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Jemma opened her eyes and groaned, her head
pounding. Her eyes slowly focused on white walls and - a high
ceiling? The ceiling at her 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 wet hair. “You
passed out last night, so I brought you here.”

Jemma stared at this beautiful form of male
perfection, the sunlight streaming in from the long windows
revealing lots of smooth, golden-brown skin. His sensual mouth was
now a thin straight line surrounded by sexy stubble, his gaze flat
and unreadable. Not exactly a happy camper. She lowered her eyes;
tanned skin covered lean, well defined muscle, like that of an
athlete and a tattoo of what looked like an eagle was inked into
his left shoulder. Dark hair arrowed down from his chest to
disappear below the white towel wrapped low on his hips and a rush
of heat washed over her, lust replacing the achy hangover she'd
woken up with.

"We don't have time for sex now," he stated
coolly. "There's some Advil and water next to the bed. I suggest
you take two and drink as much water as you can."

Jemma felt like a child who'd been extremely
naughty and was waiting for her punishment. She tried to remember
what she'd done wrong, her mind skirting over the details of the
night before and becoming blurred around the time that they'd
parked in the desert and she'd started drinking the Vodka. Oh God,
the Vodka - no wonder she felt like crap!

She shifted herself up in the large bed,
relieved to see that she still had her vest on. "Look, Damon, I'm
sorry if I've - inconvenienced you, but if you'll just call me a
taxi, I'll be out of your hair and on my way in no time."

He turned his muscular, brown back on her and
opened one of the built in cupboard doors that lined the side wall.
A movement caught her eye, and for a moment she feared there was
someone else in the room with them. But it was just her own
reflection; one of the cupboard doors was covered by a long mirror.
God, she looked like crap! Her hair was all over the place, the
mascara she'd applied the night before - had it only been last
night - was smudged beneath her eyes, like the bride of
Frankenstein.

"Don't worry you still look quite fuckable,"
Damon had put on a white T-shirt and was taking a pair of jeans out
of the cupboard. "I just don't have the time. My mother's on her
way over."

"Your mother!"

He dropped the towel and Jemma swallowed
hard. He was semi-erect, his cock hanging long and thick between
his strong, brown legs. He pulled the jeans on and began buttoning
the fly - watching her.

"We don't have the time," he repeated.
"She'll be here in about five minutes."

"Five minutes!" Jemma gripped the sheet and
pulled her knees up to her chin. "I need to get out of here -
now!"

"Calm down, she doesn't bite," he
straightened the waistband of those low slung jeans and Jemma's
muscles clenched. "She's just a pain in the ass, that's all."

He walked towards a door on the other side of
the room and opened it.

“Take the tablets, have a shower. You'll feel
better." He walked out the door. "I'll make us some coffee."

And he was gone, closing the door behind
him.

Jemma stared around the bedroom, her mind in
turmoil; one side of her wanted to snoop around, particularly the
bookshelves beside the large, plasma TV opposite the bed. But his
mother was coming - and much as she'd like to, she simply couldn't
hide out here in the bedroom like a frightened mouse. She threw off
the crisp white sheet and climbed slowly out of the bed, feeling
dizzy and anxious.

She still had her panties on, but they felt
disgusting; stiff and dry. God, sex with men was so much messier
than going solo, but a small voice reminded her that she quite
liked the messy aftermath . . .

Her jeans were lying at the bottom of the
bed, one leg dragging on the polished wooden floor. Jemma felt like
crying, how could she go out there and face his mother looking like
a tramp? She swallowed back the tears when she saw her jacked
hanging over a chair in the corner, with her boots and socks placed
neatly side by side beneath the chair. If you can't make it,
fake it, her mother always said, so that's what she’d have to
do.

After taking the two Advils, she made her way
to the bathroom. There were fresh, white towels stacked on a shelf,
and thankfully she spotted a comb beside the sink. The bathroom was
all white, spacious and surprisingly modern. Why was she surprised?
What kind of place had she expected Damon to live in? Something
shabby and untidy? Maybe - yes. But this place was neither shabby
nor untidy. Sure, there was water on the tiled floor and around the
basin, but that was because he'd just used it. There was also a
huge mirror above the sink, which Jemma avoided like the plague.
Stripping off her vest and panties, she threw the panties onto the
floor of the shower and climbed inside. Warm water sprayed out of
the large, square shower-head above her. Jemma grabbed the bar of
soap and closed her eyes, the soap smelt of him. She couldn’t
resist rubbing it all over her body, breathing in his scent, heat
hitting her right between her legs, desire spiking through her
veins, leaving her weak and breathless. Get a grip Jem, you
don’t have time for this!

Reaching for the shampoo, she tried to reign
in her wayward body; she was going to have to face his mother, for
God’s sake. But the shampoo had the same effect as the soap, every
time she took a breath it felt like her body was absorbing him. She
turned the shower onto cool and tried her best to rinse the
sensual, masculine scents off her hair and skin. She could still
smell him, every time she breathed in, but the cool water helped
take the edge off her craving body.

She towel dried her hair as best she could,
and found some lotion – women’s body lotion – in the cupboard
beneath the sink. Refusing to think about whom it might belong to,
she rubbed some onto her face and wiped it off with toilet paper,
clearing away the dark smudges of mascara beneath her eyes.

Her mouth tasted like hell warmed up, she
needed to brush her teeth. There was only one toothbrush, and it
was wet - Damon’s. She squeezed toothpaste onto it and closed her
eyes, imagining him naked at this basin brushing his pearly whites.
Enough!

Wrapping herself in one of the big, fluffy
towels and she exited the bathroom, feeling more herself, more in
control. The Advils had probably begun to work as well. Her
improved mood didn’t last long; she could hear voices coming from
beyond the door. Damon’s raised in anger and a softer, feminine
voice – his mother was here! Jemma grabbed her vest and pulled it
over her head. She had no underwear; her panties
were washed and wet, hanging in the shower. She didn’t even
have a bag to stuff them into. Should she go through his cupboards
and look for something to wear under her jeans? Would she even find
anything? So far she had not seen him wearing underwear, not once.
She was walking in circles, confused and delaying the moment when
she’d have to walk out of this safe space and face his mother – and
him. If you can’t make it fake it. Taking a deep breath,
Jemma reached for her jeans.






****************************

Damon was trying not to get into an argument
with his mother when Jemma walked in. He kept his expression blank
as his eyes ate her up in the daylight. She looked just as
fuckable, more so with her long, dark, hair hanging straight and
wet down her back, her face flushed from the shower, scrubbed clean
of make-up.

“Damon, you didn’t tell me you had company!”
His mother stared at Jemma, fake surprise registering on her
smooth, unlined face.

Jemma threaded her fingers through her wet
hair and those perfect tits lifted invitingly. She looked from him
to his mother then back at him, unsure of what to say or do.

He kept silent for a beat, enjoying her
discomfort, before taking pity on her and making the introductions.
“Jemma this is my mother, Madeline – Madeline, Jemma.” He turned to
the counter that separated the kitchen from the lounge. “Sit down.
I’ve made coffee.”

His mother stood up before he’d finished
speaking and walked towards Jemma. “How nice to meet you – Jemma,”
she held out her hand and Jemma shook it, trying for a friendly
smile.

She was probably shocked at how young his
mother looked. Most people were - the few times they went out
together people assumed they were a couple rather than mother and
son, which irritated him for some reason.

“Come and sit down next to me Jemma,” she
patted the space on the couch beside her. “Damon’s such a grouch in
the morning – isn’t he?”

“Um – I wouldn’t know,” Jemma looked
desperately towards him, but he just stared back at her, arms
folded, leaning back against the counter. Enjoying the show.

“Oh, so how long have you two - known each
other then?” His mother queried, obviously assuming they’d met the
night before.

“Over a week,” he cut in quickly. “How much
sugar, Jemma?” He didn’t like his mother knowing his business,
especially who he was fucking.

“One please – Damon,” she was struggling to
sound calm, but at least she wasn’t one of those women who
blabbered on when they were nervous, thank God. Some of the women
he fucked just couldn’t keep their mouths shut. Jemma wasn’t like
that, she had – class.

He ground his jaw in frustration. If his damn
mother hadn’t decided to turn up he could have spent the morning
fucking her in a proper bed and the possibilities left him feeling
mad as hell.

“You’re not from around here, are you Jemma?”
Damn his mother, always with the questions.

“No, I’m from England,” her voice sounded
husky and his senses stirred, remembering what she’d whispered in
his ear the night before. Fuck! His damn cock was waking up now.
“London actually.”

“Oh London,” his dear mother enthused. “I’ve
never been to London.”

“You’ve never been out of out of the country,
Madeline,” he set Jemma’s mug down on the coffee-table and went
back to lean against the counter. There was no way he was joining
in this tѐte-a-tѐte.

“I’ve been to Mexico, Damon,” his mother
retorted and he just smiled, shaking his head.

“So are you here on holiday, Jemma?”

Damon kept silent, suddenly interested to
know the answer.

Jemma picked up the mug of coffee and took a
sip, stalling for time. “It’s kind of a working holiday –
really.”

Damon and his mother waited, expecting to
hear more, as she took another sip of the coffee.

“So what kind of work is it that you do,
Jemma?” His mother pushed and for once he was glad for her
nosiness.

“I - I’m, a writer,” she set the coffee mug
down again and stared over at Damon, searching for his support. But
he just stared back, waiting for her to continue.

“A writer, how exciting!” His mother gave her
a brief reprieve. “What kind of writing – novels, children’s
stories?”

“No, nothing so exciting,” she began to twist
a strand of damp hair round her fingers, her eyes now avoiding his.
“It’s just a blog really – you know – an internet blog. So,” she
took a deep breath. “I decided to come over here, to the States,
and incorporate my - travels into my blog.”

“Oh, so you’re like a travel writer,” his
mother nodded, trying to look impressed. Damon wasn’t
convinced.

“Yes, something like that,” she smiled
weakly. “And as I’ve always been fascinated by Las Vegas, I decided
to start here.”

“Oh honey, you certainly chose the right
place,” his mother was hooked. “Has Damon shown you around? There’s
so much to see in this wonderful town!”

She stared over at Damon – at a loss for
words.

Once again he took pity on her. “I’ve been
too busy with work, Madeline,” he lied smoothly, then couldn’t
resist adding; “I’ve only taken her for a ride in the desert – and
to Alfie’s Bar.”

“Alfie’s Bar!” His mother’s face twisted,
like she’d just sucked on a lemon. “How could you take her to that
– that dump, Damon!”

“But you quite like Alfie’s, don’t you
Jemma?” His eyes challenged her.

Her spine stiffened, pushing those braless
tits straight at him. “Actually, Madeline,” she smiled at his
mother. “I do like Alfie’s bar. It’s so – American – so different
from the pubs and bars in London – and the people are really
friendly,” she added, for his benefit.

Damon’s jaw tightened, she was gaining
confidence.

“And the ride in the desert,” he couldn’t
help himself. “You really enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

He had the pleasure of her giving him a
filthy look, her cheeks blushing red, but she managed to hold self
together. “The desert was – beautiful. The sky, wow, I’ve never
seen so many stars in my life.” She smiled, seeming so innocent
compared to the woman who’d been sucking on his cock last night.
“And I loved driving in Damon’s old car, with the top down. That
was – something special.”

Damon’s old car! What a fucking
insult, the Cadillac was his most prized possession.

His mother laughed, knowing him too damn
well. “I don’t think Damon would appreciate you calling one of his
babies an old car.” She glanced over at his dark expression
and giggled with delight. “You know something, Jemma? I like you;
you’re much too young for my son, of course. But I like you!

That jab about her being too young, was below
the belt. How old was she, he wondered, surely she was over
twenty-five?

“So how much longer will you be in Las
Vegas?” His attention zoomed straight back into the conversation.
“We must get together before you leave, so that I can show
you Vegas.”

“Well, I have to go to New York on Monday,”
Damon felt his stomach hollow as his brain took a dive into
emptiness. “Only for five days though, then I’m back again, till
the end of the month.”

End of the month, end of the month.
Damon’s brain suddenly kicked into gear. Today was the
8th; she was going to New York on Monday for five days,
which would bring them to – what - the 15th? He turned
his back on them, relief coursing through his veins. They would
have maybe 2 weeks together before she left. Enough time to get her
out of his system.

He turned around and smiled at both of them.
“New York, huh? Very different from Vegas, but I’m sure you’ll have
a ball.” And then I’ll have two whole weeks to fuck your brains
out and be happy to send you on your way.

