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……………………………………..

Jemma felt a strange sense of loss as
the plane lifted off Las Vegas soil. It was ridiculous really, she
was flying to New York City, she would finally be meeting her
publishers, Nathan and Laurie, who had founded Pure Bliss Publishing and wanted to transform her
blog into a book. She should be giddy with excitement; instead all
she could think about was Damon . . .

He had left her motel room around six,
after a long session of slow, lazy sex that had left her boneless,
languid and replete. But she had an eight ‘o clock flight to catch
and some last minute packing to do. Once he’d left, confirming that
he’d pick her up at the airport on Friday, she began to feel
restless and a little anxious. All too aware that he didn’t know
her real reason for going to New York, as well as the fact that she
was not a travel
writer.

Lying back in her seat, ears popping as the
plane ascended, Jemma decided that she would tell him the whole
truth when she got back to Vegas. Even though theirs was just a
passing affair, and it probably didn’t make any difference to him
what she wrote about and why she was going to New York, she would
still feel a lot more relaxed once she’d told him the truth.

Having made her decision, Jemma felt
better, more relaxed, and allowed her eyes to droop closed. She was
exhausted, physically more than mentally, her mind going over the
incredible sex they’d had the night before. She was sore between
her legs and her thigh muscles ached from being stretched wide for
such long periods of time but, God, it was worth the pain. Her mind drifted to
what they had spoken about, not that they’d done much talking,
besides the dirty, sex talk he was so good at, but then he was good
at everything . . . The conversation about his dream and the fact
that he’d seen that woman – Helen – changed her mood from one of
lethargic pleasure to nail-biting discontent. Was she jealous? God,
she would never have believed she was the type of person to feel
jealous of another woman. It just wasn’t her. But this unpleasant sensation in her
stomach, plus her imagination running wild, picturing him with this
other woman, fucking her, engaging in kinky sex together caused a
physical pain to tighten and twist inside of her. If this was what
jealousy felt like, she wanted none of it.

Deliberately allowing her mind to
drift, Jemma recalled the lazy, languid sex they’d indulged in this
morning. His deep languorous kisses, his rough hands caressing
every inch of her body; it had been different, almost like
lovemaking, not that she knew what
real lovemaking felt like. But there had been an intimacy in that
last session, a feeling of longing
almost. As if he didn’t want her to go, as if he was going to
miss her, and he was drinking his fill of her before they parted .
. .

Jemma woke up with a jolt. She’d been
sleeping deeply, dreaming – thank God it
was just a dream! Her hairline was damp with
perspiration and her heart was thumping; worst of all, she could
feel a hot dampness between her legs, she’d almost orgasmed in the
dream and yet it had been a horrible
dream.

Her and Damon, having sex –
no, making love. Her body in a
state of heightened arousal as he prepares to drive his cock into
her. That point when her sex, her body is clamoring with need for
that first, glorious thrust, that moment just before he loses
himself in her . . . But then a movement catches her eye, there’s
someone else in the room!

“There’s someone here,” her voice sounds
slurry, blurred.

“It’s okay, baby,” Damon’s hand grips her
ass, ready to ram into her.

“No,” she’s trying to shout, but the word
comes out slurred. “Who is it?”

“It’s Helen,” Damon’s circling his hips,
driving her mad with need.

“Why - why is she here?” It’s becoming more
difficult to talk, he’s rimming her entrance with the head of his
cock, she lifts her hips, inviting him in, but he continues to
torment her wet, aching core while Helen watches from the
shadows.

“She’s here to watch, baby, that’s all,” his
engorged cock is sliding up to her clit and back down again.

Jemma feels torn in half, her body clamoring
for his penetration, her mind trying to hold onto sanity, knowing
this just isn’t right.

“But I don’t want her watching us,” she’s
pleading; for Helen to go and for him to fuck her deep and
hard.

“Do you want me to stop?” He knows the
answer, her body writhing beneath his.

“No!”She’s panting, her sex soaking wet and
throbbing. “Why can’t you . . . tell her to leave?” Her brain is
losing its battle against her lusting body.

“She needs to be here.”

“Why,” she sobs, trying to grab his huge cock
and push it inside her.

“Because of my anger issues,” he pulls back,
his hard, pulsing cock slipping from her desperate grip.

Her sex was still throbbing; her panties
damp, but the sense of betrayal, Damon’s casual attitude to his ex
watching them cooled her feverish desire, fast. She had to keep
reminding herself that it was just a dream, Damon had not betrayed
her, at least she hoped he hadn’t, not in real-life.

Confused and disconcerted by the
vividness of the dream, Jemma realized that the plane was
descending. The announcement must have woken her up –
thank God. She stared out the window,
trying to enjoy the amazing view of New York City from the air, but
her mind and body were still unwinding from the turmoil of her
dream. What on earth could it mean? Was he with Helen right now
– no it was just a dream – she
wasn’t a psychic for God’s sake.

She was one of the last passengers to exit
the plane, feeling sluggish and disorientated, taking long slow
breaths, trying to clear her mind. After collecting her luggage,
she visited the bathroom, wiping away the dampness between her
legs, wishing she could change her underwear, but there just wasn’t
the time. After splashing her pale face with cold water, combing
her hair and applying some lip-gloss, Jemma felt a little better.
She checked herself in the full-length mirror. Her jeans look fine
together with the fitted, black shirt, giving her a casual, yet
professional appearance.

