I met Kay as a blind date, set up by some friends. Obviously, I didn't know what to expect, but they described her as pretty hot, and she sounded nice on the phone. When I saw her for the first time a few days later I wasn't disappointed. 
 
Tall and slim, with short blonde hair and lazy blue eyes, she would have been sexy even without the most amazing lips I'd ever seen. As we chatted over a glass or two of wine, I had to at times catch myself to avoid staring at her mouth, with its wide, plump lips and the generous overbite of her teeth. I needed to actually listen to her conversation, I reminded myself, if there was to be a return match.
 
I learned she was a divorcee, in her mid-30s with no kids, and a job in IT. She had an irreverent outlook and a sharp sense of humour and very quickly I warmed to her; a slight edginess to her personality and her obvious physical charms keeping me on my toes. As the night progressed we sat a bit closer and she started to look even sleazier. The top few buttons of her blouse were open (she'd met me straight from work) allowing me a glimpse of cleavage, and she became more doe-eyed; her mouth, however, freshly glossed after a trip to the bathroom, captivated me. All I could think was 'oh please, oh please be a smoker.'
 
I made it a point, as far as was practically possible, to only date women who smoke. I'm so utterly transfixed when in the presence of an attractive women when she lights up and smokes a cigarette, that I just turn to mush. This being a blind date, of course, I couldn't attach such conditions. I had asked my friend if she smoked, and she replied that she didn't think so. I kicked myself afterwards; she would have undoubtedly relayed this to Kay, who would have probably interpreted this as me being negative towards smoking.
 
That being the case, I wasn't surprised that when I kissed her a short while later, I tasted nothing but red wine and minty-fresh breath. It was a beautiful kiss- it could scarcely have been otherwise given her gorgeous pout- and red wine is undoubtedly sexy on a girl's breath, but I couldn't help but feel slightly deflated as I sent her home in her taxi. Her looks and her personality were enough to keep me interested, but for how long?
 
*********************************************************
 
When I took her out again, a week or so later, she was noticeably less relaxed; we had a bite to eat and a couple of drinks in the same bar, but she seemed a bit more defensive. We laughed as before, and enjoyed each other's company and she did settle down eventually. She wore jeans and a pale green, tight-fitting long-sleeved top that showed off a nice figure and a slightly more generous bust than I'd remembered. I watched her mouth as she grinned and talked and sipped, and felt myself stiffen as the thought crossed my mind that just maybe, one evening in the not-too-distant future, I'd feel- and more to the point, see- those generous lips close around the head of my cock. I had to kiss her again, but felt discouraged as she turned, just slightly, so that my kiss landed half-mouth, half-cheek. 
 
But did I get just the merest hint of cigarette smoke?
 
I told myself it could have been coffee- she had met a friend for coffee earlier. I had to find out, to force the issue. Cornering her on the way out, I placed a hand on her face before kissing her full on the mouth. As I did so, I put my other hand on her side, just above her hip, causing her to inhale sharply. I had tried this on another lady with less success, but as we kissed tenderly, Kay slowly exhaled her faint but glorious cigarette breath into me. Oh wow. 
 
**********************************************************
 
I floated through the next week like a lovesick teenager. What if she'd given up? What if she'd simply been in a smoky environment? Unusual nowadays. I resolved to get her into a situation where she would want to smoke and be able to. I took her to a country pub with a large garden by a river. The evening was warm and still and the setting couldn't be more perfect. I chose us a table; two young women were drinking- and smoking- twenty or so yards away. Kay sat on my right.
 
"She's wearing a dress a bit like yours, look..." I indicated one of the girls, a pretty brunette. "It looks nicer on you, though!"
 
"She's pretty though, isn't she?"
 
"She certainly is," I nodded, eyeing up the girl's generous boobs.
 
Kay looked thoughtful. "Would it put you off, though? I mean, because she's smoking..."
 
Be still, my heart. I took a slow sip of my drink, willing my breathing to steady before I could reply. I'd semi-rehearsed a reply, but didn't want it to sound that way. "No... It's kind of part of the girl, isn't it? I mean, if I like a girl, and it's what she does... No, not at all..."
 
