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“VERUM FUNDATUR IN FABULA”

Based on a True Story


Chapter I -

I was in my third year of medical school, and doing my orthopedics rotation in one of the area hospitals. There was one doctor in particular that myself and the rest of the guys in my class would fantasize about sexually, since this woman was hot; I mean third degree burn hot! Dr. Donna Marie Parsons always wore a long white lab coat, and a short, black skirt which gave us all a terrific view of her magnificent legs. She had long, auburn hair which she kept up in a bun on the back of her head, blue eyes, and what I like to call “the look.” The “look” is a nebulous term that when you look in a woman’s eyes, a “sixth sense” takes over and you just know that she’s checking you out.

One day in clinic, an incident happened that removed all doubt for me about “The Look.” I was giving an injection to a middle-aged man in his ankle for acute pain. There is a technique that’s used so as not to cause the patient any discomfort. It involves spraying a freezing liquid on the skin and then injecting the “medicinal cocktail.” Doctor Parsons was walking through the hall and stopped by my exam room to critique my procedure; normal routine.

A little bit more about Dr. Parsons. Between patients, she would sit at a desk in a room just outside the clinic area, and smoke Virginia Slims 120 Menthols - I know, in a hospital; disgusting, right? But she had an attitude like “screw authority,” you know, a rebel. I liked that “wild” aspect of her. She was also known to be the one at parties and functions to drink a little bit more than everyone else, and disappear with a guy, or two, and then come back looking a little bit disheveled.

So back to me with the syringe. I was in the middle of giving the shot, and Dr. Parsons looked at me, and in front of the patient she said, “Doctor Kobak, your wife may appreciate it slow and steady like that, but I don’t think the patient does.” It was a clear reference to fucking. Now, I wasn’t married. I was twenty-six years old, and didn’t even have a steady girlfriend. The truth is, I was always shy around girls. I didn’t consider myself to be any kind of ‘macho guy,” you know, all muscular - a hard body- that - most women would give their right tit for. Most of my free time, I kept my head in the books. I mean, that’s how I got into med school in the first place. So, as far as dating women went, I was a total zero.

Dr. Parsons wasn’t married either as far as I knew, and I knew nothing about her dating proclivities, except for her storied debauchery at parties, and, as was just proven to me, she enjoyed flirting with her students; mostly male - I don’t know if she had a thing for women or not, and I didn’t really care. To even entertain the smallest thought that she might be interested in me was beyond my wildest expectations.

So, I was a lot taken aback by what she said, but also very turned on. After she left the room I had a full-out hard on!

Later that day in the cafeteria I told my friends about what happened, and since we were all men we could speak freely amongst ourselves. “Come on Jeff, she really said that to you? ‘That your wife might like it slow and easy?’”

“Yes Ron, she did; and I’m not even married, or have a steady girlfriend.”

“Well lucky you,” my other buddy Dan said, who was married. “She wants your cock!” They all laughed, and I turned beet red.

“Why don’t you ask her out - on a regular date; like dinner?” Ron said.

“Because she’ll never go out with me.”

“Jeff, you won’t know unless you ask her.” Dan said.

“I don’t know guys. Isn’t there some kind of rule about faculty not dating teachers,” I said, hoping for a way out.

“Maybe there is and maybe there isn’t Jeff. But if you don’t ‘test the waters,’ you’ll never know!” Ron said.

Eddie was the one to laugh and say what the others were only thinking - This dork is a total loser. He’s still a virgin, and hasn’t mentioned women once since we’ve been in school together!

I thought about it that night after I went home. It really distracted me from my studies, but all I could think about was tomorrow when I would see Dr. Parsons in clinic again. I took some deep breaths and thought about how I would approach her, what I would say.

I stood in front of the mirror and made some shit up, but it just made me crazy - getting all turned on, and then realizing I didn’t have what it takes. I went to bed thinking that it was all a stupid idea, and just let it go. However, I did jerk off. I mean, I had to.

It was the only way I had of letting my intense frustration go. I kept thinking of the way she looked at me when she spoke to me; the small, knowing grin on her face. She knew exactly the effect she was having on me, and enjoying it! It was a game of cat and mouse, and I was the unwitting mouse. Any of my friends; Dan or Ron would gladly have changed places with me if they could. I knew that they would embarrass me in front of her any time we were in clinic together, hoping to score points with her, especially after I told them what she said to me.

The next day there was no clinic, only grand rounds, and presentations; so it was a short day. I did something for myself that I had been putting off for a very long time. I finally made it to the eye doctor and got fitted for contact lenses. The tortoise-rimmed glasses I wore with the thick lens, combined with my thick head of curly hair, skinny, unmasculine body, made me look like a total nerd. What could a knock-out like Dr. Parsons see in me anyway? Maybe the contact lenses would help.

The next morning I was in the hospital cafeteria with Dan and Ron having coffee before we started what was supposed to be a grueling day. Ron spotted Dr. Parsons on the checkout line with a tray of food. “Jeff, look who’s on the checkout line.” My eyes went wide, and I was ready to whip my head around when Ron stopped me.

“Hey Jeff! Be cool man! Not so fast.” The guys were both laughing. Sure enough, there she was. She was carrying her lab coat, and she wore the same really short black skirt, black stiletto heels, with straps, and a sleeveless knit blouse, that was cut low enough to show her enormous cleavage. “Holy shit! Dan said. “Thank God I’m married, or I’d be hitting that up right now!”

Ron said, “look Jeff she’s sitting alone! Why don’t you go over there and sit next to her, talk her up!”

“Nah, it’s too early in the day, she probably wants to be alone before the day starts. Forget it.”

“You won’t get her alone like this for the rest of the day man,” Ron said.

