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Jemma drained the glass of white wine and
dropped it on to the bed before stepping under the shower, allowing
the cool spray of water to soak through her hair and refresh her
heated body. Stretching her arms high, she shampooed her hair,
savoring the sensation of her body feeling like it finally belonged
to her again. It had been exactly one week since that rough ride in
the back of the car. Her muscles had been sore for days, aching
with a hangover from the kind of wild sex her body just wasn’t used
to.

She closed her eyes and was straight back
there - spread out on the backseat of the car with his cock deep
inside her. God, her body responded immediately, her inner
muscles squeezing tight, as warm, moist heat pooled between her
thighs. She reached for the large sponge and soaped it into a
thick, creamy lather, then began to rub it against her
tight-nippled breasts. The sponge felt slick and sensuous against
her sensitized skin and she circled it lower, over her flat
stomach, down to the growing ache between her legs, and groaned as
the foamy, porous surface made contact with that swelling nub of
flesh pushing out of her smooth wet sex.

Leaning one hand against the tiled wall of
the shower, Jemma’s legs started to tremble and her heart began to
thump. She arched her back, lifting her face to gasp in the steamy
air, while rubbing the sponge back and forth against her pulsing
vulva. The sponge felt good, soft yet slightly rough. She ran it
from the top of her sex right down to her moist entrance and back
up again. Yes, the sponge felt good, but it wasn’t enough. Dropping
it onto the shower floor, Jemma slid her hand down to the heated
cleft of her sex and moaned as her middle finger teased her soapy
clit; engorged and throbbing with need. She explored the slick,
hidden folds of flesh for a few blissful moments, then returned to
that sweet nubbin, protruding and aching for attention. Circling
her hips and finger at the same time, her mind instinctively
pictured a bigger, rougher finger rasping against her needy sex.
Releasing a long, shaky, sob, her hand began to move frantically.
Images of his hands, his mouth, his huge cock ramming in deep,
flashed through her head and pushed her over the edge into orgasm .
. .

Jemma switched off the hairdryer and reached
for the wine bottle – it was empty.

“Shit.”

She was feeling pleasantly tipsy, her body
warm and rosy after the shower and the orgasm. God knew; she
deserved an enjoyable night off. She’d been writing non-stop for a
whole week now and she needed a break. She also needed to get out
of this motel room, she realized, looking around at the sparse,
impersonal space that was her home, for now.

An idea popped into her head, probably due
to the wine but, Why the fuck not? she asked her reflection
in the mirror, and without giving herself time to change her mind,
she reached for her faded, stretch-denim jeans.

Within half an hour Jemma was at the motel
reception, waiting for her taxi to arrive.

It was exactly one week since she'd been to
Alfie’s Bar, and she was going back. But this time she wasn’t going
there to look for casual sex with a stranger. The only stranger she
could consider having sex with had got what he wanted from her, and
had surely moved on to the next available piece of ass by now.

She wasn’t angry or upset with him. It may
have just been casual car sex to him, but to her it had meant much
more. An encounter she would never forget and, if anything, she was
grateful to him. He would never know what a life changing
experience it had been for her. Like a precious gift that she held
close and opened every now and again - like earlier in the shower -
to gaze upon and cherish.

He may not even acknowledge her if he was
there tonight, but something told her he would at least greet her –
ever the fucking gentleman – but she wasn’t going there for
him. She had liked the place. There was an atmosphere of excitement
about it, and with Dee behind the bar she almost felt like a
regular. Yeah, she wasn’t going to avoid her favorite bar in Las
Vegas just because he might get the wrong idea and think she
was there for him. Jemma giggled to herself; the bottle of wine
she’d polished off making her feel young and reckless. The guy at
reception eyed her curiously.

Get a grip Jem, she scolded herself.
Shoving her hands into the pockets of her brown suede jacket, she
attempted to look like the sober, sensible English writer she
professed to be. Uncertainty reared its head. She began to wish the
cab would arrive before she changed her mind and realized that
going to Alfie’s Bar was a stupid idea, and seeing Damon glued to
some busty blonde may just spoil her evening after all -.

“Your cab’s outside ma’am,” the receptionist
announced, and forcing herself to at least look sober and
confident, Jemma thanked him and walked out into the warm Vegas
night.






Damon was trying to distract himself by
playing pool, hitting the balls too damn hard and losing the game
slowly but surely. He was in an ugly mood – had been for the past
week – and tonight was even worse because it had been exactly one
week since he’d had her, and lost her. And after tonight he was
gonna give up looking. It was pathetic, he was pathetic,
coming to this damn bar every night in the futile hope that she
might be here. She was not coming back, he knew it in his bones,
and it was probably for the best. The woman was trouble with a
capital T. Hell; he’d even stooped so low as to approach Dee – his
least favorite dyke in the whole world – and asked if she knew
where he could find her . . . Jemma. Dee had just given him a
self-satisfied smile and told him she had no idea where Jemma
was.

He cracked another ball and watched it
ricochet before sinking the white.

“Fuck,” he cursed without much feeling,
looking forward to going outside for a cigarette once he’d lost the
game. Maybe he'd just go home, have an early night and then get on
with his life.

His eyes swept the crowded room as they'd
done a hundred times or more in the past week, but all he could see
was the same old faces, male and female, looking for instant
gratification – be it sex, drugs or money – and he wanted none of
it. After this game he was going to go home, and forget about
her.

Then Jake caught his eye. His friend was
ambling towards him, an edgy smile on his rugged face, which sent
an immediate prickle up Damon’s spine.

“What?” he asked, as Jake stopped beside the
pool table.

