Anna

I first see her when I take a shortcut home after a late shift. The area was known for prostitutes, and I usually paid them scant attention. Stopping at a traffic light, however, a well-built east-European girl walks past, with shoulder-length, platinum-blonde hair. She is wearing a black mini skirt and a short coat, which she pushes back from her bust as she spots me, making eye contact. In her tight, square-cut white top, her ample breasts compliment her strong thighs. Her lips are painted slut red, and smoke trails from the cigarette clamped between her teeth as she stares at me with an arrogant look.

I notice the lights have changed, and with a start, put the car in gear and drive away.

Several nights later, I drive past, and spot her again. I don’t give the subject much thought for a while, until, a week or so later while surfing porn on the internet, I find a series of pics of a similar looking girl. A pang of recognition hits me, and I remember the street-girl I saw. I imagine meeting her; hearing her strong Polish accent, tasting cigarettes on her breath and feeling her heat as she comes on to me. Looking into the eyes of the girl in the pictures, I stroke myself past the point of no return, much earlier than I normally would.

I think about little else for a while. I fantasize about finding myself in situations with the girl, imagining how I could be very specific with her about my requirements. I’d never been with a prostitute, but I was starting to find the idea fascinating. To cut through the usual preamble with a girl, ignore the aspects of her being too big & too trashy for your social status and just choose a girl who appeals to my base instincts, bypass the speculation about what she will or won’t do- the sheer possibilities of suggesting a particular refinement, and having it happen. Instantly.

I have cause to walk that way before too long. Following a drink in town with work colleagues, I find myself the last man standing as the others depart home to various levels of marital bliss. I am inebriated, but not worse for wear; rather, in a state of upbeat optimism. I decide to walk to a bar local to my flat, and possibly indulge in flirtation with a bar girl or two.

The toxic confidence I feel steers me towards the shadowy area that, if I am honest, fails to qualify as a shortcut, as it adds ten to fifteen minutes to my walk. I hope to spot the blonde girl, perhaps exchange a suggestive glance to keep my fantasy going a while longer. I have no intention, obviously, of engaging her in conversation or otherwise. 

Disappointingly, her street is quiet, but as I turn a corner, she appears, lighting a cigarette. I catch my breath audibly.

“Hi,” she says, after a short exhale skyward, her eyes never leaving mine. Putting a hand on her hip, she asks “looking for me?”

I blush. Is it that obvious? She’s about 30, confident, direct, very sexy. And very east-European- I later find out she is from Ukraine.

I slow to a stop, slightly beyond her. “Oh, err… I’m just taking a shortcut home. I know you, I mean- I’ve seen you…”

She laughs gently, not what I expect at all. I glance at her painted lips as she takes a drag on her cigarette, turning to a stare as she exhales towards me. 

Her eyes are heavy lidded and slightly sleazy. “Would you like to kiss me?” She is telepathic, I suspect. Or more likely, she’s good at her job.

“Thirty pounds will get you more.” She moves closer to me, glancing downwards to my trousers, before looking up at me again, doe-eyed with makeup. “A lot more…”

I melt, and stiffen, and she has me. I indicate the way, and roughly how far. She holds my arm, and doesn’t speak, knowing, I surmise, to build suspense; letting her scent, her very presence, seduce me. I steal an occasional glance; her exaggerated wiggle animates her breasts, and she smokes luxuriously as her heels clatter on the pavement.

After ten minutes, we reach my building and take a lift to my top-floor apartment. She holds out her hand in the lift, a challenging look on her face, and I fumble for my wallet, hiding the contents from her sight as I pass over the three notes. Must put this somewhere safe, I think, with a pang of fear. I must be completely transparent, I think, as I glance up to see her smiling reassuringly.

In the apartment she looks around at the décor, the view. 

“Posh…” she says, taking off her coat. “I’m Anna.”

“Hi Posh!” I manage, hardly able to breathe. My humour in stressful situations never ceases to surprise me, and it works. She smiles broadly.

With her coat off, I see the full majesty of her body. She’s tall and shapely, with an impressive cleavage and powerful legs. Just my kind of ‘big girl.’

“Don’t mind if I smoke, do you?” She spots an empty and unused ashtray.

“No, not at all. In fact…” I trail off.

“You like it.”

Oh god- she is telepathic. Probably no point in hiding that wallet, I think. 

