mask over her face again, only adding to the fun and the mystery. Gina in “cock-choke” speak said “peeeze enta me!!”

It became a pleading, a begging she never, EVER did before - not even with Rick. Suay had compassion for her lover and slowly took her erect steel girder of a cock out of Gina’s mouth, her vibrator/cock-ring toy buzzing away any flaccidity that would dare interrupt this exquisite pleasure.

Suay took time to reach over on the side of the pool table for a Virginia Slim 120 and lit it quickly, smoke billowing out of her nose. She straddled Gina, silently smoking and arousing Gina more. Suay, sensing Gina’s desire held the filter to her lips and Gina took a welcome drag, exhaling into Suay’s mouth which came with perfect timing, turning Gina on even more.

Now Suay took her massive gurl-cock and gently entered Gina’s buzzing vagina, exciting her to the end of the Solar System. She started a slow, circular in-out motion, which made her crazy. It was so pleasurable that Gina started weeping again: “Please, please, Suay . . . more! Faster please!”

Suay quickly obliged, then she did something new: She withdrew her cock, momentarily leaving Gina stunned as Suay’s tongue very expertly licked Gina’s clit, sending spasms through Gina’s body. Gina’s nails were digging into her new Thai housekeeper’s back with total desire, as she kept moaning, in another world. Her tongue entered Gina’s pussy; it was just so long.

Suay re-inserted her gurl-cock and began the fervent in-out motion, making Gina scream with pleasure. Then, Suay started to moan loudly as her gurl-cum squirted out all through Gina’s throbbing pussy. Suay quivered and spasmed with pleasure, keeping time with Gina’s expression of ecstasy.

It took a full minute for Suay to be completely drained of jizz. My God, thought Gina, how much does she have? Then, they blissfully collapsed on each other, Suay on top, gently playing with Gina’s breasts and nipples, causing Gina to quietly moan. It was five-thirty in the afternoon.

Suay extinguished her burning cigarette and gently lifted Gina from the pool table and carried her to the couch, where they each lit cigarettes and just held each other quietly smoking for a few minutes. Gina said, not without a tremendous sense of reluctance, “I think it’s time I take you to my home and introduce you to my girls and my husband. She rolled her eyes at the last word.

“This coming week, my dear, you’re going to meet a new friend of mine who’s going through an ‘identity crisis” which I think both of us can help him with.” Suay replied “Would this be the man you named your ‘safe word’ after, Rick?”

“The one and the same,” Gina answered, admiring Suay’s “cat-like” intuition. Now to Rick, I will say that I am home-schooling my daughters, and in addition to a housekeeper, you will be their tutor. This was true since Suay had completed a teaching degree at the Sorbonne in Paris.

Her parents had money and were able to lavish such an education on her. Besides, the public schools were becoming horrible - even on The Gold Coast. Frank would do whatever Gina said, so this was not a problem. Suay would certainly get along with her girls. “Oh, one very important thing, Suay. Under no circumstances are you to EVER mention “Mr. Rick” to my daughters or to Frank, OK?”

“Do not worry Mistress Gina, I will say nothing.” She looked up at Gina and she smiled.

“Good, good. Now we can get dressed and ride back to my house, and I will set you up in your room, Ok? “I look forward to meeting your girls!” Suay said with enthusiasm.

They stood up from the couch and kissed and embraced. Gina whispered in Suay’s ear: “You are wonderful sweetie. I think we will become the very best of friends!” After a few more minutes of kissing, they both got dressed, Gina cleaned up the storage room a bit, washed up, and they headed back home to Gina’s house. As soon as Gina got back into her car, her cell phone rang.

*****
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Chapter 42

Gina and the HOT, Thai shemale, Suay Juu, had just gotten into Gina’s car for the ride home to Gina’s estate in Upper Brookville when her cell phone rang. It was Rick. Gina and Suay Juu just had the most mind-blowing sexual experience of Gina’s life. She felt like she had been drugged, but in a great way.

“Hello baby, how are you?” Gina said.

“Well, I’m horny as fuck and all alone today. What are you up to?”

“I just picked up my new housekeeper slash tutor for the girls at JFK, and we’re headed home,” Gina said.

“Sounds good - where is she from?”

“Thailand. She will fit in very well, I think. The girls will like her too. They can’t wait to start their home schooling.”

“Sounds very nice . . . and interesting. What does she look like?”

“Oh, you’ll meet her soon enough Rick.” At the mention of Rick’s name, Gina turned to Suay Juu in the car and gave a little wink.

“I can’t wait! So, when is your husband leaving?”

“I think I mentioned it – He first told me he’s leaving Wednesday morning for a month in Holland, or wherever the fuck he goes; but this morning before he went to play golf, he left me a note that said he’s leaving tonight. I don’t really care, and it has no bearing on us,” Gina said emphatically.

“So, when do I get to see you? My balls are tuning blue and there is only so much jerking off I can do!”

“You dirty little slut you! I hope you’ve been playing with your new wardrobe . . . have you?”

“As a matter of fact, I did. Last night, or early this morning I suppose, around midnight, I went outside in the trench coat you gave me along with my new wig and panties, and I put on some lipstick from that cock-shaped lipstick tube you got for me. Then, I smoked a couple of Virginia Slim 120s and jerked myself off fantasizing about you at the same place in my backyard.”

“Ooooh, sounds so inviting. Maybe one night we’ll rendezvous there again - both of us dressed as the smoky sluts we are. How does that sound?”

“STOP Gina - you’re giving me a boner already, and I have no place now on a Sunday afternoon to take care of it!”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll think of something. I’ll send you some more pics to jerk-off to until we see each other.”

“Yes, yes Gina, when will that be?”

“You’re off on Wednesday, right? How about Wednesday evening about seven o’clock? Sound good?”