Exiting the bathroom she made her way towards
Arrivals, trying to recall who was meeting her. There had been
dozens of emails sent back and forth between her, Nathan and
Laurie, and she had a vague recollection that one of them was
picking her up.

Get your shit together Jemma
James, she admonished herself. Damon was a casual,
passing affair and she wasn’t going to screw up what could be the
most important five days of her life over him. Rolling her small
suitcase behind her, she made her way through the Exit sliding
doors. There were not many people left, she being one of the last
to come through from that flight. A small board with Jemma James
written on it caught her attention; it was Nathan, a worried look
on his young, handsome face. She recognized him from his photo on
their website and waved, excitement finally blooming inside of her,
she was in New York City!

Nathan’s face broke into a grin, he
recognized her too; though her photo was not on her blog, they had
spoken on Skype as well.

“Jemma, thank God!” he startled her with an
all embracing hug, standing back, holding her at arm’s length. “You
look terrific, even better in the flesh. What a pity you won’t let
us use a photo of you on the blog and in the book. Beauty as well
as brains and talent, what a selling combination.”

Jemma grinned back at him, comfortable with
his familiar behavior and flowery compliments. She’d had a feeling,
from their Skype meetings, that he was gay and now she was almost
sure of it.

He took her suitcase and led her towards the
elevators. “I was beginning to get worried; did you have problems
at customs? You took so long coming out.”

She shook her head, gazing at his dark, spiky
haircut and startling grey eyes. With that face and that body he
must be a total man-magnet. “I fell asleep on the plane,” she
explained, as they entered the lift. “Only woke up when we were
landing, it was weird.”

“Too many late nights in Vegas, huh?” His
gorgeous eyes twinkled and Jemma felt herself flush under his
scrutiny. He laughed loudly, the other couple in the lift staring
at them, causing the colour in her cheeks to darken, leaving her
feeling mortified.

“Don’t worry, I’m sure you know:
What happens in Vegas stays in
Vegas.”

She nodded her head, if only he knew how true
that was. Once she left Vegas that would be the end for Damon and
her. The thought was not pleasant, but she shook her head,
determined to keep Damon and Vegas out of her mind.

New York was much cooler than Vegas, and she
was grateful Damon had advised her to keep a jacket handy; she
shrugged her brown, suede jacket on as they made their way through
the parking-lot.

Jemma was going to be staying with Laurie,
who lived in Queens, Nathan lived just round the corner, which was
convenient. They had offered to put her up in a hotel, but she knew
it was an unnecessary expense they couldn’t really afford, and she
didn’t want to stay on her own in this big, unknown city.

“Are you up to going straight to the office?”
He asked hopefully. “Or if you’re too tired, I can drop you at
Laurie’s place, she gave me a set of keys for you.”

“Oh, I’d love to go straight to the office
and meet Laurie in the flesh,” she felt wide awake now.

“Great!” Nathan zoomed out of JFK in the
bright, red Honda he was driving. Pure Bliss’s offices were located
in Manhattan and as they drove closer and crossed the bridge, the
traffic seemed just as bad, if not worse, than in London.

Nathan parked the car in the basement of one
of the smaller, old buildings of Manhattan.

“We’ve only been here for six months,”
Nathan told her, as the lift took them up to the fourth floor.
“Before that we worked from Laurie’s apartment.”

They exited the lift and Nathan led her to a
door on the left, a simple, metal plaque displaying the publisher’s
name. Nathan opened the door with a flourish and Jemma entered a
small reception room; painted in white, with light, laminated
flooring.

“I know it’s nothing fancy, but it’s ours and
we’ve worked – friggin’ hard for it.

“No” Jemma commented, looking around the
small room. “It’s – welcoming.”

She was being honest. The receptionist, a
young woman with short, bleached, blonde hair greeted her, a
friendly smile on her pretty face. Nathan introduced her as Zoe,
Laurie’s niece. There were vivid, green plants adding colour and
warmth to the room, a funky bright orange sofa dominated the wall
to the left and a rectangular, black coffee-table with glossy
magazines spread neatly across it.

“Jemma!”

Laurie’s
excited; New York twang filled the reception. Exiting one of the
doors leading from a small passage, she strode across the room and
hugged her. Being around the same height as Jemma, she towered over
her in killer, black heels.

“I was starting
to worry,” she glanced at Nathan. “What took you so long?”

Nathan
shrugged. “Traffic -.”

“No,” Jemma
interrupted. “I was last getting off the plane; I fell asleep and –
had to freshen up, so I came though after all the passengers had
left.”

“Late nights in
Las Vegas,” Nathan winked and grinned, while Jemma felt her cheeks
grow hot again.

“Oh, Jemma,”
Laurie’s shrewd, green eyes didn’t miss a thing. “You met someone
in Vegas?”

Jemma smiled
weakly, running her fingers through her hair, anything to distract
from her flushed, guilty expression. “I – um – not really – nothing
serious. Your offices look great, Laurie.”

Laurie’s eyes
narrowed for a moment. “Okay, let’s go into my office and talk
about my favourite subjects – books and business.”

Her office was
comfortably cluttered and Jemma immediately relaxed. Nathan lifted
some magazines off a padded armchair for her to sit, and perched
himself on the corner of Laurie’s dark, wooden desk. Besides a PC;
documents, files, folders and magazines took up every available
space. There was a large, sash window behind her desk with a view
of the side of another old building, but it brightened the
office.