It was just then that Eddie Boyle joined us. Eddie was a tall Irish kid with thick red hair, who always made everyone laugh. There’s one in every bunch. I think if they had elections for ‘most unlikely to graduate,’ Eddie would win, hands down. “Morning doctors, ready for another day in paradise?” Eddie said with his usual glibness.

“Just like any other day Eddie,” Ron said.

Dan broke in: “Now that’s where you’re wrong. Go ahead Jeff, tell ‘Bob Hope’ what happened in ortho clinic the other day.” That’s just what I needed; more jabs from the guys.

“What happened in ortho the other day, Jeff?” Eddie asked with a jester’s grin from ear to ear. I didn’t respond.

Ron said, “C’mon Jeff, you tell him, or I will!”

“It was nothing, really. Maybe I imagined it.”

“No, you didn’t imagine shit! She told you that man,” Ron replied.

“Now this is getting interesting. C’mon Jeff, spill the beans!” Eddie said. I knew it was a losing battle, taking a deep breath. “I was in ortho on Monday morning and Dr. Parson’s supervised me when I was giving a patient a Posterior Tibial Nerve block. She leans over and says to me, ‘Dr. Kobak, your wife may like it slow and easy like that, but I don’t think the patient appreciates it.’ I didn’t say anything, I just looked at her. When it was done, she left the room.”

“Whoa! Holy Shit! She was coming on to you Jeffy boy! All the guys in this hospital would give their left nut to be in your shoes! Wow!” Eddie said, eyes wide. “So what are you gonna do about it?” He smirked and looked at Dan and Ron. The last thing they could imagine was me with a hot woman like Dr. Donna Parsons - or any woman for that matter.

“We’ve been trying to get him to go over there to where she’s sitting and just talk to her,” Ron said. “But Mr. Stiffy without a prayer here doesn’t want to. He’s embarrassed.”

“You should do it now ,” Eddie said. “I guess you guys haven’t heard.”

“Heard what?” I said.

“Dr. Parsons is going to Cabrini for the rest of the rotation. This is her last week here,” Eddie said.

“There! See that? Jeff, if you want any hope of getting anything from her, you better act fast, my friend!” Dan said.

“Forget it guys. Jeff hasn’t reached puberty yet!” They all laughed at me which made my blood boil.

Much to their surprise, I took a deep breath and got up slowly from the table and started walking over to Dr. Parson’s table. She looked up, a bit surprised to see me. “Hi Dr. Parsons, mind if I sit down.”

“No, not at all Jeff. Good morning, how’s it going?”

“So I heard through the grapevine that you’ll be going to Cabrini next week.”

“Yes, they have an unexpected absence, so they want me to fill in there.” She studied my face for a moment, and said, “There’s something different about you Jeff, I’m just trying to figure out what it is.”

“I got contact lenses yesterday.”

“Very nice Jeff, you look really good. I like it.” I turned beet red.

“Thank you very much doctor.”

“Please, you can call me Donna Marie.” I felt the conversation was off to a good start, but I wasn’t sure exactly in which direction it was heading.

“Jeff,” she started off. “Is it okay if I get a bit personal with you?” This was better than I expected; it also made me nervous. She was leading the conversation which was great for me. I was just going with the flow, and my dick was getting hard. I would have to be crazy, or physically ill for it not to be.

“Sure Donna Marie,” it did feel funny calling her by her first name. After all, she was a member of the faculty. “What did you have in mind?”

She looked at me with those piercing, seductive blue eyes. “You’re not married are you?”

“No, no I’m not,” I answered. I could feel the eyes of my friends boring into the back of my head from their table. I was glad I wasn’t facing them or else I’d be blushing.

“Okay, well, do you have a girlfriend?”

“No, nothing there either.”

“Well, a guy like you must be dating, am I right?” I had to lie. What did she mean by ‘a guy like me?’

“Here and there, but nobody special.” I lied.

“I’m going to be totally honest with you Jeff. I like you. I find you attractive. Let me be more specific, and please don’t take this the wrong way.” She took a sip from her thermos of coffee.

“There’s, I don’t know, a certain ‘innocence’ about you that I find refreshing.” As she spoke, she had her right hand balled up under her chin, like she was in intense concentration. “Look, I’m thirty-two, and the guys out there, are for the most part, either divorced and carrying around a huge amount of baggage, or just fucked up in some way. People are getting married later today, and it's really hard to find someone out there that I can just have fun with and be myself. The bar scene is so not for me. Understand?”

“Yes, I think I do,” I said. “I don’t like bars either and the girls I meet through introduction just see me as ‘a doctor,’ a meal ticket. I haven’t found anybody who likes me for me; and let’s face it, social media dating apps are all phonies anyway.”

“Exactly! Well, those women are just stupid and immature. I’ve dated other doctors, lawyers, what have you, and I find empty shells. I’ve watched you in clinic; I see the rapport you have with your patients, and I think there’s a lot more to you than meets the eye.” By now I was blushing, and she could see it and she gave me a smile.

This was the first time any woman had thought of me as ‘attractive’ or worth spending any time talking to. I was stunned. It just had to be noticed by her the effect she was having on me. It was other-worldly.

“Relax Jeff. I can see you’re a bit nervous. How old are you?” She placed her hand on my wrist and it felt a bit odd to be doing that in a public place, but I didn’t object, I liked it. I got a tingling through my body; my trousers were stirring. Then she took out a Virginia Slims 120 and lit up.

The cafeteria was one place they allowed smoking. I was fixated on the way she smoked; the snap inhales, the hollow cheek drags. I wasn’t really paying attention to the entire conversation. I needed a cigarette, but I was embarrassed about my addiction to nicotine, and the other part which I will get to shortly.

“I’m twenty-six, just turned.”

“Oh, so you didn’t go to medical school right away then.”

“No I didn’t. I worked as a microbiologist in a lab for about three years before I decided I wanted to become a doctor.”

