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By Daisy Diamond

Author’s Note: This story is a continuation of “Making the Hot Bimbo Mine”.




Chapter 1

Candy’s eyes roamed over the interior of Henry’s truck. It was all leather and had every gadget available. It wasn't the typical vehicle you'd see in Texas. “Your truck is beautiful. It's much nicer than my jeep.”

"It is a GMC Sierra. I spare no expense when it comes to my rides.” Henry shrugged offhandedly.

He hummed as he drove along and tapped his fingers against the steering wheel. Candy used the time to study his profile in the darkness, the lines of his face harsh in the light from the dashboard. He would occasionally glance over at her and smile tightly, almost appearing to be nervous. She felt compelled to reach for his hand across the console, lacing her fingers with his. He released a deep sigh of relief and their contact filled the car with a quiet energy. They drove along in a comfortable silence and she lost herself in the quietness of his presence.

Feeling the car slowing, she glanced out the windshield to see Henry making the turn into her driveway.  He drove slowly over the gravel and came to a stop next to her jeep.  He smoothly exited the car, closing the door behind him.  She was reaching for the door handle when she realized that Henry already had the car door open with his large hand extended to her.  Candy could only stare at him blankly for a moment, wondering how he managed to move around the car so fast.

Placing her hand in his, he gently escorted her from the car.  She led him up the steps to her home and pulled her hand away to unlock and open the door.  She walked in and turned to look at him as he stood in the open doorway.  He gave me a smile that sent her pulse racing and caused a wave of desire to course through her.  She motioned for him to come inside while attempting to get her raging hormones under control.

“Come in.  Can I get you something to drink?  Water, tea?”  Or me, she added silently.  Switching on a lamp, Candy watched as Henry made himself at home on her couch and stretched his long legs out in front of him.

“Nothing.  Thank you.”  He smiled slowly and his lips parted to display his dazzling display of straight, white teeth.  He stretched his long arms across the back of the couch, his blue eyes sparkling devilishly.  She couldn't help but pause to admire him, thinking to herself that he looked like he belonged there.

Shaking her head, she dropped her purse on the table by the door along with her keys.  Candy stood silently for a moment with her arms crossed under her chest, nervous and unsure what to do next.  How can I be doing this, she thought. She slowly let her guard down to see if she could get any reaction from him now that they were completely alone.  She closed her eyes and cringed as she waited for the onslaught of both to rush into her mind.  All Candy was greeted with was blackness, a gentle hum, and the quietness of the house.

What is he doing? She wondered.

When she opened her eyes, she noticed that Henry was silently observing her.  His handsome face darkened with intensity and she felt a gentle pressure push against her mind, as if he was trying to communicate with her.  Frowning slightly, he looked at her with uncertainty and the pressure disappeared.  She was as perplexing to him as he was to her.  “Henry, you know this is my first time and I’m nervous.  Will you be gentle with me?”

He nodded and then looked at her with a question on his face.  “How can you have a boyfriend and still be a virgin?”

“Because we’ve only been dating a few months, and I’m saving myself for someone special.”

“The boyfriend isn’t that ‘someone’?” Henry chuckled under his breath.

“No,” Candy whispered.  “Not like you.”

Oh so inviting, he thought. “How old are you, my sweet?”

“I’m twenty.  So what.  If you don’t want me, that’s okay.  I get it.”

He slowly rose to his feet and crossed the room to stand in front of her, his hands lightly running down the length of her arms.  She shivered involuntarily from the pleasure of his touch against her skin.  “I want you to be mine, Candy.  Do you want me?”

The touch of his hands and sound of his voice was causing her senses to spin and she was frustrated that she couldn't read him.  It left her feeling vulnerable, unsettled, and extremely turned on.

She blinked a few times, remembering that he'd asked her a question that required an answer.

“Yes, I desperately want you, but I’m feeling just a little...” She began hesitantly as she turned her head to look up into the blue ocean of his eyes.  She searched for the right words but his piercing stare was making it impossible for her to think clearly.

