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Jemma sat at one end of the bar,
sipping on her white wine spritzer. It was her first time here at
Alfie’s Bar and she’d deliberately arrived early, giving herself
time to check out the clientele as the place steadily filled up.
She was nervous - her first time visiting this kind of bar - but
she hoped she blended in and no one noticed how new to this she
really was.

As Pink’s rough-edged voice pumped
loudly through the club, her gaze was drawn irresistibly towards
the secluded booth at the far end of the dimly lit bar. There were
two men sitting at the booth one slightly older than the other, but
it was the younger man that her eyes were constantly drawn to. He
must be in his early thirties she guessed; with an aura of lazy,
masculinity about him that was attracting the women in the bar like
moths to a flame. While she couldn’t tell the color of his eyes
from this distance, she could see the rugged planes of his bone
structure when the flashing lights caught his face; the high
cheekbones, the tough jaw line. His hair looked unusual in the dim
light – dark, touched with sun-streaked blonde, obviously in need
of a cut and brushing the collar of the open-necked shirt he was
wearing.

There were three women at the booth now; one
was a waitress, bending sensuously over the table chatting to them.
The other two women were ‘hostesses’, Jemma guessed, working for
the club - both blonde and busty - the total opposite of herself,
with her small breasts and dark hair. They seemed to know both men
well and every now and again there would be bursts of laughter
coming from the group. The two hostesses were sitting up close on
either side of the younger man, touching him at every opportunity
and she was sure she saw the one on his left sliding her hand
beneath the table in the vicinity of his crotch. Jemma was
surprised to feel a stab of envy towards the women, especially the
one bold enough to fondle him under the table. He had a sexy air of
arrogance about him, which caused the muscles between Jemma’s legs
to clench and her nipples beneath the stretchy black dress to
tighten.

The dress she was wearing had been
chosen carefully for tonight. She knew that Alfie’s Bar was
notorious for its casual sexual encounters, and she didn’t want to
look like a first timer, even if she was. The black dress was
casual; spaghetti straps ensured that it showed a little cleavage,
but not too much and the length was neither too short nor too
long.

“You ready for a top-up, babes?” Dee,
the friendly barmaid she’d met earlier, asked her.

“Thanks Dee,” Jemma responded with a
grateful smile. “But can you give me some ice on the side please.
I’m driving home tonight.”

“Sure honey,” Dee moved off to select
her order and Jemma’s eyes were drawn to the swing of her hips in
the tight hipster jeans she was wearing. With her short bleached
blonde hair and muscular arms covered in graphic tattoos it was
obvious that Dee was comfortable with herself and her sexuality;
and had no interest in the men who frequented Alfie’s Bar, or any
other bar for that matter.

A movement from the booth caught her
eye; he was getting up and squeezing past one of the women to get
out. The hostess opened her legs and effectively trapped him
between them, running her long, painted nails along his lower back.
He laughed, bracing himself against the table, before pulling her
hands away and escaping her obvious desire to hold him
there.

Jemma didn’t realize she
was staring until his gaze locked with hers and her stomach
lurched, anxiety spiking through her. A mixture of regret and
relief brought her back down to earth as he turned away and walked
lazily through the throng of people towards the men’s room.
Well what did you expect Jemma? She asked herself as he disappeared from sight. The man was
a babe magnet, surrounded by sexy, hungry women; there was no
reason for him to go looking for it.

Jemma sighed to herself; this was not
going to happen. Deep down she had known she wouldn’t be able to go
through with it. Her readers were in for a disappointment . .
.

“Hey there pretty lady, let me buy you
a drink.”

Jemma groaned inwardly. It was the guy
who’d been giving her the eye for the past ten minutes - now making
his move.

“I’m fine thanks,” she smiled
politely, glancing at the tall, slim young man leaning against the
bar beside her. He was good looking in a pretty-boy kind of way and
he obviously knew it, but she couldn’t help comparing him to the
man in the booth and somehow pretty-boy’s rather obvious charms
paled into insignificance.

“Well then why don’t we skip the
drinks and go for a lil” walk, babes?”

“Buzz off Joe,” Dee, the barmaid, came
to her rescue. “The lady’s not interested OK?” Jemma gave her a
thankful smile, while pretty-boy paused, unsure what to do. Dee
leaned her strong hands against the bar, silently challenging him.
His baby blue eyes dropped and he shrugged, mumbling something
about ‘dykes’ before walking back to his friends with a
swagger.

“Thanks Dee,” Jemma raised her glass
to the barmaid, before she moved off to serve another customer. The
place was busier now, even though it was a Thursday night, and
Jemma wondered idly if any of these people had to work in the
morning.

Suddenly he was there, making his way
towards the bar, his cool, confident gaze holding her in its grip.
Jemma grabbed her glass, emptying half its contents in one gulp
before he reached her side.

“You’re new here, right?” His voice
was a deep, drawl and even the loud rock music couldn’t disguise
its husky edge - hitting her right between the legs.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice lost in
the pumping music, but he seemed to have heard her, cause he nodded
his head and then slowly, blatantly let his dark eyes drop down to
her breasts, then lower, studying every inch of her body, taking
his time over her legs and making Jemma squirm inside while she
strived for an air of relaxed nonchalance.

“You working for Alfie now?” His eyes
were on her mouth and she took another gulp of her spritzer, her
hand trembling as she set the glass down.

“No!” her voice rose as she realized
just what he was asking her.

He smiled and her insides melted. The
guy was sex on legs. “Good,” his teeth were white and perfect -
just like the rest of him. “Cause I don’t pay for sex.”

Jemma blinked, lost for
words.

“So,” he paused, his smile
disappearing. “You coming?”

“Damon!” Dee shouted over the music
and he turned his head to scowl at her. “I think Pam and Niki are
waiting over at your table.”

His expression had turned cold, his
jaw tightening as he stared at the barmaid. “Mind your business,
Dee,” his voice was just audible above the Guns “n Roses shrieking
guitar. “I think there’s a customer waiting for his drink over
there.”

