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Marla shoved
her loaded shopping trolley across the carpark, sighing to herself
against the weight of her weekly shop. The rear of her vehicle
faced outward and next to hers sat a black Chrysler, its chrome
grill shimmering in the sun. The sheen of the black paint resonant
with some sort of primordial power.



"That wasn't there before I arrived," she thought "funny to see a
car like that here."



Marla wondered who owned it. A rich businessman? A film star?
Something told her the owner would be hot. She bit her lip and
smirked – she could do with a hot rich god, even just for half an
hour.



The driver door opened full width and remained. Marla paused for a
second as she approached her car boot, opened it and threw in her
shopping. She kept eyeballing to her left periphery, keen to see
who it was, feeling a little scared even – was he dangerous? She
risked a better look and saw the silhouette of a perfect male
figure. Broad lean shoulders, long aquiline face and perfectly
groomed hair, slightly waved. A long torso with a broad chest
complemented by long, strong arms. A crisp white shirt opened at
the neck, white gold cufflinks, an obviously expensive watch, shone
through the windscreen and door window. Marla pursed her lips.
Whoever he was – he was obviously pedigree. She had the briefest
fantasy of having vigorous sex there and then at the boot of her
car, shamefully, disgracefully, in the busy carpark. A burst of
tingles erupted like a bullet from the barrel at her two second
superintense fantasy. She swallowed her saliva, smirked to herself
again, and carried on loading her trunk. Her arms became a little
jerky as an odd apprehension, a kind of shyness, welled up inside
her and percolated over her body, into every limb.



Was he perhaps waiting for her to come and say something? After all
it is inappropriate for a strange man to simply approach a woman in
the carpark. Sadly. She looked again – yes he was hot. His aquiline
nose and hawk eyes were apparent as she gazed longer, that perfect
chin broad but not too butch. He gave a cheeky smile and the
corners of his eyes sparkled in her direction. She couldn't
withhold the broad shy smile that erupted across her face. Her
nipples pricked in the pads of her bra. His right hand rested
itself upon the steering wheel. She had to look again at those big
long fingers and that big manly hand.



"Big fingers – big cock" She thought. Her shy smile turned to a
wicked smirk as she loaded the last of her bags. Just imagine
having sex with that right now in the back of the car! Or worse (or
better?) right in the middle of the car park! God what a
thought!



Why are the most inappropriate thoughts always the best? The most
uplifting and invigorating – and the ones we least act upon? The
heat of the gunpowder from the bullet shot in the deeps of her
vagina peppered her with tingles. A warmth that burned at the edges
of its own pre-orgasmic presence. A warmth that commanded attention
– Marla knew she would have to put her nine inch dildo to some good
use when she got home. Unless of course... Wishful
thinking...



She slammed her car trunk shut and scuffled to her driver door. Her
buxom size 12 hips swerved awkwardly as she made her approach. She
felt her 36A breasts bounce and jiggle and her jaw tighten with
nervousness as she approached his car door. She knew she'd have to
pass him. She wanted him to admire her body. Her voluptuous bum,
her succulent bosom, draw him in. Yet she also felt wholly
inadequate. She wasn't a supermodel. She eyeballed and saw him
gazing and smiling, looking her up and down, absolutely nonchalant
about his own inappropriateness. She liked that – his inappropriate
bravery. Hard to find nowadays. Men pretend to be disinterested and
too often nothing happens when it could and should.



Marla stood at the open black door of the Chrysler and for the
first time gazed down upon him. He simply smirked up to her
cheerfully from his carseat. He knew perfectly well he was blocking
her way and simply raised his eyebrows as she stood there,
swallowing her saliva and taking a soft breath.



"Umm... Will you excuse me?" She murmured politely, suppressing her
smile as much as humanly possible as is appropriate to do so.



She could not help but look him up and down. She simply couldn't
help herself. She saw the muscular swell of his lean legs against
his designer black trousers, the shimmer of his belt. She could bet
he had a six pack under that white shirt. And the bulge on that
crotch – she had to stare at it for a very long two seconds, twice,
and could have stared for much longer – like a child in a candy
shop. A plume of tingles grew from the hot gunpowder peppered from
the bullet long fired. Her clitoris gave its first tug of tension
as tingles bloomed like a rose. She couldn't help but run her
fingers through her shoulder length blonde hair, simply cut –
wishing it was styled – over and over, running those fingers,
desperately trying to play hairstylist on the spot. Her roundish
face flushed as her large blue eyes widened and her pupils dilated.
He simply gazed straight at it – was her straight nose too big? Too
fat? Her round cheeks too chubby? Was her pastel cherry pink mouth
too small? His eyes slowly meandered down over her breasts, round
and round they gazed. He was literally fondling her with his eyes,
she could feel it over her succulent round breasts. As he gazed
straight at her white tank top exactly where her nipples rested she
felt them prickle and burn and tingle at his leers. Tingles
cascaded down her abdomen and into the deeps of her vagina as a
bolt of adrenaline shot through her stomach.