“Interesting. Do you know what you want to specialize in yet?”

“Yes, I think I’d like to go into anesthesia.”

Oh no! I think she notices me staring at her the way she smokes. This will ruin everything; now she will definitely think I’m no more than a lost puppy dog, or some kind of freak, I thought to myself.

“Wow, that’s a tough, but very rewarding career. My brother’s an anesthesiologist down at Emory, in Georgia. I grew up down south; in Fayetteville, North Carolina.” I was beginning to feel a bit more relaxed at this point.

I smiled. “I knew your southern accent came from somewhere near there, I just couldn’t place it.” God, what a dumb shit thing to say!

“Well, I always tell people up here, that ‘it’s you who talk funny!’” With that, we both laughed. It was an awkward moment, not knowing if I was expected to respond or not. What was I supposed to do now? Before I could say anything, I guess she sensed my unease, and just came right out and cut to the chase.

“Tell you what,” she said, smiling. “I’m going to give you my phone number. Why don’t we go out to dinner this Saturday night. Is that good for you? I’ll be transferred by Monday, so we won’t be seeing each other during the week.” My heart was racing, my cock was hard, and I couldn’t believe what luck I was having; me of all people! She took out her cell phone, I gave her my number, she sent me a text, and I added her to my contacts. Simple.

“Sure, that would be great. I’ll call you and we can talk about where we’d like to go,” I said.

“Maybe I’ll just call you first,” giving me the same look she gave me in clinic the other day. Then she noticed the clock, and said to me, “it’s time for me to be going. So I guess I’ll see you in clinic in a little while.” Then she flat-out gave me a wink. I hope nobody else saw that!

I stood up from the table, said “see you later Donna Marie,” and went back to my friends, redder than a beet.

“So stud, what did she say?” Ron said. I didn’t answer right away, I was still blown away, pinching myself to see if I was dreaming or not.

The Eddie chimed in. “C’mon guys, cut him some slack; he clearly isn’t used to speaking to beautiful women.”

“Well, are you, Romeo???” Dan said. We all laughed at that. Everything Eddie did was public knowledge, and funny!; even his love life, in which now, he was dating a freshman girl.

I wanted to get this over with as quickly as possible. “We talked a bit, and she gave me her phone number and said I should call her. I think we may be going out to dinner on Saturday night.”

“Oh my God! Did you hear that? Our little buddy here, who hardly ever dates anyone, is going out with the hottest professor, no, the hottest woman in the school! Shit! How lucky can you get!” Ron said.

“I’d appreciate it very much if you guys kept this amongst us since this might just be a tad unethical, you know. Both of us could get in very serious trouble.” I said.

“But after Monday, our friend here won’t have to worry about that - she’ll be at Cabrini!” Dan said. “How much of an age difference is there between you two anyway, Jeff?”

“I’m twenty-six, and I would say that she is at least in her mid-thirties.”

“That’s like, any guy’s fantasy come true - the sexy older woman thing. You lucky dog, you,” Eddie said. The other guys nodded and smiled at me. The whole day I was getting little wise cracks, and hoping and praying that none of this would ever get out. Maybe I won’t even tell them anything. I should just tell them on Monday that the whole date was cancelled. Yes, that would be the smartest thing to do.

❤️❤️❤️

I lived with my parents in our small home on Long Island, about an hour’s commute from the med school in the city. It was great for me, because I had home cooking, plus the emotional support from my parents which I needed for the extreme pressure I was under with my studies. I have an older sister who is married and lives out of state with her husband. We used to be close, and I shared many secrets with her - about everything. Since she moved out about six years ago, our conversations became less and less frequent. Academically, I was in good shape. About eight-thirty on Wednesday evening, the phone rang. It was Dr. Parsons.

“Hi Jeff, how’s it going. You must be studying, so I won’t make this long. I know a nice Italian place near me. Very casual, and the food is pretty good. Sound okay to you for Saturday night?”

“Hi Donna Marie, yeah, it sounds really good.” My tone was a little unsure. Like I said, I had very little experience with women since I was also a virgin. The opportunity for “doing it” just never presented itself to me. I wondered if this was obvious to her in the short time we had gotten to know each other a little bit better. I really knew nothing about her, other than the way she presented herself in clinic. I was about to learn more.

“Okay Jeff, get your Google Maps out and I’ll text you my address.

“Sounds good.” Within minutes my iPhone had the course plotted to her house.

“Great. Jeff, you sound, I don’t know, a little hesitant - is everything okay.”

“Yes, it’s just that I’m, well, like I said - a little ‘inexperienced,’ when it comes to women.” The tone in my voice had dropped considerably; from shame.

“Jeff, Jeff. You don’t have to worry about anything. I’ve got you covered, and I understand everything. Just leave it to me, and we’ll have a very enjoyable time, I’m sure.” Ah, but did she understand ‘everything’? She couldn’t.

“Sounds good Donna . . . I’m sure we will. I’m looking forward to it. Thank you.” She laughed.

“You don’t have to thank me Jeff, really.” I must have sounded like a real charity case to her. I’m such an idiot. It just blows me away - what the hell could she possibly see in me? Those were the thoughts running around in my head. I should elaborate a bit here that I have a big smoking fetish. It really turned me on when I watched attractive women smoke. I kept it a big secret from everyone that I smoked occasionally too.

I enjoyed the long, all-white women’s cigarettes, like Dr. Parson’s smoked. I would smoke and masturbate to the thought and the picture in my mind of women like Donna Marie. When she smoked in the clinic office, I got very hard just watching her light up. Sometimes I would imagine how I looked and felt if I was one of those sexy women that turned me on . That thought caused me unbearable anxiety. Now imagine, I was actually going on a date with my ultimate sex (and fetish) fantasy! Unbelievable!

