
	UP IN A PUFF OF SMOKE

	 

	 

	The Smoking Fetish Collection

	 

	 

	 

	 

	* * * * *

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Linzi Dixon

	 


[image: Image]

	 


TABLE OF CONTENTS

	UP IN A PUFF OF SMOKE

	ABOUT THE AUTHOR

	

	 


Mia grinned. “I like the taste,” she admitted. “A shared cigarette, the ghost of someone else’s breath…it’s intimate, don’t you think?”

	 


Up in a Puff of Smoke

	T



	he underground club pulsed with warm, dim lights, the air thick with laughter, clinking glasses, and the unmistakable scent of cigarettes. It was the kind of place where people came to lose themselves— either in conversation, alcohol, or the company of a stranger. Denis wasn’t here for any of those reasons.

	He moved through the crowd with ease, his sharp eyes scanning the room, his heartbeat steady despite the excitement coursing through him. He had been here for nearly an hour, leaning against the bar, pretending to sip his drink while he observed. It was always the same ritual. He watched, waited, and when the moment was right, he acted.

	A woman in a tight red dress stood by the far end, laughing with her friends, her hand delicately holding a slim cigarette between her fingers. She was stunning— long dark hair cascading over one shoulder, red lipstick framing her mouth perfectly. 

	Denis swallowed. His eyes locked onto her cigarette, watching the glowing ember burn down bit by bit with every drag she took. The way her lips pursed around the filter, the way she exhaled smoke in a slow, practised motion— it sent a familiar shiver down his spine.

	His fingers clenched around his glass. Not again.

	He had told himself this was the last time. He had tried— God, he had tried —to quit this obsession. He had thrown out everything, deleted every hidden folder on his phone, and blocked every website that might trigger him. But here he was again, back in a bar, back to square one, watching, waiting, anticipating.

	He heard the quiet tap of the cigarette butt hitting the ashtray, and something in him stirred. His pulse quickened.

	The woman turned, her attention shifting back to her conversation. It was time.

	Denis pushed off the bar, moving casually, careful not to draw attention to himself. He weaved through the crowd, stepping closer until he was just near the table. Then, in one smooth movement, he reached out, his fingers closing around the still-warm filter.

	A thrill shot through him. The paper was slightly damp from her lips, the scent still lingering— tobacco mixed with something sweet, perhaps her lipstick or perfume. He squeezed the butt between his fingers, his throat tightening as he imagined it between her lips just moments ago.

	“Excuse me?”

	Denis froze.

	One of the woman’s friends, a blonde with piercing blue eyes, had turned toward him, her eyebrows slightly raised.

	Shit. Think fast.

	“Uh, sorry,” he muttered, forcing a sheepish smile. “Thought I dropped something.”

	She frowned but didn’t question him further. He turned away quickly, tucking the cigarette butt into his pocket as he moved toward the exit.

	His breath was uneven as he stepped out into the cool night air. He felt a rush— a mix of adrenaline and guilt twisting inside him like a storm. His fingers trembled as he pulled out the cigarette butt, bringing it close to his nose. He inhaled deeply.

	Jesus.

	He squeezed his eyes shut, his stomach churning with both pleasure and disgust. He hated himself for this. Hated how weak he was. Hated how, despite every promise he had made to himself, he always came back to this.

	A part of him wanted to toss it away, to stomp it beneath his shoe and walk away. But he knew he wouldn’t. He never did.

	Denis had been struggling with this for years. It had started in his teens— watching girls smoke at school, the way their lips pressed against the filters, the way smoke curled from their mouths like something forbidden and beautiful. He had never dared to tell anyone. How could he? Who the hell would understand?

	He had tried to quit, convinced himself he could move past it. But every time he saw a woman light up, every time he caught that scent of burnt tobacco mixed with something feminine, the urge would creep back in, sinking its claws into him.

	And tonight was no different.

	He stuffed the cigarette butt back into his pocket and exhaled sharply. He needed to go home.

	But just as he turned, another sight caught his eye.

	A woman in a leather jacket stood near the bar’s entrance, one leg crossed over the other, her fingers holding a cigarette with effortless grace. She was alone, exhaling smoke into the air as she scrolled through her phone.

	His pulse jumped.

	No. Walk away.

	But he couldn’t.

	He lingered near the edge of the sidewalk, pretending to check his phone while he watched her. She took a slow drag, her lips parting just slightly before she exhaled. Denis swallowed.

	She was almost done.

	He shifted, his heartbeat loud in his ears as he prepared to move. He could already picture himself walking past, smoothly picking it up, feeling the warmth of the filter, the ghost of her touch—

	She flicked the cigarette onto the pavement and crushed it beneath her heel.

	Denis felt something deflate inside him. Gone.

	The disappointment was sharp. It shouldn’t have mattered, but it did. He turned away, his fingers twitching with frustration. He needed to get out of here before he lost control completely.

	-----
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Denis made it home twenty minutes later. His apartment was quiet, dimly lit, the only sound being the ticking of the clock on the wall.

	He tossed his keys onto the counter and went straight to his room, shutting the door behind him. His hands shook as he reached into his pocket, pulling out the cigarette butt from earlier.

	He stared at it. Briefly touched it with the tip of his tongue. The black sludged ash at the end.

	His mind raced— memories of all the times he had promised himself to stop, all the times he had caved. It was disgusting. He was disgusting.

	And yet, he couldn’t let it go.

	His breathing grew uneven as he brought the filter to his lips, pressing it there, closing his eyes. Just for a second. Just to feel it.

	A shudder ran through him. The taste was faint, but it was enough to send another rush through his body, a mix of shame and satisfaction.

	A semi erection formed in his trousers, straining against the material. He clenched his jaw. This has to stop.

	But deep down, he knew.

	It wouldn’t.

	-----

	Denis stood outside the small, dimly lit shop, staring at the neon sign flickering above the door. Velvet Desires.

	His heart pounded against his ribs.

	He had walked past this place at least a dozen times before, always stealing quick glances through the tinted windows. But tonight, something was different. Maybe it was the few drinks he’d had at the bar. Maybe it was the restless hunger that had been gnawing at him for years.

	With a deep breath, he pulled the door open and stepped inside.

	The moment he crossed the threshold, the air wrapped around him— thick, warm, laced with a mix of incense and something unmistakably smoky. The lighting was low, the space illuminated by vintage lamps with deep red shades, casting golden pools across the shelves and displays.

	Denis took a slow step forward, his eyes sweeping across the room.

	The front section of the shop was filled with smoking accessories— sleek, polished lighters, elegant cigarette holders, and imported cigarettes in black-and-gold packaging. 

	Some of the lighters had intricate engravings, others were shaped like tiny sculptures. There were glass ashtrays in all sizes, from simple and modern to ornate designs with carved dragons and roses.

	His fingers itched to touch them.

	Further inside, a long glass display case held more unusual items. Small vials labelled Smoke Essence sat in neat rows, their contents varying in colour from pale amber to deep brown. The labels read things like Hickory & Tobacco, Sweet Bourbon Smoke, and Dark Leather & Ash.

	A small handwritten sign beside them read:

	"For those who crave the essence without the habit."

	Denis swallowed. So he wasn’t the only one who needed this…

	But it wasn’t just the items that intrigued him. It was the people.

	At the back of the shop, a group of three sat around a circular
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