She didn't want him to stop looking. She didn't feel offended. She
felt exhilarated – embarrassed yet thrilled. She wanted him to see
her naked and do everything to her. She knew she had him – and
stood there, simply stood, waiting for him to take her. As his gaze
wandered down over her pelvis, lingering over her mons veneris and
slit and exploring the bounty of her thighs she couldn't help but
give a naughty smirk. She looked straight at his eyes – almost
daring him to say or do something. Tingles bit at the tip of her
clitoris and wetness welled over her little pink inner labia,
lubricating her entrance.



The god looked straight into her eyes – that hypnotic hawk gaze
redolent with power.



"You have a beautiful succulent body." He said plainly, his voice
warm and resonant with a metallic upper note. "What's your name?"
He smiled.



"Marla." She murmured, she had to bite her lip to stop herself
giggling like some silly schoolgirl. To hook up with this after a
shopping trip, not even remotely looking her best, was definitely
something to brag about with her girlfriends.



"Marla. You're absolutely gorgeous and I cannot possibly resist
you. Do you know how that feels? To fall madly in lust and simply
want to do everything there and then on the spot with the person
you fancy?" He gave the most wicked of grins – as if knowing her
thoughts. Marla knew she couldn't hide the truth.



"Yes," She drawled "I most certainly do..." She couldn't help but
blush crimson and look at him over her eyebrows, bending her chin
into her neck like a guilty child who raided the cookie jar.



"Has this happened recently???" He smirked wryly.



"Yes... It has..." Marla confessed, her throat went dry, her chest
shuddered as she stifled her half giggles. Tingles bloomed like
waves breaking against rocks in the sea. Shocking her vagina awake,
lubricating itself with lust, awaiting passion.



"When has it happened?" The god grinned, raising his right
eyebrow.



"Right here. Right now." Marla blurted. She knew what was coming.
Or so she thought. And she couldn't help but indulge in the
inappropriate. Unabashed as a teenager daring a skinny dip. She
felt thrilled, extraordinarily naughty, dipping her toes in the
forbidden water and loving it.



"Right here. Right now. My sentiments exactly," the god smirked.
"Marla – I know you can't resist me. And I certainly can't resist
you. I want to have sex with you. Right here. Right now. In public.
I want to strip you naked and explore your body in every way, I
want to go as deep inside you as my very long penis possibly can
and make you cum and cum and cum. And then I will cum. I don't have
condoms – I detest them. They get in the way of the most intimate
joy humans can have. You don't mind me cumming inside you do
you?"



Marla was absolutely blown away and shattered to smithereens by
this discourse. The thought of him doing everything to her, seeing
her, touching her, teasing her, fucking her deep and causing her to
orgasm repetitively – instigated an eruption of tingles deep inside
that burned the entire bulb of her clitoris, set her entire vaginal
shaft afire, and left her pulpy deeps roasting and raving for
relief. Waves cascaded and crashed against each other as wetness
soaked and resoaked her panties. Her very anus flexed and twitched
as her nipples stood as upright as they could. Tingles shivered
over her entire body right to the scalp, fingertips and toes. Her
breathing shortened and quickened, then deepened and lengthened.
Her muscles tensed furiously then relaxed and trembled in
weakness.



"You want to cum inside me?" She drawled. She would never normally
ever let a guy do this. But somehow, the thought of this god, this
most perfect man... That big cock, she imagined it and the tingles
lashed furiously inside at the thought, jolting and vibrating and
fucking intensely at those final few seconds, swelling and shooting
jets of hot cum deep inside her. Claiming her as his territory,
that sacred seed somehow so perfect it cannot be refused. Yes – she
already decided – he'd be worth it. Not 'worth the risk' but simply
worth it.



The god pondered her pathetic question with obvious amusement, his
smirk toying with her psyche and her tingling deeps, before finally
stating "Yes, I want to cum deep inside you. Do you want to feel me
do that?"



Marla paused for one second not to ponder but in a hurry to regain
her shattered composure. She was already beginning to sweat and
tremble. Never had she had a man so perfect or courageous and never
did she go as far as this. It was terrifying and that terror made
it all the more impossible to resist.



"Yes..." She gulped. Her mouth was dry and she could barely speak.
She gazed down at his crotch and noticed the swelling. He simply
sat there, with that Mona Lisa smile, before gracefully leaning
forward and rising out of the car. He towered a good six inches or
more above her and the form of his body was as immaculate as his
pressed and crisp designer clothes. Marla's breath was trembling
with her wrists. She stood with a tiny nervous smile looking up to
him like a helpless little lamb.



Immediately he put his arms around her waist, pulled her gently yet
firmly against his hard body, and softly kissed her little mouth.
The scent of his hot body beneath his very expensive cologne was
invigorating and Marla had to gasp and hiss for breath through her
nostrils as his big mouth softly sucked and massaged her cherry
lips. Tingles flowed and sloshed around inside her vagina like warm
water, causing her breathing to deepen and shudder with heaviness.
His big hands squeezed against her lower back before wandering down
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