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“Are you sure you don’t want a
smoke?” Jared asked, taking a drag from the slim cigarette. He took
the packet out of his pocket and extended it to her invitingly.
Half the cigarettes were gone.” 


Three is better than two

Dorothy first
kissed Jared during a sensuality workshop. It was strictly
professional of course. They had been cast together in a show, the
first real acting job Dorothy had landed, and she was determined to
get it right. They were made to kiss for a few seconds at a time,
to see how the chemistry would do, and how the dynamic would play
out under the circumstance. When he first kissed her, his lips soft
and tentative on hers, Dorothy’s mouth was flooded with an ashy
sweetness. Her tongue reached out instinctively, keen to taste it
once more, but he had drawn back with a smile. She could see the
rectangular outline of a pack of cigarettes in his shirt
pocket.

She and Jared had been friends for a long
time. They had met at an audition years ago when Jared sat next to
her in the waiting room emanating the scent of sweet tobacco smoke
and offered her a cigarette which she had primly refused. They’ve
had an easy camaraderie since; it helped with their chemistry, and
it was helping them slip into their new roles.

“You still smoke,” Dorothy commented as they
idled during the break. The taste of tobacco was still strong on
her tongue. Suddenly, she was overcome by a craving for one of the
cigarettes that Jared kept in his pocket.

“Sorry,” Jared said, cupping a hand over his
mouth, and breathing out to get a whiff of his breath. “You’ve
never even touched one, have you? I remember the first time we met
I offered you a smoke and you turned your nose up at me.”

Dorothy grinned around her paper cup.

“Is it a problem?” Jared asked tentatively,
watching her. “It calms me down and makes me more relaxed before a
kissing scene, but I can stop if you like. It’s the least I could
do; you’re already forced to kiss me.”

Dorothy laughed, rolling her eyes. “It’s
fine,” she said, touching his arm briefly. “I kind of like the
smell of tobacco.”

Jared measured her expression, and chuckled
quietly. “If you insist,” he said, shaking his head. Dorothy
swatted his stomach playfully.

At that, he pulled out a pack of Marlboro
Lights, and slipped a single cigarette between his teeth, letting
the box drift downwards and expose the stick. Dorothy thought it
was erotic, but didn’t mention anything. He lit it expertly,
placing the flame right at the end, singeing off the thin paper.
Dorothy watched, mesmerized. She couldn’t look away. She could
almost feel the firm end of a cigarette between her own teeth. She
thought about how her lungs would expand as the smoke filled her
and left her body in a single breath.

“Are you sure you don’t want a smoke?” Jared
asked, taking a drag from the slim cigarette. He took the packet
out of his pocket and extended it to her invitingly. Half the
cigarettes were gone. Dorothy knew very well that he was a pack a
day man. Her fingers quivered, willing her to take one.

Dorothy had to shake her head, quelling the
thoughts and the urges to try one. Instead, she exhales with a
ghost of a laugh.

Smoke puffed out of his slightly puckered
lips, and Dorothy was enveloped in the aroma of vice. “Ok,” she
said, clearing her throat, motioning to the door.

Dorothy’s eyes were trained on the stick
dangling between his fingers, a cloud of clearing fumes over their
heads. Jared shifted on his feet while sucking on the cigarette
again. He turned his head to exhale, and cleared his throat. “You
look like you really want one. Too much of a good girl are
you?”

Dorothy squinted at him playfully. “Is that a
dare?” she asked, the edges of her lips turning upwards
slightly.

Jared shrugged. “Maybe,” he said. When he
did, he deliberately inhaled deeply, closing his eyes, letting the
smoke fill his lungs, before puffing out through his nose.

Dorothy rolled her eyes, lips pressed into an
upturned line. “I thought you had a vape. Why do you still smoke
those things?” she asked, feigning distaste.

He looked up, pretending to think hard. “It’s
a lifestyle,” Jared smiled around a lungful of smoky breath.

When she tasted him again, she could taste
the tobacco on him. They were shooting a love scene on the back of
a pick-up truck, only thin pieces of cloth separating them.

She tightened the robe around her body,
squinting at him from where she sat. Jared was wrapped up as well,
nursing a custom golden electronic cigarette in his palm. He took
the end into his mouth, taking a mouthful of the vapour.

When he exhaled, Dorothy couldn’t help but
breathe in the heady vapour. The vapour was thicker and lingered a
lot longer. It felt like an insult to what she had tasted on his
tongue, what she felt on her lips. She wanted the real deal. What
she had tasted on Jared’s lips that day at the workshop was the
taste of someone who smoked a pack a day.

And yet there he was, metres away from her,
smoking an electronic cigarette for show. She wanted to drag the
contraption out of his mouth and reach into his pockets to retrieve
the Marlboros and share drag after drag with him until they were
breathless and giddy.

Jared noticed. Of course he noticed. He
wasn’t numb to her cold shoulder. He probably picked up on it
during the third take, when her touchy-feely so-in-love act
completely fell apart when the director called “cut”. As soon as
the scene ended, her face slipped into a deadpan; she had risen
from his side in an instant, taking the robe held out to her. And
as soon as she had donned it, she sat a significant distance from
him.

He stood from his mono-block and started
walking towards her. She stiffened at the sight of him, very
obviously pivoting her seat away.