All throughout high school I was bullied because I didn’t participate in sports, I was clumsy, and my body had no distinguishing features of early puberty that the other guys had. My body was flat. Shit, I mean in tenth grade, some guys were shaving regularly. My best friends were girls. I felt easy, more comfortable among them. I also sat with a group of girls at lunch, and you know how cruel high school kids can be, especially to someone who they perceive as “different,” or “out of sorts.” There was much less tolerance than there is today.

My next problem was what to wear on Saturday night. She said it was casual. That meant nothing to me, because I didn’t think I looked good no matter what I wore. My self-esteem was truly ‘in the gutter.’ The rest of the week was uneventful, and the teasing abated, thankfully, because were all working to the bone. This clinical year was a pressure cooker and several students dropped out because they couldn’t handle the rigors of med school anymore. As far as that went, I just kept my eye on the prize - a career in anesthesiology.

Before I knew it, it was Saturday night. I wasn’t expecting much. It would be a one-night date, a good night peck on the cheek and that would be it. I would get it out of my system and be done with it. No harm, no expectations, no disappointments. Besides, I wouldn’t have to worry about running into her again. She was transferred out. Then why was I so anxious about tonight? I did know that I would get turned on by her smoking, and then have to go home and masturbate. That was the story of my life.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter II

The trip to Donna Marie’s house, my professor’s house, (now that sounded incredibly suspect! I was smiling nervously) was only about twenty minutes. She lived in a nice, gated community with a security guard in the booth. Great! Now there would be security camera footage of me. My embarrassment, as crazy as it sounded, was real. The guard rang her building and they spoke over the phone, the security feed going to a monitor in her home, and then the gate suddenly went up and I was free to proceed.

Something I remembered about this little community. A few years ago, a member of the Russian mob was murdered with his entire family in one of these houses. Since then, they installed the “cop-in-the-box” with the whole video security system.

The fist in my stomach was turning over, and I actually hiccupped. C’mon Jeff, deep breaths, deep breaths. For once, the Google Map worked in my car. Once through the gate I proceeded slowly so as not to miss her house. The map chimed in, “your destination is five hundred feet on the right.”

So she had money, and by the looks of the house and the location - lots of it, and why not? Aside from being a part-time clinician at the college, she was also a practicing orthopedic surgeon with a large group practice in Manhattan.

“You have arrived at your destination.” There was a circular driveway, and I parked my red, 2018 Toyota Camry in front of her garage. The five steps in front of the house led to a little porch, with a magnificent oak door, with brass handles and a nice colored-etched glass window in the middle. I rang the bell, and took several deep breaths.

❤️❤️❤️

I heard footsteps approaching, high-heeled footsteps, and there she was; a nice smile beaming across her face. Her auburn hair fell across her forehead and down her shoulders, just past her breasts. She wore a stunning royal blue dress - low cut to show off her ample cleavage, and it was sleeveless. That day in clinic and in the cafeteria, her hair was tied up in a bun in the back, with a beret. She wore her long, white lab jacket, had on black, four-inch heels that strapped around the ankle - hardly clinic attire, but she looked stunning.

“Well hi Jeff! Did you have any trouble finding the place?”

“None at all. You know, perfect directions.” God I felt like such a nerd, a nobody. Might as well say goodnight now.

She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She smelled so good. Her nails were painted a bright cherry red, and she was wearing peach lipstick, but something was off. Her eyes! They weren’t blue anymore - they were a bright amber. She was wearing those contact lenses that changed eye color. She looked really hot.

“Oh, where are my manners? Come in, come in, make yourself at home. Would you like something to drink? I have everything.”

“Uh, a Diet Coke would be nice.”

“I do have that. Follow me into the kitchen.” On the left was a living room with a fireplace that was lit, paintings on the wall, and a Persian rug in the middle on top of a stained hardwood floor. I couldn’t believe that she was never married and lived in this big house all alone. She made herself a scotch and soda. “Since you’re driving, I guess I can drink,” she said and laughed.

“Right, tonight I’m the designated driver.”

“C’mon, let’s take these drinks into the living room. It’s much comfier than the kitchen.”

“Donna, excuse me for asking, but do you live here alone? I mean it’s such a big, elegant house. It’s big enough for a family of six!” There I go - prying! I wanted to shoot myself in the foot.

“Well no, actually I don’t live here alone. I mean I do own the house, but I have two friends who live here with me; two girlfriends from high school in Fayetteville; Sarah and Rebecca. They are both away for a couple of weeks. It’s their second wedding anniversary, and they went on a well deserved trip.”

“Nice,” I said. She looked at me closely and I hiccupped again. Also, my right foot was tapping, and I wasn’t aware of it. “Oh dear. Jeff, I want you to relax and feel at home, feel comfortable with me. Put down the drink.” I put the drink down on a coaster on the coffee table. “By the way,” she said smiling, “You look very sharp tonight.” Both of us sat next to each other on her very expensive, long leather sofa.

“Thanks Donna,” I answered, rather meekly. I was just wearing casual trousers and a short sleeve Polo knit shirt. I was wearing a leather jacket when I came in, but I left it in the kitchen while she was getting the drinks.

“We have to do something - non-pharmaceutical, and non-alcoholic about those nerves of yours. What can I do to put you at ease?” She said, reassuringly. Before I knew it, she lit up a Virginia Slims and just looked me over, like thinking about what she could do. She saw the way I looked at her cigarette, and asked, “would you like one? Do you smoke?”

“Yes, I do. Not a lot, but it relaxes me.”

“Well, okay then, here.” She was smiling; her cigarette dangling at a sexy angle from her mouth, peach lipstick on the end of the long white filter. She pulled a new one out from the pack and lit me up with a silver butane lighter. I took a long, welcome drag, really savoring it, feeling immediately better. I also got a gigantic hard on that was busting through the seams in my Dockers.