There was a pause, and Kay sat upright and took a deep breath before quietly reached into her bag. With a slight smile on her lips, she placed a pack of 20 Silk Cuts and a plastic lighter on the table. I returned her smile, saying nothing, feigning nonchalance, although my heart was fluttering.
 
She picked up the pack with both hands, bringing it close to her face and gently and slowly pushing the top open with the tip of one finger. "Do you mind?"
 
In as measured a way as possible I replied "not at all." I reassured her with an intimate kiss on her bare shoulder. I had to watch her with peripheral vision so as not to put her on edge; she looked ahead of her as she drew out one of the cigarettes and placed it gently between her teeth. She took three attemps to activate the lighter, and I revelled in the sight of the cigarette hanging for a few seconds from that gorgeous mouth. Cigarette lit, she let the small first puff escape from her mouth, letting her hand trail out of sight down below the height of the table. Ten seconds or so later, she turned away from me, dragging properly and invisibly; I wasn't able to see anything but the back of her head, but as she exhaled creamily, the volume of smoke told me all I needed to know.
 

Eventually, she turned back towards me with an apologetic smile. “I’m going to give up…”
 
“Oh, please don’t…” I replied, having the presence of mind to add “…not just for me…”
 
She smiled and took another slow drag, side on to me this time. She had a lovely style, managing to take really deep drags without appearing greedy or addicted; only the density and volume of her exhales betraying her appetite.
 
She laughed. “D’you know last Friday night, when we met the second time? I’d been out with my friend Kerry for a coffee and we were sat outside, dead relaxed, puffing away," she did a sexy little mime of a sophisticated lady enjoying a cigarette in just such a situation, "...and I suddenly thought SHIT! I’m meeting him in an hour!”
 
“I know, I could taste it on you…”
 
“Could you?” She bit her lip. “I was trying not to kiss you too much, in case I tasted like an ashtray…”
 
We both smiled and sipped our drinks. I looked at her again, sideways on, as she took another drag. I sighed, thinking ‘god, you are so gorgeous.’ She was highly attractive when I met her, now she was beautiful, complete. I had to tell her.
 
“Kay, I’m going to be honest with you. When I kissed you, and tasted that you’d been smoking…”
 
“I know. You went right off me...” She bit her lip again.
 
I couldn’t help laughing out loud at this, shaking my head quietly.
 
“I thought it was so sexy. You tasted delicious, like a naughty secret.”
 
“Pack it in. Really?” She looked incredulous, then genuinely interested.
 
“Oh, yeah… Don’t worry,” I rolled my eyes, “I know I’m a weirdo…”
 
She grinned and shuffled closer. “I want to know more about this… Did you realise you liked it? I mean, before then?”
 
I blushed. “Yes…”
 

A smug, beaming smile of understanding spread across her face. “Is that why you asked Sandy if I smoked?”
 
“Yes…”
 
“I thought you were probably anti…”
 
“I figured afterwards that she’d tell you I asked. I thought ‘prick!’ “
 
She dragged again, this time making full eye contact. I blushed and melted, letting out an involuntary ‘mmm…’ as she exhaled above us.
 
“So you like to watch, kiss, girls who smoke?” The wine was doing its thing, and she was loosening up. She added, quietly, but obviously enjoying pronouncing the word, "like to fuck them? Us?"
 
I nodded slowly and deliberately “Oh, yes.” I knew this could only be interpreted as my admitting I wanted to fuck her, and I felt myself starting to become erect.
 
She turned towards me. “Well, you can kiss me anytime, sugar.”
 
“I’m going to kiss you right now.”
 
With the fresh smoke hanging in her mouth, and the cigarette burning between the tips of her fingers, the experience was mind-blowing. My cock was now fully erect, and I felt a cool bead of precum escape. I wanted her to take a huge drag and blast it fully into my face, but I knew that would come later. I had to tread carefully so as not to appear too much of a pervert!
 

I broke off from her lips. "You know, finding out that a woman smokes by tasting it on her breath when you kiss her, is the most wonderful thing in the world. To me, anyway..."
 
She took another drag, letting me see the smoke in her open mouth before inhaling. I was enjoying the fact that she was already smoking confidently and unashamedly in front of me. I asked her how long she'd been smoking.
 