She lights up with the deft movements of an expert smoker, while clomping towards me. Her whole body sways with that slight quiver of a well-built woman. She exhales in my face and I feel her hand stroke my captive erection, causing me to inhale sharply. I feel the smoke hit my lungs and cough slightly, and she laughs. 

I find this little display of power and bitchiness extremely erotic; like being put down by an older, sexier girl at school.

“OK, kiss me…” she says, and I oblige. It’s a beautiful kiss, filled with promise, and I kid myself there is sexual chemistry at work. One of my favourite thrills is kissing a girl for the first time, and discovering a faint taste of cigarette smoke; it suggests hidden depth, especially in a nice girl, and a willingness to submit to pleasure. With Anna, I know already that she smokes, but it’s still a treat to taste her and smell her lipstick. She starts to unbutton my shirt and trousers; within seconds she has her hand on my shaft, with the firm grasp of an experienced woman.

“What d’you want? Lets go in the bedroom. You want to fuck me, or shall I suck you off?”

I feel waves of ecstasy engulf me, and I want it to last; I have fucked enough girls to know that the pleasure is in the foreplay and the psychology of arousal. I’m naked now, and though scantily clad she is still fully dressed. I love this situation, the vulnerable feeling. I am experienced enough to know I am going to be submissive to her, and I sense that she knows it too.

In the bedroom, I ask her to sit in the armchair. She perches on the edge, legs crossed, and smokes. I lie on the bed, and start to masturbate. “From the first time I saw you, I imagined doing this in front of you. I haven’t been able to get you out of my head…”

She says nothing, doesn’t even smile. She just smokes, slowly and unashamedly, her arms outstretched at chair-top height, and her breasts jutting out proudly.

“I imagined you smoking, watching me, talking dirty to me…”

She parts her full lips to mouth off to me, and I spot the slight gap between her teeth, and the overbite, both of which lend a slightly imperfect look to her beauty. “You want it dirty? Keep stroking your cock for me… that’s it, slut. Show off for me.” 

I love to hear a woman call me a slut. A lady at work, ten years my senior, said it to me once, light-heartedly- ‘you’re just a slut, aren’t you?’ I happened to be looking at her mouth as she said the word. For an instant, she wasn’t smiling. Within a minute, I was in the toilets, splashing my spunk on the cubicle wall, imagining her watching me.

“Oh, yeah- that’s it. You like it, don’t you, wanking yourself off while I smoke. Do I look like a bad girl? Do you like bad girls? I suck men off for money, d’you like that? I just drop my knickers and let them fuck me- two, three at a time…” Each syllable comes with a sulk, her lips barely parting to allow her filthy words to escape.

“Oh, yeah…” I manage. Talking, breathing, is difficult. I’m so close to orgasm, I can hardly bear to touch my cock. 

She giggles, enjoying my display. Cigarette dangling, she puts one hand down her top, using the other to pull down the neckline underneath her naked boobs. Her other hand masks the nipples, but her aureoles are visible, large and brown, suggesting she isn’t a natural blonde. Released from the tight top, her breasts are large, round and beautiful.

“Use your fingertips,” she instructs. “Pull your foreskin back, and hold it.”

I obey, and she takes a drag, exhaling towards me. 

“Fucking slut. Spunk off for me. Imagine me with a big fucking black cock in my mouth.” The words drip from her red mouth in a whisper, and my whole body spasms involuntarily, sending bolts of spunk into the air, soaking my convulsing body as I jerk again and again.

I realise I still have twenty minutes of her time left, but I don’t want her to go that soon, so I ask her if she’ll spend the night with me for £100. She seems enthusiastic, so I hand over the cash. She counts it and stores it in her coat pocket. Undressing, she walks back to the bed; shoes and skirt are dropped on the floor, and as she climbs on, she pulls the skimpy top over her head, allowing her breasts to bob in front of me. I love to see big breasts on a big girl, and Anna’s are superb. Naked except for tight, lacy black French knickers, she smiles at me, removing the film from a fresh pack of Silk Cuts and lighting one. She places the pack, along with her lighter and the ashtray, on the bedside table.

Propped up on her elbow, she smokes. Occasionally she kisses me, or exhales in my face with a giggle. She looks around the flat, taking in the décor (I’m proud of my flat- it’s very contemporary).

I ask her about the knickers. “Oh, well, you know,” she says, in her sexy Ukrainian drawl, “you want to fuck me in the night, when I’m warm and sleepy, first you’ve gotta get these off me, and you’ve gotta put on a condom, mister!” She punctuates the full stop with a tap on my semi erect cock, and I laugh.