“You seem a bit better Jeff,” she said, sounding concerned. She smiled at me, and I watched the smoke curl out of her nose and rise into a blue cloud above us; her smoke and mine mixed together.

“You know what I think, Jeff?” She said with a squinty grin.

“What,” I asked, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights, or a kid caught masturbating, because I had nice-sized hard on; looking at this beautiful, amber-eyed woman with a long, white cigarette dangling from her lips.

“I think you’re one of those ‘closet-smokers,’ who only smoke when they’re out or alone, am I right? Really, it’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Uh, yeah, I suppose so. I don’t smoke all the time.”

“But it turns you on a lot when you watch me smoke, am I right Jeff?”

I felt a chill of embarrassment go up my spine. Before I could answer her, she took a big drag, stubbing out the butt in the ashtray, while I still had mine going. She exhaled right into my face, and then leaned in close to me and kissed me, a nice lingering kiss on my lips. She was sliding her lips against mine, and placed her right hand on the inside of my thighs and rubbed. She pulled her face away just a bit, and she put her index finger over both of my lips. “Shhhh” she said softly, and then resumed kissing me, but this time, she stuck her tongue between my lips and just probed the inside of my mouth. She wrapped her arms around my shoulders.

I just went with the flow; my cock was pulsating inside my pants and our tongues were roping around each other. We must have been kissing unabated for like five minutes straight without detaching, and soft moans came out from her lips. She then reached for the bulge in my Dockers and placed her nails on top, digging into my cock through my trousers.

We broke contact and she whispered into my ear, her smoky breath a huge turn-on for me. “I think you’re starting to relax now Jeff. I can feel it,” and she let out a soft giggle. This woman was like a cat, and I was her prey. “I’m going to complete your relaxation now Jeff,” she said, as she reached for the zipper of my slacks. She resumed kissing me, but this time, harder. Her fingers grabbed hold of the zipper top and she pulled it down, slowly, teasing me, then fished inside my boxers, and my cock popped out like a Jack-In-The-Box. She laughed. “Oh, there we are,” she said.

She was right; I was starting to relax. The warmth from the fire in the fireplace helped a lot, and so did the cigarette. Donna reached for another one, and without even asking me just gave me one too from her pack. In a smooth motion she lit us both up. I hollow-cheeked it, and she did too, keeping it dangling down at an angle from the right side of her lips.

She was staring at me, not taking her eyes off me and gripped my cock with her whole hand. Now, I may have not been big in the self-esteem or the courage department, but I was certainly big and thick enough for her to get her handful’s worth. My cock was my anomaly; body type effeminate - cock huge. Her eyes squinted from the cigarette dangling at an angle from her lips, smoke coming from the orange tip, and she said, “Oh my, you certainly are well-endowed, Jeff. Smart, and hung really big!”

To say I was flattered would be an understatement. This was far beyond anything I could have expected. She opened my belt, and tugged my pants and boxers down. Then she pulled my shirt up exposing my bare chest. Here it comes, I said. I had no chest hair; another thing that caused me great shame because I knew that this was a “lack of masculinity” that women would notice and turn them off. She said nothing, but bent over and washed the silkiness of her hair over my belly and the tip of my cock. With her hair almost blocking her face, she took another drag off her cigarette, and exhaled into my face. I was sure I was going to die right then and there.

With her cigarette in one hand, she swiftly bent down to my lap and took my eight inches in her mouth; first swirling her tongue around my cock tip, and then pressing her lips against its fleshy head. I wasn’t sure how long I would last before decorating the inside of her mouth with a fresh, white, undercoat of my jizz. She pulled off of me, took another big drag off her cigarette, and said “should I stop here, and wait until we come back from dinner, or would you rather I keep going?” She had an evil smirk.

My eyes opened wide from the question. I knew I could never make it through dinner if she stopped, not to mention how fucking cruel that would be. But she had me; I was powerless. “I would prefer if you kept it up . . . please Donna Marie,’ I squawked. “Please don’t leave me like this, I beg you.” Yes, it sounded cliché, but I was desperate; I was going to explode.

“Jeff, Jeff,” she said. “Did you really think I would do something so ghastly as to stop?” and she laughed, and was still giggling as she again placed her peach-glossed lips on top of my rod. I took a drag off my cigarette and I was very close to cumming there, but I suppose my curiosity, plus years of practice delaying my orgasm through masturbation helped me retain my composure.

Now she withdrew her tongue and placed it back inside her mouth to add some more wetness to it, and put it back and started working it all along the length of my cock. She was moving her head up and down, I could feel the sucking, and I couldn’t help but place my hand on the back of her head and press it further into my lap. My hand moved in sync with the up and down motion of her head. I felt my cock swimming in the copious amounts of saliva in her mouth.

Her friction increased in intensity as she puckered her lips more, closing in on my cock, and using her tongue to press up and down on my shaft. She was straddling my thigh and rubbing her crotch against it, and moaning; increasing that motion. I could take no more, and thought to prepare her, saying quickly, “Donna . . I’m cumming!! Ahhhhhh.”

That proved to be unnecessary. She kept going as I unleashed a torrent of virgin hot, thick cum inside what I knew to be a very experienced mouth. My cock was surrounded by my liquid warmth, and she didn’t make a sound, except for moans. There was no sound of gulping, as she just swallowed the entire load in one shot. She kept sucking, until she swallowed every last drop of my jizz.

She pulled off me after a thorough cleaning, so nothing dribbled down her chin, although seeing that would have been a turn-on in itself. In fact, I wanted to paint her face with my jizz and make her mascara and eyeliner run. Reluctantly, she stopped her up and down motion on my slacks, and looked up at me with glazed eyes. Saying nothing, a smile curled itself around her peach lips and she deep kissed me again, my arms now around her and her silky hair.