Laurie seated
herself in a large, swivel armchair and leaned forward, resting her
arms on her desk. “We’ve got some exciting news.”

Jemma’s stomach
dipped, a blend of anxious, excitement stirring through her.

Nathan grinned,
his perfect American, sexy smile. “Very exciting.”

“What?” Jemma
mind was running in circles.

“A large sex
toy franchise,” Laurie paused for a beat.

“One of the top
five in America.” Nathan butted in.

“A very
established women’s toy
franchise wants to do a Solo Sex line of products,” She couldn’t keep the excitement from
her voice. “Jemma, they want to make Solo Sex a brand with you, your blog and your book
endorsing it!”

Jemma frowned,
unable to take it all in. “Why would I want to do that? I don’t
know that much about sex toys.”

Laurie ran her
fingers through her long, curly, auburn hair. “You mean besides the
money?”

Her puzzled
gaze moved from Laurie’s wide eyes to Nathan’s soft smile and back
again. “Is it just about money?”

“Of
course not!” Laurie looked offended. “It will give you, or rather
Jemima Jameson, a platform to say whatever you want to say, mainly
about sex, of course. But you’ll be in the position of approving
all the sex toys under your Solo Sex brand, and any ideas for new toys, toys that women want –
need. You can work with their design team in coming up with new,
innovative toys. As well as improving on the ones on sale at the
moment.”

This piqued
Jemma’s interest. “You mean I could get them to make sex toys that
I’ve thought of, or can think of? They will just make them?”

Laurie smiled.
“It’s a bit more complicated than that – but bottom line – yes. And
they’ll pay you – us – to do it!”


……………………………………

Jemma lay in
the comfy, white, double bed in Laurie’s apartment. The room was
small, dominated by the double bed with a built-in cupboard plus a
slim desk for her laptop, together with a swivel stool. The
apartment was homely with Laurie’s eclectic style adding comfort
and appeal to the place.

They were
supposed to go out for a fancy meal, but by the time they’d spoken
through this new toy brand proposition, as well as turning the blog
into a book, Jemma was shattered from information overload. Both
Laurie and Nathan were sensitive enough to suggest they celebrate
the following evening.

So, they’d
driven back to Laurie’s apartment in Nathan’s new Honda. He was
like a kid with a new toy, zipping round side streets and taking
shortcuts to avoid the traffic, while Laurie told Jemma she hated
driving in New York, and avoided it at all costs.

Nathan cooked
up a delicious pasta with his now familiar speed and efficiency,
and it had been a pleasure to sit around the kitchen table talking
about trivial things not related to business. They touched on Las
Vegas and what she thought of the city, she did her best to reply,
although she’d hardly seen anything of the place. She’d spent most
of her time either with Damon or thinking about him - and writing;
thank God she’d done something productive!

Laurie,
noticing how tired Jemma was, insisted she go to bed; they had a
lot to go through the following day.

So Jemma
was showered and in bed by ten. For the first time in hours she
allowed thoughts of Damon to enter her head. God, as soon as he came to mind her body tightened
with desire. Vivid memories of their last night together –
was it only last
night – filled her head;
Damon sucking sashimi from her body into his sensual mouth, turning
her over and fucking her frantically from behind.

Her hands
circled her nipples beneath the T-shirt; they were still sensitive
from his mouth, his tongue and his scratchy stubble. Eyes closed,
she pictured him in the early hours of this morning; his slow,
indolent love-making and deep, drugging kisses, as he thrust
himself into her boneless body. His husky voice whispering words of
lust, forcing her to tell him in the most explicit way what she
wanted him to do to her, telling her he loved her voice, her
accent, especially when she begged him to fuck her in every way
imaginable.

Her fingers
moved instinctively down between her legs, her smooth sex drenched
with need. She spread her legs and ran her middle finger down to
her engorged clit, circling and stroking herself while her mind
pictured his satin-smooth, hard cock in her mouth. She loved it
when he lost control, and he seemed to lose it pretty fast when she
went down on him. She’d never realized what a turn on it was to
take his demandingly, beautiful cock down as deep as possible, to
feel him trembling, powerless as she took control and pleasured him
with her mouth, her lips, her tongue. Until he couldn’t take
anymore and began thrusting, fisting his hands in her hair, moving
faster and deeper, then that long anguished groan as he came,
spurting semen filling her mouth, overflowing down her chin, along
her neck. Holding that thick shaft in her hand while she licked the
remnants of his depleted orgasm off his cock and sucking every last
drop from him.

Her
orgasm went on and on, waves of ecstasy rushing through her,
leaving her body damp and trembling, yet not entirely satisfied.
Her clitoris was sated, but the muscles deep inside her were
clenching and pulsing. No sex toy could satisfy that all-consuming
need, only Damon thrusting his animated shaft into her, groaning
his pleasure, only he could satisfy her emotionally as well as
physically. Oh God, she had it bad.

Dragging
herself out of bed, in her worn, cotton T-shirt, she didn’t bother
to wipe herself, wanting, needing to feel that moisture between her
legs, a constant reminder of him. She folded one of the lilac
towels Laurie had provided and put it on the stool before sitting
down, opening her laptop and allowing the words to flow . . .

……………………………

“So are
you going to tell me what happened in Vegas?”

“What?” Jemma
stared up into Laurie’s knowing, self-satisfied eyes; there was no
way she could bluff this woman whom she’d just physically met, but
felt like she’d known forever.