“Sounds great, fantastic, in fact. What about the tutor and the girls?”

“Well, since the girls are being home-schooled now, they will be in Westchester with my sister and her kids from Wednesday afternoon until Sunday night. That’s one advantage of home-schooling; lots more freedom - for them and for me!”

“Gina?”

“Yesssssss?”

“Will I get to speak to you before Wednesday?”

“Ummmm . . . we’ll see. Maybe I’ll torture you a bit, and then reward you Wednesday if you’re a good little slut.”

“I can’t wait!”

“Bye honey,” Gina said.

“Okay, bye for now.”

Gina turned to Suay Juu and said “Suay Juu, that little boy toy Rick has NO IDEA what he’s in for on Wednesday!” Both of them just giggled, kissed some more, and drove off.

She was confident the girls would like her, and the tutoring would begin the end of next week.

*****


Chapter 43

Gina pulled her car into her large circular driveway and placed it under the car port on the right side of the house. Suay Juu’s mouth just hung wide open as if she was entering Buckingham Palace. “Mistress Gina,” Suay said, gawking, “This is like a place in the movie, so tremendous!”

She pointed to the wide white marble steps leading up to the front door, with two large bronze lions, like the NY Public Library, at the bottom of the steps next to the circular driveway.

There was also a portico over the front entrance with two Doric columns on each side of the large doorway. It was an imposing mansion, and reeked of money, influence, power, and mystery.

Gina was unpretentious and very matter of fact when she answered Suay’s amazement. “Oh, this house is over one hundred years old, and it was purchased with my husband’s money.” Suay just nodded her head.

“My husband’s car is here, you will get to meet him,” Gina said with an air of disappointment. “I hope he and your daughters will like me Mistress,” Suay said, in a cute, shy sort of way which contrasted greatly from the Suay that greeted Gina at the airport, and then later at the storage facility.

“Suay darling,” Gina said. “Would you feel better if we had a nice cigarette before we went into the house?”

“Oh yes, Mistress, I would like that very much!” Gina was getting moist just from the way that Suay answered her. So, Gina made an elegant show of taking out her leather case and silver butane lighter from her elegant leather bag.

“Here Suay darling, let me light you up,” Gina said with barely hidden sexual excitement, tempered by the reality that they weren’t going to fuck just yet, but meet fat Frank first, and the girls.

When Gina’s lighter flickered to life and Suay hungrily dragged on the fresh Virginia Slim 120 Menthol cigarette, Gina was so turned on watching Suay Juu smoke that she couldn’t wait to get undressed in her massive bedroom, lie on the bed, and take care of herself with her vibrating dildo, or perhaps Suay’s vibrating cat tail. Instead, Gina just contented herself by holding Suay’s hand and smoking next to her.

After a couple of silent drags, Suay said softly to her new Mistress, “Mistress Gina, I really want to thank you for this wonderful opportunity in America,” and she leaned into Gina’s face. Gina was expecting a kiss on the cheek, since they were in the car port, outside on Gina’s property.

She parked right behind Frank’s fire engine red 2019 Lamborghini. Instead, with great passion, Suay again kissed Gina on the lips, smoke flowing out of her nose and mouth, sticking her tongue deep into Gina’s mouth and throat.

Gina was dying by this point, wanting Suay’s she-cock inside her again with great urgency. In fact, she was practically seeping pussy juice and “shemen” from before into her nice panties.

Gina’s nipples were standing on end through her white, braless, cotton blouse. Her mouth met Suay’s every move, her tongue roping around Suay’s. Suddenly, Suay broke contact and took a big drag from her cigarette.

“Mistress Gina,” Suay said with pure desire, exhaling smoke into Gina’s face; “Is there some way that we can lie together and do the sexy thing tonight???? Please Mistress, I BEG YOU!” Suay said with a pleading that was like a begging for a release from torture, eyes wide open.

Gina looked at Suay and squinted in her cunty, controlling, usual way, but equally full of desire and said, “Of course dear. Mr. Schroeder and I haven’t slept in the same room in years. Now he’s leaving tonight before bedtime instead of Wednesday like I thought at first, so you won’t have to sneak around. By “sexy thing,” we call it FUCKING here in America.”

“Oh yes, please forgive me - I mean will we have the fucky thing tonight???” “Of course, my ANGEL,” Gina said, pleased that she found an appropriate term of endearment for her new pet.

“We most certainly WILL be able to do “the fucky thing” tonight,” and Gina laughed. She was on her second cigarette by now, and just lost in thoughts of exquisite pleasure.

Gina opened the door, and she walked in first followed by Suay. “Hello? Anybody home,” Gina’s voice echoed and boomed in the large entrance hall. Suay gawked wide-eyed and took stock of her surroundings with a sense of pure amazement and awe.

There were Greco-Roman statues on pedestals throughout the expansive living room, old paintings on the wall that Frank had purchased at overseas auctions and expensive colonial-style furniture that looked like they were museum pieces.

She had been in mansions like this in Singapore when she was younger and being run by a sex trade gang, infamous in the Far East. Only now, she was to live here, she thought, really feeling good about herself for the first time in a long time.

She was grateful that she had found Gina. What she had been forced to give up under very unpleasant circumstances in houses like this one, she could now give freely and happily to someone who was a friend, and real lover. Her amazed face was instantly replaced by a smile of comfort, of “at last.”

*****


Chapter 44

Gina repeated, “Christine? Marisol? Frank?” Just then she heard running towards the hall. Both girls appeared. They had been in the kitchen. “Hi mommy!” Christine said. “Hi mom,” Marisol said. Both girls had chestnut hair, Marisol the oldest one at sixteen-years-of-age, had her hair long, like an imitation of her mother, and Christine’s was done in a shorter style. Both wore jeans and sweatshirts and were staring and smiling at Suay Juu.