“Um – I think she’s here . . .” Jake looked
over his shoulder towards the other end of the room and then back
at him.

Damon’s heart skipped a beat. “You
think?

“Well I didn’t get a good look at her the
last time -”

“Where?” Damon felt like shaking the
information out of his friend. Poor Jake had had to put up with his
nasty, irrational behavior for the past week – the guy deserved a
Goddamn medal.

“She’s uh – talking to some guy over by the
cigarette machine –“

Damon was gone before he'd finished talking.
He forced his way through the crowd, sure that Jake had got it
wrong - it couldn’t possibly be her. He knew it in his bones. And
then he saw her . . .

She was leaning against the wall next to the
cigarette machine talking to the same kid who’d tried to pick her
up the week before. Damon's heart began thumping in his chest; he
paused to calm himself down, allowing his eyes to roam hungrily
over her. God, she looked even better than he remembered; wearing
faded jeans that molded those long slim legs and a soft, suede
jacket that just covered her ass; a glass of wine in her hand and a
smile on her animated face. The kind of smile that should have a
reserved sign on it. Hell, she should have a reserved
sign on her – strictly reserved for him!

His heart still pounding and a prickle of
sweat breaking out on his skin, Damon made his way towards them and
stopped right beside her. “Buzz off kid,” he kept his eyes on the
boy, his expression flat and cold. “She’s with me.”

“Damon!” Well at least she remembered his
name, but he ignored her keeping his eyes on the kid.

“I said, fuck off.” The guy looked to her
for support, but she wasn’t looking at him. “Now. Before I
bust your face.”

Much as he wanted to break the kid’s nose,
he knew she wouldn’t like it and he didn’t want to frighten her
away. As the kid shrugged sullenly and slowly disappeared into the
crowd, Damon allowed himself to breathe again.

“That was bloody rude of you!” God that
accent, what it did to him.

Finally he turned and stared into those wide
blue eyes that had been haunting him for the past week. “Were you
planning on fucking him?” Her expression was indignant, but
fuck it was good to lay his eyes on her again.

“What?”

He ignored her question, sliding his hand
possessively beneath her hair and round her neck. “Let’s get the
hell out of here.”

Determined, Damon steered her towards the
exit. Urging her through the throng of people, his whole body
tense, his fingers aching against the warm skin at the nape of her
neck.

"Wait!"

His stomach hollowed - she was gonna say
no. What could he do? Drag her out by her hair?

She lifted the wine glass and drained it,
then set it down on one of the tables. "OK, I'm ready."

He dragged some oxygen into his lungs and
eased her through the crowd, towards the door and outside. The cool
air steadied his nerves and he turned to face her, dropping his
hand reluctantly from her neck. His eyes drank her in, like a
relapsed alcoholic. She was wearing a plain, black vest under the
suede jacket, no bra, looking more casual than the last time he'd
seen her - and sexy as hell. Her dark hair fell straight and long,
framing that striking face and contrasting with those sultry, blue
eyes.

"You look different," he said without
thinking.

"Do I?" She tilted her head to one side and
swayed, just a little. "And you're acting like a lunatic -
threatening that poor guy like that!"

"Fuck! Are you drunk?" For some reason the
idea infuriated him.

"No I am not drunk." She tilted her head to
the other side as if seriously considering his question. "And it's
none of your business anyway."

Damon felt like shaking her till her teeth
rattled. "Do you have any idea how dangerous it is to come to a
place like this drunk?"

She rolled her eyes and he genuinely wanted
to slap her. "I told you," she spoke slowly, her accent more
pronounced - as if she were talking to a child. "I am not
drunk.”

He grabbed the back of her neck again, but
this time with more force than feeling. "Let's get to the Goddamn
car - maybe I can fuck some sense into you."

She giggled, and despite his fury, he felt
his cock jerk in response to that throaty sound, which enraged him
even more.

"So, were you gonna fuck him?" He kept
moving, his stomach in knots, this was so not how he had imagined
things going.

"Fuck who?" She tried to slow down and look
at him, but he just tightened his grip and kept moving.

"The kid in the bar - who else?"

She didn't say anything, not a word, and by
now they'd reached the car.

He spun her around to face him. "I'll take
that as a yes, then."

She leaned back against the Caddy, obviously
too tipsy to stand up straight and smiled at him, a drunken, sexy
smile. Damon’s grip tightened around her upper arms, his hands
itching to slap her, but he forced himself to let her go and opened
the car door, standing back like a gentleman, afraid that if he
touched her he would hurt her.

"Just get in the fucking car."

"Yes sir," she said with a smile and climbed
into the car.

He got an eyeful of her tight jean-clad ass
as she bent into the car, stretching her arms so the jacket rode up
to her waist. Fury and lust raged through him as he followed her,
slamming the door behind him. She twisted round to face him and he
was on top of her before she knew it. He heard the air leave her
lungs in a strangled moan as his heavy body pushed down onto
her.

"God - Damon -." His mouth covered
hers in a hard, punishing, kiss his hand circling her throat, and
he had to force himself not to tighten his fingers and squeeze.

All the raw frustration and angst of the
past week welled up inside of him, pushing him to the brink of
losing control. Then the taste and smell of her hit him,
transforming all that rage into biting lust. He kneed her legs open
and ground himself against her soft, warm core, dragging his mouth
from hers to release an agonized groan. He shoved his hand under
the vest she was wearing, desperate to feel her skin against his,
and found one of those perfect tits, squeezing her nipple so hard
that she cried out in pain.

"Damon!" she sobbed. "Please -."