“You met
someone,” Laurie pushed her coffee mug aside, relaxing back in her
chair, continuing to give her that smug I-gotcha look across the kitchen table. “I can almost smell
the fucking pheromones in the air,” her New York accent, if not the
words, was a pleasure to listen to. “Now tell me, is he from Vegas
or a tourist.”

Jemma’s
brain changed gears, she’d spoken to no one about Damon since she’d
first met him – first fucked him – same difference. Telling Laurie somehow made it real. She
was finally accepting that it was more than just a fleeting
encounter; after all he was meeting her at the airport when she
arrived back.

“He’s
from Vegas, born and bred.” There it was out, he was
real.

“Oh,” Laurie
slapped her slim thigh. “A full-blooded, all American male.”

Jemma felt her
face split into a grin. “Yes all of that – and more.”

“Have you got a
photo?”

“A photo?”

“On your phone,
dumbo.”

Oh God why
hadn’t she taken a picture of him? She could have looked at that
face . . . whenever she felt like it. “I didn’t take a damn photo
of him.” She pouted, then smiled shyly at Laurie. “Too busy doing
other things.”

“Jemma!
You?” Laurie leaned forward in her chair, all ears. “You are the
high-priestess of Solo Sex; you
can’t just meet a real man with a real cock and tell your millions
of readers that you’re no longer vegetarian!”

Jemma burst
into slightly hysterical laughter, and, after a second Laurie
joined her.

“So what’s he
like for God’s sake?” Laurie wiped her eyes.

Jemma
hesitated, what was he like? “He’s fucking hot,” she couldn’t keep the grin off her
face. “Maybe it’s because he’s so – American,” she paused,
wondering if it was just because he was so different to Englishmen,
that she found him so sexy, so utterly irresistible. “No; he’s sexy
as hell Laurie, he’s got too many women – perusing him.”

Laurie
rolled her eyes. “Too many women pursuing him?”

Jemma flushed,
but she wasn’t exaggerating, he was a total babe-magnet. “Well I’m
not the only woman interested in him.”

“How long have
you known the guy, you’ve only been in Vegas – like – a week?”

Jemma slumped
over her coffee mug. “A week,” she nodded her head sagely. “Yes,
I’ve known him a week.”

“So where did
you meet him?” Laurie frowned, suddenly all mother-hen. “Did he
pick you up with his smooth American charm?”

Jemma’s
laughter echoed round the kitchen. “God no!” Eventually gaining
control of her cynical, jaded thoughts of him, she managed to
speak. “That is so not his
style,” she stared her new friend right in the eye.
“I
picked him up - in a sleazy, joint – bar - on the wrong side
of Vegas.”

A short pause.
“Was this because of those stupid comments on your blog?” Laurie
stared at her always one step ahead. “Challenging Jemima Jameson to
try a real man instead of Solo Sex?”

Jemma’s face
flushed with guilt. “Yes,” she admitted eventually. “I read about
this – pick-up joint on the outskirts of Vegas, and went there . .
. But honestly Laurie, I didn’t expect anything to happen.”

“Do you realise
how dangerous that was?” Laurie’s voice was an angry whisper.

“Yes he told me
so.”

“Thank God, he
could have been a total – pig.”

“Oh he can be a
total pig.” She vaguely remembered telling him so.

Laurie’s eyes
narrowed. “How do you mean.”

“His only
interested in sex – in fucking –
He’s . . .” Jemma paused, searching her brain for reasons why she
knew Damon could be a total pig. “I think he has a low opinion of
women.”

“But he loves
fucking them?”

“Absolutely,”
her voice became husky, her body heated, and her stomach in knots.
“And he’s very good at it – I may not have much experience to draw
upon - but I just know he’s extremely good at it.” She stared
openly at her friend, her mind filled with erotic images, her body
heavy with desire.

Laurie stared
back, frowning; puzzlement and suspicion evident on her expressive
face. “So you just meet at that - low-cost motel you insisted on
staying in and - fuck?”

“No!”
Jemma squirmed in her chair, recalling the two of them fucking like
mad in her low-cost motel.
“I’ve been to his home, I even met his mother.”

“You met his
mother!”

“Yes, but that
was only because I passed out in his car in the desert and he had
no choice.” She felt herself flush, realising how bad it sounded.
“So he took me home with him.”

“You
passed out in his car in the middle of the fucken desert!” Laurie
was now angry. “I need to bitch-slap some sense into you
Jemma.” Really angry.

“But that
was the second – date.” She was going to say second
meeting
– Damon didn’t do
dates.

Laurie frowned
at her for a long moment, Jemma feel like a misbehaving child.
“What does he do, this – what’s his name?”

“Damon,” dear
God, just saying his name caused her body to surge with excitement.
“And he’s a mechanic – very into old cars.”

“A mechanic?”
Laurie looked unimpressed and Jemma laughed, releasing some of her
anxious excitement.

“What’s
wrong with a mechanic?” Jemma challenged. “Anyway, he’s not
just
a mechanic; he runs his own
business, restoring, repairing – renting out, beautiful old,
American cars.” She couldn’t suppress a smile, or her cheeks
flushing. “He drives a gorgeous Cadillac – and it’s really spacious
in the back seat.”

Laurie looked –
bewildered. “You’ve got it really bad, girlfriend.”