“Oh yes, you’ll love New York, wonderful for
shopping,” his mother began rambling on about the best places to
shop in New York and Jemma seemed to feign interest. Good, he hoped
that she wasn’t one of those shopping-mad types, like Helen . .
.

His cell phone rang; it was Jake in the
garage downstairs. Normally the guys would just shout up if they
needed him, but when he had company Jake tended to use the phone.
Damon walked towards his office and hit the answer
button.

A customer had arrived to pick up
his ’57 Studebaker President and Damon had
to go down and talk to the guy, besides getting his payment for
work done. Damn! He didn’t want to leave his mother alone with
Jemma. His dear mother was an expert at gathering as well as giving
information.

He walked back into the main room. “I’ve
gotta go down and see a customer,” he looked at his mother hoping
futilely that she’d leave with him, but he knew she was not gonna
let an opportunity like this pass her by.

“Oh, don’t worry about us honey,” she patted
Jemma’s knee. “I’ll look after Jemma while you go do whatever it is
you do.”

Jemma was looking at him imploringly, but
what the fuck could he do? His business came first and he wasn’t
about to keep one of his best customers kicking his heels
downstairs. He stared into those soulful blue eyes and shrugged his
shoulders impotently.

“I’ll be as quick as I can,” he spoke
directly to her, ignoring his mother.

“Are you sure you don’t want to just call a
taxi for me . . .”

“No.” There was no way she was leaving
without him getting some alone time with her. “I told you I’ll take
you home. Just don’t allow my mother to grill you too much.”

“Damon!”

He ignored his mother’s outraged cry and
opened the main door, taking the stairs two at a time.






**********************






Jemma felt like running after Damon and
demanding he take her home right now. But she couldn’t do that, so
taking a deep breath, and wishing she had some of that Vodka from
last night to fortify herself, she turned and smiled politely at
his mother.

“His being a real grump because he doesn’t
like me meeting any of his girlfriends or knowing anything about
his love-life,” Madeline said with a knowing smile and Jemma felt
her interest stir.

“I think men can be like that sometimes,” she
said, trying to be diplomatic. “They don’t like talking about their
emotions and stuff the way women do.”

“Mmm,” his mother obviously didn’t want to
take the more generalized route. “But I must say you’re much nicer
than that snooty psychologist he was seeing . . .”

Jemma managed to keep her expression blank,
but her curiosity spiked.

“Has he mentioned her – Helen – to you at
all?”

“No, no he hasn’t,” Jemma cleared her throat.
“We haven’t really spent that much time together really.” Except
when he’s fucking my brains out in his old car.

“Well,” Madeline paused for effect. “She was
the only girlfriend of his that I’d met in the past few years and
although we only met up a few times, we didn’t hit it off at
all.”

“How long ago did they break up?” Jemma knew
she was overstepping a boundary, but she had to know. Maybe he was
still seeing this – psychologist woman.

“Oh, well he never tells me anything,
and I know he still fixes her car, but as he’s seeing you now, I’m
sure they must have broken up a while ago.”

Jemma wasn’t convinced.

“Do you know she actually had the cheek to
tell me that Damon had “anger issues” and “a fear of commitment”?”
She lifted her fingers in a quoting gesture. “The bitch!
Insinuating that it was my fault.”

Jemma was genuinely shocked, how could
anybody say something so – personal – so insulting, to Damon’s
mother?

“Anyway I told her it was a good thing he
didn’t have any “fear of abandonment issues” considering his father
left us without so much as a see you later when Damon was
two! That shut her up.” Madeline drew in a breath and continued.
“What would she know about being a broke single-mother alone with a
baby and no family to support her.”

Jemma shook her head. “I know what you mean,
Madeline,” she confided. “My father also deserted us when I was six
months old. It wasn’t easy for my mother.”

“Oh, Jemma, I’m so sorry. No mother or child
deserves to be abandoned by their damn father.” She took Jemma’s
hand and squeezed it. “I really like you – you’re so different to
the usual . . .”

Jemma lifted her coffee mug, needing
something to do.

“But the bitch was right you know; he does
have anger issues, and they got him into a lot of trouble when he
was younger.”

Jemma’s curiosity reared its head again.

“He was wild as a teenager. Put me through
hell, the little shit,” she grabbed her coffee and drained it.
“Always getting into trouble; first at school and then with the
police – “. She stopped suddenly seeming to realize she may have
said too much. “But he’s turned out so well. I’m so proud of him,
if only he knew. But he hates me telling him how I feel, can’t
stand it when I get all emotional.”

They laughed, at ease with each other even
though they may come from different worlds..

“I feel like I understand him better now,
Madeline” Jemma said, not wanting the woman to feel that she’d said
too much.

“What a pity you’re leaving at the end of the
month,” his mother gazed at her, and Jemma’s chest tightened as she
saw the resemblance in the color and shape of their eyes. “Do you
think you might come back?”

Jemma shrugged, it sounded like the
psychologist was still in his life, besides this was never going to
be more than a casual affair anyway. “I really can’t say . . .”

Suddenly the door opened and Jemma’s body
went on high alert. Damon walked into the room, staring from her to
his mother and back again as if he knew exactly what they were
talking about.

His hands were covered in grease and he was
rubbing a grubby cloth between his fingers. “You two done
gossiping?” He made his way to the kitchen sink behind the counter
and squeezed washing-up liquid onto his hands.

Jemma was mesmerized. His masculine presence
immediately dominated the room. His T-shirt looked grubby, his hair
hanging in his face and, as he massaged the slimy, green liquid
into his long, brown fingers, she felt that familiar heat gathering
between her legs. God, why did he have to be so damn sensual? Every
move he made just oozed sex – she needed to get away. She simply
couldn’t think straight when she was around him. She was getting in
too deep and her lies were catching up with her as well.

“What’s up?” He was staring straight at her,
still rubbing his hands. “You two look as guilty as hell.”

“Don’t be paranoid, Damon,” his mother leaned
back on the couch, quite relaxed. “We still need to discuss the
reason that I’m here.”

“Yeah,” he opened the tap and allowed the
water to run over his soapy hands. “Taking one of my beauties to a
Sweet Sixteen party where a bunch of drunken teenagers can drool
and puke all over it, or even worse.”

He finally closed the tap and began drying
his hands with a dish-towel, his eyes watching her like a hawk.

“I want to hire the damn care not
take it,” his mother rolled her eyes in frustration. “I told
you, I’m willing to pay you the standard rate for the Thunderbird
and I’ll guard it with my life!”

“I don’t care about the money,” he said,
still staring at Jemma, who had to cross her legs, squirming as the
denim rubbed against her bare, damp core. “I just don’t like a
bunch of teenager messin’ around with a priceless fucking
vehicle.”

“Damon! You watch your – damn language.”

Jemma’s eyes bounced from one to the other,
becoming fascinated by the exchange.

Damon held up his now dry hands. “Ok, I’m
sorry, but I’m getting friggin’ tired of this whole Sweet Sixteen
crap.” He sighed and dragged his hands through his streaky hair,
then stared back at Jemma, raw frustration visible in his dark
golden eyes. “Jake will have to go with you. I trust him to deal
with any wayward teenagers – and you’ll have to pay him top dollar
– if he’s free to do it, that is.”

“Great!” His mother jumped up and went over
to hug him. He allowed it with a certain amount of discomfort,
before pulling away. “You still have to talk to Jake; he may have
Nina for that weekend.”

“Oh don’t you worry about Jake.” Jemma
guessed this hot lady could wrap dear Jake around her little
finger. “And he can bring Nina along too, she’ll have a ball.”

“I don’t want Nina hanging around any drunk,
horny, trust-fund assholes. She’s too young.”

“Oh Damon, you’re so over-protective with the
girl, she’s fifteen and her father will be there to watch over
her.”

Suddenly Madeline was in a hurry to leave.
She grabbed her designer bag, pulling out her business card with a
flourish, she handed it to Jemma. “Honey when you get back from the
Big Apple you give me a call and let me show you Vegas,” she
was walking on air. “My son will probably want to keep you all to
himself, but I know how to show a young, beautiful girl like you a
good time.”

Damon scowled. “I think you’d better leave
Maddie, before I change my mind.”

“Oh, and he’s jealous too,” she winked at
Jemma who stood up to say goodbye. “It was lovely to meet you
honey.” She grabbed Jemma and gave her a heartfelt hug, before
waving herself out the door.






******************************






Damon took a deep breath, releasing a long
sigh of relief. At last they were alone, but he was worried about
what his mother may have told her. Not that there was much Maddy
could have said; his life was pretty mundane right now. Not much
for his mother to gossip about – accept that you’re an ex- drug
addict and you’ve been in prison, man. God, he hated that voice
in his brain – the one that always said what he didn’t wanna hear.
And what does it matter if she knows anyway, she doesn’t care,
just wants a little rough fucking before she moves back to London
and greener pastures.

She walked over and looked out at the balcony
surrounding the front of the top floor. “Can I go outside?” she
asked.

“Sure,” he pulled open one of the sliding,
glass doors and the warm, desert air seeped in. He waited by the
door for her to exit first, grabbing a hungry look at her tight
butt and long, slim thighs in those damn jeans.

She leaned her elbows on the wooden banister
and her ass perked out, just as it had done last night when he’d
had her up against the car. He moved slowly, standing beside her,
trying to behave normally, like his balls weren’t blue and his
hands weren’t itching to grab her, strip her and fuck her right
there and then.

She stared out at the dessert for a few
moments, before lowering her eyes to the garage beneath them. There
were five cars parked outside the garage, three with tarps covering
them, the other two running smooth and ready to be picked up by
their owners.

“I didn’t imagine you as the serious business
man type,” she said quietly.

“I’m not a business man, I’m a
mechanic.”

“Well it’s quite a big operation you’ve got
going here.” Two of his three guys were working under the hood of a
long neglected, turquoise, Chevrolet Impala.

“Are they all your staff?”

“Mine and Jakes,” he stated turning to face
her. Her hair was a still damp, lifting a little in the breeze, her
face scrubbed clean, and he wanted to kiss every inch of that face
and body. He couldn’t be bothered talking about his business, or
any other business for that matter. All he cared about now was
burying his cock deep inside her and taking a one-way-ticket to
paradise.

She turned around and made her way back
inside. “I really need to go now,” he followed her into the bedroom
and she lifted her suede jacket off the chair. “Can you please take
me home?”

Damon stared at her, stunned. He’d been
waiting the whole damn morning to get her on her own and now that
they were finally alone and he had a sometime to spare she wanted
to go home!

“Why would you want to go home now? I’m not
needed for a couple of hours and you don’t need to be anywhere,” he
made a grab for her, but she jumped back. “I want to fuck you in a
proper bed for a change.”

“No, please Damon,” if she wasn’t holding her
jacket up against her like a shield and looking at him with
imploring eyes, he would have thought she was playing games.
Getting him to run a little in order to gain the prize. But
something told him she wasn’t playing those games.

“Why the fuck not? Was it something my mother
said?” He rubbed his eyes, cursing his mother silently, certain
he’d hit the nail on the head. “It was my mother with her big
fucking mouth wasn’t it? What did she say?”

She faced him full on, her eyes speaking for
her, her jacket still tucked over her arm, against her stomach, as
if that would protect her from him.

“It’s got nothing to do with your mother,
believe me Damon. I just need to get home – I have to be in New
York on Monday and I have a lot of stuff to – prepare - before I
go.”

“Don’t give me that shit,” his whole body was
pumping with frustration. “I saw the way you were eyeing me when I
came back. You want it just as much as I do. You just don’t wanna
admit it. I could have you begging for it in a minute!”

“Yes you probably could,” she stared back at
him, determination in those wide, blue eyes. “But I’m asking you to
respect my wishes, and take me home.”

He wasn’t the type to respect a woman’s
wishes. Hell, he was the type to fulfill a woman’s needs and he was
gonna give Jemma what she needed, whether she wished it or
not. He wasn’t gonna pretend to play the gentleman. He’d wanted to
fuck her since waking up next to her at 6am this morning, and he’d
been thinking about it ever since then. There was no way he was
gonna deny himself, or her, the sinful pleasures he had lined up
for them.