“Overwhelmed?” he answered for me, his breathing unsteady.  “I can see it in your eyes, my sweet.  I promise to be gentle if you will be mine completely. Will you?”

Candy nodded a Yes.  Then added, “You make me feel so alive, Henry.  I wanna please you so much.”

Henry ran the back of his fingers over her cheek and down the length of her neck, his eyes smoldering as they followed the path of his hand.  “You are not what I expected.  You are more.”

“More?” she repeated slowly.  Her hand moved on its own accord to trace the lines of his lips with her fingertips.  She wanted, no, she needed to touch him to see if this was just another dream.  She had to reassure herself that he was real.  His lips were soft she thought as she watched his mouth curve into a smile under her gentle touch.

All he needed to do was kiss me and her flimsy self-control would snap in relief from the pressure.




Chapter 2

Without another word, his head lowered and his lips collided with her.  His hands pulled her tightly against him, molding them together.  His fingers sensuously moved up her back, finally stopping to lightly fist in her flowing long hair.  Her body melted in his arms and her hands became busy working their way underneath the back of his shirt, relishing in the cool hardness of his body. His tongue begged for entrance into her mouth.  Candy obeyed, parting her lips to him and letting their tongues meet.

His hands drifted down to impatiently tug on the tie to her dress.  Candy moaned into his mouth as it fell open.  His long fingers lingered against her skin as he pushed it over her shoulders.  His lips left hers for a moment, long enough for his hooded eyes to wander slowly and deliberately over her nearly naked body.

“Beautiful,” he murmured thickly, reclaiming her lips in a brief kiss.  “Where is your bedroom?”

“Down the hallway,” she breathed in response.

He swept her up into his arms and her legs instinctively wrapped around his narrow waist.  His hands cupped her ass as he quickly carried her into the bedroom, softly placing her in the middle of the bed.  Henry stood motionless above her as his eyes possessively raked over her body.  He was almost feline in nature, his posture predatory. “So I’m your first?” he asked.

“Yes,” she breathed.  “Take off your clothes. Please.” Her whisper was impatient, needy.  She couldn’t wait to see him naked since he was close to perfection fully clothed.




Chapter 3

He leered at her for a moment and raised an eyebrow in response to her request.  He knew he had her exactly where he wanted her: nearly naked on the bed and writhing in need for him.

And he was totally in control.

“As you wish.”  His voice was deep as he pulled his shirt over his head swiftly and let it drop carelessly on the floor.  His hands unbuttoned his jeans and his fingers moved slowly as they lowered the zipper.  He pushed them over his hips and let the denim fall around his feet.  He stood gloriously naked in front of her and her eyes shamelessly moved over his broad chest and down the planes of his finely muscled stomach to finally linger on the impressive length of his long cock.  If Candy had any doubt of his arousal before, she certainly didn't now.  He was hard and his cock was almost begging for her to touch him.

“Do you like what you see, Candy?  Am I too old for you?”

She didn't answer him.  Instead, she crawled across the bed and raised up on her knees to rest her trembling hands against his chest.  Her palms were flat as they slid down his lean torso and wrapped around his hardened shaft.  Leaning down to kiss his chest, she rushed her tongue from his nipple to his collarbone and savored the spicy taste of his skin.  She slowly ran her nose against his neck and stopped to run her tongue over the shell of his ear.  His hands grasped her face and dragged her tender lips back to his, capturing her mouth in a kiss that was all consuming.  Her hands increased their speed in response to him, gently stroking the entire length of his cock from base to tip.

When he wrenched his mouth away, she didn't resist as his hands roughly pushed her back down again. He slowly inched his way onto the bed, his mouth and hands trailing up her tight stomach to caress the curve of her full breast.  He pressed against her at the same time his wet mouth circled one of her nipples.  He sucked hard and lifted his hips away when she tried to grind against him.  His teeth nibbled across her shoulder and against her throat until his lips met hers, his mouth demanding and greedy.