Jemma
stopped smiling, she really did have it bad – and she had only two weeks left in Vegas; then she’d be back in
boring, dismal England again. She needed to put this – affair into
perspective, she needed to focus on the real reason she was here in the U.S. of A, and stop
mooning around after a man who was only interested in sex and would
probably be fucking another woman within a week of her leaving. The
idea clawed at her stomach, but she suddenly remembered her writing
and a spark of excitement ignited inside her.

“I’ve started
writing something – something new . . .”

She
watched Laurie back-peddle mentally at her turnaround in the
conversation. “Something new?” Laurie looked puzzled, but
interested, leaning forward across the table. “What do you
mean new?”

Jemma drew a
breath, wondering if Laurie would like the idea or not. “It’s a
novel, fiction – erotic fiction.”

She had her
friend’s full attention now. “Erotic fiction,” she smiled, slowly.
“This is about this – Damon guy – right?”

Jemma had to
smile too, even though she still wasn’t sure her friend liked the
idea or not. “In a way, yes, but it’s fiction. I’ve only written
about three chapters –I’ve been writing for the blog and book as
well,” she finished quickly.

Laurie picked
up her mug and drained it, lifting her arm to check her watch.
“Okay, I’ll read this – fiction later tonight. But we’ve got a load
of stuff to get through today, and Nathan will be here any minute
to pick us up.” She pushed her chair back and stood up, looking all
sexy, professional in her crimson, fitted shirt, black jeans and
stiletto boots. “I’ll look through the work you’ve done for the
blog and book at the office.”

Jemma
felt a pang of disappointment; she wanted Laurie to be as excited
as she was about the erotic fiction she’d started writing in Vegas. But the prospect of
Solo Sex
becoming a brand was serious
business, serious money; she reminded herself. Whereas Damon was
just a passing affair . . .

……………………………

The day flew
by, exhausting yet exhilarating. The layout and formatting of the
blog into a book took hours, and arguments, from all three parties,
but eventually they came to an agreement of sorts. Later, Laurie
found the time to speed-read Jemma’s latest writing for her blog,
most of it written in Vegas, and some from last night. She loved
it! Putting Jemma on a high, which stayed with her throughout the
day. She was still hugging herself mentally when they reached the
sumptuous restaurant. After they’d all gone home to shower and
change into attire suitable for such a classy establishment. Laurie
ordered champagne to celebrate, and Jemma felt as if in a dream;
sitting in their booth, chandeliers glowing softly above their
heads, being served divine, miniscule course after course of food,
presented so beautifully it seemed a pity to eat it.

She was quite tipsy when they got back to
Laurie’s apartment, around eleven, and in the mood for writing. She
wrote some of her best work when she was tipsy, first drafts only.
So she sat down at her desk and worked on her blog for a while,
keeping in mind the changes they’d discussed today, which would
turn the blog into a book.

She slept late the following morning. By the
time she’d showered and dressed she was hoping to fit in a coffee
before Nathan arrived to pick them up.

“Jemma, I’ve been waiting for you!” Laurie,
looking her usual sophisticated, sexy self, except for her green
eyes glittering with excitement. She dumped two mugs on the kitchen
table and came over to hug her!

Finally drawing back and staring into Jemma’s
bemused eyes she spoke. “I read it – last night in bed – and I love
it!” she drew an excited breath. “What there is of it, of course. I
need the synopsis, need to know what’s gonna happen next!”

She sat a grinning Jemma down and poured
freshly ground coffee into their mugs. “It’s obviously
semi-autobiographical, but tell me; is he really that hot?”

 

“He’s even hotter.” Jemma stirred her
creamed coffee, hugging herself inside; she was going to work on
a novel of her very own. “But
I’ve made a few changes; a lot of it really is fiction.”

Laurie seated herself, clasping her mug. “So
is he really that – well-endowed – or is that fiction?”

“Laurie!” Jemma covered her flushed cheeks
with her palms. “Is that so important?”

Her friend smiled salaciously. “Yes, it can
be, if he knows what to do with it. So is it true?”

Jemma brought her mug up to her mouth, hoping
the steam would disguise her pathetic blushing. “I’m not really one
to judge, as you know, but going by the porn I’ve watched . . .”
she couldn’t hold back a grin. “He could be in demand in the porn
industry.”

“Oh. My. God.” Laurie rolled her eyes. “And
it’s so different to the fantasies on your blog, so much more
-.”

“Real?”

“Exactly. You have to get the synopsis
written as soon as you have the time, it’s such a page-turner.” Her
eyes narrowed. “What’s going to happen in the end – you have to
give it a HEA.”

Jemma tried to hold onto her smile. “I really
can’t say, I’ve got an idea of where the story’s going, but I’m not
promising a happy ending.”

Her friend’s expression changed. “Shit Jemma,
don’t let the bastard break your heart.”

Jemma felt the excitement in the room
draining slowly away. Break her
heart . . .

“You haven’t fallen for him, have you?”
Laurie shrewd eyes searched her face. “I mean you’ve only known him
like – a week?”

Fallen for him? Fallen in
love with him? “I have no idea, Laurie,” she answered
finally, truthfully.

“It’s just sex – lust – infatuation,” Laurie
tried to reassure her, but one thing Jemma had just realized was
the thought of never seeing Damon again cut through her like a
knife, from her chest all the way down to her gut.

“Okay,” Laurie took a gulp of her coffee. “We
don’t have time for this now; Nathan will be here in five minutes,
and we’ve got loads to prepare for this meeting tomorrow. Drink up
and forget about him for today. Forget about the damn novel. We’ve
got enough to deal with at the moment.”