She moved towards the bedroom door and he
smoothly blocked her way. “There’s no way I’m gonna just take you
home when all I’ve been thinking about is getting between those
legs of yours the whole fucking morning.” His gaze met hers, the
promise of pleasure deliberately oozing out of his pores. He
dropped his eyes to her breasts, waiting, watching her breath
quicken and her nipples actually begin to harden. God she was
always so responsive! He let his gaze drop to her thighs, those
long slim legs, then slowly back up again. She stared up at him
like a mesmerized animal, then moved away from him, back into the
room and sat down on the side of the bed, which he noticed had been
made nice and neat, as if to erase her presence there.

“Ok” she hunched her shoulders. “I’ll make
you a deal.”

“A deal?” He was genuinely intrigued

“Yes,” She began to twist her hair between
two fingers in that sexy little habit he’d noticed earlier. Then,
looking straight at him, she took a deep breath. “If we have a
quick – quickie – now will you take me home - after?”

Damon burst out laughing, genuine, belly
laughter. “You’ve missed your calling, baby.” He was chocking with
it, wiping his eyes and shaking his head. “You should be selling
Quickies on TV. You’d make a fortune.”

Finally he managed to stop laughing,
realizing that she was staring at him again in that mesmerized
way.

He stared back at her. “Christ, your brain
really wants to get away from me, even though your body’s craving
it.”

“Yes, my brain wants some alone time.”

“Don’t think too much, Jemma,” his voice was
serious now. “It’s a bad habit, believe me, I learnt that the hard
way.”

He hesitated; his conscience battling against
his desire; unfortunately the former didn’t stand a chance against
the lust that was raging through him. Mentally he shoved his
conscience to the ground and squashed it, like an over-ripe tomato,
with the heel of his boot. “OK, one – quickie and I’ll take you
home.”

“You’re serious?”

“Yeah,” he stared at the skepticism in her
eyes, feeling like a real prick. “You’re crazy you know. I’ve met a
lot of women in my time but you are somethin’ else.”

“Let’s get this over and done with,
Damon.”

“Fine.” He’d give her the quickie she thought
she wanted. But there was method in his madness, he had his own
agenda. He was gonna give her just a taste and then take her home
to stew on her own. Until next week Friday – she’d be gagging for
it by then.

He stared down at her.” Forget about the bed
if it’s gonna be a quickie. Once I get you into that bed you’re not
gonna be leaving it for a good few hours.” He swallowed hard at the
thought of it. “If it’s gonna be quick let’s use the stool in the
kitchen, that’s the best place for it.’

“And you’d know, wouldn’t you.”

“Yeah,” he challenged. “You got a problem
with that? Prefer a guy who doesn’t know what he’s doing?”

“No.” She made her way towards the kitchen
and he followed, watching her ass move beneath the jeans.






******************************






Jemma was just about to climb onto the
curved, round stool when he spoke.

“Take off your jeans,” he instructed. “I’m
not gonna be able to fuck you through them.”

She stared into his cool, dark golden eyes
for a long moment, finally undoing her jeans, pushing them down and
stepping out of them.

He was already pulling the grease smeared
T-shirt over his head. “And the vest,” his muscles glistened in the
sunlight. “I want you naked, baby.

She pulled the vest off, standing naked and
vulnerable before him.

His eyes roamed over her and he shook his
head. “Damn.”

Her eyes were also eating him up, her heart
jumping in her chest.

“Now get onto the stool, Jemma.”

She did as she was told and he moved in,
easing her knees open and positioning himself between them. It
seemed a “quickie” was not what he had in mind. He spread her legs
wide over the stool and bent down on his knees, caressing her inner
thighs with his rough, workman’s hands. Her smooth pussy was spread
right in front of him, wide, wet and pink - desperately ready. He
looked up into her eyes for a brief moment and then, without
warning, covered her whole sex with his mouth. Jemma gasped in
shock. His mouth, his lips, his tongue were everywhere, sucking and
licking, soft and then hard. From the very top of her slit down to
her core he worked his tongue, before sliding back up and focusing
on her clit. She began to spasm out of control, climaxing almost
immediately. One hand gripped his hair in desperation; the other
grabbed the edge of the counter, so she didn’t slide down to the
floor like a rag doll.

“Dear God.” The orgasm continued to
surge through her.

His mouth kept working her and she was
sobbing in shocked ecstasy, pushing her cunt up against his face
shamelessly. Twisting his hair and rubbing herself up and down in
unison with his tormenting tongue. Her legs were trembling from
being spread so wide and her sex being plundered so ruthlessly. She
was still coming when he dragged his mouth away and stood up
between her legs.

“I need to get inside you now, Jemma, baby.”
He said softly, but his breath was coming hard and fast.

Her head was lying back against the counter
and she couldn’t move it even if she’d wanted to, but he just
grabbed her jaw in one hand and lowered his mouth, covering hers in
a long, soulful kiss. His mouth was wet with her juices and she
could taste herself as he rolled his tongue around hers. Her body
was weak and boneless, so she let her mouth do all the work for
her, returning his kiss with languorous, lush abandonment.

“Fuck ,” he groaned dragging air into his
lungs.

The kiss became more urgent, his tongue
thrusting into her mouth, deep and frenzied. His other hand was now
working at his fly, popping the buttons open jerkily. His jeans
dropped to his knees and his huge member spilled out, hard and
high, pointing right at her. Like a spear ready to impale her. She
moaned at the sight of it, the raw beauty of his cock never ceased
to enthrall her. He was moving fast, gripping his shaft and rubbing
the drooling mouth against her opening. Then with one hard shove he
was deep inside her. Jemma cried out at his huge invasion, the
painful pleasure was unbearable and she bucked up off the stool in
wild abandon. He gripped her hips and held her down hard, burying
his cock deep inside her. Both their bodies were shaking and
covered in sweat, Jemma only aware of her inner muscles tightening
and quivering around his pulsing cock.

Finally he began to move; pulling out slowly
and then ramming it in, pulling out and ramming in. Jemma needed
more, she needed it faster and harder, his body pounding into hers,
but he ignored her begging. Sweat pouring down his face onto her
breast, she knew what this was costing him, but he wanted her
begging, he wanted her to know that he could do this to her anytime
and anywhere.

“Damon – please,” her voice shook.

“Please. What. Baby.” He thrust into her with
every word.

‘Please – just – do it.”

“Do what baby,” he panted. “Fuck you
harder.”

“Yes!”

“Then say it Jemma, tell me what you
want.”

She sobbed, he was deliberately tormenting
her. “Please fuck me harder – faster, please.”

“Like this,” he began to pound into her, his
control slipping. “Like this!” His hands were gripping her hipbones
tight as her body tried to squirm. Her fingers gripped onto his
wrists, digging her nails into his skin as he rode her harder and
faster. With the orgasm ripping through her, Jemma felt like he was
branding her, immersing her with his taste, his smell, his
penetration, where nothing else mattered but him being inside her,
feeding her desire.

He peaked moments after her, with an agonized
cry, hot spurts of semen flooded into her, sending her muscles into
overdrive, squeezing and sucking, milking him dry, as he continued
to pound into her over and over again. Then with a long groan that
was almost a growl he slumped heavily on top of her.

It felt wonderful having his strong body
pressing down on hers, moist skin against skin, his head buried in
her neck, his heavy breathing hot against her throat. She ran her
hands along the strong muscles of his back, loving the way he
jerked when she scratched her nails low down close to his ass. It
felt so intimate, her inner muscles tightening around him, not
wanting to let go. She wanted to stay like this forever, but he
moved as soon as his breath steadied, and she swallowed back a
whimper of regret.

Withdrawing himself physically as well as
mentally, he stood up and dragged his jeans on again, uncaring that
his cock was wet, semen still oozing out of it. His eyes dropped,
settling between her trembling legs, he reached down and ran a
finger between the lips of her splayed sex. Her body jerked in
response and his finger was wet when he withdrew it, pushing it
deep into his mouth, sucking the moisture off and gazing at her
with hooded eyes.

He took a step back and she closed her legs
weakly. “I’m gonna take a quick shower then I’ll drop you home,” he
said walking towards the bedroom door, then turned his head and
gave her a lazy, satisfied smile. “Wanna join me?”

Her body throbbed at the thought of them
showering together, but she shook her head quickly. “No thanks, I -
I’ll have one when I get back to the motel.” Her voice and body
were still shaking, while he seemed perfectly in control, and she
felt like slapping his smug face.

He shrugged his broad shoulders. “Suit
yourself,” and disappeared into the bedroom.






********************************






His car was parked at the back of the
building, so they were able to leave without any delay. Once they
hit the Interstate 15 he gave the vehicle free reign. Loving the
smooth purr of the engine as it ate up the miles. They drove in
silence for quite a while, both occupied with their own
thoughts.

Finally he spoke. “So what are you gonna do
in New York? Hit the single bars for more anonymous sex?” The idea
twisted through him like a knife.

“I’m not planning on going to any single bars
while I’m in New York.” She leaned her head back against the seat,
obviously enjoying the wind on her face.

“Why not? I can give you the names of a
couple of great pick-up joints filled with men who’d just love to
fuck you.”

“Stop trying to wind me up,” he loved those
British phrases that she used. “Alfie’s was my first time, I told
you that when we met, and I don’t plan on doing – it - again.”

“Yeah, I knew.” It had been clear as
daylight. “But it won’t be your last. You loved it. You loved
picking up some stranger and going out to his car for casual
sex.”

“I told you; I’ll never do it again!” She
sounded really pissed. “I’m realistic enough to know when I’m in
over my head and I’m moving back to the safe side of the
street.”

He laughed, a nasty laugh. “Bullshit, you’ve
got a taste for it now and it’s not gonna just go away.”

Only with you, Jemma thought to herself, only
with you.

Damon wondered why it was that she was going
to New York for such a short time, must be to do with her writing,
but he wasn’t gonna ask her.

“So will I be hearing the name Jemma -” he
realized suddenly how little he knew of her. “What’s your
surname?”

She paused and he got the distinct impression
that she didn’t want to tell him. What the fuck was she
trying to hide?

“James,” she said, finally. “Jemma James”

“So, will I be hearing of Jemma James the
great travel writer in the near future?”

“I seriously doubt it.”

“Don’t be so modest, baby. I bet you’re a
very good writer.”

She avoided his eyes, staring straight ahead.
She was keeping something from him, he was sure of it. What he
couldn’t understand was why?

They drove for a while before reaching the
outskirts of Vegas. Once they were closer to the centre, he asked
where her motel was.

“It’s just off the Strip; once you get close
I’ll direct you.”

Her motel was called the Sleep Easy. Not a
low end motel that rented by the hour, but neither was it anything
too upmarket. It was a middle-of-the road, family kinda place. A
long plain white, double storey building, with the doors facing the
parking lot. It looked safe and secure and he felt a sense of
relief. A woman, especially a looker like her, could be a target in
a town like Vegas.

“Does it have a pool in the back?” he
asked.

“Yes!” She smiled straight at him. “It does
have a pool.”

His heart missed a beat. She was beautiful
when she smiled. Yet she hardly ever smiled around him. On impulse
he pulled a business card out of his shirt pocket. “Take my
number,” she took the card and stared down at it, her hair hiding
her face. “Let me know what time you’re arriving back and I’ll pick
you up at the airport.”

She lifted her face and gave him another
smile. “Thank you.”

He shrugged, hoping he wasn’t gonna regret
the gesture.

As he parked the car he could tell she was
ready to jump out, skittish and ready to run. So he jumped over his
door, strode round the bonnet and was beside her just as she closed
the passenger door.

“Oh!” Her expression was wary.

“Sure you don’t want to invite me in?” He
leaned his hand on the top of the passenger door, deliberately
blocking her way.

“Yes, I’m sure.”

He moved in closer, cupping her throat with
his hand. “Then I guess I’ll just have to make do with a goodbye
kiss, hmm?”

He could feel the pulse in her neck beating
heavily as he lowered his head, but he didn’t go for her lips
straight away. He breathed her in. Besides her unique smell that
stroked his skin, it was that good, he smelt his soap and shampoo
on her, and it gave him an immediate kick. He wanted her to smell
of him. Was he going crazy? Before he could make a
diagnosis, her mouth found his, eager and hungry she moved in for
more, as turned on as he was.

Damon nearly lost it. There were a few people
in the car park but he couldn’t give a damn. He pressed her back
hard against the car door, grinding his hips into hers. One hand
still at her throat the other moved down caressing her midriff,
rubbing his thumb just beneath her breast. She moaned and arched
that lissome body into his. His cock was like a rock against her
pelvis and his mouth was at her ear telling her what he wanted to
do to her. He was gonna get into that motel room, if it killed
him.