“Oh, on and off since I was about 20… More regularly since I split up with my ex… I only smoke 2 or 3 a day…” She stubbed out in the ashtray. “Maybe a few more if I have a night out… " She paused. "How long have you been hot for girls who smoke?”
 
“I dunno… Maybe 15 years or so…" Her eyes widened at this. "If I’m honest, I always thought I had an aversion. Like, I kind of avoided them, like I was a bit embarrassed, I dunno. Then I saw some pics of a woman smoking in a porn mag, and I just, you know, got really interested…”
 
“I bet you wanked yourself off, didn’t you?" Then she added in a whisper "did you wank yourself off last Friday?” It was obvious she was getting just a little intoxicated, and I liked it. I love to hear a woman use words like that.
 
I just blushed again. “I never looked back. I had to dump my anti-smoking girlfriend; she would never have understood. I didn’t even try to tell her. I started seeing this young fat girl; she was only 18, lived with her mum, dead lazy, smoked about 40 a day. I didn’t tell her either, I just fucked her. Constantly. In every imaginable way. I don’t know if she ever realised why, but it was just what I needed. She must have been disappointed when she started going out with her next boyfriend! I bet she never got that kind of attention again…”
 
Kay laughed, eyes sparkling. “What sort do you like then? The kind of ‘40s movie stars with the thick red lipstick?”

 

“Oh, yeah…”

 

“I think cigarette holders are dead sexy… Only the short ones, though… I might get one of those, you know, for a bit of fun…”

 

I crossed my legs, groaning in mock discomfort. “Stobbit! You’re going to give me a heart attack…”

 

“…Or I could be really trashy… You know, fag hanging out my mouth while I’m hoovering in heels and a silk robe…”

 

I’d hit the jackpot. “This is too much! I’m going to explode.”

 

“What about cigars? Would you like to see me smoke a big cigar?” I wrinkled my nose. "No?"

 

“Maybe… Not particularly into it, but I wouldn’t mind it as a one off! I quite like those slim ones with a plastic tip; those are feminine... You know you said about getting a holder… Would you use it in public, maybe?”

 

She smiled. She was clearly enjoying this. “Maybe…”

We talked for half an hour or so, holding hands, getting to know each other. We now shared a secret. I wondered what she was thinking; at one end of the spectrum- that it was a bit creepy and sordid, or at the other end- what the possibilities were for us to have fun. I decided it depended simply on how much she liked me.
 

She did that lovely little thing with the cigarette pack again, pushing back the lid with one finger, this time watching my reaction. The world seemed to slow down as she pulled one out a little way, placing the filter between her moist lips. She slowly pulled away the pack, never taking her eyes from mine, to leave the fresh cigarette hanging and placed the pack back on the table. I gazed open-mouthed for a second or two and she raised her eyebrows slightly. I realised she was waiting for me to light her. I picked up her lighter and flicked it on first time, holding it up for her. She steadied my hand, touched the tip to the flame and lit up, plucking the cigarette from her lips with her left hand (the side that was towards me). Little clouds of smoke escaped from her mouth as she gave me an exaggerated 'thanks, daaahling...'

 

She held her hand behind us between drags. As there was no wind, the smoke curled upwards and around us. She watched me intently every time she put the cigarette to her lips and was obviously showing off, letting the smoke drift from her mouth each time before exhaling messily. "I don't think I'm going to give up, not for a while anyway. I really like smoking." She punctuated this statement with pursed lips and a nod.

 

I squirmed and gave a nerdy smile. I'm always borderline uncomfortable when I'm with a woman who's smoking, even though I'm completely captivated. I feel as if everyone is looking at me; I think it goes back to when it was an aversion. In a way, it still is, which is what makes it such a crushing obsession. I've heard women talk about how they hate the sensation of having their lungs full of smoke, but at the same time they adore it. Many of these little paradoxes exist; for instance, the ostensibly manly act of a girl letting a fag hang out of her mouth looks extremely feminine to me, in fact seems to magnify her femininity. Also, in some cases, I can never quite decide if a woman looks sophisticated when she smokes, or slutty. All this stuff swirls around in my head, increasing my discomfort, and my excitement.