……………………..

Jemma managed to put Damon on the back burner
as they went through the details for the following day’s meeting
with the sex toy company.

She could tell both Laurie and Nathan
were seething with excitement over the upcoming event, but she felt
nervous about it, more than anything else. There were figures,
percentages, money to discuss;
contracts and lawyers, and it was all too much for Jemma. She zoned
out. Thinking about her novel and her blog-cum-book, eventually
taking out her tattered notebook and scribbling down
notes.

“Jemma,” Laurie stared over at her like a
pissed-off headmistress. “This is fucking important – and it all
revolves around you – please get your head back in the game.”

Nathan gave Laurie an angry look.

“I’m sorry, Laurie,” Jemma wasn’t
offended; her friend was a straight-talker, the reason she admired
and trusted her. “You guys need to deal with tomorrow and this . .
. mega-bucks deal,” she held up her hand as Laurie tried to
interrupt. “I trust you guys – you get me – you understand my blog; that it’s not
porn, and you’ll make the best possible book out of it. But you
work out all this -.” she waved her hand around, “business. You can
give me the bottom line at the end of the day, so I won’t look like
a total idiot at the meeting tomorrow.”

“Sounds fine by me,” Nathan said, but Laurie
was obviously biting her tongue, wanting to argue about Jemma’s
detachment.

Jemma held her breath, but the moment passed
and the two of them began their discussion again – sans Jemma - who
continued writing.

They worked later than the day before. It was
dark by the time they left the building, deciding to go straight to
eat at a favorite haunt of theirs. A small, cozy Italian
restaurant, which Jemma enjoyed more than the flashy one of the
night before.

She’d been briefed on the following
day’s meeting and they went through it again while eating divine
Italian pasta in a creamy tomato sauce.

“I feel bad that we haven’t had time to show
you New York, all the tourist spots.” Nathan frowned. “Why don’t
you stay a few days more – Vegas can wait.”

Jemma’s eyes locked with Laurie’s. “You
haven’t told him about the novel yet,” was all she could think to
say.

“Novel?” Nathan raised his perfect
eyebrows.

Laurie sighed. “Jemma’s started writing a
novel, started it in Vegas.”

Nathan frowned, then, after a long moment,
gave Jemma one of his megawatt smiles. “Is this about the guy you
met in Vegas?”

“Yes,” Laurie answered, leaning back in
her padded, red chair, sipping at her red wine. “And I’ve got a
very strong feeling Jemma’s not going to delay her flight back to
Vegas for a day
longer.”

Nathan was almost jumping in his seat,
wanting to know more, but Laurie promised to email the three
chapters to him. He could grill Jemma once he’d read it, she told
him.

………………………………

“I know his type, Jemma, he’s a heartbreaker,
a man-whore,” they were both sitting on Jemma’s bed; showered, with
their pajamas on, facing each other, legs crossed. “I don’t want
him breaking your heart – spoiling you – for other men.”

Jemma smiled, shaking her head. “It’s not
going to happen; I’ve been thinking about it today,” she said. “I
knew it was casual from the start, but I’m having amazing sex with
a man for the first time in my life. Hopefully, I’ve got another
two weeks to enjoy more great sex with him before I go home,” she
smiled and spread her arms wide. “And then I’ll be an experienced
woman of the world!”

……………………..

Jemma exited the air terminus filled
with excitement and a little anxious. The heat had hit her
immediately, that sensual heat, and her brown suede jacket was now
slung over her shoulder. Beneath it she wore a moss green shift
dress that Nathan had insisted was made for
her, together with black tights and new,
knee-high, black boots. Nathan had made time on Friday morning for
them to go shopping and visit a posh beauty salon where she’d had
her hair cut and styled. She now had a fringe, or what Americans
called bangs. The stylist,
Duane, had insisted that it accentuated her
beautiful eyes; well at least he hadn’t cut too much
off, it was still long, just layered in the front, framing her
face.

She wanted to look her best,
for Damon. She’d texted him her
arrival time the day before, as arranged and he’d texted back,
confirming that he would be there. That was it, they had not
communicated at all during her five days away. She had been tempted
to text him many times, but she stopped herself, this was casual,
and she was so busy as well. The deal with the sex toy company had
been signed and Laurie and Nathan were ecstatic. Telling her that
she would make them all lots of money and she was going to be a
huge success.

But since last night, after the text, all she
could think about was seeing Damon again, and now the time had
finally come. She exited the airport, it was even hotter outside.
Her eyes searched for the pick-up point and eventually she spotted
the car.

Her stomach knotted at the sight of
him. God, he looked even
sexier than she remembered. Leaning back against the Cadillac, arms
crossed, wearing a black T-shirt and faded jeans, a pair of
Ray-Bans covering his eyes. He was talking to an older man, who was
gazing at the car with admiration.

Jemma drew a deep breath forcing her
legs to move towards him, rolling her small suitcase behind
her. She knew the moment he spotted her, he
straightened up and she smiled tremulously; he didn’t smile back,
just said something to the man, who turned to look at her; at least
he smiled.

Arriving at the car, Damon took the suitcase
from her trembling hand. “Hi,” he said. “You’re looking well.”

“Thank you,” she felt a sense of unease,
something was not right, she couldn’t see his eyes, but she could
hear it in his voice.

“Well she’s a real beauty,” the older man
brushed his hand along the Cadillac and said goodbye.