Vaguely he heard a car pull out, horn
blaring, as someone shouted. “Get a room guys!” followed by
a burst of laughter.

Jemma stiffened immediately. “Let me go
Damon,” she tried to speak normally, but her voice was all breathy
and husky. “We had a deal.”

He forced himself to step back, tempted to
punch his fist into the metal of the Cadillac. If it hadn’t been
for those fucking jealous morons he would have had her. Another
minute and she would have dragged him into that motel room. But he
had to be patient; he told himself, holding back his lust with
ruthless reserve. Today was Friday, one of his busiest work-days,
he needed to get back to the garage. He’d never allowed a woman to
interfere in his business before and he wasn’t about to start now.
He had time and he would get her in the end. Get her right where he
wanted her – and then send her on her way. But, fuck,
patience was not his strong point.






****************************






Jemma stripped off as soon as she entered her
motel-room on the first floor and jumped into the shower. She had
wiped herself off with tissues at Damon’s place but she felt sticky
and sweaty, and emotionally drained.

She’d left here last night with the intention
of having a few drinks at Alfie’s and coming home. Instead she’d
ended up having sex in Damon’s car again, gotten so drunk that the
last part of the night was a blur and then woken up at his place
and had to meet his mother! It was all too much for her to take
in.

She exited the shower, pulled on a pair of
boxer shorts and vest and lay down on the bed, trying to stop her
mind from thinking, going over and over each event. What was it
Damon had said? Don’t think too much, it’s a bad habit – I
learned that the hard way. He was so right, but she wasn’t a
Buddhist Monk and she couldn’t just control her mind and cruise
into a state of meditation.

She had to meet with the publishers in New
York on Tuesday. She was not properly prepared and all she could
think about was Damon – and the fact that she wasn’t going to see
him for a whole week. Her body still throbbed for him after that
kiss in the parking lot. God, she was so weak where he was
concerned.

His mother came to mind, so attractive and
vibrant; she must have been really young when she’d had him. Jemma
had liked his mother and felt so uncomfortable lying to her. A
travel writer! Where the hell had that come from? You sucked
it out of your thumb, Jemma, that’s what her mother
would say. She wasn’t used to lying and she wasn’t used to
pretending to be something she wasn’t.

She groaned and rolled over onto her stomach,
spreading herself wide on the double bed and pressing her
sensitized sex against the mattress, her mind taking her back to
the quickie on the stool in his kitchen. Dear God, he was
good, too good; making her beg and then pummeling into her until
she, literally lost her mind. Her pussy was swollen and sore from
that huge cock of his drilling into her, but she couldn’t stop her
hand from reaching down, between her legs, sliding inside her warm,
aching sex and beginning to touch herself. Closing her eyes, she
recalled how he’d slid his finger between her soaked lips and then
sucked on it, staring at her with those enigmatic, hooded eyes of
his

Her fingers began to move and her pelvis
began to thrust. She rubbed her clit, wanting so much more, her
inner muscles clenching with need. But she just focused on her
clitoris, her hips beginning to circle as her middle finger stroked
and rubbed. Her mind flashing with pictures of Damon lying in the
car while she licked and sucked at him, his eyes glazed with
pleasure as she tried to take all of him in her mouth. Her pussy
was streaming now, her fingers wet and slippery. She felt the
pleasure build, stronger and hotter, until her mind shut down and
it was just him, pleasuring her, plundering her, and orgasm
overtook her. Her sex, thrusting against her fingers was puffed and
streaming, pressing down almost painfully against the mattress.
When her breathing finally returned to normal, she closed her eyes
and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.






*************************************






Damon spent the rest of the day in the
workshop, working on the ’59 Chevrolet Impala. He’d bought it for
a snip from a guy getting rid of his late
father’s junk, the turquoise Impala had been sitting in the old
man’s garage for, like a hundred years awaiting its destiny.
Fortunately he’d been recommended by a friend of a friend and had
offered the son more than any offers that had come his way. Damon
knew a beauty when he saw one and was happy to part with the cash,
even though this beauty needed some serious work.

He spent the whole day under the Impala’s
hood, taking the engine apart piece by piece, discarding spare
parts that were gonna need to be replaced and cleaning with care
all the parts that were still in working order. He couldn’t wait to
start on the body-work and bring out the hidden beauty of the
vehicle, but that would have to wait, just like Jemma . . .

He worked like a maniac, avoiding Jake’s
questioning, clever eyes. Keeping his mind on the job until the sun
went down and his eyes began to hurt. He’d only had a few hours
sleep last night and with a bit of luck he could clean up, hit the
sack and not think about anything until morning.

Damon managed to get through the night just
fine, it was the dream he had in the morning that spoilt
things.

He’s inside the airport with Jemma,
getting ready to say goodbye, feeling – desolate. That was the
only way to describe it – desolation. Jemma turns to face him
and smiles, one of those real smiles, then suddenly he realizes
she’s naked. Completely fucking naked except of a pair of
turquoise, stiletto, slutty, shoes. He notices the men milling
around, leering at her, the women looking disgusted, and he pulls
off his jacket, desperate to cover her up.

“It’s OK Damon, it’s perfectly natural.”
She’s still smiling “Nothing to be ashamed of”

He tries to cover her with the jacket, it’s a
long jacket - an old army one he’s had for years. But she keeps
moving away, not allowing him to cover her. Not giving a damn that
the whole airport is staring at her!

Then suddenly Helen is there. Standing next
to Jemma, saying the same thing. “It’s perfectly natural, Damon.
Nothing to be ashamed of.”

Damon woke up in a film of sweat, the sheet
tangled around him and the sun flooding in ‘cause he’d forgotten to
close the curtains the night before – too distracted.

His cock was staring right up at him, hard
and aching. Through all that desolation he’d still managed to get a
ball-breaking hard on from seeing her naked! He moved his hand down
instinctively and palmed his cock, it was hot and throbbing. If he
didn’t jerk off he wouldn’t be able to function for the rest of the
day. He closed his eyes and Jemma popped straight into his head. He
pictured her touching him, gazing at him while sucking his cock,
his heart-rate went through the roof and he climaxed almost
immediately. He was out of breath, sweat from the dream had left
him wet, besides now having semen all over his chest, stomach and
hand. But the thrill didn’t last long and once his breathing slowed
he felt - restless, unsatisfied, his cock wanting the real
deal.

Afterwards he went back and lay on the bed,
still thinking about the dream. Helen used to love analyzing his
dreams. He tried to analyze this one and shook his head after about
thirty seconds. Fuck that, he didn’t even wanna think about
it, never mind analyze it.

Saturday was not usually a working day, but
after a coffee, he went down to the workshop and tried to get back
into working on the Impala. But the drive just wasn’t there. He
kept thinking about the fact that she was still in Vegas and
yet he wasn’t gonna see her for a week. Frustration was eating him
up, but he wasn’t gonna call her. Sure, he didn’t have her cell
number, but that wasn’t the problem. By late morning he’d already
checked the Sleep Easy’s phone number online and knew it by heart.
But he wasn’t gonna call.

His cell phone rang and he sighed when he saw
the caller id.

“Hi Helen.”

“Jake, honey, how are you.”

“Not too bad, what’s up?’”

“Does something have to be up for me
to call you?”

He paused. “I dreamt of you last night.”

“You dreamt of me last night?” She
sounded excited.

“Yeah.”

“So was it like a – sexy dream?” She lowered
her voice, so he knew she was with someone, and wondered idly if it
was a male or female.

“Sexy? No – well maybe.” He wished he hadn’t
mentioned it now. “It was just – weird.”

“I’m coming over,” she stated. “I want to
hear more about this dream, baby.”

The phone went dead and, knowing Helen, there
was no way of stopping her now. Besides, she might keep his mind
off Jemma for a while.






“Ok so this Jemma, you’ve met her at Alfies
Bar and fucked her twice?” Helen enquired, tapping her plum-colored
bag with a matching finger-nail.

“Yeah.”

“And you’re gonna be seeing her again?”

“When she gets back from New York, yeah”

“And then?” God, she could be worse than his
mother with the questions!

“And then she goes back to London.
Sayonara.”

“And she’s standing naked in the airport?”
The nail tapping was beginning to get on his nerves.

“Yeah.”

“And then?”

“I try and cover her with my damn jacket, but
she won’t let me.” He felt pissed just remembering it.

“Mmm. Interesting. And then I arrive, fully
clothed?” She was tracing her nail along her bottom lip now.

“Yeah, you turn up, fully clothed - but -
like encouraging her. ‘

‘So, I repeat what she had said – there’s
nothing to be ashamed of in being naked.”

“Something like that.”

“Well, I guess we were right, there is
nothing wrong with being naked.”

“That is just fucking stupid, Helen. You get
arrested for walking around naked – it’s called public
indecency –“He raked his hands through his hair in frustration.
“And if you’re lucky you’ll end up in a psyche ward.”

“Yes Damon I know that, but it’s
symbolic”

Damon raised his eyes to the heavens and
prayed for perseverance. Finally he stared back at her. “Fine,
you’re the shrink; you tell me what it symbolizes?”

“Well it obviously symbolizes your shame, not
hers.”

“What!”

“It’s your dream Damon; all the emotions in
it are yours.

Thank fuck he hadn’t told her about the
feeling of desolation!

“Why would you be ashamed? Is it because
she’s so young?”

”Fuck knows.” He didn’t want to think about
the things he was ashamed of.

“Does she know about your past – prison, the
drugs?”

“No, why should she?”

“And me?” She rubbed his jean-clad leg with
those beige, stiletto heels she was wearing. “I wonder where I come
into it.”

He smiled, deliberately lightening the mood.
“’Well you’re my shrink, telling me there’s nothing to be ashamed
of.”

She laughed, a throaty laugh and he stood up,
she had almost finished her coffee and he’d had enough.

She followed him up and moved in close,
hardly reaching his chin, despite the killer heels.

“Sure you don’t want me to stay?” She linked
her hands around his neck.” And ease your frustrations.”

Damon’s skin cringed, but he hid it well,
caressing her wrists and then gently pulling them off of him.

“You know how much I enjoy you taking out
your frustration – your anger – on me.” She rubbed her nose against
his chest.

“It’s not gonna happen Helen.” He let go of
her hands, moving back.

“Oh Damon – you’re such a pig!”

He burst out laughing.

“What’s so funny?”

“That’s what Jemma calls me – a pig.”

Helen stared at him thoughtfully. “So, what
does she do – this Jemma?”

“She’s some kind of travel writer – I
think.”

“You think?”

“Well she doesn’t talk much about her
work.”

“A writer hmm. What’s her surname?”

“James,” he answered, liking the name on his
tongue. “Jemma James.”

“Jemma James?” Helen eyes narrowed. “Doesn’t
ring a bell.”

“No. It’s just some kind of blog, she
says.”

“Interesting.”

Helen picked up her Birkin bag and swayed her
ass all the way to the door.

As soon as she’d left he poured himself a
double Bourbon on ice.

By the time Jake popped round to see him that
evening he was filthy drunk on the couch in the main room. Jake
helped him stagger to the bedroom and pulled off his boots once
he’d fallen onto the bed.

“Has this got something to do with that
English girl?”

“She’s not a girl.” Damon slurred. “She’s all
woman.”

“So this is about her.”

“Fuck off Jake, I’ve already had Helen
psycho-analyzing me today.”

“Helen was here today?”

“Yeah, and I didn’t fuck her, OK.”

“Thank God for that.” He gave Damon a hard
look. “You already got enough complications going on.”

“I love you Jake, you know that don’t you.”
He mumbled, closing his eyes.

“Christ, next thing I know you’re gonna want
to fuck me too.”

Damon laughed; a stupid, drunken laugh and
Jake left him like that, with the curtains drawn and the TV on.






Damon woke late the next morning with a
mother of a hangover. He stumbled to the kitchen, took three Advils
and drank two liters of water. Still didn’t feel much better. It
was half-past ten and he hadn’t eaten since yesterday morning, so
he made himself some scrambled eggs on toast and forced it down
with coffee.

 

It was now Sunday and he was climbing the
walls, fuck, this was worse than heroin withdrawals. The
thought that she was still in Vegas and he wouldn’t be seeing her
for another five days was eating into him. Usually he would go and
tinker with one of the cars when he needed to ease his mind, but
the thought held no attraction at all. A ride on the Harley always lifted his mood, but just the thought of
getting dressed, going downstairs and climbing on the bike was
enough to tire him.