“Sorry,” he said, without preamble; she
didn’t even look up. “You said you didn’t like cigarettes so I
thought I’d vape but it seems like you don’t like that either.”

“That’s not it at all,” Dorothy said, cold.
He smelled on menthol and the taste had invaded her mouth. It had
none of the sweetness of his cigarettes, only a sharp tingle.

“So you want me quit cold turkey?” Jared said
tentatively. Dorothy looked up at him in disbelief. Would he give
up his delicious cigarettes just because he thought she disapproved
of them?

“Just don’t use that thing,” she said
quickly. “I’d rather you smoked your cigarettes.”

Jared sighed, rubbing his eyes with the heel
of his free hand. “It’s been a long day. Needing a smoke is my
body’s response when it comes to this kind of stress. And I’m
sorry. I’m sorry that you had to… to taste it.”

Dorothy glanced up at him, brow quirked.
“It’s ok. I just didn’t like the menthol. I actually rather like
the taste of the ones you usually smoke,” she admitted.

So it was. Every kissing scene they did
afterwards tasted like tobacco and Dorothy craved the taste more
than ever.

Their next kiss was sensual. It was raw. It
was real. It tasted like the entire pack that Jared had gone
through before the scene. Dorothy licked into his mouth, desperate
for a taste.

The sun was setting when they finally got the
kiss right. Dorothy was tipped off by management that she should
keep her lips closed during kissing scenes. She couldn’t just do a
lip-lock with Jared anymore, like they did before. It had barely
been an hour but she already missed the sweet, heady tobacco on his
tongue. Despite her body urging her to part Jared’s lips, she had
to keep her lips tight.

The take that was perfect -the lighting, the
delivery of lines, the timing, the emotion, the tears, even the
dirt, were just right- was one where she had opened her lips
only a fraction, just enough to taste the tiniest hint of smoke.
And because of it, Jared had snagged a bit of her upper lip. When
she re-watched the scene after the shot, a sliver of skin was seen
glued to Jared’s mouth.

“That was good,” Jared said, a triumphant
smile on his face.

The director had finally told them they’d
give the scene a rest, giving them both wet towels to wipe their
dirtied faces with.

“Delicious,” was all Dorothy said.

Jared looked down, embarrassed. His ears were
turning red. “Did you like it?”

Dorothy’s gaze snapped up at him immediately.
“Excuse me?”

“I’m smoking a new brand, I mean. Not the
kiss.”

She hid her smile when she spoke. “I loved
both.”

“Kiss me and then we can have a smoke
together out the back,” Jared said suggestively.

Goosebumps burst across Dorothy’s skin.

“Tell me when you want a cigarette,” he said.
Jared reached out then, and held her wrist. Dorothy was suddenly
ashamed of her gooseflesh. “Will it be soon?”

“Yes.”

In her defence, the first time they kissed
off camera was also the last time. They didn’t mean for it to
happen. Jared had casually lit a cigarette and taken a lungful of
smoke, holding it in for a few seconds before blowing gentle smoke
rings into the air.

They hovered over Dorothy and she chased them
with her nose, breathing in the smoke. This had amused Jared who
took another drag of his cigarette. In a flash, Dorothy pounced on
him and her lips crashed against his, sucking the smoke out of his
lungs and into hers. Both of them regretted how impulsive their
kiss was and wondered how it would change their relationship on
set.

Dorothy mostly didn’t regret the kiss,
because Jared truly was a good kisser and because she had been
waiting for it to happen for a while, but most importantly because
she wanted to taste the tobacco on his tongue and breathe in the
smoke on his clothes.

It happened at six in the morning, right
outside Dorothy’s house. It was indecorous, and risky, but it felt
right at the time.

It had been a long day, and ultimately, a
tiring one. But Dorothy reasoned that at least they had each other.
Besides, she still had a promise to keep.

Before they wandered over to dangerous
territory, Dorothy could only say that they were having the
grandest of little talks-the kind of talks you don’t even remember
in the morning. Being 5 a.m., she wouldn’t remember it in a couple
of hours. All she knew was that she was laughing, he was laughing
and the sky was rendered in the soft tinges of dawn. When Jared
pressed up against her, she could feel the nudge of a pack of
cigarettes in his pocket.

She was happy. That was the only way to put
it. When she was with Jared, she was happy. She was no longer a
sheltered girl who was afraid to smoke a cigarette. They were
flirtatious, yes, it was as easy as breathing for them. They were
dancing on a line that they knew they shouldn’t cross, but what was
chemistry if not for that boundary? Above all, they were friends,
close ones, and so comfortable with each other that laughter,
smiles, and playful teasing were too natural.

“Jared, thank you,” Dorothy had said,
tiptoeing along that line.

“For what?” he asked, furrowing his brow.

“For this,” she said, twirling a cigarette
she had taken from his pocket, lighting it and taking a deep drag
before she could think.

As the smoke filled her lungs, Dorothy felt a
deep sense of calm. Jared watched as she blew the smoke out



















cover.jpg
LIGHTS,

CAMERA,
CIGARETTES

The Smoking Fetish Collection

k \
s R
2 i |
¢ 3 ] I
>N
4 i
'v‘/ i
& '
£ {
1
4 g
N
| | N