 

I remember a key moment in the formation of my 'fetish.' One Sunday morning, aged about 15, I found myself in the park fooling around with a local young slut and her sister. Nothing happened but kissing (with both of them), but I'd only ever kissed nice girls, and was surprised when they both tasted of cigarettes. It's obvious now that that was the time I had my first kisses with sexually active girls, despite their ages (they were probably 15 and 16 or 17). I wasn't very worldly wise at the time, having had a bit of a sheltered upbringing, but looking back, I'm sure the younger girl in particular would have taken it further. Amazing how idealistic and choosy you are at that age! Their slutty attitude and reputation actually put me off, though they were both gorgeous. A hot young woman with a slutty reputation is my idea of heaven now.

 

Kay turned towards me as her latest exhale trailed off. "Kiss, please."

 

We kissed, Kay's left hand resting on my shoulder, cigarette burning between the tips of her extended first two fingers. We noticed the two girls watching us and she giggled. "Want me to come back to yours? I might have to fill your bedroom with smoke..."

 

"I think you should."

Kay is true to her word, and as I stood behind her, undoing the clasp of her lacy bra, she lit a cigarette. I kissed her neck as she slowly released the smoke from her lungs, and my hands instinctively travelled up her sides, from the black, floaty french knickers to cup her firm and shapely breasts. I was surprised and delighted to find a small silver ring through each nipple. She turned back towards me with a smile. "Another naughty secret!"
 
She also had a belly-button stud, but fortunately no meaningless tattoo in the small of her back; I'll admit to a fondness for a heavily-tattood 'alternative' chick, but find the bog-standard tramp stamp to be less than appealling.
 
She started to undress me, trousers and pants first. I had a naughty secret of my own- shaven balls. Kay smiled. "I approve! We can do it properly, then!" 
 
As I took off my shirt, and she reached into her bag once again, producing a tube of Clinique hand cream. Cigarette hanging from her mouth, she sqeezed out a blob and rubbed her hands together, smearing the cream all over my balls and shaft. Then, with a grin, she peeled her flimsy shorts off and let them drop to the floor. Stepping out of them, she picked them up and started to wank me with them, wrapping them around my balls, delicately stroking the head with the lacy edge, pushing them between my thighs and pulling them back and forward over my anus and perineum. The sensations were so exquisite I had to steady myself with an arm on her shoulder. She quipped “Hmm. I think you’d look quite sexy in these…”

I must have looked shocked and she laughed, taking a drag on her cigarette. She smiled and exhaled, tentatively blowing a small quantity of smoke into my face to see my reaction. "Is it OK when I do that?"
 
"No, it's not OK. It's fucking heaven."
 
She took a deep drag, this time exhaling fully and endlessly into my face. I squirmed and she giggled, squeezing my cock really hard. I had to slow her down; my head was swimming and I felt I'd probably embarass myself if she stroked me many more times. I led her to the bed, my intentions obvious as I knelt, and as she sprawled on her back with her legs wide apart, I had my first view of her trimmed cunt, a small ring above her clitoris beautifying her to perfection. I asked her later about the piercings; she explained she had lost a lot of self-confidence when she split with her husband, and having her nipples and clit pierced got her feeling sexy again.
 
I feasted on her as she smoked luxuriously. "I never thought of this, before," she said, exhaling noisily towards the ceiling, "but it's really fucking cool."
 
"Yeah, it's obvious when you think about it. Have you ever smoked while you masturbate?"
 
"I don't smoke in my house! Well, maybe sometimes in the kitchen." She gasped as I tongued her anus. "I'll just have to try it in yours!"
 
I sucked and fingered her as she had her last couple of drags. I wanted to bring her off, and for her to associate the pleasure of her orgasm with the cigarette. I sucked really hard and penetrated her as deeply as I could with my tongue, and as she stubbed out, releasing the last, huge stream of smoke, she started to cum, with a moan and a squeal, her hips thrusting herself into my face and her hands on the back of my head as she ground herself into me.

Her breathing gradually returned to normal and she started to purr and smile, her cheeks glowing with post-orgasmic joy. She cuddled up to me, whispering conspiringly “shall we do something naughty?”

“Haven’t we been?”

She grinned. “I was thinking,” she said slowly, smearing precum around the head of my cock with a fingertip, “If you want me to put on a nice, thick coat of lippy, light up again, and give you the sucking of your life…”

“What do I have to do?! Anything…”
 


 