“Girls, please welcome Suay Juu to our home. She just flew all the way from Thailand to come live with us and be your new home-school teacher!” “Cool!” Christine said, very enthusiastically. Both girls were taken by Suay’s beauty. Marisol couldn’t take her eyes off her. “Mom she’s soooo pretty!” “Yes dear, isn’t she?” Gina said, approvingly looking at Suay Juu, who just blushed.

“Welcome to our home!” Christine said.

“I am very happy to meet you young ladies. I have heard so many good things about you. Your mother tells me that you both play the piano very well. I played in my home country for many years. I learned to play when I was seven.” I can even teach you more. When I was eleven years old, I played for the Royal Thai Orchestra.”

Christine said, “Oh WOW mom, did you hear that?”

“Yes, I did dear. Suay Juu, why don’t you tell the girls where you went to college.” “Of course, Mistress Gina. Girls, I studied teaching and fine arts at the Sorbonne University in Paris. I started college at twenty-five because my family did not have money.” Of course, the real reason, which Suay did not want to tell the girls, or Gina yet for that matter, was that she was a prisoner of the illegal sex trade in Bangkok for seven long years of misery.

“That is super cool, Suay Juu!” Marisol said, beaming with happiness at her new teacher/friend.

“Please girls, you may call me ‘Suay’ - you say it like this (and she spelled it out for them) ‘Soo-ay.’”

“Mom,” said Christine. “Can Suay stay in my room??? Please??” Gina laughed. “No, honey, I’m sorry, but we have a nice room for Suay upstairs on the second floor. You can come visit her anytime you like. Isn’t that so, Suay Juu?”

“Absolutely mistress. I think the girls and I are going to become the best of friends!” The three of them made small talk and laughed. Gina’s expression suddenly changed, and she asked her younger daughter, “Where’s Daddy, Christine?” 

“He’s upstairs packing again to go away on his next business trip mommy,” Christine said, with a small amount of sadness in her voice. “Mom, why does dad have to go away so often? Is whatever he makes worth it spending all that time away from his family.” Christine, despite her fourteen years was the most insightful teenager Gina ever knew, and she knew many.

“In daddy’s line of work dear,” addressing Marisol, Christine, and now Suay Juu; “it frequently takes him out of the country because he has to do things that no one else can do.” Marisol then asked, her tone of voice different, “Is that why dad sometimes has two or three bodyguards around and carries a pistol himself?”

Gina shot Marisol an annoyed look. “Marisol, there are some things about family business that we don’t discuss with strangers (embarrassed, and looking apologetically at Suay Juu), I mean new friends, ok honey?”

Dejected, Marisol put her head down, a bit embarrassed in front of Suay Juu, “Okay mom, I should have known better, I’m sorry.” “That’s okay dear. Besides, I think Suay Juu has more important concerns to be involved with.” The girls didn’t catch her wink at Suay Juu.

“Yes,” Suay answered. “Mom told me about your trip to see your cousins for a few days. When you come back, we’ll start your lessons. Until then, I will prepare your studies, okay?’ Suay said smiling. The girls just smiled back without replying.

Gina went to the foot of the stairs and looked up. “FRANK, CAN YOU COME DOWN HERE PLEASE????” After about two minutes, Gina heard a door slam and heavy footsteps coming down the long, spiral staircase. Everyone went quiet. Frank appeared, wearing a black suit and a very dark tie, and had a tired look on his face, red eyes, and a double chin. Gina was guessing, correctly as it turned out - hangover.

“Well, well, well,” Frank said with a salacious grin on his face. “Who do we have here? Looking at Suay Juu through squinty eyes he said, “Is this the new housekeeper?” “Yes, Frank. Let me introduce you to ‘Soo-Ay Juu,’ the new housekeeper and homeschool teacher for the girls.” Frank eyed her up and down and said incredulously, “You mean this little cutie” is gonna mop floors, vacuum, prepare meals and do the work of six people??”

“Not exactly Frank. Suay Juu has much experience, and she will closely supervise the crew that comes to clean from Mayfield (the cleaning agency they had been using until now). In his crude, but harmless way Frank just said, looking Suay Juu in the eyes, “Yeah, I’ll bet she has lots of experience,” then smiled his sick smile.

Gina, ignoring the last stupid remark, said to Frank, “So when are you leaving?” “My flight leaves for Amsterdam at eight o’clock this evening, so I’ll have the car service pick me up at five.”

Christine asked, “Daddy, will you be home for Christmas?” Frank answered in the most paternal way he knew how, which wasn’t much; “Sure honey, I should be home before then, and I’ll call you girls and bring lots of presents from Holland and Geneva.”

“Geneva?” Gina asked. Then she remembered that Frank dealt in finance. Frank shot her a don’t be a wiseass look. “Yeah, Geneva too - you know, where all the banks are??”

“Asshole!” Gina muttered under her breath.

*****


Chapter 45

In the next few days that followed, Rick just worked, came home, and went about his routine, which had changed somewhat since that incredible Friday night at Tansby’s house. On the Sunday that Frank left, after everyone had gone to sleep, Rick became Deena, his new crossdresser persona. He never went out to his backyard earlier than midnight, and he always had a large boner as he did so.

He was just following Gina’s instructions, to become comfortable with his new clothing “accessories.” He didn’t tell Gina, but he was sort of “experimenting,” like trying out the whole crossdresser thing. He wasn’t quite ready . . . just yet, to commit to this new phase of his existence.

Of course, Gina filled out her part of the bargain by sending Rick some HOT jerk-off pictures of herself, to satisfy him until Wednesday, when he was due to come over to Gina’s house. Gina made no mention of who Suay Juu really was or what her part was in this relationship. She just knew that Rick, aka “Deena” would be shocked, at first, then very, very happy – hopefully!