"Oh you do baby, believe me you do," He
reached for her other breast and squeezed, not quite as hard;
rewarded by her moan of pleasure.

He was desperate to get inside of her,
before he lost it completely and climaxed in his pants, but those
damn jeans of hers were in the way. Lifting himself up on one arm
he flipped open the button of her jeans, forcing the zipper down
and shoving his hand inside her panties. He needed to feel that
cunt of hers, taste it, smell it; after one week of waiting,
wanting and not knowing if he'd ever get this again. But now he had
it - had her - and his brain was still trying to catch up
with the fact. But his body was already there, ready to take her
and fuck her again and again, until he was sick of the sight of
her.

His hand reached that sweet, smooth pussy of
hers and he hissed as his fingers dipped inside, feeling the moist
heat slide against his fingers.

“Oh baby, you are so fucking wet,” he ran
his middle finger up and down her slit, relishing the way her hips
jerked up to meet him. “Is this for me or the kid in the bar?”

“Fuck you!”She swore, but her body was
jumping against his hand.

“You will,” his voice shook as his finger
circled her tight entrance. “Oh, Jemma baby, believe me you will.”
And then he pushed that finger inside her – hard.

Her body bucked off the car seat and she let
out a high-pitched cry that drove him mad, those inner muscles
squeezing his middle finger hungrily. He had to get inside her -
now. But those tight, fuck-me, jeans were in the way and, if he
could, he would have torn them off of her. He withdrew his finger
and she sobbed in despair.

“Damon, please,” she begged and he paused to
enjoy her torment, sucking on his warm, wet finger while staring
down into her dazed eyes.

But his own torment drove him on. He gripped
the top of those Goddamn jeans and yanked them down to her ankles.
He wanted them off. God knew, he wanted them off of her, but
she was wearing fucking boots and the jeans were not gonna come off
without the boots – and he just didn’t have the time. He knelt back
between her thighs and unbuttoned his own jeans, staring down
hungrily at her exposed sex, glistening in the moonlight. Her knees
were half bent, but the jeans had trapped her ankles together. His
shirt was sticking to his body with sweat, he wanted it off too,
wanted skin against skin, but he couldn't wait. Shoving his jeans
down to his knees, his aching erection sprang free, the tip swollen
and drooling. Gripping her ankles, he pushed them up, so her knees
bent higher and her thighs spread wide, her shaven pussy drenched
and ready for him.

"God - yes -," he groaned.

Lowering himself onto her and, dragging his
gaze away from her beautiful cunt, he searched her face, needing to
know that she wanted this as much as he did. She was looking down,
so he grabbed his cock, rubbing the weeping knob against her
inviting flesh.

"Dear God, I forgot how big - ," she gulped,
lifting her wide eyes to his. "Don't hurt me Damon - please."

Fuck. He was ready to ram it into
her, as hard and fast as his body could go, but he’d forgotten how
small and tight she was.

“Just relax – baby - you’re so ready," he
sucked in his breath, wanting to sooth her, but his voice sounded
strained and cracked. "Just. Relax -"

His cock was throbbing in his grip as he
slid it against her glistening slot. Feeling her body soften and
arch, he forced himself to slow down and make her want it; allowing
the slick head to stroke her slit, spread wide and inviting. Thank
fuck she was wet – and so was he- as he found her opening and eased
that swollen head inside her. Christ, he’d forgotten how tight she
was. His hips jerked violently, and without warning he was deep
inside her.

“Oh God – Fuck -.” Those muscles were
like a vice around him and he began to thrust.

She sobbed his name, digging her nails into
his wrists, as his body surged with the intense pleasure of being
sucked in deep. He tried, God knew he tried; but once those slick,
tight muscles squeezed around his cock, he lost it. His body simply
took over, hammering into her, leaving his brain way behind. She
heaved and strained as if to throw him off, but her thighs were
gripping him hard, just like he wanted. He withdrew and thrust back
into her, hearing that high, feral sound she made, but it was
coming from far, far away.

Damon pounded into her, each time driving in
deeper and harder. He couldn’t breathe, but didn’t care as agonized
pleasure drenched his body. Every thrust was like a climax in
itself. He heard a whimpering moan, then her body arched high off
the seat, her muscles convulsing as her orgasm rippled around his
grinding shaft.

He fought back the violent urge to come with
her. His cock driving him on, getting even harder and bigger, but
he didn't want it to end - not yet. He kept going, hard and fast,
until another orgasm ripped through her, the tight, wet heat
driving him crazy. He could feel her squirming and bucking beneath
him, like a wild animal. Her hands moved to his hammering backside
and when her fingernails dug painfully into his rock-hard buttocks,
he finally let go, his cock exploding inside her. The orgasm went
on and on, his body taut as a bow, he continued to thrust into that
tight fist of flesh. He couldn’t stop himself, even after he felt
the hot semen gushed out and smoothen the ride, he continued to
pump into her, gripping her hips and holding her squirming body
still to deepen the penetration. . .

Damon’s brain must have shut down for a few
seconds, ‘cause when reality slowly set in his body was slumped on
top of hers and he could hear her struggling to breathe. His arms
trembled weakly, but he managed to lift his upper body off of
her.

"You - ok?" He gasped, his heart pumping and
sweat leaking down his face.

“God, Damon. . ."

“I didn't mean," he could hardly speak. "To
be so - rough."

God rough was not the word! He'd completely
lost it, he conceded, his mind still dazed and unstable. And he
couldn't blame it on alcohol, two bottles of beer - or drugs -he'd
been drug-free for over three years now. Behaving like a
sex-starved maniac was so not him, he thought, breathing hard. She
didn't know that though; didn't know he hadn't even had sex for
about 3 months before her - that he just couldn't be bothered.
Basically she knew nothing about him - relief calmed his mind.
She knew nothing about him - and he was gonna keep it that
way.