Dee glanced over her shoulder at the
man holding out a note and staring impatiently at her. “Watch this
one – he’s trouble,” she warned Jemma and walked away.

He straightened up and Jemma’s stomach
dropped. He was going to go back to his table, to those sexy women
waiting to pounce on him!

But instead he took a swig from the
bottle of beer he was holding, wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand and raised his dark eyebrows at her. “So you coming - or
what?”

Jemma shifted off the stool, not
giving herself time to think, grabbed her bag and followed him out
of the bar.

It was a warm evening, with just a
light breeze that blew his hair away from that striking face;
looking almost brutal beneath the neon lights of the bar. He
dragged his fingers through his hair and stared down at her. “My
cars parked in a good spot,” he smiled - a predator’s
smile.

Jemma held on tightly to the long
strap of her bag, she had her pepper spray in there, but would that
be enough to stop a man like him? Was she crazy, coming out here
with a virtual stranger? A potential rapist! But she doubted he was
a rapist, not with all those women queuing up for him.

“This your first time?” He’d been
watching her, observing the mixed emotions flickering across her
face.

She wanted to lie, to tell him that
she did casual car sex all the time, but she was a hopeless liar
and something told her that this man was shrewd and cynical enough
to see through any of her lies.

“Yes, it is,” she answered, her voice
husky, betraying her anxiety.

His eyes were a deep, golden brown,
not the blue she had imagined, and they seemed to see straight
through her. She felt exposed, as if he knew her deepest, darkest
secrets.

“You talk different,” he frowned.
“Where you from?”

Jemma smiled, thinking that
it was he who talked
different. “I’m from England - London
actually.” His eyes darkened, dropping to her mouth and her smile
disappeared.

The breeze blew her hair across her
face and he lifted his hand, gently drawing the dark strands back
and tucking them behind her ear. The touch of his fingers on her
skin was electric and she drew in a breath of air, her body
clenching deep inside.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. Then laid
his hand on her lower back and urged her towards the darker,
emptier section of the car park.

The palm of his hand was burning
through to her lower back; sending hot, sensuous need down to her
buttocks, wet heat blooming between her legs. Suddenly she didn’t
care how stupid or careless this was, didn’t care that she was
putting herself at risk and was far from experienced enough to be
doing casual sex in a car park with a stranger. All she cared about
was feeling his hard body deep inside her, filling her to the max
and fucking her brains out.

The car was midnight blue; big and
old, something from the 1950’s, she guessed, knowing little about
cars. Maybe a Thunderbird? Did she really care? No, except for the
fact that it looked spacious inside - that was all that
mattered.

As they reached it he grabbed her,
pushing her up against the back door and leaning his tall, muscular
body into hers. Jemma felt her legs buckle and if it wasn’t for his
hard, strong body pushing against hers, she would have collapsed
onto the tarmac like a puddle of water.

“You’ve got a very fuckable mouth,” he
breathed against her ear, fisting one hand into her hair, pulling
her head backwards and lowering his head to cover her mouth with
his.

Jemma expected a hard, punishing kiss,
but he was too good for that. Although he was pulling her hair
almost painfully, his lips were soft, playful, teasing her with his
tongue, sucking her lower lip into his mouth until she moaned,
reaching into his silky hair with her fingers, pulling him down to
her open mouth and thrusting her tongue between his
lips.

Damon groaned, slanting his
mouth for a better fit and grinding his hips into hers. She felt
his erection, hot and hard against her lower stomach. Pleasure
coursed through her - he wanted her
- his body told her so. Out of that whole bar of
women, he had chosen her. He moved his other hand down from her
waist to her hip and then around to cup her backside, lifting her
up against his groin and digging his fingers into the cheek of one
high, rounded buttock. She sagged weakly against him as his tongue
plundered her mouth. Long, drugging kisses that made her breasts
swell and her nipples tighten painfully against the soft fabric of
her dress. Heat flooded her legs as he moved between them, the
bulging erection beneath his jeans finding her mound and grinding
his hips against it.

It was too much. Lust
coursed through her, she wanted him to take her now, up against the car before she
passed out with need.

“Get in the car and take your panties
off!” His breathing was hard and uneven.

He stepped back, his hand still fisted
in her hair and Jemma felt her knees buckle, but he dragged her
away from the door and pulled it open, before literally lifting her
and setting her down on the spacious backseat. He was so strong,
had lifted her so easily, that Jemma felt a shiver of trepidation
running through her. Once he got into this car with her that was
it. No going back . . .






Damon sensed her uncertainty as he
leaned into the car, one hand holding the door open. The light had
come on as he’d opened the door and, although it was a dim light it
caught her dazed, big blue eyes, swollen mouth and flushed cheeks
as she leaned back on the long, wide backseat. Her knees bent up
against her chest, slim arms encircling them – her pose one of
obvious uncertainty.

“You’re not gonna change your mind
now, are you darlin’?” He was breathing heavily, his cock hard and
ready for her, but he had to make sure she wanted this. Even if it
killed him, he was not gonna force her. Not his style.

Her eyes were huge in her face and his
cock twitched as she moistened her swollen lips. She was gonna put
the brakes on, he just knew it and he felt like howling with
frustration. But he waited, unable to calm his breathing, much as
he tried. He must look like some wild animal more than ready for
rutting, uncaring where, who or how - but it wasn’t true. Sure he
was wild for her, but he wasn’t an animal and he knew he could make
it good for her, he always did, but not if she decided she didn’t
want it. Even though he knew he could persuade her, had done it too
many times before, but he wasn’t gonna do that to her. She was new
to this; he knew it in his bones. Had known it as soon as she’d
walked into the bar, had known it even though she’d been giving him
the eye all night.

She was staring at him, probably
scared that he was going to rape her or something, but he didn’t
move and her gaze dropped to his groin. He didn’t need to look down
to know that his erection was bulging through his jeans and he
wasn’t going to try and hide it. It was what it was. Then suddenly
she reached out and ran her fingers tentatively down the soft denim
cloth covering his zipper. Damon groaned, his hips jerking forward,
begging for more. Her eyes jumped back up to his, too unsure and
innocent for his peace of mind. Then she did it again and his legs
buckled. She’d made her move and there was no going back
now.