Damon waved him off and stowed her suitcase
on the spacious back seat.

“Thanks for meeting me,” she murmured,
climbing into the car, wishing she could see behind those
Ray-Bans.

“”My pleasure,” his voice sounded cool
as he climbed in beside her.

He pulled off and they drove in silence until
they hit the freeway.

“So did you enjoy New York?” Finally he
spoke.

“It was good, very busy, but good.”

He nodded, maneuvering the Cadillac through
the traffic, the dark glasses adding to his rugged sex appeal.

“Are you okay, Damon?” She needed to
know. “You seem – I mean I could have taken a taxi . .
.”

He laughed, not a very nice laugh. “Oh no, I
wouldn’t have missed this for the world.”

What was he talking about?

“You’re looking good.” He repeated. “New York
obviously suits you.” He took his eyes off the road for a second to
glance at her. “You’ve done something with your hair.”

“Yes,” he hadn’t said whether he liked it or
not. “Nathan took me to a beauty salon, I needed a haircut.”

“Nathan?” He kept his eyes on the road and
his voice bland.

Damn, why had she mentioned Nathan?” Her face
flushed. “He works for a publishing company in New York. He’s gay
so he knows the best salons – and places to shop.” She was
blabbering, the sooner she told him the truth the better. Maybe
once they got to the motel.

“Gay, huh?”

“Yes.”

“Well he obviously gives good advice, cause
you’re looking fucking hot.” Once again it didn’t sound like a
compliment.

“Thank you,” she murmured.

Another long silence.

“What about you?” She couldn’t take the
silence any longer. “Have you been busy?”

Another unpleasant laugh. “Oh baby, you have
no idea,” he paused. “I’ll tell you about it when we get to the
motel.”

So he wasn’t just going to drop her off;
relief flooded through her. God how desperate was she? Even in this
brooding, unpleasant mood, she still wanted him. She wanted things
the way they were just before she’d left Vegas, she wanted him to
make love to her!

Finally they reached the motel. He extracted
her suitcase from the back seat, following her up the stairs. She
unlocked the door and he stepped in, depositing the suitcase by her
desk.

‘Hmm, nice memories,” he said softly. Finally
he pulled off the dark glasses; his eyes were cool, unreadable.

Jemma watched him set the glasses down on the
kitchen counter, leaning back and crossing his arms, allowing his
deadpan eyes to roam from her hair down to her black, leather
boots. His blatant gaze reminded her of the first time they’d met
at Alfie’s bar.

“So how did it really go in New
York Ms Jemima
Jameson?”

She froze. “Who – how? Who told you?” He knew
her about her blog!

His icy gaze held hers in its grip. “If you
know the right places to look – the right people to ask -.”

“Someone told you – your mother?” Oh God, why
hadn’t she told him before she left!

He laughed. “My mother doesn’t read that
kinda of stuff, besides she likes you. Wait til she finds out.”

Jemma felt sick. “It was Helen, wasn’t
it?”

His amber eyes narrowed. “What
difference does it make? Your travel
blog just happens to be a porn blog -.”

“It’s not porn!”

“Oh really, have you any idea how many men
jerk off to your blog?” He smiled salaciously; he’d done his
research, she knew over a third of her readers were male.

She hated having to justify her writing.
“That’s not my fault; I write for women, I don’t need to justify my
writing, my work to you – or anyone.”

He nodded, still leaning back in that
relaxed, belying pose. “Tell me something; did you know who I was?
When you came on to me at Alfie’s Bar, you knew who I was, didn’t
you?”

Jemma stared at him as if he’d gone mad. “Who
you were? What are you talking about?”

“Then why did you lie to me? You knew who I
was, Jemma,” he said softly. “That’s the only explanation.”

“I was going to tell you.” Her voice
sounded husky.

“Really, when?”

“Today, maybe tomorrow.” She’d been waiting
for the right moment.

He laughed again. “I read some of your
blog, pretty hot stuff, Jemima.”

She cringed, feeling exposed at the thought
of him reading her blog. “I’m Jemma, Jemima is a – character.”

“Well character, or not, you certainly got me
going. I had to jerk off three times while reading that stuff.”

“It’s written for women,” she repeated.

“And I suppose you didn’t target me,
after that business in Arizona, to build your
readership?”

Business in Arizona, build
her readership? “I have no idea what you’re talking
about.”

“Of course you don’t.”

“I was going to tell you, Damon.”

“Whatever,” he straightened up and walked
towards her. “If you try to use me for your blog, or your book, or
whatever the fuck, I will sue the ass off of you Jemma, do you
understand?”

She had no idea what he was talking about,
but she didn’t want to rile him up anymore. He was looming over
her, too close for comfort, and her skin prickled with awareness.
“What happened between us was private,” she managed, steadily.
“Nothing to do with my blog, or the book.” Except for another
fictitious book . . .

“So innocent, so convincing,” he reached out
and trailed his finger down from her cheek to her neck.

Jemma’s body caught fire at his touch, she
was hungry for him, moisture pooling between her legs.

His finger continued down over her dress,
circling one hard nipple. He smiled, smugly. “I still want to fuck
you, I want to punish the hell out of you, but I also want to fuck
you.”

He stared at her, his eyes no longer
cool. Punish her! “Punish me?”
She croaked.

“Yes, punish you for lying to me,” his finger
circling her nipple was exquisite torment.