She lets smoke drift from her mouth, obviously showing off to me. I feel my erection return, and an ache to kiss her. We kiss at length, tenderly and enthusiastically, breaking occasionally for Anna to take a drag of her cigarette. She purposely doesn’t exhale fully, guessing I’ll enjoy the sensation, and the taste, of her smoke as it hangs in her mouth, and swirls around our faces as we kiss. 

After a while, she breaks again, and reaches for her bag. She takes out a small mirror and her lipstick, and applies a fresh, thick coat of the glossy red paint. Turning back towards me and onto her belly, she winks and blows me a kiss. Taking another deep drag, she resumes kissing me.

I realise that, after only an hour and a half, I am in love with Anna. She’s my absolute fantasy smoking goddess personified.

“Anna, you’re beautiful, fucking gorgeous. But I don’t think I necessarily want to fuck you…”

She moves her face close to mine, pursing her plump, red lips to gently exhale her warm smoke into my face, for several seconds. She clamps her soft hand around my balls and the base of my shaft. “Well this,” she says, smoke still escaping from her mouth as she talks, “says you do!”

I groan and arch my back; the sheer sexual presence of this big, scented, exotic slut has caused me to forget about the mere mechanics of sex, however momentarily. A fleeting thought crosses my mind- I wonder how many other cocks her hand had stroked today, and I am surprised to find my pulse quickening with desire at the thought. 

“Why don’t you clean up, first…”

When I return from the shower, she is propped up on the bed on folded arms, her lipstick, if anything, even thicker than before. There’s a mischievous look in her eye, and she says “come closer,” her mouth open in the most unambiguous of pouts.

She opens my towel and takes me in her mouth. The delicious hands-free suck off is enhanced by her fragrance and the curves of her big, white body and as she pleasures me, she makes the most wonderful doe-eyed fuck faces, outwardly showing enjoyment more intense than my own.

Soon she senses my orgasm approaching and leaving me dripping wet with her saliva, she disengages. She guides me towards her cleavage, and with a hand on my buttocks, encourages me to fuck her big, soft titties. As I start to cum, my spunk surging and splashing between her boobs, she pouts up at me. “Ooh, darling! Mmm!” 

Fortunately, my knees are bent and resting on the bed at either side of her elbows, preventing them from buckling beneath me.

She climbs into bed, propping herself up on the pillows, and lights what she says is her last cigarette before bedtime. With the fingertips of both hands, she smears the fresh spunk around her aureoles. “Want me to wear this in bed?” I manage to sigh the affirmative, caught by the eroticism of her question. She smiles “okay…”

As she smokes, we kiss in the half-light from the single lamp, not saying a word. There’s nothing we need to say. Eventually she finishes her cigarette and I turn off the lamp. The taste of fresh smoke on her warm breath mixes with the smell of my semen between her breasts, and we fall asleep together, in love.

Waking up next to her for the first time is a revelation. She is tousle-haired, and her eyes appear smaller and half-opened compared to the night before, causing her mouth to seem much larger and protruding, even in its unpainted state. The heat pours from her big white body, and her smell fills the bed, flowing from between her legs. After our torrid night of mutual masturbation and French kissing, we are tired but sigh with satisfaction as we make eye contact, and as I remember that she is a prostitute, my heart sinks. I feel such affection and attraction towards her that I must be in love. I want her to be my girlfriend, my lover. I want my friends to meet her. I want to cook for her, bathe her and massage her shoulders.

It’s Saturday, but she looks at the time, and gets out of bed, gathering her clothes and handbag and relocating to the bathroom. I make her coffee, and find her a sweatshirt and jogging pants. Even dressed this way, with minimal makeup, she looks overtly sexual, her voluptuous body, her face and her attitude ensure this as she sits in the kitchen with me, drinking her coffee and smoking leisurely.

We talk. She tells me of the office cleaning job that brought her to England, then promptly ended, leaving her without employment; of the friend who told her of the money to be made by a curvy, attractive girl in the bars and clubs of this city. She didn’t walk the streets, and managed to pay for a half-decent flat in one of the semi-civilised suburbs. Eventually, she says she must go, as she needs her sleep for tonight.