He dipped his head and climbed into
the car. She scooted back towards the opposite door, still
skittish, but she didn’t protest when he closed the door and the
light went out. The car was warm and dark, windows closed, only the
sounds of their heavy breathing audible. Damon pulled off her
pumps, one by one; dropping them onto the floor of the car, then
ran his hands from her delicate ankles up her long, supple legs.
Her skin was heavenly; satin-smooth and she gasped, her body
tensing when his hands reached her bent knees, easing them slowly
apart, but she didn’t stop him. Her back was now up against the car
door, her hands clenched at either side, reminding him of a
fearful, wild animal – ready to run.

He kissed the inside of one knee,
breathing in the scent of her body. “You know it’s too late to
change your mind, baby,” he said softly, kissing her other
knee.

Her body jumped as his tongue circled
the silky skin of her inner knee and her legs widened, just as he’d
hoped.

“Yes, I know,” her voice was husky,
either with nerves or lust - maybe both. “I want this, I really
do.”

It sounded like she was trying to
convince herself, but her acquiescence was enough to keep his hands
moving, along the firm, long muscles of her inner
thighs.

His cock was throbbing with the need
to bury itself inside her, but he clamped down on it ruthlessly. He
would take it slow, even if it killed him. She let out a helpless
moan as he ran wet kisses up the inside of her thigh and his senses
surged with lust at that sound. He couldn’t remember ever being so
hot for a woman; she was beautiful, her body long and lissome, made
for hot, hard sex. And he was going to give it to her, until she
couldn’t move, breathe or think anything but him; driving her
wild.

He could smell the warm, musky scent
of her now, weaving a sensuous spell around him. Her skin seemed to
let off a chemical that aroused him instantly and urgently. He drew
his head away and opened his eyes. She moaned and lifted her hips,
inviting him back. Her black dress was bunched up above her thighs
and he could see the plain, black cotton panties she had not had
the courage to take off - yet. Somehow those panties were more of a
turn-on than any thongs, crotchless, lacy, edible underwear he’d
ever seen on a woman before.

Damon spread her thighs even wider,
lowered his head and pressed his face between her legs. She gasped,
jerking against him then away, but he held her fast. Gripping the
soft flesh of her inner thighs and pressing his mouth against the
damp cotton panties that covered her sex. Her scent went straight
to his head; a purely sexual scent – unique and totally hers. He
rubbed his nose against her slit, breathing deeply - finding her
clit with expert accuracy - he pressed his hot, open mouth against
it and then breathed out. She was writhing and moaning now, her
fingers digging into his shoulders, pushing him away, yet thrusting
her core against him at the same time.

“Please - Oh God! Please!” she mumbled
incoherently. The sound of her voice, that sexy accent, was turning
him on big time. He could come just by listening to that
voice.

Damon held her down hard with one hand
while his other hand eased inside her sodden panties and found the
smooth, slick flesh of her shaven pussy. He had to taste her – now.
Her scent, her wetness and her smooth swollen flesh were driving
him wild. He pushed her panties aside, opened his mouth wide and
covered her sex with it. His tongue searched and pleasured the
slick folds of flesh, licking at her smooth, swollen pussy lips,
then found its way to her clit. With a slow, steady rhythm he began
sucking and biting softly at that pouting nub of pleasure; using
every trick he’d ever learnt to work her up. Her hips rose high off
the car seat, her fingers buried in his hair, as she ground her
cunt into his face. Damon lifted his hand to circle her sweet,
tight entrance with his thumb, then swiftly, ruthlessly, pushed one
long, rough finger deep inside her soft, damp opening, hearing her
cry out in shocked pleasure.

God she was so
tight! He felt the moisture gush out of her
as he withdrew his finger then thrust it in again, feeling those
tight muscles eagerly grab at his intruding finger; twisting it
round and round inside her. He growled with the need to feel those
tight, clenching muscles around his cock, lust tearing at his gut,
but still he kept working her with his mouth and finger. Suddenly
she led out a high, sobbing scream and convulsed, trembling in an
orgasm that went on and on and on.

He was shocked at how easily she’d
come, writhing and bucking beneath him, but he made sure he
wrenched every ounce of pleasure out of her. His tongue sucking
hard at that swollen, pulsing clit, his finger buried in up to the
hilt. Damon felt wave after wave of wet, liquid heat against his
finger; his mouth, his tongue and finally his throat as he removed
his finger and sucked at that liquid heat as it poured out of
her.






Jemma lay shaking and
boneless, her naked bottom hot against the soft, smooth leather of
the car seat, her brain unable to function; all her senses
concentrated between her throbbing legs. Damon, who had eased her
panties down and off, was now blowing softly against her moist,
outstretched sex, causing ripples of sweet pleasure to wash over
her. Nothing could have prepared her for the orgasm she had just
experienced. Why? Was it him? Was it the circumstances, the car? She had no
idea; all she knew was that she’d just had the most mind-blowing
orgasm of her life and he hadn’t even fucked her – yet.

He was kissing the inside of her
thighs now, soft, wet kisses that caused her inner muscles to
tighten needily. Despite the shattering climax, her body was still
craving more - craving his hot, hard cock inside her. His face was
wet against her skin; wet with her juices . . . Jemma felt a rush
of embarrassment flooding through her. What must he think of her?
But then he moved – away from her - and Jemma was sure he was going
to leave! She reached out to him, and stopped short - he was just
taking off his shirt.