Rick took his Virginia Slims 120s outside to his backyard and went to his tool shed. Behind the trampoline, which stood up against a wall, was the large gym bag that Gina had given him.

Ignoring the early November chill, Rick slipped into the satin panties, blouse, sheer black nylon hosiery with the garter top, and long brunette wig. There was no time to fuss over makeup, so he applied a coat of lipstick in his den in front of the mirror. He practiced walking in the black high heels Gina had given him too.

Earlier in the day, Gina had sent him a particularly intriguing and hot photo of herself; a closeup of her face, lit Virginia Slim dangling out of the corner of her mouth, exhaling, with smoke curling up her face making her eyes squint.

As an added turn-on, Gina had a short, bob style silver wig on with a black turtleneck sweater. Of course, she wore her usual eye makeup, hoop earrings he loved so much, and horn-rimmed “librarian glasses.” This new look was a “total jizz-maker” for Rick, and it was an instant boner!

Lastly, Rick, newly dressed as his alter ego “Deena,” put on his new belted trench coat with the cool polyester liner rubbing his cock which he pulled out from the top of the skirt panties. The black skirt itself, he left in the gym bag, saving that for Wednesday.

He cursed under his breath, unlit cigarette in his mouth “fucking Gina,” smiled, and lit himself up. He was in heaven, strutting around the backyard in his high heels, taking feminine puffs from the Virginia Slim ,and loved looking at his fingers with the long, fake, red nails holding the cigarette.

He put his cell phone on a windowsill, set the timer, and did a short video for Gina of himself prancing around the backyard, just being Deena. He sent the video.

Gina LOVED it and texted back Rick: “I’m sooooo proud of you honey - you look like such a sissy-slut; I love it!!! And looks like you’re doing great with the heels! (-;” What Rick didn’t know was that lying next to Gina in her bed was Suay Juu, sweetly sleeping on Gina’s bare chest, after a pleasant, but exhausting night of pure sexual release.

Meanwhile Rick/Deena, was sitting on the bench with his legs spread apart and rubbing his cock with the polyester lining from the trench coat. After he smoked two cigarettes, Rick lit the third one.

He couldn’t take it anymore, and with a new fourth one tightly clenched in his lips and fantasizing, Rick shot a full load into a bunch of tissues he had. Satisfied, he hid his clothing back in the tool shed and went inside and went to sleep, dreaming of what was to come next. This next Wednesday was do or die for him.

*****


Chapter 46

As far as his wife Dorothy was concerned, he used his usual and fool-proof excuse that he was meeting his AA sponsor for dinner and then going to a meeting. Of course, Dorothy had no idea that Rick’s sponsor was their new psychotherapist and Rick’s good friend, Russ Tansby. So much the better. On Wednesday, after a quick meal of fast food at Wendy’s, Rick began the fifteen-minute drive to Gina’s house.

He was horny as hell and got a terrific hard-on as he lit up a Virginia Slim 120 Menthol cigarette in the car. He had not seen Gina since last Friday at Tansby’s house and couldn’t wait for the pleasures that awaited him - if he only knew! He parked his car in the back, admiring the expansive property of his mistress.

There was a sign on the sliding glass door in the backyard that said: “Deena, please ring doorbell.” There was a smiley face next to the writing. “Gina.”

Rick just laughed to himself. He rang the bell to the tune of Von Schiller’s Ode to Joy, and soon Gina appeared dressed in a bathrobe, and punched the code into the keypad.

“Well hello Ricky, or should I say ‘Deena?’” Gina said and laughed a hearty victory laugh. Rick, clearly embarrassed, just shrugged and said “Tonight, I’ll be ‘Deena.’”

“Good then.” Looking down at the nylon bag she had given him, she said, “I’m glad to see you’ve brought your stuff! Oh! Before we go upstairs, there’s someone I’d like you to meet.”

Then, without missing a beat, Gina called out “SUAY, PLEASE COME DOWN . . . SAY HELLO TO RICK!” She was silent on the stairs and soon appeared in the kitchen where Rick and Gina were seated at a small table.

Suay was dressed in a modest gray skirt, black pumps, and a pink blouse -business casual. Her long, chestnut hair was up in a bun, and she wore owl-rimmed glasses - total schoolteacher, reminiscent of Gina’s glasses. She was attractive to Rick, but nothing special.

“Well, you must be the new tutor for my friend Gina’s children,” Rick said rather politely. He didn’t think Gina had mentioned him and was rather surprised when she called her to introduce them. Extending her hand and smiling, Suay Juu said “It is nice to meet you Mr. Rick. Mistress Gina has told me much about you.”

Rick just nodded, assuming partly correct that Gina told her that he was her family’s pharmacist. “Likewise, Soo-ay, is it? That’s a lovely name. How do you like the US so far?” Suay smiled and said, “Oh it is very nice here, everyone very friendly!” At that last remark, Gina just smirked, and nodded at Suay Juu, who took some papers off of a counter and turned to go back upstairs.

“Suay is preparing lessons for the girls for when they come back from my sister’s house next week,” she told Rick. “They love Suay very much and are looking forward to being homeschooled.”

“Very nice,” Rick said.

After Suay left, Gina poured some soft drinks for them, and eyed Rick hungrily as they made small talk. Then, businesslike, Gina said, “Well, ‘Deena,’ are you ready to go upstairs?”

Rick took a deep breath, grabbed hold of his nylon bag, and said rather excitedly, “Lead the way!” As an afterthought, Rick said, “Are you sure we’ll be okay, I mean, with Suay being upstairs and all?”

Gina gave her usual evil smirk and said, “Oh, I think we’ll be just fine - nothing to worry about. Suay can be very discreet!” Rick seemed puzzled by that last remark, but just went along with it. “Well, OK then,” and they both went up the winding staircase to the second floor with the bedrooms and the study.