Jake came round for a while, but he was such
bad company that even his friend left after less than an hour.

He had a long shower and watched some
mindless TV, before deciding to call her motel, just to see if he
had the right number.

“Sleep Easy Motel. Good afternoon. How may I
help you?” The female’s voice was robotic.

“Um, is there a Miss Jemma James staying
there?”

“Yes, sir. Would you like me to put you
through?”

“No! Sorry, no.” His Goddamn hands were
sweating. “Thank you and goodbye.”

Just like a fucking teenager!

He walked towards the fridge, tonight it
would be beer. He was steering away from the Bourbon for a good
while, he told himself.

His cell phone rang and he frowned, not
recognizing the number. It was always those call-centre, bank,
insurance, assholes who called with unknown numbers. He stared at
it as it rung for the third time, before realizing he didn’t have
Jemma’s cell number, but she had his!

He grabbed the phone, almost dropping it in
the process. “McDermott,” he barked.

“Damon,” his legs weakened and he dropped
onto the same stool that he’d fucked her on two days before.

“Yeah,” his voice sounded like sandpaper.

“What are you doing?” Her voice, her accent,
was like music to his ears.

“I was about to cook myself a steak and
fries,” he sounded more confident.

She kept silent, and he could have left her
to stew, but he wasn’t in the mood for games.

“How ‘bout you?” He asked casually. “What are
you up to?”

“I’m phoning you.”

He laughed. “So, do you wanna come
round?”

“No. I can’t, really.

His stomach hollowed.

“But I thought maybe – if you’re not busy -
you could come round here. . .”

He laughed, a real laugh. Suddenly the world
didn’t seem so dull anymore.






*********************************






Jemma swam forty lengths of the motel pool
and climbed out on trembling legs. The other swimmers and
sunbathers, mainly families, must think she was either crazy or a
serious Olympic contender. Whatever, it didn’t rid her of the
restless cravings that had kept her wired the whole day. She just
could not stop thinking about him and it was driving her up the
wall.

Wrapping her beach towel around herself, she
made her way upstairs to her motel room for a shower. His business
card was lying on her narrow desk, next to her laptop. And she’d
been glancing at it the whole day. JMac. Classic Cars – Rentals
* Repairs * Restorations - Damon McDermott. Then an office
number and his cell number . . .

After her shower, she opened a bottle of dry
Californian white and poured herself a glass. She hadn’t drunk
since Thursday night and it was now Sunday and she deserved some
respite, anything to combat the restless cravings. She’d spent the
whole of yesterday writing, working, but not on her blog as she
should have been doing. She’d been working on something completely
new - and personal - and the publishers were not going to be
impressed. In fact they may think they were wasting their time with
her, and where would that leave her? Broke and back in London. All
because of Damon – Damon McDermott. Well she couldn’t blame
him really; she was the one that was obsessed with him.

She stared at her cell phone for the
hundredth time and then looked away. Her small desk was messy with
empty coffee mugs, bits of paper, pencil shavings, her note book
and her laptop. Plus the now empty glass of wine. What would happen
if she called and invited him over? He would probably say no after
the way they’d separated on Friday, but he could only say
no.

And if he said yes? Her senses surged,
excitement racing through her veins. Otherwise she wouldn’t see him
until next week Friday. God, that was so far away. She
poured herself another glass of wine and picked up her cell
phone.






“So I’ll see you around seven then?” Her
hands were shaking with excitement.

“Yeah,” he paused. “Are you hungry, have you
eaten?”

“No,” she stalled. “But I’m not in the mood
to go to a restaurant-.”

He laughed. “I wasn’t asking you out to a
restaurant, baby. I thought we’d eat in. What do you like? Mexican,
Chinese, Japanese?”

“Oh. Anything, I love American take
outs.”

He laughed again. “Ok I’ll bring some
food.”

“Oh, um, I don’t eat meat, or chicken, just
fish – and seafood.”

“Jeez, it’s never simple with you, is
it?”

“Sorry . . .”

“I’m just kidding; I’ll see you around
seven.”

Jemma checked the little alarm clock next to
her bed, it was five-fifteen, she was nervous as hell and the place
was in a mess. Taking a gulp of wine to steady her nerves, she
began to tidy up, starting with the desk. She didn’t want him
seeing any of her work, whether it be the blog or the new stuff
she’d been working on. Once the desk was clean and tidy she
straightened the bedding, trying not to think about what may happen
on that bed tonight . . .

Her motel room encompassed a separate shower
and toilet, a double bed, and a small built-in corner cupboard,
which was almost empty as she’d packed most of her clothes in her
small suitcase, ready for her flight tomorrow morning. The other
end of the room was nothing more than a tiny kitchenette; a small
fridge, a single sink with a cupboard above it and a kettle.
Crockery and cutlery were kept in the cupboard and she’d stocked
the place with the bare necessities; coffee, sugar, herbal tea -
milk and wine in the fridge – that was about it. She washed all the
dishes, wiped the counter tops and decided it was time for another
shower.

She allowed herself a long, cool shower.
Afterwards she would have more than enough time hanging around
waiting for him, and she didn’t want that. She washed her hair and
blow-dried it after, so that it hung smooth and straight down past
her shoulders. What to wear? Eventually she decided she was going
to wear what she usually wore on a hot Sunday evening; light
cotton, white, drawstring pants and a stretch-cotton vest with red
roses on it.

Damon arrived a few minutes late, but when
she saw the brown paper-bags covering the top half of his body, she
guessed why.

“Hi.” He looked cool and calm as his eyes met
hers.

“Damon!” She’d polished off most of the wine,
which had helped with the nerves. “What on earth is all that?”

“Food and booze,” he smiled lazily and walked
into her motel room, immediately dominating the small space with
his tall, masculine presence. “Can I put these down here?”

Setting the three bags down on the counter,
he turned to face her.”So,” he leaned his hips against the counter,
crossing his arms and legs. “Here we are. Who would have guessed
it?” His hot amber eyes were hungry as they roamed over her
body.

Thank God she’d had that wine, or she would
have been a rendered speechless by that look. “You’ve brought far
too much stuff, Damon.” She told him, trying to ignore the sexual
undertones, and went to peek in the bags.

“Wait!” He held up his hand. “First things
first.” He pulled out a bottle of white wine and presented it for
her inspection, like a waiter; cupping the bottom of the bottle in
his palm. “I have been assured that this is an excellent Pinot
Grigio from one of Oregon’s fine vineyards, light and crisp to the
palate – or something like that.”

“So was it a woman who sold this to you by
any chance?” she had to know.

“Sure, it was a forty-something, extremely
hot lady.”

Jemma felt a stab of jealousy, but wasn’t
going to spoil the mood for anything.”It looks divine and I think
I’ll open it right now. Thank you.”

“Ok,” he pulled out a six-pack of Bud. “And
you can open one of these while you’re at it.”

“What else have you got there?”

“Sushi.” He pulled out a large, plastic tray.
“You said you liked Japanese as well as Chinese. This needs to go
straight into the fridge.” He reached down and managed to slide the
sushi tray into her small fridge. “And sashimi, of course,” that
box was smaller and fitted in more easily.

She handed him his beer and a glass, which he
ignored, drinking straight from the bottle. Jemma found the
corkscrew and opened the wine, pouring herself a fresh glass of the
dark golden liquid. She didn’t want to like it, due to the hot
lady who’d sold it to him, but the aroma was inviting and even
though it wasn’t perfectly chilled, the taste was yummy, leaving a
subtle fizz on her tongue.

‘Nice?”

“Mmm, divine.” She licked her lips and his
eyes dropped to her mouth, the heavy, atmosphere in the room
winding up a notch, leaving her feeling flushed, warm moisture
blooming between her legs.

“What else is in there, for goodness sakes?”
She tried to keep the mood light, stalling for time.

“Seafood chopsuey, sweet and sour prawns, and
egg fried rice,” he recited. “For you.”

“God, I’ll never be able to eat all of
that!”

“Don’t worry; I’ll finish what you can’t. Now
let’s go to bed.”

“Damon!” She tried to look shocked. “Do you
have to be so -?”

He took a swig of the beer and pinned her
with his gaze. “Crude? Crass?”

“Yes.”

“Well I say what I think.” His eyes glowed as
they moved over her body. “And with you walking around in next to
nothing all I can think about is getting you onto that bed.” He
walked towards the other side of the room, where the double bed was
situated. Not even reaching out to take her hand, just expecting
her to follow, which she did, like a damn puppy-dog.

He sat on the side of the bed, pulled off his
boots and stretched out, completely comfortable with his body,
hands behind his head. “Take off your clothes.”

Jemma stood at the foot of the bed, staring
at him in disbelief. “Just like that?”

“Yeah, just like that.”

She tilted her head and smiled, the wine
giving her courage. “I’ll make a deal with you.”

His dark brows lifted. “Another deal?”

“Yep, another deal.”

He smiled, crossing his ankles, obviously
enjoying himself. “OK. Shoot.”

“I’ll take something off, and then it’s your
turn.” She gave him what she hoped was a seductive smile.

“OK,” his amber eyes were those of a predator
in the soft light. “I asked first, so you start”

She hesitated, but the wine was doing its
work, so taking a deep breath, she lifted the hem of her vest,
pulling it slowly up her arms, over her head and then let it drop
to the floor.

“Your turn.” She shook her head, allowing her
hair to settle over her face, shoulders and breasts.

Suddenly he was no longer relaxed, his
expression tight as his gaze landed on her breasts, almost as if he
were touching them. He lowered his hands without taking his eyes
off her and unbuttoned the dark green shirt he was wearing.
Shrugged it off his shoulders and dropped it to the floor.

It was Jemma’s turn to stare. There was one
lamp on by the bed and the kitchen light behind them, reflecting
off his beautifully muscled torso, casting shadows onto every swell
and valley of his strong, golden physique.

‘Your turn,” he said softly watching her
watching him.

She turned and switched off the kitchen
light, knowing she’d be more confident with just the low bedside
lamp on.

“That’s cheating.” He leaned on his elbows,
and for a moment she thought he was going to get up and defy her,
but he lay back after a beat, his eyes narrowed. “Fine, it’s still
your turn.”

She undid the drawstring slowly. She had no
panties on underneath and somehow he seemed to know it. She could
tell by the stillness of his body, the unwavering focus of his
eyes.

The cotton pants dropped softly to the floor
and she was naked.

“Your turn,” she was desperate to cover
herself, but she was going to fake it, just like her mother said.
She lifted both arms and ran her fingers through her hair; tilting
her head back, her breasts lifting, her eyes watching his.

She saw his chest begin to rise and fall, his
abs tightening as he leaned forward, jerking open the studs of his
jeans, shoving and kicking them off with little of his natural
grace. She ran her fingers down her throat, over her nipples and
cupped both breasts. She was terrified but totally turned on at the
same time. She had never seduced a man in her whole life, but his
reactions told her that it was working, that her titillating
gestures were turning him on – big time. His cock was enormous,
thick and long against his stomach, the tip moist and ready.

“OK, games over baby,” his voice was hoarse.
“Come here.”

“I’ve still got my earrings and you’ve got
your socks on.”

His eyes told her she was going to pay for
this. “OK.” She could hardly hear him. “Your turn then”

She drew her hair over one shoulder and using
both hands, slowly pulled out one of the silver studs she was
wearing. Pushing the butterfly back into the fine point, she turned
her back on him to set it down on her tiny dresser. She gave him
time for a long look at her naked back, not because she was
flaunting it, but simply because she felt more comfortable covering
her naked front.

When she turned around he’d removed
both socks.

“That’s cheating!”

“Yeah, I’m cheating,” he was covered in a
film of sweat and breathing hard. “Get the fuck over here now, and
sit on my cock before I go mad.”

She realized the time for games was over and
swallowed her words, walking to the bottom of the bed and kneeling
down on the mattress, beside his legs. He grabbed her arm and, in a
blur of speed, pulled her down on top of him. Jemma gasped in
shock, her palms landing on hot, taut muscle. His hands were
urgent, roaming all over, her from her ass up her back, the rough,
surface skin of his fingers scraping and palming her flesh. Then
round to her breasts, cupping and squeezing them hard, so that she
threw back her head and moaned in response, while his thighs
insistently nudged between hers, opening her wide.