I offer to run her home and she accepts. She applies lipstick in the car; for my benefit, I’m guessing, as a thank you for the lift home. As we arrive at her flat, she fishes around for a pen and writes her mobile number on an empty cigarette packet, before kissing it to leave a perfect, red lip print. handing it to me with a kiss on the lips, she tells me “’Til next time, lover…”

I go back to bed, but have trouble sleeping. I feel her presence in the bed; her lipstick and her scent stain the pillow- her pillow- and her cigarette smoke can be detected everywhere. I close my eyes and remember how, during the night, she reached down the front of those lacy knickers, and held her fingers to my mouth, letting me taste her juice; the beautifully strong flavour of her hormone-soaked natural lubricant unmistakeably tainted with the taste of condoms, inexplicably heightening my arousal.

For the next week, I float along oblivious to my surroundings. I don’t wash the pillowcase, or spray air freshener; as I walk into the flat every evening, I smell her faint, stale smoke, which slowly fades, as does the scent of the pillowcase. I desperately want her to fill the apartment with her smoke again. The empty Silk Cut packet, complete with Anna’s outrageous lipstick pout and telephone number, inspires more masturbation than a whole library of pornography ever could.

Friday is nearly here, and I decide to ring Anna. I want her to stay all weekend, and I ask her to name the price. To my delight and relief we agree a figure and arrange to meet in a bar close to my flat, at 10pm on Friday night. I can’t think of anything else all day, and need a few drinks before venturing out. 

As I enter the bar, I spot her instantly; for some reason, I expected a demurely clad girlfriend with an overnight bag, sipping a glass of red wine at a corner table. I think, in my mind, she has become my girlfriend already. Instead, I see a big, blonde fuck-doll, dressed in hotpants, pink platform trainers, pigtails and frosted pink lipstick, smoking a fag at the bar. She is obviously wearing a push-up bra, which enhances her already-impressive chest to an almost comical extent, and she is flirting with two black guys who can barely keep their hands off her. A pang of jealousy hits me, but she stubs out her cigarette, and says in a loud voice “got to go, boys- my date’s here!”

She strides towards me, exhaling, a tiny army-green rucksack on her shoulder, and links arms with me, planting a kiss on my cheek, and causing a hint of embarrassed arousal. To my surprise, she is quite drunk. I suppose even street girls need to relax occasionally, and I like the fact she feels safe with me. She’s a handful during the short walk to the flat, and as I steady her in the lift, she kisses me, unzipping my trousers and stroking my erection through my underwear.

“Anna!” I exclaim. “There might be someone outside the lift…”

“Mmm!” She whispers into my ear, as she kisses me. “Maybe I’ll get on my knees, and suck you off right in front of them…”

The lift reaches my floor, and the door opens with Anna’s hand still eagerly handling my shaft; she even turns her head to face the door but there’s nobody waiting. In my aroused state, I feel slightly disappointed; I briefly imagine my smart, middle-aged female neighbour catching sight of the scene- me with pink lipstick smeared around my mouth and my flies open as this big, overgrown blonde slut feels me up, and despite her initial distaste, fingering herself to orgasm later in bed, at the thought of receiving similar attention from Anna. I file away the idea for future reference.

This time our Saturday morning is much more leisurely. Waking up once more with my tousle-haired fuck doll is heavenly; the sun streaming in and illuminating the smoke from her first cigarette as I sink into her warm plump body.

We share breakfast and bathe- she insists on applying red lipstick before getting into the bath, settling between my knees with her hair up I enjoy her weight on my chest and the new perspective as she smokes another cigarette with almost visible creaminess. I kiss her neck, enjoying the easy sensuality that exists between us.

All is quiet and I sense she is thinking, as I am. Last night was amazing- we are already far more than simply professional and client. Fucking all night with excitement is easy to fake, the almost infinite tenderness and understanding we shared much less so. It was clear to both of us we were making love.

We start to talk, between soft kisses. We share everything, intimate details of family and past, hardly aware of the water, cooling around us. Wrapped in towels, she leads me back to the bed and we kiss lightly but insistently, allowing passion to escalate our loveplay into full scale, animal fucking.

Waking from a doze I find her sitting in a chair, smoking once again, She is framed in red sunset in my hooded sweatshirt and a pair of her usual lacy French knickers. I don’t ever want her to leave, but wonder where we are going with this. I wake up fully, and ask her to be my girlfriend. She kisses me and says she will, but I see the sadness in her eyes.