Dear God,
he was beautiful! His body hard and bronzed in the
shadows of the night. Lean and defined, he was covered in a film of
sweat, she realized, which gave him that bronzed effect as
sweat-slicked muscle caught the light of the moon. His hair was
damp and his face was wet, especially around his mouth . . . Then
he was looming over her, big and masculine and, once again, Jemma
felt anxiety spike. This had been just a taste for him – literally
- but could she handle anymore? She didn’t think so. As if he could
read her mind and erase her thoughts, Damon’s mouth, wet with her
cream, covered hers. His lips were swollen and slick as they traced
the sensitive pout of her lips, his clever tongue delving inside
and giving her a taste of herself. His hand was back in her hair,
twisting it round tightly in pleasurable pain as he stretched and
pressed his long, hard body down on hers, forcing her legs apart.
She felt the course denim rubbing against her sensitized pussy. It
was rough and dry when she wanted smooth and wet . . . but she
could feel the hot bulge of his erect cock pressing against the
fabric, against her flesh, and she moaned in pleasure.

He grabbed her hand pushing it down to
the bulge of his jeans. “Help me, baby,” he urged. “Get these damn
jeans off of me.”

She tried to unbutton them, but her
fingers were shaking so much that, after a few seconds of her
fumbling against his groin, Damon swore savagely and pushed her
hand away, popping the buttons open himself, allowing his straining
flesh to finally spring free. With a grunt of satisfaction he
shoved his jeans down to his ankles and grabbed her, his large
hands almost circling her whole waist, lifting her effortlessly
onto him . . .

She was astride him now and he grabbed
her dress, bunching it in his fists, forcing her to lift her arms
as he dragged it impatiently over her head.

He dropped it on the seat beside them
and was suddenly still. She stared down at him, unease seeping into
her pleasure. “Damn,” he muttered softly. Her body was slim, she
knew that, very different from the curvaceous women in the bar, her
breasts much smaller than those busty blondes.

“What?” She moistened her dry
lips.

“Nothing,” he shook his
head, his eyes roaming over her body. “Just - damn.”

Jemma shrugged to herself; maybe he
was in the mood for something different tonight - something less
obvious. She closed her eyes, still saturated with pleasure from
that prolonged orgasm, and lifted her wayward hair up and away from
her damp face; running her hands slowly down her sensitized body.
He watched her with dark, hooded eyes, stroking her thighs with his
rough, workman’s hands that felt wonderful against her smooth skin.
Her legs straddled either side of his lower body now, her sex
pressed against something huge and hot. Jemma looked down and her
breathing stopped. His member was huge, fully erect and
aggressively bigger than anything she’d ever seen, except maybe in
porn films.

Unaware, Damon’s hands had now reached
her throbbing breasts, cupping her firm flesh with those
rough-skinned fingers, familiarizing himself with her pebble hard
nipples “Oh baby, you are so beautiful - I’m gonna fuck your brains
out.” he promised thickly. His golden eyes were burning as he
watched her tits respond to his touch.

“No!” She gasped, dragging breath into
her lungs.

“What,” he stilled, misunderstanding
her reaction. “I didn’t mean -.” Then his eyes followed her widened
gaze.

“No Damon, I-I can’t. No-.” she
couldn’t drag her eyes away from it.

“Shh. Easy baby.” His hands reached up
to cup her face, running soft, wet kisses along her swollen lips
then slanting his head and deepening the kiss. She knew he was
trying to distract her, and it was working. That sweet, languorous
weakness was taking over again, but a small part of her brain was
still working. He was too big. She could never take all of it
inside of her. There was just too much of him.

His hands were heaven against her
stinging breasts, rubbing just the insides of his flat palms
against her aching nipples – teasing them. She arched into his
hands, pressing her full mounds against them and he groaned digging
his fingers into her firm, needy flesh.

The pleasure in the pain retrieved a
tiny grain of sensibility. “Damon,” she panted. “I don’t think I
can do it – it’s – you’re too big.”

He looked deep into her eyes; for the
first time since they’d entered the car. “It’s ok baby,” he
soothed, rolling her nipples between finger and thumb – getting to
know them - and know what she liked. “We don’t have to fuck if you
don’t want to. You can jack me off; suck me off, anything as long
as you stay right here.”

Jemma felt her body sag
with relief, becoming aware of that thick pole of flesh sliding
between her slot as he moved his hips rhythmically against her. She
leaned back against the front seat of the car and looked down. Her
pussy was spread wide, the smooth lips almost flattened by the
enormous girth and length of his monstrously beautiful, cock. She
moved tentatively, sliding her hips back and forth. It felt
wonderful. His cock was all smooth, slippery skin, hot and pulsing,
but hard. Oh God, so hard.

She could feel Damon’s fingers digging
into her hipbones now. His thigh muscles hard beneath her bottom as
he drove her exquisitely sensitized vulva down ruthlessly onto his
straining shaft. She could hear the liquid sound of flesh against
slick, wet flesh; a moist, sucking sound egging her on, closer to
climax. The ridges of that massively thick prick were rubbing
against her flesh, guided frantically back and forth by his rough
hands gripping her hips. That vein pulsing just beneath his fine
skin and the huge bulbous head, cushioning her clit every time he
thrust up against it.

His eyes were hooded as he stared down
to where their bodies were joined in a grinding frenzy, his
breathing was coming in short, dragging gasps and she was sure he
was going to come - but he didn’t. Instead he slid his thumb up
against her clitoris and circled it softly. She gasped in shocked
pleasure, writhing at the different sensations; his cock sliding
between her legs with hard friction and his thumb teasing at her
quivering clit. He bent his head to her breast, nibbling at the
pouting nipple before covering it with his mouth and sucking hard.
Jemma cried out at the piercing sensation - his hot mouth pulling
greedily at her nipple. Yet his thumb at her clit was driving her
crazy with tenderness. She thrust her hips up and out trying to get
harder friction on her clit while keeping his huge cock sliding
between her legs.

 

“Please,” she begged.

“Please what?” he teased.

“Let me come.”

“And what about me?” She could feel
his hot breath against her wet nipple.

“I’ll do anything – anything you want.
Just let me come!”

“Oh baby, you are so sweet.” He began
to slowly put pressure on her clit, knowing exactly how far to go.
Building her up steadily, relentlessly towards another hot,
flooding orgasm.