His pelvis jerked between her legs, finding
its target. The hard, ridged underside of his cock slid against her
splayed sex and Jemma began to rub herself wildly against him, her
hands pressing down on his smooth, hot chest, completely submerged
in the pleasure of his slick flesh against hers.

“I said sit on it, not play with it for
fuck’s sake, Jemma.” He almost growled.

His hard fingers gripped into her hip and
lifted her, while the other hand grabbed his shaft and found her
tight opening, pushing her desperately down onto it. Her body began
to tense and tremble; yes, she was wet and ready, but the sense of
invasion was astounding, almost too much to bear. Her body was
covered in sweat and she felt impaled, afraid to move.

“Come on, baby,” he chocked. “Move.”

“I-I can’t, Damon - it’s too much. I
can’t move.”

He flipped her over onto her back, his cock
still buried deep inside her, his face brutal, as his powerful body
pressed down on her – oh yes!

He pumped into her hard and fast, sliding his
hands beneath her hips to cup her ass and lift her into each
thrust, his pelvis rubbing against her clitoris. She gasped at the
combination of sensations, skin and hair rubbing against her smooth
clit and that enormous cock filling her and stretching her inner
muscles to an unbearable degree.

His head was bent, his eyes fixed on his cock
ramming into her and their juices glistening as he moved, driving
in and out of her. She was losing control, arching and jerking her
body from his, but his hands gripping her ass were too strong,
lifting her easily to meet every thrust, taking her deeper and
deeper. She dug her nails into his back, afraid of losing herself
in him and his overpowering lust. Her upper body twisting and
squirming, she lifted her hands and dug them into his damp hair,
anything to slow down the driving power of his body and what it was
doing to her.

“Breathe, for fuck’s sake Jemma! Breathe . .
.”

She drew in a long shuddering breath and the
panic diffused into pure pleasure. Damon continued to pound into
her, sending her over the edge, where she totally let go and
allowed the waves of sinful sensation to overtake her, climaxing
with a cry of shocked ecstasy.

“That’s it, baby, come for me.” His voice was
guttural as he kept riding her hard.

She lay beneath him as the waves of pulsing
pleasure continued to wash over her with each thrust of his body.
Then, the flooding heat of his orgasm shooting into her, the hot
liquid sweet, so sweet.

“I’m sorry -.” He gasped, still jerking and
coming. “I wanted to take it slow – but you -.” He groaned, a sound
that she loved, as if he was trying to hold back, but couldn’t.

Her muscles were convulsing around his cock,
her orgasm echoing on and on, tremors gripping and squeezing him,
until finally they were both spent, breathing hard but not moving
from that locked position.

His strong arms were still braced on either
side of her body; somehow he managed to hold himself above her, his
hair damp and hanging in his beautiful face.

“I’m still hard, man.” He ground out, the
lamp reflecting his glazed eyes staring into hers.

“Just let go,” Jemma urged, her legs wrapped
around his waist, thinking about him trying to hold back. Sinking
her fingers into his damp hair, she circled her hips, holding his
cock deep inside her. “Let go, baby.”

His whole body shook as she circled her hips
again and he immediately followed, grinding his hips against her
core, so that his cock stretched and deepened into her. He was
letting go.

“Oh God – you are still so fucking tight
-.’

He ground himself lazily into her again,
taking his time for once. Her body undulated beneath him and she
now understood why he’d wanted to fuck her in a bed so badly. Not
only did it give her the space to move her body into any position
she liked, it also gave the impression that there was no need to
hurry. That they could carry on like this all night long, leaving
her feeling languid and sexy as hell.

“I love your body,” she breathed running her
fingers along the tight, bunched muscles of his back, savoring the
masculine, unleashed power in him.

“And I love your hands on my body.”

He rocked his hips into hers and Jemma’s
whole back bowed. He could play her like a musical instrument with
each move of his body. The rocking back and forth was stretching
and pushing his cock into her cunt in the most delicious way, while
his pelvis rubbed against her vulva, working against her swollen,
throbbing clit. She moaned and circled her hips sensuously, forcing
back the tide that was threatening to engulf her. This time she
wanted it to last.

“Christ, it’s good to fuck you on a bed for
once.” He chocked, trying to catch his breath.

Bracing himself on one arm, he pushed the
damp hair from her face and then traced a path to her breasts. “I
love your tits – they’re perfect – just perfect,” he cupped one in
his hand, teasing the nipple with his thumb, watching her arch into
his palm with satisfaction. She moaned, running searching hands
down his contoured back, to his tight ass. Caressing and then
digging her nails in just the way he liked it.

He groaned, continuing to grind into her,
each circle taking him in deeper and then bringing him out almost
to the head, the long, rhythmic thrusts building her up slowly but
steadily. Lowering his head, Damon sucked her bottom lip into his
mouth, his stubble rubbing abrasively against her skin. Clinging to
his upper lip she tried to sink her teeth in, her head lifting off
the mattress, desperate for more. He pushed his tongue deep into
her mouth circling it in the same way he was circling his cock and
Jemma took his tongue and sucked on it, wishing it was his cock but
not wanting that thick pole anywhere else but where it was right
now. He dragged his mouth from hers taking a gulp of air and she
felt him swell inside her. He withdrew, just a little, and then
rammed it into her so hard that she cried out, lifting her hips
high off the bed.

He linked his forearm behind one of her knees
and lifted her bent leg high, almost to his shoulder, stretching
her even wider, pounding in even deeper, sending her spinning out
of control, much as she tried to hold on.

“Look at it, Jemma.” His voice shook. “I want
you to watch me fucking you, stretching your beautiful cunt wide
and deep, just how you like it, baby.”

The lamp created a warm glow around their
bodies and she looked down. He withdrew his shining wet cock,
almost completely and then rammed it in again. It was incredible to
see how much she could stretch for him, opening wide and taking in
every inch, until his pelvis was rubbing against her; before slowly
withdrawing again.

“Dear God, Damon,” her eyes were fixed on the
scene playing out between their bodies. “How – oh God – don’t stop
-.”

She was wet and streaming, partly due to her
own juices, but mainly the slippery semen from his previous orgasm
and each move was creating that sexy, moist sucking sound that grew
slicker as his movements sped up. He kept pumping into her,
savagely, his breathing becoming heavier and harsher. Their bodies
were working together in perfect unison and she felt the pressure
building between them as his thrusts became faster and more crazed.
Jemma felt that spring inside her tightening, spasming and then
splintering and exploding. His body was still pumping, driving her
harder and harder, until finally his own release shuddered into
her, jets of hot, semen spurting deep inside, sending her over the
cliff, where all that mattered was his pounding body. With an
agonized groan he buried himself in to the hilt and collapsed on
top of her. Leaving them both exhausted, clinging to each other,
fighting to breathe.

“Am I too heavy?” He’d released her leg and
she coiled it around him. “Do you want me to move?”

“No!” She tightened both her legs around his
and allowed her hands to explore the damp muscles of his back “No,
don’t move,” she whispered, wishing they could stay like this
forever . . .

Jemma half dozed for a while, aware of
moisture oozing out between her legs, his two mind blowing orgasms
had left her saturated. She was vaguely aware of Damon going into
the bathroom, and water running. He returned after a few minutes.
Naked, his lean, hard body softened by the lamplight, his cock
finally relaxed, hanging thick and long between his legs.

“I’m hungry,” he announced, his gaze moving
indolently over her supple, languid body. “For food.”

She laughed and stretched, totally
bliss-out.

He disappeared back into the bathroom and
come out with a fresh, motel towel. “Are you hungry – for
food?”

She rested her hand against her flat, almost
hollow stomach. “Maybe a little.” Truth was she couldn’t think of
food right now.

He threw the towel at her. “Open that out on
the mattress,” he told her. “We can eat in bed.” And he walked,
still naked, towards the kitchenette.






**************************************






Damon brought the food to the bed. He was
damn hungry, having eaten almost zero in the past three days. Now
his appetite was back.

“You ok with chopsticks?” He asked after he’d
put all the food except the sashimi on the towel.

“Yes fine, thanks”

She’d gone to the bathroom to clean up and
then put a grey T-shirt on while he’d been busy, and he felt
pissed, wanting to watch her eat in the nude. But he didn’t say
anything.

“Can you bring the wine with you please?”

He took the wine-bottle from the fridge with
a frown. He didn’t like her drinking too much, especially after
Thursday night.

He sat down opposite her, legs crossed,
wanting her to see him eating naked, at least he could watch her
watching him. Opening his boxes of beef with rice, beef with
noodles and sweet and sour chicken, Damon eyed her filling her
glass with wine.

“I don’t like you drinking too much?” He
said, his mouth tightening.

“What?” She looked suddenly offended.

“You passed out on me on Thursday night,” he
lifted the chopsticks piled with spicy meat and noodle to his
mouth. “I didn’t like it.”

“Oh God, yes,” she took a sip of the wine
anyway. “It’s all blurry, what happened?”

“You slapped me.”

“I slapped you!” The chopsticks stopped
halfway to her mouth as she stared over at him. “Now that you say
–. Oh God! I think I can vaguely remember.” She set the chopstick
down and dragged her fingers through that straight, silky hair.

“Eat, you’re too thin.” She looked like she’d
lost weight since the first time he’d laid eyes on her.

“So what did you do?” She took one prawn in
her mouth and chewed slowly. “After I slapped you?”

He smiled, a lazy, secretive smile. “I threw
you onto the car and fucked your ass.”

“You didn’t!”Her mouth almost hit her
ankles.

He laughed at her expression. “I think you’d
know if I’d buggered you, Jemma”

“You’re disgusting Damon.”

“Why, you might have liked it.” He allowed
all the hot, lust he was feeling to show in his eyes. Not holding
back, he let her know exactly what he wanted to do to her.

“No, I wouldn’t, and don’t ever try that with
me – ever.”

“Baby, you don’t know what you’re missing.”
He continued to look at her like he wanted to spread her out and
fuck her ass right there and then.

“I don’t care, don’t even think about it.” He
had the pleasure of observing her squirm, though she tried to hide
it, her body definitely squirmed.

“Hey a man’s allowed to dream, isn’t he?” She
was sitting with her legs crossed, but she’d shoved the T-shirt
between her thighs and he was dying to see her pussy. Knowing that
she was wet, he could smell the sex in the air, his mind constantly
hoping the T-shirt would slip.

“So what did you do, really?” She was
beginning to enjoy the food, especially the sushi in the middle of
the towel and he enjoyed watching her eat.

“I laid you over the car and fucked you –
hard and rough,” he took another mouthful and chewed it
thoughtfully. “You seemed to enjoy it – especially the rough
part.”

There was a long silence and for a dreaded
moment he was afraid he’d gone too far, but all she said was, “I
guess I deserved that, for slapping you.”

He laughed. “Yeah, you deserved it and you
enjoyed it.”

They ate in comfortable silence for a while,
he was hungry, enjoying the food, and she was eating slowly but
surely.

“I dreamt of you Saturday morning.” He
decided to tell her.

“You dreamt of me?” Her eyes widened.

“Yeah.”

“What was the dream about?”

“It was – weird.”

“What like a nightmare?”

“No it wasn’t a nightmare – just weird.”

“So tell me!” She bounced her ass on the
mattress, shaking the boxes of food, still drinking her wine.

“Easy.” He took the glass of wine from her
hand and set it down on the bed-side table behind him. Then he
continued. “We were in an airport – saying goodbye.” He felt his
stomach dip, remembering the feeling of desolation.

Those beautiful blue eyes, which had been
smiling, darkened a little. “And then?”

“And then you were naked. In front of a whole
airport full of people.”

“What! Me, naked?”

“Yeah and I took off my jacket, trying to
cover you up.”

She was staring at him, intrigued.

“But you wouldn’t let me, you kept moving
away.”

Her face was a picture. “That was one weird
dream.”

“Then you said something like; it’s ok
Damon, nothing to be ashamed of. It’s perfectly natural.”

She started to giggle, that naughty, sexy
giggle of hers and his cock jumped at the promising sound.

“Then Helen arrived.”

She stopped giggling. “Helen?”

“Yeah, a – friend of mine. Old friend.” He
emphasized, loath to bring Helen into the equation “She arrived on
the scene – fully clothed.”

“And?” Her voice had changed, more
detached.

“And she agreed with you! Said, she’s
right, Damon there’s nothing to be ashamed of. It’s
natural.”

“God, what could that mean?” She was looking
really puzzled now.

“Well Helen has her own interpretations.” He
said without thinking.

“You told – Helen – about this dream.”