There was a long silence as they both
struggled for air. He lowered his head and covered her mouth with
his, running his tongue languidly over her soft lips, then delving
deep into the warm interior; tongues twisting and mating, causing
after-shocks of sweet sensation to spasm through their joined
bodies. He didn't want to leave her, wanted to stay inside her -
and start all over again.

"I didn't think you wanted to - fuck me
again," she whispered when he finally dragged his mouth from hers.
Her fingers slowly circling and caressing his butt

Damon's eyes drooped, his skin responding to
her sensual touch. "Why?"

"You seemed in such a hurry to get rid of me
the last time we - met," she said softly, still short of breath.
"How did your meeting go?"

"What meeting?" He lifted his hand to smooth
her hair away from her dampened face, running his thumb from her
cheekbone down to her full, swollen mouth.

She laughed, a sexy drunken giggle."See. I
knew you were lying."

Damon suddenly clicked. "Oh - the meeting -
last Thursday night,” his mind raced for something to lie about. "I
was late -.So late that I missed the damn meeting."

"Oh dear," her accent was like an
aphrodisiac to his senses. "I'm sorry . . ."

"Don't be," he ran his hand down her body.
Along the slim curve of her waist and hip, familiarizing himself
with those long, sinuous lines, then slowly back up to her breasts.
"Probably a waste of time anyway."

She arched and released a little moan as his
fingers rolled and pulled at her nipple. Still so responsive . .
.

He wanted her again, but the soft, sweet
intimacy surrounding them made him edgy. It was just - too much. He
ground his teeth together and forced himself to withdraw his
hardening cock, needing to detach himself - physically and
emotionally - even though she moaned the lass. He had to get back
some remnant of control.

Lifting himself completely off her, Damon
laid back, resting his head on the opposite door of the car, his
eyes moving lazily over her. God, he'd really believed he wouldn't
see her again, and yet here she was; lying languidly, her long legs
splayed, her thighs smeared with his semen. Blissed-out from the
hard fucking he'd just given her. And crass as it may seem, it felt
great. This was how he wanted her. Fucked and branded by him, so
that no other male would dare go near her. Christ, was he
losing his mind?






Jemma stared at him through half closed
eyes. She still couldn't believe she was back here, in the car,
with him.

After the last time, she had never expected
to be invited back into this car again. He moved and her gaze
heated, he was unbuttoning his shirt and rubbing his gleaming
chest. Jemma's eyes lowered to his taut abs and hard stomach.
God, but he was beautiful! As her gaze lowered, she saw the
huge head of his penis covering his naval. His cock was fully erect
and shining wet with the remains of their coupling, bigger, thicker
than ever. She glanced at his face and swallowed hard, he was
watching her watching him.

"Like what you see?"

She moistened her lips, too tipsy to lie,
"Yes," she whispered.

He lowered his hand and closed his fist
around it, all the while watching her as he moved his hand up and
down, up and down. Drawing the skin back, exposing the swollen,
bulbous head and glistening glans, making Jemma's mouth water.

She had never been down on a man in her
life, but he didn't know that. And she wanted him in her mouth now
more than anything else in the world. His hand kept moving slowly,
pushing the skin all the way up again, then pulling it back down to
the root. Revealing the drooling mouth, the moist head, until the
whole long length of it was exposed, inviting and gleaming against
his stomach.

She wanted it, wanted to feel the smooth,
throbbing heat of him against her lips, her tongue, deep inside her
mouth. The wine gave her courage and she sat up, shrugging off her
jacket and pulling the black vest over her head. His eyes fixed on
her breasts, giving her the boldness to continue; she pulled her
boots off - one by one - slipping her jeans and panties down
slowly; one leg at a time. Deliberately spreading her thighs, so he
could see her sex oozing with his semen. When she was naked, she
knelt down on the floor of the car and ran her hands from his open,
bent knees to the top of his thighs. His jeans were scrunched down
around his calves and his hips lifted automatically as her hands
got close to his swollen shaft. But she moved them back down to his
knees, lowering her head and breathing the erotic, musky scent of
their combined juices between his legs. Her hair brushed his thighs
and he groaned then jerked again, his backside lifting off the seat
of the car.

"For fuck's sake, Jemma" he chocked. "Just
do it - please." He was holding it in his fist now, away from his
stomach and pointing it towards her face. Tempting her with the
beauty of it.

Jemma ran her hands upwards again, slowly
framing his huge erection and testicles with her hands but not
touching it. He groaned and jerked his fist up then down the long
length of it, begging her to take him in her mouth. She'd read
about it, watched how it was done in porn films - and now she was
finally going to do it. Please God, don't let him realize how
green she really was.

Taking a deep breath, she lowered her head
and ran her wet tongue slowly from the base to the swollen, head
and ended by swirling her tongue around the drooling mouth, sucking
and savoring the subtle, salty taste of him. Damon growled, low in
his throat and tried to push it deeper into her mouth with his
fist, but she pulled back, loving the aura of desperation coming
from him, loving the way if felt against her tongue, the skin so
silky smooth, yet so hard beneath.

"For fuck's sake, Jemma," he said again, his
fist moving as he sucked air in through his teeth.

Finally Jemma lowered her head and opened
her mouth wide, taking the head of his cock inside her watering
mouth and suckling with pure, erotic pleasure. The muscles between
her legs clenched with need. She would never have believed going
down on a man could be such a turn on, but the desperate sounds he
was making, together with the sensation of his huge, hot knob,
smooth and wet in her mouth, was causing the juices to flow between
her legs.