Suddenly Damon gripped her
hips and lifted her high above him, making her cry out with
frustration. What was he doing? She was so close –
so close -. Then his hand
grabbed his cock, positioning it at her opening and slowly, with
brutal control, lowered her onto it. She was so close to the edge
that her inner muscles felt alive, clenching, demanding
satisfaction. That huge bulbous head found its target and eased
into her. She sighed. Oh, that felt
good. Then he pushed in a little more and
she felt her muscles forced to stretch and accommodate him. She
looked down wanting to see how far inside her he was, but he
grabbed her chin and lifted it, squeezing hard against her delicate
jaw bone. Then he was kissing her, those hard, punishing kisses she
had been expecting, while he slowly inched more of his cock into
her, stretching that tight channel wider and wider; her muscles
protesting at the burning invasion.

They both came up for air, his body
streaked with sweat and hers shaking uncontrollably as she sobbed,
whether in pleasure or pain, she wasn’t sure. Damon, gasping for
breath, reached down and began rubbing her clit with his thumb
again. Jemma’s nubbin swelled at the attention and he circled and
stroked. She whimpered as he pushed that huge prick in even
further.

“Damon!” She sobbed, “I can’t – I
can’t take anymore – please.”

“Easy baby,” he choked. “I’m almost
there.” He circled his hips slowly. “Your muscles are made to
stretch. You just need to relax – and let me get it in.”

Relax! She felt like she was going to
pass out. He squeezed her clit between his finger and thumb and she
gasped; sweet, hot sensation engulfing her. Then, suddenly, with
one last thrust he was deep inside her.

Jemma let out a loud cry, which ended
in a sobbing moan. She was afraid to move, but her breath kept
coming in short gasps as if she had just run a marathon. Her cunt
was stretched beyond its limits, turning her inside out. Damon’s
body, too, was shaking with the iron control he was holding onto;
beads of sweat running down his face as he sucked in ragged breaths
of air. Yet he managed to keep still, aware that she needed to give
her body time to adjust to such an enormous penetration. Gently he
continued to caress her clit; slow, sensual strokes against her
aching flesh. Jemma let out a long, feral moan as her body began to
tremble uncontrollably.

She was sweating and gasping for air,
but hot, honeyed warmth was invading her core. He became bolder,
rubbing his thumb insistently against her clit, causing liquid heat
to spread between her legs and suddenly she needed more, needed to
feel that monstrous phallus moving deep inside her, fucking her
hard. She circled her hips experimentally and Damon groaned,
digging his fingers hard into her hip. He mimicked her movements,
circling his hips in a slow grind. Jemma cried out again, a high
pitched feral sound that seemed to come from someone else. The
sensations of him working her clit with his thumb and the painful
pleasure of his throbbing cock filling her and forcing her inner
muscles to stretch and then tighten instinctively was pushing her
over the edge. Her legs were spread wide, wider than ever before,
making her feel wanton and shameless with need. She rocked her hips
slowly back and forth and they both groaned together.

“I can’t take anymore, baby,” his
voice broke. “God, you’re as tight as a fist – I’m gonna explode.
I’ve gotta fuck you – now!”

He gripped her hips hard with both
hands and lifted her high, halfway off his cock before pushing her
down onto the whole long length of it.

“Oh God!”
She cried, unsure if she wanted him to stop or
not. The pain had ripped through her, but right behind it came this
burning, hot sensation of engulfing need. He did it again, sliding
slowly out of her before slamming her down hard; thrusting his hips
to grind himself into her. He released a long agonized groan,
losing control as her muscles tightened and squeezed the whole
length of his engorged flesh.

His thumb reached down, back to her
clit, circling her pleasure bud, not losing rhythm as he fucked
her. He had to lift her high to draw his long length out, just
keeping the swollen bulb of his knob inside and then thrusting back
into her. Two, three, four times, until she was mindless, he rammed
that monstrous pole into her. Forcing her to take it and then -
just as brutally - forcing her to love it.

“Ahhh,” with each punishing thrust she cried out. Her head hung
back, bouncing loosely with each hit, her hands gripping the hard,
damp muscles of his shoulders, hanging on for dear life as he
rammed into her. She could hear the slick, sucking sound every time
he pulled out and again when he slammed in. Faster and harder,
until Jemma felt a dragging pleasure deep inside of her begin to
flood from between her legs, upwards and outwards, engulfing her
whole trembling body. She was being swept up by a storm of cruel
pleasure, causing her to buck and twist her body like an animal
trapped on a spike. Panic suffused her as she tried to escape the
physical force of this unknown tide that would surely destroy her.
Damon gripped her hips, shoving into her violently as his erection
swelled, on the brink of his own orgasm. Wild sensation coursed
through her, heat exploding like a volcano as the first wave hit,
stiffening her body into a long arch. A high keening sound escaped
her throat, her inner muscles tightened and gripped his bursting
cock, squeezing and rippling around him. Wave after wave of
convulsing pleasure tore through her rigid body as she spasmed and
succumbed to the force of it.

Damon was right behind her grunting
savagely with each punishing blow – suddenly he bucked beneath her,
his head pulled back as he climaxed; his body arched and jerking.
Jemma whimpered as the hot, liquid heat of his semen spurted into
her and filled her to overflowing. She collapsed trembling against
him, tears streaming from her eyes, her muscles continuing to
tighten and squeeze, milking every last drop out of him.






Damon’s hands were shaking against her
slim hips. She was spread out weakly on top of him, her slim body
twitching and shaking as aftershocks of orgasm echoed through her.
He was still inside of her, his cock semi-hard, not wanting to
leave that tight, wet fist of her convulsing cunt. He caressed her
silky, damp skin as his body continued to tremble. They were
breathing in unison now, deep, unsteady gasps of air. She let out a
long moan and he sensed she must be in pain.

“Sorry baby. Are you sore?” he
asked.

She hesitated. “Yes – uh! A - a
little,”

He didn’t want to withdraw, wanted to
stay like this forever, but she must be fucking sore now that she
was coming down from her orgasm, so he lifted her gently and
allowed her tight muscles to squeeze his already hardening cock out
of her. She moaned softly in pain and he lowered her swollen cunt
onto his shaft, groaning with pleasure as his slippery, hot semen
together with her pleasure juices poured out of her onto his cock,
oozing over his lower stomach.