Like all the other rooms in Gina’s house, the bedroom was very lavish; the familiar brass bed from the photos, the famous nightstand, and the huge picture window and balcony overlooking the pool, tennis courts and golf course. Rick could only gawk. Gina noticed and said “RICK! The ‘action’ is here in the bedroom - not outside. (She smirked again.) Maybe some other time.”

Rick grinned sheepishly, and Gina continued, sounding like a parent: “Okay, now take your bag, and follow me into the bathroom - I will make you up again, Deena.” Rick said nothing, just followed her.

Gina was already getting very excited, her pussy throbbing for what was sure to come. She looked inside Rick’s bag and pulled out the brunette wig. “Humm . . . I think we’ll stay with brunette again.”

The wig was tussled up, and Gina remarked “I see you’ve been busy, right?” Rick just grinned. As they stepped inside the bathroom, the chair was already set-up in front of a wall-sized mirror. Suddenly, Rick grabbed Gina and kissed her deeply, his tongue entwining itself with hers, and both his hands grabbing her ass, sending shockwaves through her body.

*****

She gave Rick two gold hooped-earrings, a new black-laced bra, but first shaving off the “fuzz” of new chest hairs and remarked, “We should think about getting your chest waxed. I know a place. But for now, we’ll make do with the razor.”

Rick remained silent. Gina next got a freshly pressed new white blouse from her closet and placed it on Rick. Immediately, Rick got a humongous boner which wasn’t lost on Gina. She grabbed it through his trousers, clearly excited and said, “take those off and put your skirt-panties on!” “Yes Gina,” Rick replied. “NO!” Gina barked. “From now on it’s ‘MISTRESS GINA!’ Got it??”

“Yes, Mistress Gina, sorry,” Rick answered. Gina turned to her bag and took out two cigarettes and lit them both up. Giving one to Rick, she said, “I’m going to get dressed. Put your panties, blouse, and your wig on and stroke your cock - but don’t you dare cum! Okay Deena?”

Rick obliged and looked at himself in the mirror, his excitement clearly evident, watching himself smoke a long Virginia Slim and dressed like a cunty, but unfinished bitch. He played with puffing very effeminately, practicing partly closing his eyes, and thinking like a slut.

From the bedroom Gina called out, “While you’re stroking your cock, I want you to fantasize about having a HUGE cock in your mouth! With every drag of your Virginia Slims, I want you to associate it with sucking cock, OK?”

Rick was puzzled by this last statement, but obediently replied, “Yes Mistress Gina.” “Good Deena!” she answered back.

“Someday,” she said, “we’re going to have fun turning guys on who watch you smoke!” From inside the bedroom, Rick could hear Bad Girls playing from Gina’s stereo, along with the blow dryer.

After about fifteen minutes, what walked into the bathroom almost made Deena cum on sight. She wore black stiletto laced shoes with six-inch heels, black sheer pantyhose up to mid-thigh with a laced top, straps holding them up to her favorite - black skirt-panties.

The finishing touch was a black leather skirt with a gold chain belt, and a leather underbust, laced up the front, tits fully exposed and accenting her gorgeous figure. She was heavily made up with long black fake eye lashes, black eyeliner, eyebrow pencil, and aquamarine eye shadow, closely matching her eye color.

By this time, Deena had finished “hur” cigarette, and Gina was quick to reach into her blue leather case and draw out two more cigarettes, lighting them both up again.

She made up Deena’s face identical to hers; fake, long eyelashes and all, and at a quick glance, you would think they were twins. Instead of the fabric skirt she gave Rick, Gina pulled out a short black leather skirt like she wore, but with a wide black PVC belt and gold buckle. Deena slipped them on.

Now Deena looked like a very hot, tempting office secretary. “From this moment on,” Gina pronounced like a magistrate, “you will ONLY be referred to as ‘Deena,’ no more Rick - got it, my little pet?” “Absolutely, Mistress Gina,” Deena replied, most obediently.

“Good.” Finished, Gina turned the chair around to the mirror to finish up with lipstick liner and the cherry red lipstick. “Now,” she said, with a triumphant victory tone, “How do you like yourself?”

Deena almost jizzed on the spot. Noticing the huge boner and smiling, Gina said smirking, “Plenty of time for that!” “Oh!” Gina said. “I almost forgot. I know you’ve been practicing with your heels. But for now, I have these black pumps for you,” producing the shoes. Deena slipped them on. “How are they?” Gina asked admiring her work.

“Very nice Mistress Gina.” Gina just laughed. “That’s good dear; now stand up.” Not unsteady at all from practicing, Deena was comfortable in the soft leather and faced Gina. She grabbed him close and deeply tongue kissed the newly born Deena. “She” responded likewise.

Gina pulled away. “We forgot these,” she said holding out fake long nails, painted cherry red to match Deena’s lipstick. It took a few minutes for Gina to finish up gluing on the fake nails for her new creation.

“Now what do you think?” Deena (née Rick) liked the way he looked holding the long, white Virginia Slims between his fingers with the painted nails. It made his cock move slowly around the panties, giving him a thrill. Gina then grabbed his cock and his balls underneath the skirt and panties and started kissing him deeply on the mouth, tongue going all around.

Gina was more turned on than she expected to be. She had the same feeling the other night in Rick’s friend’s house - being with a crossdressing man. Come to think of it, she also had a similar thrill being with Suay Juu. Could I possibly be a lesbian? She wondered. The thought didn’t bother her per se, she just enjoyed the feelings, and became very wet.

*****


Chapter 47

Gina gently pulled Deena out of the chair, and they stood facing each other. She leaned into him kissing him deeply, and gently stroking his cock with one hand. Deena was moaning softly, all thoughts of guilt gone, helped along by the trust he had in Gina, this “magician” of his transformation.