Damon took her hand and placed it where his
had been, around the thick shaft - thicker than her wrist. How
could she possibly get all of it inside her mouth? God, how
did those women in the porn films do it? She lowered her head, this
time taking the tumescent knob and part of his shaft into her
mouth, feeling the tip almost reach the back of her throat. She
pulled back, running her tongue, once again, from the pulsing base
to the tip and sucking the head back into her mouth.

"Christ - Jemma - ."

She opened her eyes and lifted them to his
face, still suckling on the distended bulb. Her insides twisted as
her gaze met his. His amber eyes were burning into hers, wild and
glazed. She popped the head out from between her lips and circled
it slowly with her tongue, watching him watching her.

"You love this, don't you?" He breathed,
threading his fingers into her hair and cupping her scalp.

She didn't bother to reply - the answer was
in her eyes.

Her fist closed around his shaft, moving up
and down in unison with her mouth, loving the soft, fine skin
covering the rock-hard flesh beneath. She could feel the hard
ridges, covered by that fine, skin and the thick vein, pulsing
against her tongue. Lowering her head she tried to take more of him
deeper into her mouth - but God, -he was so big, so thick.
Tears filled her eyes as the swollen head reached the back of her
throat and she gagged, having to ease it back out and take a
breath.

 

His hand was caressing her scalp and she
sensed his desire to push, push his cock deep inside, but he
controlled the urge and twisted her hair into his fist instead.

"I can't take much more of this, baby," his
voice was chocked. "I'm gonna have to fuck you again. Playtime's
over."

She felt torn, one part of her desperate to
have him deep inside her again, fucking her long and hard, but she
also wanted to continue what she was doing - worshipping his cock
with her mouth. She wanted to take her time, learn how to relax her
throat muscles and take it all in, until she felt him come in her
mouth, gushing down the back of her throat. But her body squirmed
with need, the emptiness between her legs crying out for his
penetration.

"Enough Jemma!" He grabbed her shoulders and
dragged her off of him, ignoring her cry of protest.

Jerking her up, Damon set her down hard on
the car seat, spreading her legs wide and kneeling between them on
the floor of the car. His erection sprung high between his thighs;
long, thick and aggressively ready. Jemma's juiced inner muscles
clenched at the sight of it and she quashed the shiver of alarm
that threatened to overtake her. Her sex was creamed and oozing
with his semen, which should make it easier, but she was also a
little sore, her body still unaccustomed to such a large and rough
penetration. This time she knew there was no holding back, she'd
pushed him too far with her teasing mouth.

"I need to get inside you now!"

Dragging her backside to the edge of the
seat, he grabbed his cock in his fist and without hesitation,
forced the swollen head into her sensitive opening.

Without giving her a chance to breathe, he
rammed the whole length of it deep into her streaming sex. Jemma
released a long cry of pleasurable pain, but he didn't hesitate,
just pulled out and then rammed it in again. By the third stroke
she felt that now familiar pull of orgasm, sucking her up higher
and higher with each forceful penetration; then exploding with a
hot gush of ecstasy, sending shockwaves through her body.

"That's right." Damon gasped. "Come for me
baby."

She sobbed as the orgasm continued to throb
through her body, not able to subside as he continued to pound into
her - his pace steady - not as fast as before, but just fast enough
to keep her convulsing with each tormenting grind.

"God, you're so tight," he groaned. "Do you
know how hard it is not to come when I'm inside you?"

Jemma couldn't answer, her body over-dosed
on pleasure. Legs spread wide, her hands gripped the bunched
muscles of his shoulders beneath his shirt, her nails digging into
his skin as he grabbed onto her hips, keeping up that intolerable
pace; stretching her nerve endings to an agonizing degree and then
withdrawing, almost to the max before ramming into her again and
again. She was sobbing and shaking, drugged on lust, her body a
rag-doll for him to do with as he liked.

"Damon - please," she begged, her body
unable to withstand the wrenching sensations of his torturous
assault.

"I'm not finished with you," the words were
torn from him. "I want you to come again; I want you to milk me
dry."

He began to move faster, pounding into her.
Slick, wet sounds of his flesh squeezing into her streaming channel
could be heard above their gasps and groans. Jemma felt that coiled
spring snap and explode again. Her cunt spasming with each
invasion, she felt his cock expand, hard as rock, and then the warm
flood of his semen, spurting deep inside her, overflowing as he
continued to move, until finally, he buried himself completely
inside her. Her body trembled weakly, as she convulsed beneath him,
her muscles quivering and spasming around the pulsing length of
him.

Damon collapsed on top of her, his face
moist between her breasts, his breathing interrupted by harsh
groans. Her hands took their time beneath his open shirt, exploring
the taut muscles of his shoulders and back, slick and smooth with
sweat. He moved his head drowsily and began to suckle at her
breast; licking and nibbling, then sucking hard, sending darts of
pleasure from her nipple to her sex. His cock still deep inside
her, Jemma wrapped her legs tightly around him, her flesh quivering
with waves of sweet sensation . . .

It was a long time before her breathing
returned to normal, loving the heavy weight of his body against
hers, his cock still buried inside her. He'd taken his time at her
breast and then went to work on other one, leaving her languid and
weak, drenched in the aftermath of his ruthless seduction.

Jemma opened her eyes eventually. "I love
this car," she murmured almost to herself, gazing lazily around her
at the size and character of the vehicle. It suited him to
perfection.