His brain refused to function, his
body still in shock from the mind-blowing orgasm that was still
wrenching through him. Her moist face was buried in his neck, her
silky hair spread across his chest and shoulders and her taut,
perfect breasts sticking to his own damp skin . . . He caressed her
hips, familiarizing himself with her lissome body, moving his hands
around to explore her ass. The skin was satin smooth, just like the
rest of her, and her cheeks were tight and rounded. He wondered
hazily how heavenly it would feel to fuck that ass, but pushed the
thought aside - it was not gonna happen. He stroked and cupped each
cheek, loving the feel of her spread wide on top of him. Her hot
pussy was puffed and streaming; smooth and soaking wet against his
shaft. He could feel their mingled juices running over his balls to
drip down onto the leather seat of the car.

He pressed her ass-cheeks gently
forward, so that the flesh of her vulva slid against his cock. She
moaned softly, seeming to enjoy what he was doing, so he did it
again, feeling the blood rush down to his cock, causing it to swell
and harden, ready for more.

Damon’s brain was slowly
beginning to clear. What was it about this
woman? She had just given him the most
incredible orgasm of his life. Sure, she was beautiful, but he’d
fucked many beautiful women. Was it that sublime, tight cunt of
hers? The way her inner muscles seemed to come alive; tightening
and quivering and milking his cock dry. He’d been shocked by how
quickly - easily – she’d responded to him. Her first time in a car
with a virtual stranger and, though she’d been nervous as hell to
begin with, as soon as he’d started working on her she had
completely lost control and so had he. And Damon prized himself on
never losing control…

He couldn’t put his finger – or rather
his cock – on it. All he knew was that once the fucking was over -
he was usually restless - ready to move on. But right now he just
wanted to hold her, get to know every inch of her perfect body and
then fuck her again, slowly this time, taking his sweet time,
driving her wild, having her beg and plead for it in that sexy
accent of hers – over and over again. But that wasn’t going to
happen, he knew there was no way her cunt could handle his
penetration again. Much as he craved a long, slow second round, he
wasn’t that selfish . . .

“You ok, baby?” he asked softly,
wanting to hear that sexy voice again.

“Mmm,” she breathed sliding her hands
from his shoulder muscles down his arms and back up again. It was
the first time he could recall her really touching him and the feel
of her hands, those long, slim fingers, stroking and gliding over
his damp skin were like a direct hotline to his growing
erection.

Her mouth was at his ear now, her
breath warm and soft, sending inviting signals down to his groin.
He fisted his fingers into her hair and brought her mouth down to
his in a long, languorous kiss. Taking his time, he circled her
soft, swollen lips with his tongue before delving deeply into her
mouth. She had a beautiful, fuckable mouth, lush, full lips, and
Damon couldn’t help wondering how it would feel to have his cock
inside there – deep inside. His heart began to pound, his cock
twitching at the picture in his mind. Gripping her head tightly he
deepened the kiss, grinding himself against her slick slot. He
wanted to feel those magical hands of hers on his cock, caressing
it in the way she was caressing his head and neck right
now.

He pushed her hips backwards, settling
her spread cunt onto his moistened balls, exposing his glistening
wet prick. “Touch me, baby,” he urged softly, against her ear.
“Please?”

She hesitated; then leaned back, hands
braced against his chest, to gaze down at his cock. It was huge and
shiny with moisture in the moonlight; fully erect and resting
against his stomach, the bulbous knob and exposed glans reaching
past his navel. She sucked in a breath of air; her eyes glued to
it, then slowly, agonizingly, she reached out and ran a tentative
finger along the underside of his rigid shaft. His cock jumped at
that light, teasing caress, coming alive and begging for more. She
jerked her finger back, lifting those big eyes to his face. He
gazed back at her, feeling like he could drown in those vulnerable
sky-blue eyes.

“Please baby,” he begged softly. “I’m
not gonna fuck you again, I know you’re sore, but I’m still so
fucking hot for you . . .”

She bent her head again, her long dark
hair covering her face and Damon reached up, running his fingers
through its soft silkiness, before drawing it back, away from her
face, to lie long and tumbled down her back. He wanted to see her,
watch her expression as she fondled his prick. She reached out
again and ran her finger along the pulsing vein of his shaft. This
time when it jerked she moistened her lips with her tongue. Damon
groaned, resting his head back against the seat, watching her with
burning eyes. He resisted the temptation to grab her hand and close
it tightly round his burgeoning erection. Once again, he was gonna
let her take her own sweet time . . .

Her eyes were glued to his cock and he
needed her to relax her, so he moved his hands, which were resting
on her strong, widespread legs, running them gently up to her hips
and back down again, loving the feel of her smooth skin. He felt
her relax as his fingers ran soothingly over her ass, moving slowly
up to her waist and finally her tits, loving the way she arched and
responded immediately to his touch. That tormenting finger had
reached the slick, swollen head of his moistened glans, liquid
weeping enticingly out of it. She took her time, exploring the firm
rounded knob with the tip of her finger, before finding and
circling the oozing mouth of his prick. She was getting into it now
and his hands were becoming more urgent on her perfect tits as he
tried to hold back the burning lust that was catching fire. She
lifted her finger to her mouth and sucked the juice lazily off of
it. In, out, in, out.

“For fuck’s sake, woman,” Damon
groaned in torment.

She lifted her head, pulled her finger
slowly out of her mouth and smiled – a sexy, knowing smile that
twisted in his gut. She was learning fast, knowledge of her
feminine power and what it was doing to him growing within her.
Anger wrestled with lust as he clamped down on the urge to thrust
his engorged cock deep inside her vulnerable flesh again and show
her just who was boss.

“Don’t you like it?” her accent had
the same effect as her finger on his knob.

“Yeah,” he breathed. “Do you like
this?” He ran two fingers along her widespread, glistening vulva,
hard, up and down either side of her clit.