“Jeff, you are wonderful,” she said. “Your cum tastes so good . . . and clean.” What she meant by that I don’t know. We stayed like that, kissing for a while, and she closed her eyes for a bit holding me close. I thought I was having an out-of-body experience, and also the self-deprecating thought that, I don’t deserve this/her.

She lifted her head off my chest, and said, “You must be hungry, let’s go and eat.”

“What time did you make the reservation for?” I asked.

“Nine o’clock. I knew that we’d spend some ‘getting to know each other’ time here, first,” she said with a mischievous grin, while tapping her painted nails on my chest. She really had everything planned out well, I thought.
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Chapter III

The restaurant was as she told me; a nice, quiet place, with subdued lighting and murals on the wall of Italy, more specifically, Naples, which seemed to be the standard panoramas in Italian restaurants everywhere. This place was actually an Italian steak house. It had a reputation for being where Mafia wise guys met. Now you can’t really call a place “sexy,” but that reputation made it exciting. It was nice. We ordered drinks first. I thought it best to have wine, because she could drink all she wanted, and I would have just a little bit. Whatever was left over from the bottle, we’d bring home.

“Oh before we get started, Jeff, please let me pay for this evening. I know that being a medical student is not what you would call ‘a good paying job,’ and you must have a mountain of student loan debt. I am an orthopedic surgeon when I’m not teaching.” This was true, but I was of a chivalrous nature, and I said, “No, I’m old fashioned and I believe the man should pay after all.”

“Nonsense, Jeff! I insist. You’re very sweet, and there will be plenty of other opportunities, but right now, I’ll take care of this. Let’s just concentrate on having a good time.” I don’t know what she meant by that, but it seemed that tonight was not to be a one-night stand.

“Okay,” I said. “If you insist.”

“I do. Now let’s see,” she said as she perused the menu. “What are you in the mood for?”

“I’m partial to veal scallopine, here it’s number fifteen.” She found it on her menu, and said, “yes, that sounds very nice. Now let’s order a nice table wine.” So we settled on a nice Chardonnay, and talked about everything; from medical school, to residencies, to her practice, and movies, and music. It turned out that we had a lot of the same things in common, and it made me relax. However, what happened back at Donna’s house didn’t make me feel any more like a “real man.” The oral sex was great - it was my first time, truly, but I was still a virgin, and I could tell that Donna knew it; but the way she spoke to me, specifically saying ‘plenty of other opportunities,’ made me feel reassured.

Then here it came, and it felt like a bomb dropped. “Jeff,” she said, “I’m going to ask you a personal question.” I sort of knew what was coming and I said to her, “sure, ask away.”

“This is not meant to upset

you or anything, but . . . are you a virgin?” It did bother me, but I tried not to let it show.

“Oh no. I’m sorry,” she said, noticing the crestfallen expression on my face, and she reached across the table and took my hand. “Listen, you may find this strange, but I think it’s wonderful!” This blew me away. It’s like someone telling somebody in a wheelchair, “I’m so glad you’re handicapped, I think it’s wonderful.”

I said nothing and let her do the talking. “I think it’s wonderful - for our relationship. You won’t have any preconceived ideas about sex, or anything to compare me with; and believe me when I tell you - there is no one to compare to me. We will have an awesome time together.” She was smiling, and I could tell it was genuine. I knew that there were things ahead that would change my perceptions about women, about her.

In that one smile, that one moment, I felt closer to Donna Marie than I had ever felt with anyone. She reached into her bag and gave me a pack of cigarettes - her cigarettes, the Virginia Slims 120 Menthols. “Here Jeff,” she said, “these are for you. You’ll get used to them. What do you normally smoke?” I wanted to lie and tell her something else, any other brand, and not the girlie cigarettes she had, but I couldn’t lie. “I, uh, like these.”

She looked at me and thought for a second, and smiled. “Well, okay, that’s just another thing we have in common.” She lit us both up, took a reflective drag and looked me in the eyes. “Jeff, I also know that you have a smoking fetish.” I was horrified. “Calm down,” she said. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. In fact, I find it kind of kinky. There’s lots of fun we can have with that.” Now, I was mega turned on.

❤️❤️❤️


Chapter IV

So we finished up with a nice dessert; an Italian platter with Tiramisù, and fresh cannolis, and espresso. I couldn’t eat anymore. The drive back to her house was nice; after a good dinner and pleasant company, I felt really special. I had a feeling that I wouldn’t just be kissing her goodnight at the door. We went inside her house, and I took my jacket off, and she took me (almost dragged me) to her bedroom on the second floor. When we reached the landing she said, “my friends Sarah and Rebecca that I told you about live over here,” she said pointing to a room opposite the stairway.

“Loneliness is never a problem for me here,” she said, “and I don’t think it will be a problem for me going forward, nor for you,” and she smiled. She took my hand and we walked toward her bedroom. On the way was an open door, and inside the huge room was an utterly fantastic library, books along all four walls, and a long, oak table with a laptop on it in the center of the large room. It was something like you would expect to see in a professor’s house; a very well-off professor’s house. A padlocked cabinet stood in the opposite corner of the room from the entrance. It wasn’t a safe, but I wondered what could be in there, like, why would it need to be locked up? I didn’t think this was an appropriate time to ask her what was inside; Jimmy Hoffa’s body perhaps?

There were books of every sort, a whole wall devoted entirely to medical texts, almost to the ceiling, and there was a ladder on wheels since the top of the bookshelves was ten feet tall. Curiously, in one corner was a complete human skeleton hanging by a metal hook. I noticed it and I asked her jokingly, “Donna, is that what happens to all of your lovers?”

“No, only the ones who don’t do as they’re told!” and she and I both laughed. Across from each other, at right angles against two walls, were two large sofas that looked like pull-out beds.