Henry’s fingers drifted over the front of Candy’s panties, her hips bucking against his hand as they moved across the hot wetness that had soaked through the fabric.  Her head arched back against the bed as his mouth lowered to nip at her exposed neck.

“So impatient.”  He continued to brush his mouth over her throat and neck, alternating between kissing and licking her skin.  One of her hands moved between them to stroke the length of his cock again.  She moaned loudly when she felt the satiny hardness jerk in response to her touch.

A low growl escaped his chest as his large hand grasped her face.  His thumb gently stroked across her cheekbone before he kissed her with more force than he had before.  He pulled her tongue deeper into his mouth as his other hand inched down her stomach to roughly grip her hip.  His fingers wrapped around the side of her white panties and he impatiently ripped the fabric away with a quick snap of his wrist, his hands stroking the outside of her wet pussy.  Her breathing was coming in ragged pants, growing louder each time his fingers grazed against her swollen clit.

He lifted his lips from hers to kiss his way back down to her sensitive breasts, rolling his tongue around each nipple until they hardened into tight peaks.

“You have no idea how desirable you are.  I can’t believe you’re still a virgin,” Henry whispered.  His mouth resumed its path down her body at a remarkably slow pace.  His lips drifted down her stomach and continued their descent until he made his way down to her hips.  His hands grasped the inside of her thighs, pressing them open as wide as possible.  His tongue darted out to lick across his lower lip when he saw her wet pussy completely open and ready for him.  He expertly maneuvered his broad shoulders between her legs.

“Fucking beautiful,” he whispered, placing an open-mouthed kiss against her clit.  His lips moved to kiss the inside of each thigh all the way to the crease on the side of her folds, tracing his tongue along the same path.  He took one long lick from her entrance to return to her clit, swirling his tongue hungrily around it.

“Candy,” he murmured against me softly.  “Be mine.”

Her eyes flickered to focus on him and his blue eyes were watching her, hooded and dark.  She arched against him, moaning from the combination of his eyes watching her and the feeling of his talented mouth against her.  Candy’s hands frantically grasped at the covers and her head thrashed against the pillow.  “Oh my god, yes,” she cried out.

He had unlocked a part inside of her that was ravenous and starving to simply feel.

As he pleasured her,  he let her writhe under his ministrations.  Her hips bucked against his face, pulling him in closer as his tongue dove into her without any mercy.  He used both of his thumbs to hold her open and to press against her clit.  He replaced his tongue with two of his long fingers, slowly sliding them inside of her pussy.

“I do not know if I can stop,” he moaned against her, his fingers rhythmically curling up against her slick walls.  Instinctively she clenched around them, encouraging him to continue.

“Don't stop,” she replied brokenly.  “Ever.  Please.  Fuck me, Henry.  Fuck me.  Please!”

He hesitated for a moment and she couldn't help but notice a brief glimmer of emotion flicker across his face.  His movements were sensual as he pressed his body against her, slipping one of his hands between them to guide his hard cock into her at an almost agonizingly slow pace, giving her time to adjust to his size.

When he was fully sheathed inside of her, he stopped for a moment.  He pulled back and plunged back in, his thrusts shallow.

“Oh yes,” she moaned.  “Oh yes, fuck me, Henry.” She clutched desperately at his arms, feeling the desire to unleash her passion and to please her man completely.  Her hips bucked uncontrollably against him, willing him to move faster and deeper.

He watched in amazement as she slowly lost control before his eyes.  Her innocent brown eyes dilated until they were almost black and he moved at almost inhuman speed to shackle her wrists in his hands.  He withdrew his cock completely, only to slam back inside of her as he growled with desperation.  He repeated the motion until Candy unashamedly begged him for more.  “Oh yes, oh yes,” she screamed over and over.  “Fuck me like that!”

She moved her legs back and slightly tilted her hips, pulling him in deeper to meet each of his hard thrusts.  She groaned as he slowed his pace down, fully burying himself completely inside of her hot pussy.

“Oh my sweet virgin,” he mumbled against her neck as he maintained his slow, powerful strokes inside of her.  Candy could feel herself slowly coming apart at the seams, one thread at a time as he pleasured her.