Then Gina broke contact and Deena looked at her quizzically, like what’s going on? She just smiled her wicked little smile at him and said, “Excuse me for just a moment Deena. I’d like you to be a good slut and turn around and look out the picture window until I tell you, you can turn around.”

“Yes, Mistress Gina,” Deena replied, trying to please Gina in his new submissive role. “Oooh, I like that Deena - you’re learning very nicely. If you slip up, trust me,” she said with a wicked grin, “You don’t want to ever disappoint me; I OWN YOU NOW, SLUT!”

Deena was happy to comply and stood looking out the window as he heard Gina leave the bedroom. She was gone for about ten minutes and wondered where she could have gone.

Looking out the window, he admired himself in the reflection of the glass. Would anyone be able to recognize me? He wondered. Everything Gina did to him seemed perfect, the makeup, clothes, wig. He marveled at the sight.

He heard a knocking at the door, and Gina’s voice in a commanding tone: “Don’t turn around until I tell you to, Deena.” A moment of silence went by, then Gina again. “I didn’t hear you!!!” she said in a sing-song voice. Deena responded, “Yes my Mistress Gina.”

“Good, much better - remember what I said. You came very close to going home for disobeying me.” A moment of actual panic seized Deena. “Please NO! I promise you, Mistress Gina, it will never happen again.” The thought of going home now - and would she even bother to take the makeup and the clothes off, was too terrifying to contemplate. She had him now.

He heard soft footsteps come into the room, and then the door close. “Okay,” Gina said, “You can turn around now Deena.” Deena couldn’t believe his eyes.

About ten feet in front of him stood two of the hottest women he had ever seen. Gina and what appeared to be . . . Suay Juu? The kid’s tutor from downstairs, wearing what appeared to be a “cat-like” seductress outfit?

It had to be Suay Juu, but she was wearing a “cat mask;” black leather with diamond studs around the eyes, leather cat-ears, and long, shimmering black hair down to mid-waist, like Gina’s.

She had on a leather underbust like Gina’s with one exception - there was a long cattail with an enlarged end on it almost touching the floor. She had on a black leather miniskirt, and black-laced stiletto heels like Gina’s too. He could tell it was definitely Suay Juu from the eyes.

Then Gina spoke to an open-mouthed and staring Deena. “Deena,” Gina said, “I’d like you to meet for the second time (both were giggling) Suay Juu. You are to obey her and do as she tells you as well, but you may call her by her name.” A stunned Deena replied, “Yes, Mistress Gina.”

Both of them were smoking newly lit Virginia Slims 120s and holding their cigarettes in an effeminate manner. Something else: The two of them looked and acted as if they shared some deep secret. It took the amazed Deena a second to figure it out; it was intimacy . . .

“Well,” Gina said, “Do you want to come over and join us, or would you rather stand there and jerk-off to the two of us making out and smoking?”

Without another word, Gina and Suay Juu (like it was rehearsed) each took a drag from their cigarettes and locked lips and faces, clouds of smoke coming out from the two of them, kissing deeply. Something else: Gina had her hands under Suay Juu’s skirt and was rubbing Suay’s “pussy.”

Gina moaned as Suay did likewise, her fingers coming out with the slick wetness of Gina’s pussy juice on them. Deena watched mesmerized as his cock did a little dance inside his panties.

After a minute or so of this play, Gina killed her half-smoked cigarette and said very seductively to Deena: “Why don’t you take out your handbag, place it on the bed and take out three cigarettes from your new case and light up, then come over and join us dear.” The timing couldn’t have been more perfect because Deena was dying for a cigarette at this point. So he did as he was told.

The two of them were watching him and giggling. “Don’t light it Deena, come over here and let Suay light it for you.” He did as he was told, giving Suay Juu and Gina a cigarette too. A bit unsteady, but much better than the other night, Deena walked over to both of them and Suay produced a lighter and lit Deena up.

Deena took a deep drag and immediately, Suay locked her mouth on his and started deeply tongue kissing, the smoke billowing out of both their mouths. Gina had one hand under Suay’s skirt and placing her cigarette in her mouth, used her other hand to pleasure Deena in the same way.

Gina, in “cig-cock-choke-speak,” said, “Deena, I hope you rike thiss.” Deena could only moan, “yesss, I love it . . .” “That’s good darling,” Gina replied. The three of them separated and stood there seductively smoking. Gina was sopping wet, very turned on by the thought of playing with two huge cocks tonight and getting off on watching Deena suck the first cock of his life.

She had her usual salacious smirk going. They each killed their cigarettes in the ashtray on the night table. Turning to Deena, she said, “Get on the bed on your tummy - NOW!” she barked.” “Yes, Mistress Gina,” he answered meekly.

Gina straddled Deena, and as Suay Juu watched, she picked up a leather strap from the floor next to the bed, and flipping Deena’s skirt and panties up, struck Deena on the buttocks with a hard smack.

“GINA!! WHAT THE FUCK!?” Gina struck him again saying “I didn’t hear you say, ‘Mistress Gina,’ what the fuck.” A shocked Deena repeated “Mistress Gina, what the fuck!?” “That’s much better,” Gina replied. “Those little smacks were to remind you that you must do anything I tell you to do tonight,” she said and turned to wink at Suay Juu who just smiled.

“Okay, Mistress Gina,” he replied, both horrified and very turned on by what was happening.  “Now,” she said sweetly, (the good cop), “turn over on your back.”

Deena had to admit, the night was certainly getting off to an interesting start. “Suay Juu,” Gina commanded, “cigarettes please.” “Yes, Mistress Gina.” That was the first time that Gina heard Suay Juu speak all night. Suay reached into Gina’s bag, handed out two cigarettes, taking one for herself, and lit all three with the same flick of the lighter.