Her mind was confused with dozens of
unanswered questions, but all her body wanted was him on that bed,
naked and fucking her over and over again.

“Are you up to it, or shall I just
leave?”

“No!” She sounded desperate, she
was desperate. “Just let me explain
first.”

“I’m not interested in explanations; do you
wanna fuck or not?”

She was so weak and he knew it, his smile
told her so. “Yes, I do.” He was so experienced, so totally out of
her league. “What do you mean by punish me?”

He smiled, knowing her so well after so
little time. “Don’t worry, I’m not gonna fuck your ass,” he
laughed. “There are less extreme forms of punishment.”

This was crazy, but she was scared, curious
and wet for him. Maybe she could explain to him afterwards . .
.

“Go over and stand by the bed,” his voice was
cool and commanding, after a moment she did as he asked, feeling
his eyes on her back. “Turn around.”

He smiled; that predator’s smile she
remembered from their first night together. God, how could she not
have seen that she was playing with fire?

“If you don’t like it just tell me to stop,
and I’ll leave.” He stood over her, even in the heeled boots, he
looked down at her, an air of tense excitement about him. “Do you
understand?”

She nodded, she didn’t want him to leave, she
wanted to get him to listen to her, to get back what they had
before; whatever it took.

“Answer me!”

“Yes, I understand,” her voice was husky with
desire and trepidation.

He took her hand, his rough one sending
currents of need through her. Seating himself at the bottom of the
bed he pulled her onto him. In one swift move she was spread over
his lap, her face buried in the mattress, her pelvis pushing
against his groin and her booted legs kicking at the air
What the hell!

“Legs straight!” He grabbed both legs in one
big hand and pressed them against the mattress. “Keep them
still.”

She did as she was told, but turned her head
around, trying to see what he was going to do.

“Keep still!” He twisted her hair
painfully in his fist and pressed the side of her face sideways,
against the mattress.

She was breathing hard, fear of the
unknown seeping through her. He was so angry; about her blog, her
lying to him. God, he must be so
pissed.

“I think we’ll keep these sexy New York
clothes on,” his tone had changed, the anger gone, replaced by a
sensual, promising tone.”For the moment, anyway.”

She felt wet and afraid - a lethal
combination. Damon was a master at sex and manipulation, whereas
she was a novice. He lifted her dress; satin-lined it slid smoothly
upwards, he caressed her bottom, covered by her panties and tights,
but still his hands burned through the fabric, and before she knew
it, the tights and panties were yanked down to her knee-high boots.
She was naked from waist to thigh!

“That’s better,” Damon caressed her cheeks,
settled high over his lap. “I’ve been thinking a lot about this
ass.”

Suddenly a stinging slap across her bottom,
Jemma shrieked in pain and fury.

“Shh, you’ll get to like it.”

No way. Then
his palm began stroking the stinging skin and his fingers slipped
between her legs, finding her wet, hot cunt; she moaned in
desperate need, dreaming of his hands on her body for days. The
stinging pain followed by this aching pleasure…

“See.” He murmured. “Just two more and then
I’m gonna fuck you.”

Two more degrading, painful slaps. Could she
handle it? Then he would fuck her. Yes she could handle two more
slaps to have him buried inside her.

His palm hit her flesh again, followed
immediately by his caressing hand, soothing the sting and then
sliding between her legs, finding her clitoris and rubbing. She
moaned, unable to hold back the fractured feelings he was evoking
in her.

“Last one, baby.” Another hard, stinging slap
over both cheeks followed by that caressing palm and then his
fingers sliding up and down, her moist slit, inside her saturated
core, exposing her desperate desire for him.

He threw her onto the bed, face down on the
mattress. “Don’t move,” he instructed her. “I want to look at that
beautiful pink ass while I fuck you.”

She didn’t dare look, but she heard something
drop to the floor. His shirt? And then he was behind her, she could
feel his jeans against her knees, he must have loosened them, she
could feel his hot, throbbing cock sliding up against her dripping
core.

He rubbed her sore ass cheeks.”Oh baby, you
look so ready for this.”

“Damon please -.” The pain had not
decreased her desire; in fact it had increased it! She was
desperate for him to bury his cock inside her now.

He hesitated and she sobbed, circling her
ass, bending and thrusting her pussy out at him.

“I should leave you like this, begging for
it. God, why do I still want you?” He slid the blunt head from her
core to the top of her clitoris and slowly back down again.

“Fuck me, please,” she hated herself for
begging, especially after he had hurt and humiliated her. Why was
she so weak, her pride decimated by his sexual expertise?

“Say that again, louder.”

“Fuck me, please!” She shouted, hating him,
but hating herself more.

“God, I love it when you beg.”

In one thrust, he rammed his huge cock inside
her. She screamed, but not with pain, that first thrust, deep and
hard, preparing her for his total possession. As he withdrew and
thrust harder and harder into her, Jemma gave herself to him. Her
cunt squeezing and welcoming, as her orgasm built with each thrust.
She needed this, more than anything in the world!

His breathing ragged, she knew he was as
close as he was. “Come on, Jemma, give it to me, baby”

His urgent words send her over the edge,
freefalling, while he continued to slam into her. Five days without
this, without him, sent her into a mindless, shattering orgasm.

“Oh God, oh God!” Her sobs filled the room,
her inner muscles convulsing around him as his semen filled her,
his body damp and trembling.

He may be angry, but he still wanted her,
thank God, he still wanted her.

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