“Ahh!” She jerked against his fingers and Damon felt a ragged sense
of pleasure at undoing her so hard and fast.

Her hand grabbed his
pulsing flesh in response, squeezing tightly as if needing
something to hold onto. God, she was so
responsive, so easily ready, and her hand
now gripping his cock in a tight fist was exactly what he needed.
He closed his hand over hers and began moving it up and down,
forcing himself to keep the pace slow, slow and steady, while he
worked her sensitized pussy with his other hand.

“That’s it,” he managed to keep his
voice even. “Just take it slow, baby.”

She was rolling her hips now, moaning
softly and the sound was sweet music to his ears. He rubbed the
soft folds of her cunt, exploring the beautiful slick flesh, spread
wide to his gaze. He teased her swelling nub lightly with his
thumb; watched her jerk against it. She was moving back and forth
now, her pelvis thrusting up and outwards, her moans turning into
begging whimpers. Suddenly her body arched and tightened, her
fingernails digging painfully into his engorged penis.

“Fuck!” Damon loosened her fingers
carefully from around his cock, still managing her clit at the same
time. She was coming and he wanted to make it good for her, his
time would come after . . .

He used both hands, one pulling up the
smooth flesh of her mound, so that her engorged clitoris pushed
out, begging for more while his other hand played and rubbed inside
those beautiful smooth pussy lips. Working her just hard and fast
enough to push her over the edge. His cock burned while he watched
her come, sobbing and arching her body. Her tits were high and
full, the nipples tight and pointed, rising and falling as she rode
his cock. His eyes dropped to her long, flat stomach; leading to
her exquisite smooth, glistening cunt, spread out wide and proud
over his groin. All pink, glistening flesh, framed by those lush,
pear shaped pussy lips of hers. She wasn’t as loud this time when
she came, more of a whimpering, animal sound that went on and on,
and Damon finally lost it.

She was still in orgasm, digging her
nails into his hips and grinding herself against him. He grabbed
his cock in his fist, pushing the turgid head against her clit,
then running it up and down her soaking pussy.

“Look at it baby,” he ground out. “I
want you to watch.”

Her eyes slowly opened, glassy and
drugged with pleasure, following his gaze down to his enormous
phallus, the shiny, swollen head sliding up and down her glistening
cunt as slick juice oozed out of his opening, readying them for the
storm. She released a long moan that ended in a sob and her body
jerked against his cock. Damon rubbed that cock up and down,
circling her clit, then running the ridged underside up and down
again, before carefully circling her tender hole, where most of the
warm liquid was. He wanted to hold back, to prolong the hot
pleasure that was threatening to engulf him, but there was no
stopping the force of that sweet release from taking power. His
movements became more and more urgent, rubbing it harder and faster
against her. The sounds of their slick juices sliding and sucking,
driving him over the edge.

“I’m gonna come all over your
beautiful pussy, baby,” he told her. “And you gonna watch it – and
love it.”

His balls tightened and his
erection expanded, about to explode; he worked his cock hard and
fast with his fist, squeezing tight. Then watched the hot, liquid
jets shoot out – hitting their target. The first spurt hit her
clit, covering it in his hot, thick cream, the second went high
hitting her mound and sliding slowly down into her slit; and the
last spurting jet hit her vulnerable opening, a thick, glistening
glob; and he smeared that hot cum around those inviting folds of
flesh with the head of his cock. Dragging his gaze away, to look up
at her, Damon saw that she too was watching through half-opened
eyes. “Oh God,” she
breathed, the sight of his huge prick caressing her cunt and
prolonging her orgasm. She lifted her hips a little, so he could
run his knob around her swollen, sore, entrance.

He didn’t want it to end, running his
still oozing cock into the slippery, warm cum, covering her entire
pussy with it.

She moaned, her ass wriggling and her
fingernails dragging softly against his pubic hair.

“God, that feels so good,” she
breathed, her accent more pronounced. “I think I’m in love with
your cock.”

Damon let out a chocked laugh, his
orgasm still echoing through him, unable to take his eyes off her
cunt covered in his glistening spunk. His prick shiny and wet,
worshiping her in sweet ecstasy.






Jemma ran her hands up from Damon’s
hips, over his deliciously hard stomach muscles and on to his
chest. Loving the freedom to explore and caress his beautiful body;
she just couldn’t get enough of it. He had little hair on his chest
and she was glad, disliking hairy men. She found his nipples,
exploring the tight nubs with building confidence. He seemed to be
enjoying it and she felt a thrill of excitement, running her
fingernails around and over his nipples and then slowly downwards
to his hard abdominal muscles. His skin was so smooth and still
slightly damp with sweat; she could spend all night just caressing
this form of masculine perfection. Her hands were at his lower
stomach now, just above his pubic hair, his stomach muscles flat
and hard and she spread her hands out caressing smooth damp skin
covering tight, hard muscle.

He obviously found her attractive,
sexy even; otherwise he wouldn’t have come back for seconds. . .
His hands were caressing her waist now, and she was desperate to
explore more of his hard body, his smooth skin, his rough hands.
They were both breathing less frantically, but still enjoying the
feeling of being sex to sex, with a lot of hot liquid in between.
Jemma smiled to herself and then bent over before she could stop
herself, to press her open mouth to his. His hands gripped at her
waist and he pulled her even closer, she traced his lips with her
tongue before delving in. He allowed her to have her way for a few
moments, his hands moving to her breasts, cupping them and kneading
lazily. His fingers found her nipples, squeezing them between
finger and thumb, sending stinging pleasure pulsing down to her
groin. She never knew her breasts could enjoy a man’s touch so
much, they were swollen and throbbing as they pushed against his
palms. Even though she felt sore and raw inside, her muscles still
tightened greedily wanting more.