"Really," Damon leaned back and looked at
her, boyish excitement gleaming in his eyes. "Do you wanna go for a
spin?"

"A spin?" Her eyes lit up. "Like right
now?"

"Why not - you got somewhere to be?"

"No. I'd love to go for a - spin."

They drove out into the desert and Jemma
felt like a child being given a special treat. Damon had pressed a
button that put the hood down and the warm Vegas wind was whipping
through her hair. He'd given her tissues to clean herself up, once
again, and she'd put her clothes back on while he'd gone back into
the club to tell his friend - Jake - to get a taxi home as they
wouldn't be coming back.

Was she crazy, driving into the desert with
a virtual stranger? He could easily murder her and leave her body
in this huge desert where no one would ever find her. She laughed
out loud and he glanced over at her, looking like a film star with
the wind in his hair, one hand on the big steering wheel, the other
bent over the car door.

"What?"His smile was relaxed and sexy as
hell.

"I was just thinking," she had to shout over
the roar of the wind. "You could murder me and dump my body in the
desert. After all, I hardly know you."

He laughed; that gorgeous, husky laugh. "OK,
as long as I get to rape you first."

'Damon!" She slapped his arm, pretending to
be shocked; he had a wicked sense of humor. She could tell he loved
driving, loved this car, and she wondered idly about his life. Did
he have a job, a wife, kids? Her stomach clenched. Casual sex was
one thing, but sex with a married man was a no-go for her. She had
to know . . .

"Are you married?"

He threw his head back and laughed. "Would
it make any difference if I was?"

He slowed down and took a left turn off the
main highway and onto a gravelly road, taking them deeper into the
desert. "Yes it would," she stated, emphatically.

He laughed again, obviously enjoying
himself. "You sound like an old maid."

"You still haven't answered my
question."

He glanced at her, then back at the dark,
narrow road ahead. "No I'm not married." Relief eased through her
taut stomach. "Never have been, and don't plan to be." He paused,
the car slowing down as the road became bumpier. "How about
you?"

"Me?"

"Are you married?"

She leaned her head back smiled. "No. Like
you, marriage is not for me."

He brought the car to a halt at the end of
the narrow road, beside a dried up tree and some bushes, but it was
beautiful, the dry landscape contrasting with the rich velvet,
star-studded sky. She lifted her head, hypnotized by the
magnificence of the desert sky. Stretching her legs she felt
something knocking against the toe of her boot.

"Oh, look what I found." She lifted the
bottle of Vodka, half full, from the floor of the car.

"Shit." Damon lowered his head; he too had
been looking at the sky. "I forgot about that. Trust you to find
it."

"Do you mind?" She screwed open the lid and
took a sniff. It smelled strong and inviting. Without waiting for
his reply, she lifted the open bottle to her mouth and took a
small, careful sip of the raw spirit. Eyes watering, she took
another bigger slug, coughing hard. It took her a minute to get her
breath back. The neat Vodka spread through her body, leaving her
feeling warm and brave.

"Haven't you had enough for one night?"

She turned her challenging gaze on him; his
eyes darkened and dropped to her mouth as she circled the open
bottled with her tongue. "I'm feeling reckless tonight . . ."

"Is that why you came back to the bar?"

Jemma paused, still licking the opening of
the bottle. "Maybe."

"So you were looking to get screwed
again?"

She felt a stab of anger, recalling their
last time together, how eager he'd been to get her out of this car
after he'd fucked her brains out. "And what if I was?"

He moved in a blur, pinning her to the seat,
his fingers digging painfully into her shoulders. "So you were
gonna screw that kid!" It was not a question.

"What the fuck is it to you anyway?" she
swore. His amber eyes held no expression, cool as ice, but the
Vodka was making her brave. "You made it clear you were finished
with me the last time we - fucked." Her voice rose. "You couldn't
wait to get rid of me!"

He smiled - an unpleasant smile - and shook
his head. "So that's what this is about then."

"I don't know what you're on about," she
said softly, honestly. Why did he keep going on about the
guy at the bar? Sure she'd been talking to him, but she'd had no
intention of having sex with him. And anyway what business was it
of Damon's? His hand shifted from her shoulder to circle her throat
and unease spiked through her. Her joke about him dumping her body
in the desert not seeming quite so funny now . . .






Damon stared into those wary, blue eyes,
seeming so open and real. He caressed the soft, warm skin at her
throat, feeling violently horny - not a good combination. He didn't
want to hurt her and he was damn sure sex with pain was not her
thing . . . But God knew; he couldn't get enough of her.

"Christ!" He threw himself back over
to his side of the car, searching for his cigarettes.

Eventually he found them on the floor behind
him, and climbed out of the car, lighting up and dragging the smoke
deep into his lungs. He heard her door open then close behind him
and glanced over his shoulder. She was leaning back against the
passenger door, taking another swig of the Vodka and staring up at
the stars. He followed her gaze, looking up at the sky, puzzled
over what it was about her that made him so mad - like he wanted to
strangle her and fuck her at the same time. He smiled, recalling
what she had said about him murdering her and dumping her body in
the desert.

"What's so funny?" She had turned around and
was watching him.

"Nothing."

She took another swig of the Vodka and
coughed. He felt like demanding that she stop drinking, but it was
not his call to make. As long as she didn't throw-up in his car -
that would piss the hell out of him.

She walked around the bonnet and stopped in
front of him, holding the bottle out. "Do you want some?"

He shook his head. "I'm driving."

She tilted her head to one side, in that way
of hers, as if contemplating the secrets of the universe."You don't
strike me as the type to let that worry you."