We entered her bedroom, and there was a sliding door that led out to a little terrace which overlooked a very well-manicured garden, with a swimming pool and evergreens alongside it. Floodlights provided illumination.

“You can’t really see everything like this, even with the floodlights. My property is three acres, and there’s a little path that leads through a wooded area. Sometimes I go through there to a little clearing where, during the spring and the summer to early fall, I bring a blanket, my cigarettes, a bottle of wine and a good book. We were holding hands and she ran her fingers across my forearm and said, “it’s still lonely, but perhaps we could go out there together sometimes.

Rebecca and Sarah don’t even know about that place. It’s my, and now your little secret,” she said, and then looked me squarely in the eyes and kissed me deeply. What’s happening here Jeff? You went from zero to hero in one night, and the night is just getting started, I thought to myself, finding it all so hard to understand. So, I just surrendered to the night and to her hold on me.

She wasted no time and shimmied out of her blue dress. She was wearing black, sheer pantyhose, that clipped to her black-laced top, satin skirt panties under which was a black thong, and a black laced bra. I was as hard as a rock, and it was obvious - the tent pole sticking through my trousers. Her body was perfectly sculpted, and I could tell she worked out, as evidenced by the weights and the stationary bike in the corner of the room by the sliding doors.

I think the fact that she was still wearing her black high heels contributed to my arousal - just a bit. “Oh my,” she said. “Someone’s excited, I can tell.” She stood there in front of me, and asked, “do you like what you see?” turning herself around, and smiling with a coquettish grin across her face.

“Yes, I like it very much,” I said. The floor was a stained hardwood, and she made a clicking sound as she walked over to the night table and took out two of her cigarettes. She put hers in her mouth and gave me one. As it dangled out of the corner of her mouth, she said to me, “I know this makes you crazy as fuck!” and she lit us both up. She savored it, as if she hadn’t smoked the whole day, took a long drag, and while exhaling into my face she kissed me again, and put her arms around my shoulders.

“If you like what you see, then prove it to me.” She was gyrating against my erection with her hips. I may be a virgin, but I knew when opportunity was knocking, so I took my shirt off, then my slacks and while sitting on the bed, my socks, and shoes. I stood up and looked at myself in the mirror over her vanity table. I hated what I saw - a skinny nobody with a huge cock. It took me three or four days to even show signs of growing a beard. I might as well have worn a poster board that said, Get this poor guy to a gym. I was very embarrassed, and it showed on my face. My erect, virgin cock almost went flaccid.

Donna could see my distress. She came close to me, very seductively. “What’s wrong Jeff? Are we playing ‘peek-a-boo,’” referring to the embarrassing telescoping of my cock. “Here, let me fix that.” She grabbed me by the shoulders and said, quite firmly, “Relax, relaxxxx . . . you have only an ally here; someone who is really into you. Absolutely no need to worry, okay?” she said, making an exaggerated pout for emphasis. She ran her fingers through my hair, and studied my face. “I think you would look really good if your hair was straightened out. Your contact lenses show off the beauty of your eyes.” I smiled.

“There now, feel better?” she said as she gently stroked my cock with her fingers. I did feel better, and my cock began to get hard again. This pleased Donna very much, and she smiled at me. “See,” she said. I composed myself again, and let the lust that I felt for this beautiful creature take over me. The thought came to me that why not? Of course you deserve this. Trust her, trust your feelings Jeff.

I held her close to me once more and we kissed deeply. It was as before, but stronger. She was more familiar to me now; as if I had known her and was destined to meet her my whole life. I needed only to breathe in her delicious scents: her perfume, her strawberry hair, mixed in with her female arousal, and the smell of smoke on her body which turned me on so. She said through our kiss, softly, but firmly, “take me to the bed.”

She got out of her shoes and pulled herself down onto the bed over me. She slipped out of her dress, loosened the fasteners of her bra from behind, exposing her breasts, which were like two firm melons. I touched each one gently, and began to suckle each nipple alternately. This made her moan and she rubbed herself once more against my thigh. She was on her knees, and she stroked my now firm, thick cock with her hand, her fingers barely able to close around me.

I ran my tongue over her breasts, like I was whitewashing a fence. I was full of saliva, so this only increased her pleasure at what I was doing. Her thick hair fell on my bare chest, tickling me as it did so, and made precum leak from the tip of my cock. She sensed it and immediately took my entire cock once more into her mouth.

Only this time, she started sucking really hard, almost violently, up and down, her tongue playing its part, adding to my pleasure as it moved underneath my shaft. Her moaning intensified, and I thought she would cum, but she didn’t and kept concentrating on me. I had no idea how the game was played and so I went along with what she was doing to me.

She pulled off me and looked at me. “You must know by now that I’m completely crazy about you, right?”

I was in a state of pure euphoria, and I said, “yeah, it seems like it.” With a mouth full of my cock once more she said, “It doesn’t seem like it Jeff, I am . . . “ It wasn’t long before I came completely in her mouth once more; the familiar warm sensation of my jizz in her mouth enveloping my cock again. This time, however, it was a bit different. She got off my cock and didn’t waste a second and kissed me with a mouthful of my jizz. I was so turned on that I said nothing. It tasted a bit salty, and she gave me no time to think about the fact that I was slurping my own cum from her mouth.

She stayed on me until only saliva remained, both of us sweating now; her delicate fingers stroking my body and making soft cooing noises - pure contentment. She broke it off and started kissing my face, my neck, which aroused me again; and she swiped her hair across my chest once more.

She lay quiet on top of my chest. We listened to each other breathing. Her eyes were glazed over, and she looked like a hungry huntress. Over time I learned to recognize that look as being one of needing to get off. She reached for her cigarettes and gave me one also. “We always smoke after an orgasm, it’s so much better, don’t you think?”