Finally one hand left her
breast to grip her neck and take possession of her mouth. Long,
drugging kisses that left her weak and boneless, leaning heavily
into him, while her fingers tangled and twisted tightly into his
hair, just like he’d done to her. Their lower bodies were making
sweet, wet sounds whenever they moved and Jemma found it dirty and
sexy, moving her groin in sync with her tongue. God, the man knew how to kiss, sucking
at her tongue, her full bottom lip and then darting his tongue in
and out of her mouth just like he was fucking her. They kissed like
that for ages; Jemma still feeling tiny echoing orgasms as she
rubbed the tortured nerve endings of her cunt against that
hardening shaft. His hands were all over her; from her hair, neck,
breasts, stomach and then her pussy lips. He stayed away from her
vulva, letting his cock do the work there, but he seemed to love
caressing her smoothly waxed, swollen and sensitized
lips.

“I think I could stay like this
forever,” Jemma murmured sleepily.

She felt his whole body stiffen, his
hands tightening around her hip bones.

“Shit!” His face had lost that lazy,
sensual look.

“What?” Jemma’s stomach
hollowed.

“Fuck, I just remembered something,”
he muttered, moving his hands to her knees. “I - a meeting. I
almost forgot - shit!”

He shifted beneath her, and Jemma got
the message – he wanted her to move. She eased her aching muscles
upwards, allowing him to straighten up. He lifted her easily off
him and Jemma felt suddenly cold and bereft, especially between her
legs as he sat her down beside him. Her legs were numb from being
in that kneeling position for so long; slowly she stretched them, a
moan of pain escaping her.

“You probably gonna be real stiff
tomorrow, baby.” He kissed her head as if in apology, but continued
to move, grabbing his shirt. The mood in the car changed
completely.

He was pulling his jeans up from his
ankles now, no underwear to be seen, of course, and Jemma took the
hint fast. Her wet thighs were sticking unpleasantly to the leather
seat as she searched for her black dress. God, it seemed like a
lifetime since she had worn that dress!

“I’ve got some tissues in here
somewhere,” he muttered. “Sorry baby - I just didn’t realize how
late it was.”

He found the square box of
pull-out tissues and handed them to her, arching his back to button
up his jeans. God he was still so
sexy, even when he was trying to get rid of
her . . . She used the tissues to clean between her legs - almost
finishing the box and feeling mortified. She wasn’t sure what to do
with the used ones and he told her to leave them on the floor of
the car. Although she didn’t like it, she didn’t have much choice,
and she couldn’t help scanning the car floor, looking for the
tissues of previous occupants. To her relief there were
none.

It took her awhile to locate her
panties and by the time she did Damon had buttoned up his shirt and
seemed to be waiting for her. He leaned his arm along the back seat
of the car and fingered her hair, while she slipped her panties on,
but said nothing.

Jemma was in such a hurry
to leave the car now, that she climbed out on her side, grabbed her
bag, and asked him to find her shoes. Her legs felt like overcooked
spaghetti - weak and trembling. She held onto the open door of the
car for a few precious seconds; her mind and body unable to
function. Deep breaths Jemma, deep
breaths.

Her feet were bare, but she didn’t
care as the blood began to flow painfully through her aching legs.
She was feeling better, probably from the fresh air and she needed
to get away - fast.

“Got ‘em,” he opened the door on his
side, holding her pumps up in the air - like a prize.

Her car was closer to the bar and she
reached for her shoes, trying not to get to close to
him.

“Thank you.” She carried
them in her hands, the hard tar on her feet bringing her back down
to earth. She was about to say goodbye, when he began to walk
alongside her towards the car. Ever the
fucking gentleman, she thought,
pettily.

“Which car is yours?”

“The silver Toyota.” She kept moving
and finally, stopped beside it, feeling, quite ridiculously like
holding out her hand. “Thank you for – um, everything –
Damon.”

“Yeah - well – the pleasure was all
mine,” he raked his fingers through his hair, then pushed his hands
into the pockets of his jeans, his expression cool and detached.
“You drive safe ok.”

She was opening the car door when he
called out.

She turned around. “Sorry . . .
?”

His face looked harsh and beautiful in
the shadows.

“What’s your name?”

“My name?”

“Yeah. Your name.”

She gave a little laugh. “It’s Jemma,”
she shook her head and climbed into the car.






Damon walked back to his car in a
dirty, black mood. He reached for his cigarettes, swearing out loud
when he realized his hands were shaking; then dragged some much
needed nicotine into his lungs. He’d been cold and abrupt -
brutally insensitive in his haste to get away from her.

Fucking genius
Damon, he smarted, leaning against the
Cadillac and running his hand along the smooth, polished surface of
the car. It reminded him of her body; smooth and long with gentle
curves. He loved this car; it was one of his favorites. Now it
probably smelt of her, the back seat smeared with the juices of
their fucking. . .

Running off was something
he never did after sex with a woman, never. He always tried to be a
gentleman, no matter how rough and dirty the fucking was; women
were different creatures and he loved them for it. Always doing his
best to make sure they felt sexy and appreciated when the time came
to say goodbye. But he’d been spooked. Spooked by the intense sex,
spooked by her and
the effect she’d had on him. He’d never felt such a strong and
immediate desire for a woman, and then the sex. God the sex had been incredible! She
was made for it, her body perfect and fitting perfectly with his –
except for that incredibly tight cunt of hers . . .

“Fuck!” He ground the cigarette butt
out with the heel of his boot.

She - Jemma - he spoke her
name out loud, absorbing the sound of it - she was not a woman
who’d been round the block, that was for sure. But God knew she
couldn’t get enough of it once they got started –
beautiful, innocent and sluttish
– maybe that was the lethal combination. Not just
physically but on an emotional level as well. Damon enjoyed sex -
sometimes sweet and even tender, usually rough and hard, but this
had been so . . . intense - so - intimate. Everything about her had hit
him deep in his gut; those trusting blue eyes, that low, husky
voice - the sexy posh English accent, that wild responsive body,
everything . . . And it was just too much. After those explosive
orgasms he’d felt like his world had shifted, his
mind had shifted, and he
had had to get away from her, fast. To sort his head – and his body
– out. Because, God knew, he was still hot for her . . .
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