"I worry about losing my license - or ending
up in prison -." He almost said again, but didn't want to
open that can of worms.

She took another swig and coughed. "How very
sensible of you Damon."

God, that accent - and the way she said his
name. He was getting hard again and he really didn't want to go
there, not with her in the state she was in. But then she leant
into him – taking him by surprise - her hips pushing him back
against the door of the car, her free hand reaching round his neck,
threading her fingers through his hair. His breathing kicked up a
notch, his butt clenching as she tugged at his hair; sweet, hot
pleasure darted down from his neck, to his back, and around to his
crotch. She leaned in close, her mouth hot against his ear.

"I want to suck you cock again," she
breathed. "I want you to come in my mouth."

Damon's legs buckled, his cock jerking to
attention as she circled her hips against his, a little moan
warming his ear.

"God you just can’t get enough, can you?" He
tried to fight the aching lust, pissed that she never failed to
turn him on so hard and fast.

"Of you - no" she whispered, running her
fingernails along the back of his neck. She had some kind of power
over him, he was not sure if she knew it, but it infuriated
him.

The sensible thing to do would be to dump
her drunken ass back in the car and drive her home - wherever that
was. Cause he was in a dirty, fucking mood - and horny as hell -
and that was not a good combination. But he wasn't gonna do that,
the sensible side of him was not making the decisions tonight.

With raw aggression he grabbed the Vodka
bottle from her hand and threw it into the desert night.

"You - pig!" She lifted her hand and slapped
him. Damon's fists tightened instinctively. He couldn't believe it
- she had just fucking slapped him!

"You shouldn't have done that, Jemma," he
said in a soft voice and she backed away, uncertainty flickering in
her eyes.

"I - I'm sorry -."

His hands shot out - in one move he twisted
her around and bent her face down over the front side of the
Caddy.

"Much as I'd love to come in your mouth,
baby," he breathed softly from behind. "I'm pissed as hell now and
I wouldn't want to choke you with it."

She tried to fight him, but it was
impossible, and every time she squirmed her butt rubbed against his
aching erection making him feel even more violently sexed up. He
leant his body over hers, pushing her down hard on to the bonnet of
the car and grabbed her wrists, stretching her arms high up above
her head. They were both breathing hard now, her from struggling,
and him from the pleasure of holding her powerless beneath him,
wanting to punish her for slapping him - and everything else . .
.

He was actually glad she'd slapped him,
besides enjoying the pain of it, it gave him permission to do what
he wanted with her - and he was gonna make the most of it. He held
her wrists together with one hand and grabbed her hair with the
other, forcing her head to the side, grinding his erection into her
ass. As she gasped and trembled beneath him, his hand moved
insolently beneath her jacket and vest, feeling the smooth, warm
skin and muscle of her back. He stroked her body lazily, taking his
time, ignoring her ragged breathing and his own thumping his
heart.

His fingers moved slowly round to the front
of her jeans, popped the button and dragged open the zipper. She
was stretched out taut over the car, arms locked above her head,
just like he wanted her.

"Damon - wait -." She gulped, but he guessed
the alcohol would stop her from going into a total panic. "What are
you doing?"

He shoved her jeans and panties down in one
swift motion. "Oh baby," he breathed. "Don't you worry about what
I'm gonna do - you just lay back and enjoy the ride."

Her ass looked pale and perfect in the
moonlight - his hands itching to slap it. She struggled to lift
herself, but he pushed her back down, pulling at her wrists and
stretching her tight, he could hear her breath coming in short,
sweet gasps.

"Now, don't move, OK?"

She didn't answer, just continued breathing
in those little gasps and letting them out in soft moans.

"I said, don't move, do you
understand?"

"Yes," she croaked and Damon smiled to
himself as he used his booted foot to spread her feet apart, then
lifted his boot and placed it at the crutch of her jeans, forcing
her jeans and underwear down to her ankles with one shove.

God! She looked incredible from this angle,
her legs long and curved, sweeping up to those sleek, strong
thighs, and perky ass, just begging to be fucked - hard. Her legs
couldn't open as wide as he'd like them, her jeans restricting them
at the ankles, but it would have to do. He let her wrists go.

"If you move I'm gonna slap your ass -
hard," he told her softly. "So keep your arms straight on the
car."

His heart with kicking with hardcore
excitement as he bent down, running his hands along each calf,
savoring the smooth, soft skin, then higher, over the back of her
knees before sweeping his palms along her inner thighs then easing
out to cup that perfectly rounded ass. He caressed each cheek,
fighting the temptation to slap her and watch them turn pink and
hot. Instead he slipped one hand between her legs and cupped her
slick pussy, sucking air through his teeth.

"Oh baby," he broke out in a sweat. "You are
so wet for me. You like it rough, don't you?"

She was sobbing softly now, her body
trembling. "Answer me baby," he ran his finger inside her soaked
slit and she moaned. "Tell me you like it rough?"

"Yes," she sobbed, her sex moving against
his finger.

"Yes, what?" He circled her clit. "Tell me
or I'm gonna stop."

She drew in a ragged breath. "Yes - I-like
it rough." A loud cry escaped her as he shoved his middle finger
inside that tight, streaming, hot cunt of hers. He twisted his
finger around and around, then moved it slowly in and out.

She was pulsing inside, ready to come, but
he wasn't going to allow that, not yet. So he withdrew his finger,
loving the way she sobbed her frustration. He moved that wet finger
up to her sweet little asshole, circling the tight, puckered skin
with his slick finger. She stiffened, but he ignored it.

"You've got a beautiful ass, you know," he
murmured lazily, running his finger up and down, from her wet sex
to her tight asshole. "God, I'd love to fuck your ass."