She had told me at length of her hope to eventually study psychology- this did not surprise me in the least, as the subject obviously fascinated her, especially combined with sex. I thought this would be a way into us talking about our strange relationship.

“Anna,” I ask her, “live with me. Share my new place!”

My business interests had taken off recently, and I found I could afford a penthouse apartment in a recently-completed block. I showed her the promotional shots and watched her eyes widen with excitement. I knew she couldn’t hold off for long.

“Here’s the plan. You live with me, enrol on a psychology foundation course at the university. I’ll never cramp you…” 

“But…”

“…And I don’t care what you were when I met you! I love you. You excite me beyond belief. You are gorgeous and clever and funny…”

She descends upon me, kissing and caressing, pulling me onto the bed. “Just tell me what I can do for you, any time, day or night baby.” The sincerity in her eyes tells me all I need to know.

Our new apartment is spacious and opulent, offering the space for us to be apart when I work, or Anna studies. She has a natural probing mind and an aptitude for language which help her immensely and as she progresses through her course, and soon we find our fascination with the psychology of sexual desire to be at the heart of our physical relationship. She says she will make this a major subject for her degree course; maybe even her life’s work!

I am happy to help, and we indulge ourselves completely. She enjoys being ‘Doctor Anna’ on occasion, complete with crisp white nurse’s blouse (revealingly open, of course) and spectacles. She sits behind or on her desk, chewing her pencil and asking frank questions about my fantasies and desires, sometimes taking my pulse or blood pressure or writing down notes.

“Very interesting…” she says, scribbling notes with wide eyes as I blushingly reveal at length a certain fantasy that has always made my heart race. 

She gasps, and purrs “Would you like to try that?”

I nod.

“Would you like to try that now?” She asks, unsmiling and unblinking. “OK, c’mon.”

Anna has long ago overcome that initial shyness and hesitation that a ‘nice girl’ uses to score points. Within seconds she has lit a cigarette, which never fails to get me interested. Within minutes I am in the fantasy; a fairly benign one but something I would only ever reveal to her. 

I am naked, feet apart and hands on her desk. On her large computer screen she has started a movie clip playing; I watch in increasing arousal as an impossibly-cute young blonde is double ended by two muscular and hung black men. I hear the squirt of lube and feel the coldness as Anna’s fingers expertly work it into my anus.

“Relax,” she breathes smokily into my ear, and I feel that acute tightness as I involuntarily close up against her probing finger. Eventually, I loosen enough to accept her gentle two- and three-fingered thrusts.

Continuing to rhythmically penetrate me with one hand, she opens her desks bottom drawer. I gasp as she brings out an enormous, black rubber dildo, which must be nearly a foot long.

My heart misses a beat, the mere sight of it causing me to drip precum. I realise I am not erect, as I relax for Anna’s fingers. “Oh, god…” 

“OK,” she says, glancing at her notes. “Fucked like a slut, it says, by a woman. While you watch black cock porn. Open wide…”

“Oh, g…” I manage, as the head starts to penetrate me, feeling impossibly large.

She giggles. “Only the head today, darling. But you’re going to be a bitch for me and my big, black cock from now on…”

She applies pressure gently but insistently until I feel myself swallow the massive head; the realisation alone causing intense waves of pleasure which are increased tenfold as she reaches between my thighs, clasping my dripping, flaccid cock between her thumb and index finger. She starts to stretch me down and I stiffen, clamping the dildo even harder with my anus.

I am erect now, and she wanks me off briskly and efficiently, my cum flowing and splatting to the hardwood floor.

I scream silently, laughing and as she slowly withdraws the tool, a fall onto a nearby sofa. Unsurprisingly, she lights a cigarette and blows smoke towards me with a look of bitchy satisfaction.

“Well, well,” she says admiringly. “Enjoyed that, didn’t you? I think you’re going to be a proper little anal whore…”

******************************************************************** 

In the subsequent days I struggle with my conscience. I had left Anna with some reluctance but felt she was uneasy despite another night of protracted lovemaking. I sense she is contemplating the film noir futility of such an obviously doomed relationship and I know we must overcome that substantial hurdle. 