I said, “Yes, but you haven’t cum yet. I mean you were moving against my thigh . . . “ I didn’t know how to finish the sentence. She dragged on her cigarette and looked at me with an intensity that I hadn’t seen before.

“Jeff,” she said, “I want you to forget about everything you know about human sexuality for the moment.” Not knowing where this was going, she said, “I want you to keep an open mind.” She got up over me on both knees and had her cigarette dangling out of the corner of her mouth again, the amber contacts shining in her hypnotic gaze. What was she doing? I wondered.

In the next three seconds, my world changed forever. Using her thumb, she lowered her panties, and out came what looked like an enormous . . . cock! I thought it was a joke. I was in shock. No, I was mortified, and I looked at the sight with my eyes wide open; my mind not comprehending what I was seeing. I looked at her waist to see if this wasn’t some artificial appendage that she wore with a strap, like a joke. I mean, she did have a cutting sense of humor. No, it looked too realistic to be fake.

“Donna! What the fuccccckk????”

She softly said, almost apologetic, yet firm. “I said to keep an open mind, Jeff. Yes, I have a cock. I’m a transgender woman.”

“Here Jeff, I want you to feel it,” she said, almost pleading. I could tell she was scared I was going to get dressed and run out screaming, but if that was the case, she made no move to bar my escape. “Jeff, it doesn’t change who I am or my feelings for you. I’m still Donna Marie, a woman who,” she took a deep breath, “a woman who loves you. I can give you everything any other woman can give you. Will you accept me for who I am?” She took my hand and placed it over (I couldn’t believe I was even thinking it - her cock) her cock. It was a very hard cock, and big. As I held it in my hand, she leaned over and kissed me again. I think she realized I needed a little time to process this, because I did. . .

❤️❤️❤️


More Juice From Jaclyn

What will Jeff do? Please read Book 2 of the series TURNED - A Transgender Erotic Romance. Jeff is only starting his journey. It’s sexy, and even funny at times, with different exciting plot twists. The smoking fetish is, of course one of my favorite themes, and it certainly played a role in this story; as it does in practically all my books.

Please tell me what you like to read about, and I will work very hard to put out what pleases you. These shorts are designed to give you a little erotic pleasure during your day, whether you’re riding the subway, or the bus, silently? Ahem! Your phone, or on a break, (just don’t let the boss catch you!),or in the comfort of your bed.

Here is a link to my AMAZON Author Page where you can browse and purchase all of my books: https://www.amazon.com/author/jaclyn_dicey120_erotica If link is unavailable, just copy and paste this into your browser.

I’d love to know what you think! Please LEAVE A STAR RATING AND/OR a review.

Check out my blog at JACLYNDICEY.BLOGSPOT.COM for extras, links, and other juicy details. Please feel free to email me at Jdicey120@yahoo.com any time with suggestions, comments, etc. I am also on TWITTER @Jdicey120, and my FACEBOOK Page: Jaclyn Dicey.

My mailing list will soon be up and running. I promise not to spam you with shit, once a month - new releases and news ONLY - short with freebies and other good stuff.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

HERE IS A SNIPPET OF BOOK 2!

“What a story Donna. I’m sorry you had to go through all the bullying and ignorance. I really admire you, for sticking with . . . you know, standing up for your identity.”

“Jeff, what choice did I have? No one but you can tell you who are.” She took a seductive drag on her cigarette, quickly looked down at her cock still sitting in my hand, and moved her hips back and forth so that it was slipping through the loops my fingers had made for it. Then her attention was turned to me.

“Do what you feel like doing Jeff,” she said. Its growing hardness in my hand turned me on. She saw a slight reluctance in my face, picked up on it right away, and held my chin with her fingers. “I know you want to be with me Jeff, nothing to worry or feel bad or embarrassed about.” I started to say something, but she put a finger against my lips and let out a “Shhhhh.”

Before I could say another word, Donna Marie had her eyes closed, rocking back and forth between my fingers, and waiting “for Act II” to start. What came next felt like the most natural and conflictingly strangest thing to happen in my life. My head bent down and I softly kissed the tip of her “she-cock” (I didn’t know what else to call it. A “he-clit”, maybe?), wrapping my lips around the tip of it. I pulled off for a second, running my tongue over my lower lip to give it some moisture, and then placed the whole tip of her cock in my mouth. I was becoming erect myself, even after two blowjobs that night.

Donna started to moan; her eyes closed. “That’s it Jeff, keep going, don’t stop.” My saliva was now over her whole shaft, which was eight inches long and thick. I was going up down it, my tongue curling around it, and I was sucking hard. It felt good. I couldn’t believe that I was really enjoying myself this much.

Donna grabbed my head, pushing me down onto her lap. “Lick my balls babe,” she said. I reluctantly took my mouth off her cock and used my tongue to lick her balls and her moaning intensified. She guided my head back onto her cock and my sucking resumed; her moaning increasing. I had my cock in my hand, getting very turned on by what I was doing. “Faster Jeff, faster,” she said, the sound of desperation apparent in her voice. It sounded like any aroused woman would.

Yours in smoky lust,

❤️ Jaclyn Dicey

Some of my best sellers:  (I love them all, ESPECIALLY “REMAKE” since it’s on the same theme (wink, wink)

Thank you for reading, my pretties!
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I am a thirty-something author of erotica and sexual fantasies which come from real-life experiences as seen through my writer’s eye and lewd, naughty imagination! I have a huge smoking fetish, am an absolute genius with makeup, which, with a willing partner, - my husband Marc, has added a great amount of pleasure to my sex life. Sharing a cigarette before, during, and of course, after sex, is a sinful pleasure we enjoy. I love a whole host of “naughty” taboos and fetishes.

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

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

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

AMAZON author page:

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

for new titles as they come out.!

Happy Reading!!! 

XXOO

JD ❤️
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