All three were very turned on by that action. Gina, keeping her cigarette in her mouth, pulled off her leather skirt and straddled Deena. She leaned forward, took a drag, and kissed Deena deeply on the mouth, exhaling smoke at the same time and used her tongue to explore his mouth, pulling apart and resuming - playing with him.

Then, she moved down to suck Deena’s dick from underneath his panties, giving him a billowing, smoky blowjob.

Suay Juu got behind Gina further down her legs and Deena caught the action, unbelievingly at first from the corner of his eye; Suay was bending over Gina and playing with her tits while Gina had his cock in her mouth.

Gina stopped every so often and nonchalantly took a drag from her cigarette and blew the smoke over Deena’s cock, making him insane. Meanwhile, Gina’s pussy was throbbing and sopping wet from Suay Juu’s skilled fingertips and sucking off Deena; but she knew that keeping Deena happy was the key to her eventual orgasm.

To help things a bit, Gina was now grinding her cunt on Deena’s thigh, her own skirt pulled up. She had shaved her pussy to make the experience more pleasurable. Gina came off Deena to take a leisurely drag off her cigarette - she wasn’t ready to let Deena cum yet and turned her head to Suay Juu. Immediately, Suay stopped playing with Gina’s tits and pulled Deena down so his feet were touching the floor at the foot of the bed.

Now Suay Juu got back on the bed behind Deena, her leather miniskirt touching the back of Deena’s head, her hands gently massaging his face. What the fuck! Deena thought again, but soon Gina was back in action, this time straddling and facing him, easily gliding his erect and slippery cock into her shaved pussy. She gasped with pleasure at the size and strength of Deena’s massive boner filling her pleasure cave and sending electric shocks through her body.

Suay Juu moved from behind Deena’s head and straddled his chest, facing him, and saying very sweetly, “Now it is time to really enjoy yourself Deena, and you will make Mistress Gina and I very, very happy.” Deena was just half-listening, enjoying Gina’s ride on his cock and thinking of little else. The smells of leather, perfume and smoke coming from Suay Juu were just adding to his intense excitement.

Suay Juu took a final drag from her cigarette and crushed it out, then reached over to the night table and lit a new one, dangling it, looking down at Deena. She took her cigarette out of her mouth, the filter red and wet from her lipstick, and she held it for Deena to take a drag off it, which Deena hungrily did.

Suay bent over Deena, letting her silky black hair tickle Deena’s chest, neck, and face. Gina, as if on cue, slowed her pace of deep-fucking Deena’s massive boner, pulling out completely and slowly a few times. She could feel a bit of pre-cum leaking from Deena’s tip. Suay Juu opened her skirt, straddling Deena’s face and kept on her black satin skirt-panties.

From his position on the bed, looking up at the ceiling, Deena thought he saw an optical illusion - a bulge in Suay Juu’s panties. He stared for a couple of minutes, and with a smile and a quick motion, Suay Juu flipped up her panties and shocked, no horrified, Deena saw the biggest cock of his life, at least ten inches of it, like a snake, emerge from between Suay Juu’s legs, right over his face!

Before he could react, or even think, the tip of this . . . this . . . cock-thing was pressing against Deena’s lips. At the same time, Gina resumed her up and down rhythm on his cock, which was aching to cum. The different pleasure sensations overwhelmed him, and before he knew it, he had another man’s cock in his mouth!

“THAT’S RIGHT DEENA, YOU SISSY CUM-SLUT! TAKE THE LADYBOY’S COCK DEEP INTO YOUR MOUTH,” Gina ordered, gasping with pleasure herself.

The absolute truth being undeniable, Deena actually enjoyed it, was really hungry for this thing, and slowly began turning his tongue around the massive shaft, sucking on it as if possessed. Suay Juu started quivering, took a drag off her half-smoked Virginia Slim and pulled her cock out for a second to give Deena a drag.

Immediately, Suay’s cock went back into Deena’s mouth, the smoke billowing out around it, making Suay Juu even more excited.

Unable to help himself, Deena finally shot a massive, warm load of jizz deep inside Gina’s pussy. It was like watering a starving plant. Gina just moaned and even quickened her humping, cum dripping down the side of Deena’s boner, and Gina’s leg. Suay was moaning and shoving her she-cock deeper into Deena’s mouth, Deena doing all he could not to gag on the massive appendage.

He tasted a strange, salty sensation - Suay’s pre-cum. To his shock, he actually enjoyed it. Images of the MILFs of his teenage years, of the cunty bitch Evelyn came to mind. He wondered if she sucked cock like he just did. He was just like them, he thought happily.

Then, suddenly, Suay Juu erupted with a loud, high-pitched moan as she shot her massive waterfall of a load into Deena’s mouth. Instinctively knowing what to do, he just lapped up the thick, salty goodness in his mouth, but not before Suay withdrew just a bit and covered Deena’s face with her jizz, making Deena’s mascara run.

Suay and Gina got off Deena and switched places, Gina greedily licking Suay Juu’s cum off of Deena’s face. Meanwhile, Suay Juu skillfully inserted her very talented tongue around Gina’s ass and into Gina’s leaking pussy, sopping up Deena’s jizz which was leaking down the sides of Gina’s legs, making her moan with exquisite pleasure.

*****


Chapter 48

Looking down at Deena, Gina had a satisfied smirk on her face, saying, “There now, my new little sissy, cum-slut, how did you enjoy that?” He could only be truthful, much as it still shocked him a bit. “I think I liked it very much, Mistress Gina!”

“Well that’s just great, because my darling, Suay Juu and I have lots more planned for this evening! By then, your transformation to the ‘new you’ will be most complete I would think.”