“Henry,” she purred.  “I need to come,” she begged.  The voice coming out of her mouth didn't sound like her own.  It sounded raw, brazen, demanding, completely willing.

He released her wrists and her hands instinctively reached up to grab his hair, dragging his face down to reclaim his lips with her own, her tongue pushing forcefully inside of his mouth.  The speed and intensity of his thrusts increased, his cool skin sliding against the slickness of her flushed body.  She cried out against his mouth and begged for release.  Her back rose off the bed as Candy began to slowly clench around his cock, waves of ecstasy flowing through her.

“Come for me,” he murmured against her lips.  His hand moved between us to circle her clit as she tumbled over the edge, her inner walls contracting around him as she shuddered underneath him.

His cock twitched and he released deep inside of her, a guttural cry escaping his lips as he pumped his come into her. “My sweet Candy!”  His head fell back against his shoulders as his orgasm overtook him.

He raised his head slowly and lowered his trembling mouth to her, his lips gentle.  “Your first time?  How was it?”

She rolled to her side and rested her head lightly against his shoulder.  Her body curved around his, their breathing ragged.  Slowly he regained his senses and turned slightly to stare into her eyes, his fingers absently stroking her silky hair.  She smiled up at him lazily, her innocent face relaxed and euphoric.  She giggled and replied, “If I knew older guys were this hot, I’d let go of my virginity years ago.”

“Good,” Henry said.  “Because I plan to fuck you a lot more from now on since we popped your cherry.  How does that sound?”

She felt her pussy quiver in delight, a pulse of wanting desire for his cock claiming her again.  “I’m completely yours, Henry.  Fuck me however you want.  I want you so much!”

***

Later that evening…

As he grew tired, Henry retreated to the bedroom window and gazed out on the lawn.

“What’s wrong,” Candy asked.

“You and I have much to discuss.  I’m a lot older than you and you may want me now but that will probably change.”  His face heavy with concern, he looked out the window, refusing to look at her.

“I want you, Henry.  I don't care how old you are.  I just want you,” she said aloud before she could stop the words from falling from her mouth.  “You, Henry.  Only you.  Don’t shut me out now.”

His eyes quickly darted to hers in surprise and he turned to her.  Wanting to prove her point, she boldly untied her robe and let it pool around her feet.  She took small, tentative steps towards him, her gaze never faltering.  She stood inches from him, moving her hands over his long arms and across his chest.   He closed his eyes, dropping his head against his back and he groaned loudly in approval.

Grasping his biceps, she pushed him backwards until his legs touched the bed.  She gave him a gentle shove and he fell back against the mattress, his broad torso spread across the middle of the bed.  Before Candy lost her nerve, she straddled his hips and her hands traced down the muscles of his chest, brushing through the fine blond hair around his nipples.  She leaned down to let her lips lightly caress the curve of his jaw and let her breasts press against him.

“I desire you more than anything, Henry.  You must believe me,” she murmured, her voice melodic.

His hands drifted across her lower back to encircle her in his arms, pulling her tightly against him until their faces were so close that she could feel his cool breath wash across her face.

“I want to believe you, Candy.  But I know how fickle women are.  I’ve been around.  Anyone that I've let get close to me has left me or lied to me.  And all of this is almost too much to believe. Why would you want me?”

“Then I will have to prove otherwise.  I will make it my mission to show you how much I want to be completely yours.” Sliding down the length of his body, she took his cock in her mouth and moaned.  “So big,” she mumbled as she began to tickle the head of his shaft with her tongue.

“Candy,” he groaned.  “That’s it.”  He assured her, gently stroking her back.

Instantly Candy relaxed against him, giving herself over to the delicious feeling of his smooth skin against hers.  She spread her legs so he could find her pussy.  As he pushed his hand against her thigh, he felt her wetness and eased his fingers into her, pulsing his fingers back and forth as she bobbed up and down on his cock, opening up wide to his will.  He sighed with determination.  He’d make sure she was completely his for as long as he wanted.
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