He popped a piece of sweet and sour chicken
into his mouth. “Yeah,” trying to look normal, when he felt like
kicking his own butt for having such a stupid, big mouth.

“When did you see – Helen? When did you tell
her?”

Damon was not happy with where this
conversation was going. “Yesterday.”

Silence. He had to say something, bring back
that relaxed atmosphere – please.

“She seems to think it’s about my
feelings of shame.” Maybe that little tit-bit could help.

“Really, I wonder what you’ve got to feel
ashamed about.”

More silence.

“Tell me about – Helen?”

“Well, she’s a psychologist.” Fuck, if he had
to tell her half the things about Helen she would not wanna share
this bed with him. “Good at her job. Very successful.” He almost
said, we’re just good friends, but decided that was
better left unsaid.

“Did you fuck her yesterday?”

“No way!”

“But she is or was your – girlfriend?” Her
eyes held onto his.

“Not really.” He answered truthfully. “We
were just fucking for a while – a long time ago.”

“So why did it end?”

He paused, formulating his words carefully.
“She wanted us to have an ‘open relationship’ and I’m not into
any kind of relationship.”

“Define ‘open relationship’?”

He blew out a breath of frustrated air. “She
swings both ways, she’s into bondage, kinky sex and threesomes –
with girls of course. He sighed, dragging his fingers through his
hair. How the fuck did he get into this mess? “She likes girls,
fact I think she prefers them to boys, really.”

“Then why would she want a relationship with
you?”

“How the fuck should I know?” He was losing
patience. “Look here Jemma, Helen and me, we’re over. History. Get
it? She wanted an “open relationship”. I wasn’t interested. End of
story.”

She tilted her head in that special way, when
she was thinking hard. “And you weren’t interested in -
threesomes?”

“Sure I am, what man wouldn’t be, but not the
relationship bit.

She was trying not to look shocked. “And the
other stuff – the bondage and kinky sex.”

“Oh that was good, besides it helped me with
my anger issues.” He almost smiled at the memory, but managed to
keep his expression veiled.

“Helped you with your anger
issues?”

Fuck where was this taking him? “Yeah,
she likes to be punished and I got my anger out by punishing her.”
He wasn’t gonna lie to her.

“Good God!” Her voice sounded quite
judgmental, which pissed him right off.

“Hey don’t knock it before you try it.”

“No thanks.” She sounded like a fucking
nun.

“Why scared you might like it?” He couldn’t
resist.

“No thank you.”

He smiled a sad smile. “Oh Jemma baby, you
have so much to learn, how I’d love to be the one to teach
you...”

He began to clear up the leftovers, taking
them over to the little kitchen and packing them away neatly. He
put what was left of the sushi back in the fridge and noticed the
sashimi. Damon smiled to himself, a smile full of promise. Then
remembered what he’d left in one of the bags.

He walked back towards the bed, a small box
in one hand and her white panties swinging from his finger. She was
sitting up with her knees under her chin, the T-shirt pulled right
over her slim body and legs. As young and sensual as she looked in
that position, he still wanted the damn thing off of her.

Setting the box down on the bedside table, he
threw the panties towards her. “Catch!”

She picked them up and blushed. He loved the
fact that he could still make her blush, it turned him on
big-time.

“Thanks,” she muttered, stuffing them under
her pillow, embarrassed for some crazy reason. “What’s that?” she
asked, looking at the box by the side of the bed.

“Lube,” he told her. “I don’t like worrying
that I’ gonna hurt you when we’re fucking, so I bought some on the
way here.”

She blushed again! Even in the low light he
could see her cheeks darken.

Damon laughed, enjoying the way her
wide-spaced eyes dipped and avoided his. “Sometimes you seem like
such an innocent. Haven’t you used lubricant before?”

She paused. “Yes, I have.” He waited.
“Actually I have some here in the side drawer.”

Damon frowned, what the fuck? “So
you’ve had other men in this motel room besides me?”

She laughed and Damon felt like reaching out
and grabbing her by the throat, demanding to know just how many men
she’d fucked besides him since she’d been in Vegas.

“No,” but he wasn’t convinced. She still had
that secret smile on her innocent face.

“So what the fuck do you need it for then?”
His body was tight with tension.

“For myself, obviously.” Once again she
blushed, but held his gaze. “When I’m – going solo – you know,
pleasing myself . . .”

The anger drained out of him, leaving a
delicious sense of sweet relief. His mind immediately picturing her
sprawled out on this bed, touching herself. Her hands caressing her
breasts, moving down that slim body, fingers sliding between her
legs . . . Thinking of him.

“You’re a teasing, little bitch,” his voice
was hoarse. “You know that?”

She giggled, her hair splayed around her like
a mermaid. Her eyes dropped to his cock, now fully erect.

“You do that often?” He palmed his erection,
eyes locked on hers.

“Um, yes.” She squirmed, her tongue sneaking
out to moisten her lips.

“I’d like to watch sometime.”

“No! I couldn’t – do that.”

“Why?”

“It’s too – private.” Her gaze avoided his,
moving up and down his tense body, settling on his hand caressing
his erection.

“You’ll do it for me – before you leave
Vegas.” He’d make sure of that.

“Don’t bank on it.” She dragged at the bottom
of her T-shirt, pulled tight around her ankles and he knew she was
getting wet at the thought of it.

He moved quickly, grabbing his jeans and
shoving his bare feet into them, having the pleasure of seeing her
eyes widen in shock.

“Where are you going?” Her voice was pitched
high.

Damon smiled a satisfied smile. “I’m going
outside for a cigarette.”

“Oh,” the relief on her face was a picture he
would savor. “You can smoke in here, I don’t mind.”

“No way, I don’t even smoke in my own home,”
he buttoned his jeans up halfway; they’d be coming off again soon
enough. “I’m not gonna stink your little motel room out with my
stale smoke.”

He pulled a pack of Marlboro’s and a lighter
out of his shirt pocket. Dropping the shirt back onto the floor, he
opened the door and stood just outside, lighting up the cigarette
and dragging some much needed nicotine into his lungs. He heard her
leave the bed and go into the bathroom, closing the door behind
her.






***************************






Jemma jumped under the shower, her hair tied
up in a knot, but still getting wet, her mind going round in
circles. One name echoing through her head – Helen – he’d told
her about the dream. Helen - he’d seen her this weekend! Relax;
he said he hadn’t fucked her. But was he telling the truth? Was he
lying? Could she trust him? Her conscience reared up, can he
trust you?”

That was different – this was – personal.
Really and how would you feel if you were in his place? Her
damn conscience wouldn’t let it go.

She stepped out of the shower; her hair damp,
but not completely wet, unlike her pussy. It was crazy,
they’d fucked twice already, and she’d had multiple orgasms, but
she still wanted him. Wanted his body on top of hers, below hers,
his cock buried in her mouth – oh God – this was crazy. Get a
grip Jem.

By the time she exited the shower, he was
back, looking even sexier in the half-open jeans than he had
without them, his erection thick and visible beneath the soft
fabric. It felt like a damn had broken between her legs, but she
managed, ruthlessly, to keep her expression composed.

“You should have told me you were going for a
shower,” he eyed her over, wrapped in the towel and nothing else.
“I would have joined you.”

The sexual aura he was letting off was
disturbing her composure. “I er – I’ve never - . That is, a shower
is such an intimate thing.”

He laughed, loudly. “Baby, do you think we
could get any more intimate?”

She tried to distract herself, where was her
fucking wine? He must have
left it in the kitchen, when he’d folded the towel and put it on
the one chair in the corner. She thanked him for clearing
up, smoothing her fingers over her damp hair.

“Your hair looks good like that.” He said
softly. “Leave it up and lose the towel, then lay back on the
bed.”

She realized he had something in his hand –
the sushi, no sashimi. Was he going to eat now?

She looked back at him – he was waiting – and
she did as she was told. She wasn’t sure why, but when he spoke to
her in that tone of voice, she felt like she had to obey. So she
undid the towel and let it drop to the floor, then slowly climbed
onto the bed and lay down, knees bent.

“Good girl,” he undid his jeans and they
dropped to the floor. Her eyes flew to his cock, hard and gleaming
aggressively in the low-light. She clenched her legs together,
trying not to squirm. “Now lie straight and put your hands above
your head.” She straightened her quivering legs and lifted her
hands, they touched the headboard and she grabbed onto the wooden
slats, needing something to hold onto.

“That’s it, keep your hands where they are
and don’t let go.”

He was eyeing her supine body without hiding
his desire; his eyes burning, his skin glistening with sweat and
his enormous erection, looming over her. He bent down to whisper in
her ear, “I’m gonna have to go down on you now that you’re all warm
and glowing from your shower, but I tell you, Jemma I also want to
fuck this mouth, I’ve been thinking about it for days.” Then he
kissed her, a light kiss, just tracing her lips with his
tongue.

Her heart pounded at his sinful, sexy words
and her head instinctively lifted off the mattress, trying to keep
his mouth on hers until, desperately, she loosened her hands and
grabbed his hair.

“Put your hands back up, now,” that voice was
frightening. “And keep them there unless I tell you otherwise.”

He stood up, opening the pack of sashimi.
“We’re gonna play a little game first.”

“A game?” Jemma felt anxiety mix with lust –
a heady combination.

He laughed softly. “Don’t panic – nothing
hard-core. Just a little – food game.”

“Food?”

“Mmm,” he lifted a slim piece of the fresh
fish from the tray with his fingers and placed it on her
nipple.

Jemma felt the coolness against her skin
immediately, her breast swelling and tightening. Before she could
even process the sensation, Damon had placed another piece on her
other nipple. Her body arched, it felt good. He was smiling that
predator’s smile of his and her body tightened in response. The
next piece he placed on her belly-button and she sucked air into
her lungs, the wet, dragging heat at her core, twisting and
tightening.

“Oh God!”

He had placed the last piece at the top of
her slit, just touching her clitoris. Jemma moaned and undulated
her body in a desperate attempt to get him to lose control and fuck
her, but he didn’t. He rubbed the sashimi against her clit with his
finger, pushing it all the way down to her flooded core then back
up to her clit, where he left it.

“Oh baby, always so wet.” His voice shook
slightly and she knew he was feeling this as much as she was.

With a long moan, she spread her legs,
planted her feet on the mattress and lifted her backside high in
the air.

“I said don’t move!” He pushed her hips back
down hard on to the mattress, his jaw clenched. “Keep still Jemma,
baby, or its game over.”

She tried to stay still but her breath was
coming in shallow gulps and her body was trembling, especially her
legs and thighs. The cool sashimi on her breasts, her naval and her
clit, plus Damon looming over her, his face a rigid mask of lust
was taking her closer to the edge.

Finally he lay down beside her, leaning on
one arm, staring down at her. He popped a piece of sashimi in his
mouth and put the box away. Leaning down, his lips met hers and
half of the raw fish – was it salmon? Slid into her mouth, she bit
down on it instinctively, letting it slide down her throat as her
tongue searched for his. He obliged with a long, languorous kiss,
not touching her aching body, just using his mouth to drive her
wild. Her body craving his touch; she put every ounce of need into
that kiss. Circling her head and slanting it to get his tongue in
as deep as possible. She felt his control slip for a moment as he
lifted his body and deepened the kiss, ready to press down on her,
but he pulled back at the last second, breaking the kiss as she
moaned her frustration.

“Let me suck your cock,” she whispered
desperately in his ear. His breathing hitched up a notch and he
squeezed his eyes closed.

“Later,” he said in a harsh voice.

He bent his head to her breast and sucked the
raw fish into his mouth, savoring it. “Delicious.” He murmured,
“Warm underneath and cold on top.” Then he swallowed and bent his
head to suck hard on her nipple.

Jemma jerked at the sensations clawing at her
breast, crying out and lifting into him.

“Damon – please. I need more.”

“More what, baby?”

He sucked the other piece into his mouth and
kept it there, in his mouth, while he suckled on her nipple. Stabs
of pleasure were hitting her right between her legs with each hard
suck, then moving slowly down to her navel he sucked the fish into
his mouth, lifting himself up and placing it between her lips.
Jemma ignored the sashimi and went straight for his tongue, sucking
on it, desperate for him.

“Easy.” He dragged his mouth away and moved
southwards.

Easy! There was nothing easy in this.
This wasn’t about easy.

“Oh - fuck!” Her nails dug into the slats of
the head board.