The similarities with the film Pretty Woman were glaringly obvious also- a wonderful, vivacious girl, getting by the best way she can, falls for a (slightly) older, successful man. But had this ever worked out well in real life? The fact that this girl had never asked for anything other than her fee, indeed even remained dignified and aloof on occasion, reinforced my need to know…

I had to convince her that a ‘conventional’ relationship was not interesting to me, that her personality, her past were vital to us. Her vast sexual experience felt like superiority to me; knowing what she had done would always remain arousing. I explained all this at length the following weekend. I went as far as to suggest she should keep dating, which we soon pinned down to the idea of her taking another regular lover. This would have many benefits to us- I would ask the reader to suspend judgement at this point; such an arrangement may seem rather bizarre and suffice to say you will either find the subject erotic or quite the opposite! 

1) I found the prospect of her dressing and making up to have sex with another man to be electrifying. Indeed, I could think of no better way for her to keep me hot for her.

2) We believed such an arrangement would give her a measure of- perhaps even overall- control in the relationship. This would help to build Anna’s self-esteem and would have the delicious side-effect of adding the possibility of a female domination situation arising…

She told me of one of her ‘regulars,’ a black guy called Don, with whom she’d had something of an understanding. He was good to her, and being married (and working away from home from Monday to Friday), was clean and very discrete. She said he was open minded and had a good sense of humour as well, and would possibly be interested in some kind of ‘unorthodox’ set up…

I admit my heart leapt at this news; while not wanting to appear racist I had imagined this imaginary lover to be a black man and a well-endowed one, at that- Anna confirmed this was the case! The more we discussed the subject, the more we couldn’t stop touching each other and ourselves. I asked what she thought would be the best way to broach the subject; she said to trust her, honesty would work. “I happen to have this rich boyfriend,” she practiced, “who is enormously turned on by the thought of me getting a regular fucking by a big, black man. Now, here’s the deal- you promise me you’ll only have sex with your wife and me. You get yourself tested and so will we. Then we play, every week, and it won’t cost you a penny! Either I come to you or you can come ‘round to our flat, don’t worry, it’s a big flat!”

She didn’t waste any time, sorting it with that businesslike, matter-of-fact efficiency of hers. Don was more than willing and they started putting things into place the next week. As he was a blood donor, a fresh test was very quick, and we were able to go to a private clinic for a quick, discrete test also. So within a week or so, Anna came home in a taxi at 3am for the first time, fresh from several hours of attention from Don. I opened the door to find her standing in a very short dress, stockings and raincoat with her hands on her hips and a cigarette hanging from her lips. I held the door open, and she took a drag, clomping slowly past me and exhaling creamily in my direction.

‘Wow!’ This was all I could think of to say as she lay on the bed and showed herself off. I’d never seen a woman’s sexual organs so inflamed and engorged; she virtually glowed with use and the heat and the smell of Don’s spunk just made me think one word- Goddess.

******************************************************************

Over the subsequent months we develop this new dimension. Initially, we enjoy the simple pleasure of me using my tongue on her when she gets home, licking out every trace of her lover. Sometimes she’d come home with no knickers and we’d meet friends for a drink- I’d sneakily slide a finger into her below the table and smear the slimy cum around her lips while we kissed, innocuously.

Next came the video camera- Don agreed to this if his face did not appear on the clips so she’d set up the camera for a closeup of her face while she sucked him, all the while looking at the lens. Sometimes she’d email the clips to me then arrive home to find me enjoying them, other times she’d wank me while I watched them, or use a black dildo on me- she was convinced I wanted that black cock for myself, which we talked about at length. I did have an enormous envy for her big, pneumatic body; I imagined how it would feel to stride down the road in a floaty dress and heels, boobs quivering with every step. 

I’d help her dress to go and meet him- sometimes smartly, in a pinstripe suit with a silk scarf, occasionally trashy with a short skirt and hold ups. We decided she’d invite him back so I could sample his spunk within seconds of him depositing it in her- I heard him exit, and barely giving her time to light a cigarette I was between her thighs and drinking rivers of hot cum from her as she purred and smoked.

We used ever-bigger black dildos in the bedroom- both of us would enjoy them in turn. She’d enjoy dressing me in stockings, suspenders and heels with just a pair of frilly knickers between my lubed anus and an 18” black rubber dildo; I’d love her to suck on one as I fucked her, or just watch her stretching herself round the bulbous head, as she told me what a slut she’d been with Don that week, letting him assfuck her all the way with video evidence.