Suay stood up and left the room saying, “I will be right back, Mistress Gina.” “Of course, my darling,” Gina replied, feeling the sense of power, finally, that she had been denied all throughout the years of her rotten marriage to Frank.

She got close to Deena, in full bitch mode. Laughing, she said, “How does it feel to be ‘complete,’ my little sissy cum-slut?” Deena looked her square in the eyes and said, “This was my secret fantasy since I was a teen - to be a slutty whore like the smoky bitches I used to jerk-off to over watching them smoke and flirt with guys.”

“There now,” Gina said. “I’m doing right by you, Deena darling. I think I’ve finally figured you out.” Suay Juu came back into the room with a small nylon bag - the same one that Gina saw in her storage room near the airport in Queens.

Gina let her take over. Suay lit herself a cigarette and gave one to Gina and Deena. Dangling it from her lips, she said, “Deena, please put your knees on bed and bend over for me.”

After doing as he was told, Suay took out the jar of orange-mango scented cocoa butter and put a nice amount on her fingers and put them in Deena’s ass, spreading it around. Deena was quiet, slowly acquiescing into his “cum-slut, slave role.”

Suay took a drag from her cigarette and blew a jet of smoke over Deena’s head. Gina and Suay both watched delightedly as Deena immediately became fully erect again. They turned and smiled at each other.

“Now, Mr. Rick, (Suay immediately corrected herself) I mean Deena - sorry, I am putting something slowly around your cock and into your asshole, that once you are used to it, you will enjoy, okay?”

“Whatever you say Suay Juu,” the new cum-slut obediently said. It was a silicone butt-plug with an attached cock-ring, similar to the one Suay used herself, but a bit narrower. After all, Deena was a “newbie” at this play, and Suay was an expert.

Placing some cocoa butter in the inside of the ring, and more on the plug, Suay said, “Okay, you may feel like it stretch a bit, but no worry.”

With that, Suay expertly placed the ring over the tip of Deena’s already massive boner, and then very slowly inserted the royal blue plug into Deena’s ass, which made him wince at first, and clinch his teeth.

Then, slowly, after a weird fullness sensation, a pleasurable sensation added to his erection, increasing his desire to cum.

Gina interjected: “You see Deena, Suay is prepping you for the future. You never know what you will be used for down the line. Think of the pleasure you can get from sucking cocks all night!” Suay and Gina both laughed. “Now, Deena,” Gina said in full mistress mode, “I think that Suay wants you to fuck her, don’t you Suay?” “Oh yes, Mistress Gina, very much!” “You heard the lady,” Gina said to Deena.

Deena turned around and moved down the bed while Gina stood to the side and watched, fascinated, and pulled up a padded chair next to the side of the bed. She was smoking and fingering her slippery cunt. Suay Juu squatted over Deena, “facing south,” and she placed her ass right over the tip of Deena’s ringed and very stiff, enormous cock.

Even Suay was impressed. It slid in easily and felt so great, so tight inside of her. Cautiously, at first, Deena began the in-out rhythm just like with Gina. Suay Juu just moaned with pleasure, marveling at the girth of Deena’s boner, smoking at the same time. Deena’s wig was laying over his shoulders and chest, and he was enjoying the silky smoothness, and the feeling of the makeup on his face.

As if she could read his mind, Gina pulled out a fresh cigarette from her pack and lit Deena up, who just closed his eyes, and dreamily puffed on it while going faster and faster inside Suay Juu’s ladyboy pussy with quick, hard pelvic thrusts that made Suay moan.

In his mind, Deena was saying over and over again, I am Gina’s slutty, sissy, cum-slut. A real smoky whore . . . Gina was watching intently and fingering her still shimmering, wet cunt, running her nailed fingers up and down the length of her vagina, stopping to snap her clit a bit, which sent shockwaves through her. In a matter-of-fact way she spoke to Deena.

“I hope the little plug feels good because it’s just an exercise. We’re getting you ready to take (Gina was laughing) a huge cock up your ass one day soon!” Deena didn’t answer, just kept pumping Suay Juu who was also going up and down on her own ladyboy cock with one wet hand. She had her cigarette dangling from her lips like a Thai gangster, squinting her eyes.

This made Gina hotter and soon Gina moved to the foot of the bed and hungrily looked Suay Juu in the eyes. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, she quickly replaced Suay Juu’s hand with her mouth, taking that hard, enormous, wet length of she-cock all the way to the back of her throat.

With a loud, wordless sigh, Deena exploded into Suay Juu’s ass, and Suay shot her load a second time deep into Gina’s mouth. Gina made herself cum as well, thinking of what she and her new lover Suay Juu could do tonight after Deena left, because Deena was not yet free to stay as Gina would have liked.

Gina was the woman who had everything: A gorgeous Thai Ladyboy at her beck and call, and a hot, sexy, crossdressing fuck toy - Deena, of her own creation!

Meanwhile, Deena, née Rick, finally found someone, quite unexpectedly in Gina, with whom he could finally be himself, and express his new-found sexuality.

As time went on, after this evening’s play was over, the three of them became (excuse the expression) very tight. Deena, still Rick in the “real world,” was able to tolerate his wife’s insanity better because he had a full, gratifying relief in his two new friends, and also, he was able to come clean and talk about it with his understanding daughter Sam. Since Gina was “the mastermind” of this trio, there was no limit to all the fun they would have in the future.

*****


More juice by Jaclyn Dicey!

Dear Readers:

I hope you enjoyed this compilation of The Smoky MILF Seduction Series:
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I’d love to know what you think!
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The audiobook version of the series is also due out soon for your listening pleasure on AMAZON AUDIBLE. Just be careful if you listen while driving, because “cumming and going don’t mix!”

Yours in smoky lust, ❤️

Jaclyn Dicey
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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, 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!
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AMAZON author page: JACLYN DICEY BOOKS for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!!
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