Her buttocks clenched immediately, pressing
tight against his finger.

"No!" There was real panic in her voice.
"Damon - for God's sake - don't!"

He let out a strangled laugh, moving his
hand back down to cup her smooth sex, stroking it gently. "Don't
panic, baby," he soothed. "I'm not into sodomizing virgins."

Her body relaxed a little and he went back
to work on her pussy. God knew; she was tight enough down there to
keep him more than happy.

His cock was straining against his jeans,
wanting out and inside her - now. He popped the buttons open and
allowed them to drop to his knees, his cock spilling out -
desperate for relief. He'd had her twice tonight and yet he felt
like a teenager getting it for the first time, and he didn't like
it. Much as he wanted it - he didn't like it.

He eased one hand under her vest, caressing
the smooth skin of her back, her muscles were pulled tight over the
car, arms stretched above her, and he could feel the sides of her
tits just beneath her underarms, pressed up hard against the metal.
It wasn't a comfortable position, but when he grabbed his throbbing
cock and rubbed it against her cleft; she let out a long moan and
circled her hips invitingly. She was back on track - and he
couldn't wait another second.

With shaking hands he found her tight, moist
opening and a strangled groan escaped him as he pushed his knob
inside, feeling her muscles close hungrily over it. Then he thrust
the whole length of it into her, and lost his mind. In to the hilt,
he could feel her ass against his pelvis, he pulled out just a
little and rammed himself into her again. She let out one of those
high-pitched wails and he began to move - fast.

He had the satisfaction of feeling her cunt
tighten and quiver around his cock within seconds and kept on
pumping into her. His hands were all over her now, moving from her
hips to her ass then up her back to those tits pressed hard against
the car. He reached her shoulders and curved his hands over them,
pushing down every time he thrust into her, getting in even deeper.
She was thrashing about, in the throes of orgasm and he wasn't
about to let her come down. He wanted her to come again and again
and again.

He could feel his cock expanding, her
muscles sucking and pulling him in even deeper. God, he
didn't want to come - it was too good - too good to end just yet.
He gasped for air and forced himself to slow down, pulling out
slowly and then thrusting in hard, keeping the pace as steady as he
possibly could. She was going crazy beneath him, wanting more -
wanting it all and somehow that gave him the control he needed to
keep him on the edge.

"Oh God - Damon," she was begging as
he ground himself into her, feeling her ass pushing back against
him. "Oh God. Please. ." The words were wrenched out of her,
her muscles continuing to convulse around him.

Damon swore savagely, her voice, her body -
her pleasure - pushed him over the edge, and he grabbed her hips;
her body was boneless, like putty in his hands. He threw back his
head and pounded into her as wave after wave of sweet heat exploded
through him. His orgasm went on and on, his knees buckling, unable
to hold him up. He leaned onto her as his legs gave way, and he had
to brace his arms on the bonnet of the car, his hips still pounding
mindlessly into her. His chest felt like it was gonna explode but
he couldn’t stop, just kept going, slamming his himself against her
firm butt. Feeling the warm, wet cum oozing out of her as he
continued to grind into her. Finally it eased up, and he collapsed
on top of her, running his hands up her bowed body - from her legs
to her thighs and waist; all the way up her arms to her wrists,
threading his fingers into hers.

His breathing finally slowed, but his brain
was fuzzy; drunk on pleasure. His hands couldn't get enough of her,
that warm, damp skin covering tight, sleek muscle. He loved the
feel of her body beneath his hands, could spend all night just
touching her, caressing her, getting to know every nuance of her
body while his cock stayed buried deep inside her. It was heaven,
but it scared the hell out of him.

"Jemma?" Her body felt warm and limp beneath
him.

The side of her head was still pressed
against the bonnet of the car, but facing the opposite direction
now. She must have moved it during all the fucking and thrashing
about.

"Jemma, are you OK?" He felt a prickle of
concern - she was so quiet. Had he worked her too hard? God, he'd
been so out of control, what if he'd hurt her in some way?

"Jemma, baby wake up."

He pulled out of her abruptly and lifted his
body, his cock dripping softly onto the desert sand. He caressed
her lower back with a trembling hand, but she didn't move and icy
dread ate into him, his blood running cold through his veins.

Suddenly she lifted her head and then turned
it to face the other way.

"Jus' ti'ed," she murmured drunkenly, and
pure, warm relief saturated him.

He smoothed her hair out of her face with
shaking fingers and allowed himself a few minutes to breathe, to
lose the panic that had suffused him. What was it about this
fucking woman! He stared up at the starlit sky - searching for
an answer.

After gently pulling her panties and jeans
up again, Damon lifted her into his arms and carried her round to
the passenger side like a sleeping baby. He managed to open the
passenger door and lay her softly down, buckling the seat-belt. She
muttered his name and curled up on her side, tucking her legs
beneath her.

He drove slowly back to his place, with the
hood up, just in case she got cold in her drunken stupor. After his
earlier scare, he was gonna make sure she woke up with nothing more
serious than a bad hangover.






Jemma opened her eyes and groaned; her head
was pounding. Her eyes slowly focused on white walls and - a high
ceiling? Her ceiling at the motel was low, too low. Where the hell
was she?

A door opened and Damon walked in, naked,
drying his shaggy wet hair with a towel.

"Where am I?" Her mouth felt dry and
yucky.

He glanced over at her; and Jemma saw his
cool amber eyes in daylight for the first time.

"You're at my place," he wrapped the towel
around his hips, dragging his fingers through his damp hair. “You
passed out last night, so I brought you here.”
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