Damon covered her sex with his mouth and
sucked all of her, as well as the raw fish into his mouth, licking
her puffed outer lips then running his tongue lightly up and down
her slit. The feel of the raw fish disappeared as his tongue took
over. He shifted himself between her legs, throwing one of her
knees over his shoulder and holding the other leg wide. She was
open and exposed to him and he took full advantage. His tongue
running up and down her slit before settling on her clit and
sucking greedily.

“Oh God Damon, I’m coming.” She couldn’t stop
herself.

Jemma was shaking from head to toe, all she
could focus on was his mouth against her throbbing cunt. The orgasm
came fast, in a rush of pleasure that swelled over her and left her
boneless, the only part of her body moving being her hips circling
and thrusting against his mouth. Slowly, as she came down, she felt
his tongue rimming her swollen entrance, readying it for his
penetration. God, could she take it again?

He straightened up and stared down at her,
his expression harsh with desire, in one move he flipped her over
onto her stomach and pulled her backside high in the air, her head
flopping down onto the bed.

He eased her legs open with his knee.”This
time I wanna fuck you from behind, baby.”

The side of her face was pressed against the
pillow and she saw through half-closed eyes, his hand reach for the
lubricant and throw the box on the floor. He was rubbing his
weeping knob against her slit and it was becoming difficult to
think straight, but then she felt the cold, slimy lube against her
clit, around her clit, moving out to her smooth, swollen lips and
covering them in the cool, slick gel.

“Oh baby,” he breathed. “Do you know how good
you look, all wet and wide open, so ready for me.”

Her ass began to circle in a movement as old
as time. The lube felt wonderful against her sex, then he pushed
that rough-skinned finger filled with the gel inside of her.
“Oh God,” she moaned, writhing and squirming as his finger
thrust and twisted, knowing exactly where and how to move. He
withdrew his finger and she stretched, pushing her ass high and
inviting towards him.

He ran his hands up from her ass to her
spine. “Enough playing Jemma, I gotta get inside you now.”

There was a moment of stillness and she knew
he was applying the lube to his dick, wishing she could do it for
him, then his slick, blunt knob was at her opening and he slammed
into her. Jemma went from a mood of languid sexuality to raw,
hardcore lust. He was driving into her and her hungry inner muscles
grabbed onto him with clawing need. She could feel his balls
bouncing against her pussy and she circled her ass against him,
loving the way the lube smoothened the ride of his huge cock.

This position was amazing; her ass in the air
was slightly lewd but incredibly intense, his hands gripping her
hips and pulling her into each driving thrust. God, it went in so
deep from this position! Her mind began to empty, her body tensing
all the way along her arched spine, as her muscles began to
convulsed in a mind-blowing climax, overtaking her, until she was
nothing but his to do with as he wished. He was ramming into her
like a wild animal, as her orgasm submerged her in wave after wave
of mindless pleasure. Finally she felt that hot cum spurt inside
her spasming cunt, his semen and the lube leaking out of her sex as
he continued to move, pounding savagely into her, seeming unable to
stop.






*************************************






Damon collapsed on top of Jemma’s exhausted
body, struggling to drag oxygen into his burning lungs. His fingers
were linked tightly into hers above her head. God, he’d worked her
hard, out of his mind with need. But the lube had been a Godsend,
allowing him to push himself, and her, to the limit – no holding
back. His front was pressed against her back; skin glued moistly to
skin, his cock still deep inside her – still semi-hard.
Would he ever get enough of her? The thought disturbed him so he
pushed it aside, enjoying the feel of her rounded ass against his
pelvis.

Their breathing had slowed to a joined deep,
heavy rhythm and he lifted his right hand to smooth back the damp
tendrils of hair that were sticking to her cheek. Somehow her hair
had stayed up in the knot and he couldn’t resist pressing his lips
to the delicate skin at the back of her neck, allowing his tongue
to escape and taste the saltiness of her skin.

“You ok?” He whispered, biting softly at her
earlobe.

“Mmm, wonderful,” she murmured, rolling her
butt against his pelvis.

Her head was turned to the side, eyes closed,
still breathing in tune with him. Damon allowed his free hand to
run down the side of her body, from the swell of her breast pressed
against the mattress, to her silky midriff and the indent of her
waist, curving round her slim hip and back up again, all the while
pressing kisses against her neck, throat and up to her face. She
moaned softly and shifted her body slightly, her ass lifting from
the mattress and pressing into him.

They stayed like that for a while as their
breathing eased gradually back to normal. God, he didn’t want to
move, but he was much too heavy for her, so with some reluctance he
eased his cock out of her, both of them soaked with his semen and
the lubricant. He had the pleasure of hearing her moan her
dissatisfaction.

“I’m too heavy for you baby,” he whispered
close to her ear. “But don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere.”

He shifted slightly so he was half on top of
her, his erection pressing against her hip, and continued to caress
her body, paying particular attention to her ass, which she seemed
to enjoy, lifting and circling it against his palm.

His face was closer to hers now and he took
her mouth in a long, drugging kiss that didn’t want to end. He’d
never enjoyed kissing a woman as much as he loved kissing her. He
could spend all night just kissing her, touching her, sucking on
those firm, perfect tits, but not tonight, tonight he had a time
limit. He felt himself harden at the thought of just how little
time they had left, and the kiss became more demanding, his hands
on her body more urgent.

“Christ, I can’t get enough of
you.”

She was half asleep and he really should give
her a break to rest her body, but he was too damn selfish and the
blood was pumping thickly through his veins, the thought that this
was their last night together was definitely adding to the tension.
The idea that he wouldn’t be seeing her for almost a week was
making him feel a little desperate and he didn’t like it – not one
bit – but he still needed more.

He turned her gently onto her back, knowing
that he was being greedy, but not enough to stop himself. She
moaned softly, her eyes still closed and he lifted himself above
her, his knees straddling either side of her midriff, his cock
fully erect and close to her mouth.

“Damon - what ‘?” Her hands lifted
automatically to caress his thighs.

“Jemma, baby,” his heart was pounding in his
chest. “I’m still juiced up, I know you’re tired but I need to fuck
your mouth, baby” he’d been thinking about it for days. He caressed
her breasts, loving the feel of her nipples hardening against his
fingers, always so ready to respond. Lifting one arm, he leaned his
hand against the headboard. “I promise I’ll leave you alone after
this.”

“I don’t want you to leave me alone.” Her
eyes were still closed, but she licked her lips. “Mmm, I love your
cock in my mouth.”

He was starting to sweat again, the
anticipation sending his heartbeat into overdrive. He cupped her
face in his hand and rubbed her mouth with his thumb, pushing it
between her lips; she licked at it with her tongue. He couldn’t
wait another second and gripping his cock hard, he circled her
luscious lips with the moist tip, like a lipstick and then pushed
the head inside her warm, wet mouth.

“God!” He shuddered as she ran her tongue
around his knob and then began to suck lightly, lazily, driving him
out of his mind.

Her hands moved from his legs, lightly up
towards his tightened abs and then she scratched softly at his
nipples and his back arched as ripples of lust rolled through him.
Holding his cock tight in his fist, he pushed in deeper, desperate
to thrust the whole thing inside her mouth, but he held back,
knowing she couldn’t take all of him, he was just too big. His
whole body was sweating and shaking now and she was beginning to
get into it. Sucking and licking at it with real pleasure, her
hands moved down and pulled his away, one circled his shaft and
squeezing tightly; the other griped his hipbone and dug her nails
in. His body jerked as the pleasurable pain pushed his lust up a
notch.

“God Jemma,” he choked. “Do you know what you
do to me?”

She half opened her eyes and stared at him
with languid pleasure, sucking harder, then popping the whole thing
out and licking him from the base to the oozing tip, paying special
attention to his swollen knob. He lifted himself higher, needing to
get in as deep as he possible could, forcing his hips not to thrust
into her mouth, down her throat. He choked on each breath, easing
his knob gently back into her wet mouth and watching her suck
greedily as she gazed at him through hooded lids. Her fist was
moving in rhythm with each thrust, but she was taking her time and
he knew he couldn’t hold back much longer, it was just too good.
She released his shaft and began to caress his balls, scratching
them lightly with her nails, while he pulled back and thrust as
slowly as he possibly could, but his balls were tightening now and
he took her hand, covering it with his, around his surging shaft
and squeezing hard. Her body began to move beneath his, her hips
lifting off the mattress as she got more and more into the sweet
urgency of it.

“Christ!”

Sweat was dripping from his face onto her.
His hair was damp and hanging in his eyes, he shook it away,
needing to watch every move of his cock fucking her mouth.

“Do you know how beautiful you look with my
cock in your mouth, baby?” His free hand dug into her hair, holding
her still as he pumped gently into her. “Squeeze harder; squeeze my
shaft as hard as you can – please” Her fist around him was the only
thing that was stopping him from thrusting the whole thing into her
mouth.”Oh fuck Jemma, I’m gonna come -.” He groaned load and
long in agony.

She was sucking him hard, her hand a tight
fist, allowing him to lose himself in the hot, slick flesh of her
mouth. He twisted her hair into his shaking fingers and cried out
as the orgasm erupted almost painfully through him, wrenching him
apart. He felt his semen jet into her mouth and she swallowed. Oh
God the image of her swallowing his cum shot him even higher, like
she was taking part of him inside herself and, God knew, he wanted
that. He wanted her joined to him in a way that he’d never felt
with a female before. He should be worried, but the sensations were
too good. Some of his semen had leaked out and was running down her
cheek, he loosened his grip on her hair and wiped it away, his hand
trembling as she continued to suck and he continued to come. He
leaned both hands against the headboard, a heavy weakness
overtaking him, as he stared down at her.

His head hung loosely between his shoulders,
his gaze fixed on her lush mouth. “Christ, Jemma, you’re killing
me, do you know that?”

She lifted her eyes to his, pulling his cock
out of her mouth and licking the head wetly, as it oozed drips of
semen and she licked them off, before taking it back into her mouth
and sucking gently. It took him a long time to return to earth and
take control of himself.

Finally, he managed to lift his slack body
off of her and lay down beside her, loosening her hair and
threading his fingers through the damp silkiness, opening his mouth
and covering her lips, allowing his tongue to delve deep inside the
warm, wet interior of her mouth. He could taste his semen on her
twisting tongue, as he plundered her mouth, he felt her body bow
and writhe beneath his roving hand. She was still worked up from
sucking him off and it thrilled him to know that having him in her
mouth did this to her. He cupped one swollen breast, rubbing at her
nipple with his thumb and her back arched, her hands digging into
his damp hair, scratching his scalp with her fingernails. Her mouth
was urgent, hungry, her tongue darting in and out of his mouth. He
ran his hand down towards her mound, brushing her slit with his
fingers. Her whole body jerked in response and he deepened the
kiss. Wallowing in the satisfaction of what he could do to her.

She dragged her mouth from his. “Damon
please, don’t tease me, not now.” She was breathless and much as he
wanted to drive her mad with need, it wasn’t fair on her, so he
dipped his finger into her streaming slit, rubbing slow but
hard.

“Oh God – yes!” She lifted her hips,
circling them against his finger, bringing her hand down to dig her
nails into the muscles of his forearm, while bending her knees and
spreading her legs wide.

His breathing quickened, she was so wet, it
was like sliding his fingers into a warm pool. He drew two fingers
around her clit, opening her up even wider as she writhed and
jerked beneath him. Then he pushed those two fingers inside her
saturated opening and she cried out digging her nails deep into his
skin as he began to work her clit with his thumb. The sweet sound
of his fingers working in and out of her could be heard above her
breathing and moaning. That moist sucking sound, as her inner
streaming muscles gripped and tightened around his thrusting
fingers, his thumb rubbing against her clit with each thrust. Her
body reminded him of a sleek, feline animal as she writhed and
undulated, mindless with need – for him. His hands began to work
faster, and harder, until he heard that high keening cry and her
body arched off the mattress.

“Damon,” he loved his name, as well as his
cock, on her lips. “Oh God, I’m coming!”

One hand was digging into his arm the other
pulling his hair out almost by the roots. The pain was pure
pleasure as he watched her fall apart. His pushed his tongue into
her slack mouth allowing her to breathe while he licked and sucked
at her lips and tongue. He kept his hand moving, wringing every
drop of pleasure from her throbbing cunt, until finally, she
collapsed and covered his hand with hers.

“Enough, please Damon,” she was gasping for
air. “I can’t take anymore.”

He knew that she could take more, a lot more,
but now was not the time. He would wait until she got back from New
York . . .
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