With each new sexual adventure we talked about refinements, fantasized about how far we could go. We talked about setting up a webcam to allow me to watch her in real time, blowing smoke at the camera while getting fucked from behind, but we both knew we wouldn’t be happy until I could be there in person, watching Don fuck her in front of me. Anna took this fantasy a stage further, suggesting she discuss with him the possibility of him assfucking me while she watched! I imagined how it would feel, his rock-hard length flooding me with hot spunk as she sat and smoked, a look of satisfaction on her face.

******************************************************************

We loved to relax together in the bath, discussing a recent session or two. We had two baths, arranged so we could look at each other as we talked. 

From the earliest days of our relationship, she knew I loved watching her smoke. She said that before we met, she had been aware of men who obviously became aroused at this. She suspected that they had worthy, clean-living wives who would never understand such a fetish. 

She was amazed when she discovered the depth of my fetish, just how much time I spent fantasizing. Over the next few months, we really had fun with her style; I’d tell her of her little mannerisms and ask her to try different ones, usually as we bathed. Already a supremely stylish and feminine smoker, we took this to the limit. She would hold her cigarette delicately between the tips of her fingers, inches from her lips between drags, slowly parting her lips to accept the filter and spreading her fingers as she let her mouth take over. After a deep drag lasting several seconds, she would open her mouth momentarily to treat the observer to the sight of the dense, almost liquid smoke swirl inside, before taking it into her lungs. Tossing her hair from her eyes was a nice touch, before exhaling endlessly. She could make the exhale go on and on by pursing her lips quite tightly, although I preferred her exhaling more messily with a looser pout. 

Some aspects of her style were unashamedly showing off. As if her long legs, blond hair, big boobs and plump, sensual lips were not sufficient to draw attention! She said she could almost hear the bitchy comments from other women on a night out- ‘look at her. Silly cow, fag hanging out of her mouth, who does she think she is?’- but we both knew, and both enjoyed, that men were looking at her.

She would sit on a bar stool, knees crossed, blowing perfectly formed rings into the air. She would use any excuse for letting the cigarette dangle; tidying her handbag or primping her hair in her compact mirror like a ‘40s screen diva. She would unashamedly walk down the street in this manner holding her bag and car keys. I liked it best when she was dressed smartly or demurely as the visual impact was so much stronger in a suit or pretty summer dress. Occasionally, as people in our party became slightly inebriated, she would start to openly blow smoke in my face, giggling and wafting her hand about as she apologised. Our friends assumed this to be an endearing little habit of hers as she became tipsy, never suspecting my heart pounding in my chest. On one occasion I pretended to tell her off; everyone laughed when she replied with “I do it ‘cos you fucking like it, you slut!” I like to think at least one of the other girls, a slim brunette neighbour, understood what was happening.

Anna meticulously looked after her skin, cleansing and moisturising every night at bedtime, after her shower. I admitted to her, however, that I liked her a little more ‘fragrant’ occasionally… This usually took the following form- she would return from Don’s, smoking in her car on the way home, pour herself a glass of red wine, strip down to her stockings and panties, apply a thick coat of Arden lipstick and climb into bed with me. Her breath would be thick with wine and cigarettes as she smeared me with her beautiful, fresh lipstick; I’d nuzzle between her breasts and smell her sweat and Obsession, trailing ever lower where the heady aroma of her sex would almost paralyse me. Venturing a tongue inside her would remind me that just half an hour earlier another man had enjoyed her, sending shivers down my spine and magnifying my excitement tenfold. 

We are planning a wedding! Yes, it’s true, but as it will be an ‘unconventional’ wedding, the plans may take some time…

We will have to find a registrar who is willing to indulge our small idiosyncrasies; for instance we want a transparent white wedding dress with no knickers, no bra or a simple braless corset underneath. We want Anna in thick red lipstick and smoking throughout the service; I want her to stand opposite me with a hand on her hip, blowing smoke into my face while we say our vows. Most importantly, we want Don to fuck her in all three holes in the shortest possible time before the ceremony, so that his spunk is quite literally running down her legs from her anus and cunt during the ceremony. Ideally, though we believe this would be stretching things a bit far, she should have visible fresh spunk around her mouth as well.

We are also discussing the possibility of her coming off the pill briefly before; we love the idea of her being fucked while receptive by another man on her wedding day. We think this will remain a fantasy, however!

Our wedding night will hopefully be out of the ordinary, too- being fucked senseless in her wedding dress by three black guys while I watch is the favourite so far, but it may be difficult to convince Don. He gets a bit possessive about her sometimes…

