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 Highlander Lust

 


Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What?
Who...?” Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks
reddening as she drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on,
lass. Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one
heave, he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her
eyes, Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his
chest. As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she
could, Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all
right? I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m
fine. Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you,
sir.”

He waved off
her thanks. “I make it my business to save beautiful women.”
Smiling, he continued, “And I believe it was at least partly my
fault in the first place. The name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”

Mary had told
the people she was with that she wouldn’t be back for several
hours. And he was so handsome. Not to mention the wetness between
her thighs.

“Lead on,”
Mary said.

It turned out
that Donald lived alone in a small cottage with a thatch roof.

True to his
word, he rooted around in a cupboard and pulled out some sewing
needles and thread. Handing them to her, he motioned to a small
table where she sat. After a few moments, she realized that she’d
have to take the dress off in order to fix it.

Her cheeks
colored again at the thought of the large man seeing her in her
smallclothes. She also felt the strong urge to do it. Something in
Mary wanted Donald to look upon her smooth, fair skin.

“What’s the
matter, lass? Don’t you know how to sew?” Donald said.

Mary fingered
the tear, looking down at it so that Donald might not see the look
in her eyes, the look she felt must be written plainly on her face.
He was just so handsome and charming, but she hadn’t been raised
this way.

“Is there a
blanket or sheet I might use while I fix this? I’m going to have to
take the dress off to fix it...” She looked up at him.

Realization
dawned on his face, making his eyebrows climb up his forehead. “Oh.
Yes, yes. Right here,” he said, handing her the thick woollen
blanket from his bed then turning around, “Here. I’ll look
away.”

Standing up,
Mary shrugged out of her dress. She let it fall in a circle around
her ankles, then stepped out of it so that she could pick it up.
She snatched a glance at the curve of his back. Her underwear
definitely felt damp between her legs now. Her nipples, free of the
fabric, stiffened up. Throwing the blanket over her shoulders, she
sat back down.

“it’s okay
now, Donald.”

He moved
around the small space, tidying up things here and there as he did
so. Mary spent more time looking at him as he bent over, flexing
his muscles as he picked up something heavy, than she did looking
at her sewing.

The needle
pricked her finger. She sucked in a sudden breath. Immediately,
Donald was at her side, leaning over to see what the matter was.
His smell filled her nostrils, making her squirm on the chair.
Tingles swept her body from her feet to her head. Her body needed
him, and she couldn’t say no to it anymore.

“Need some
help? I’ve some experience—“

His words
trailed away when she stood, letting the blanket fall from her
shoulders. His eyes immediately went to her shapely breasts, with
their hard nipples.

“Donald, will
you take me?” Just asking the question made her pussy clench and
unclench.

Then she was
in his powerful arms again. He reached up and grabbed a handful of
the hair at the back of her head and pulled back, arching her neck
out. She whimpered as he left wet kisses up and down the arch.

He ran his
fingers down the curve at the small of her back and pulled her body
even harder against his. Something long and hard under his kilt
pressed against her thigh.

Her head still
pull back, he began trailing his kisses lower and lower. She felt
his hot, wet lips touch that small dimple at the bottom of her
neck, just above her chest. Then he pulled slightly back from her,
though their hips still touched.

His lips
touched her chest, above and between her breasts.

“Yes... Touch
me, kiss me...” Mary said. Her nipples had stiffened up so much
they hurt a little. She wanted to feel his moist lips over them,
wanted it so badly she could just about feel them anyway. She ran
her hands over the hard muscles of his arms and shoulders as he
worked his kisses down between her tits.

He nuzzled the
spot between her breasts, rubbing his wet lips all over her soft
flesh. She moved her hands up his arms, up his shoulders, and wove
her fingers into the long and soft hair at the back of his head.
She tightened her fingers into fists. Pulling at him, she began
moving his mouth over the perky flesh of one of her tits. He
released his own hold on her hair and instead moved both of his
hands to the small of her back.

He took her
nipple between his teeth, biting down ever so slightly and flicking
at it with his tongue. She gasped and shook in his arms. She pulled
on his head, trying to make him take more and more of her flesh
into his wet and warm mouth.

Donald shifted
his mouth away from her nipple back toward the center of her chest.
But he didn’t stop there. He sucked her other nipple into his mouth
and gave it the same treatment he’d given the other. One of his
hands slid from her back over one breast. He kneaded and squeezed
it, rolling her nipple slightly between two fingers.

Finally, he
brought his mouth up her chest, up her neck, and finally to her
lips. They kissed deeply as he ran both hands over her firm ass. He
squeezed each cheek, pulling them apart and pushing them as they
made out.

His tongue
poked into her mouth as he shifted his grip on her ass and picked
her up. Mary wrapped her legs around his hips and grabbed his
shoulders. He turned slightly, moving his hands to hold her below
the knees. She felt him sit her on the table. He pulled away from
their kissing. His face was flushed.

“Oh, Donald...
Your lips feel so nice on me,” Mary said.

“You feel so
soft and warm beneath my lips, lass,” Donald said with a smile.

Donald sank to
his knees, moving Mary’s legs so that her knees rested on his
shoulders. She leaned back on the table, supporting herself with
her hands. She breathed quickly. Even through her underwear she
could feel the heat of his breathing on her pussy. He pulled her
forward a bit so that her hips hung slightly over the edge of the
table.

Then he
pressed he lips down over the damp spot on her underwear.

Mary squirmed
and moaned, trying to grind her pussy against his face. He kept
kissing her through the fabric. He stuck out his tongue and ran it
over her slit. She sucked in a breath and threw one arm over her
eyes.

“Oh, put your
mouth on me. Let me feel you against my bare flesh.”

Donald made a
deep rumble in his throat as he stood up partly, grabbing her
underwear and pulling it off. That accomplished, he went back down
onto his kneeling position. Her pussy got even wetter in
anticipation of feeling his tongue and mouth.

He started
with trails of kisses along the insides of her thighs, making her
groan and try to press her pussy to his face when he moved his
mouth from one side to the other.

“Lick me...
Please...” Mary said.

Tongue stuck
out, he ran the tip up and down her moist slit, slowly at first,
but picking up speed. Mary moaned and whimpered, feeling her pussy
clench up and get wetter and wetter with each pass.

He started
flicking at the little button of her clit with his tongue. Mary
yelped, her hips bucking up and down as though she was being
shocked.

One of his
long fingers pressed at her opening while he licked. It pushed into
her, getting immediately soaked in her juices. She pushed her hips
forward, pressing his finger deeper into her. He began curling it,
pressing the tip into the sensitive walls. She crossed her ankles
behind his head as he fingered her faster and faster.

She jerked her
head back, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened wide as she
came on his finger. Her pussy contracted around it, squeezing and
holding it in. When she finished, he pulled his finger from her and
leaned back on his haunches. Looking at him, his mouth and cheeks
shined with her wetness.

Standing up
fully, Donald took off his kilt and threw it onto the floor. His
massive cock quivered a bit in the air, already rock hard with a
bit of precum glistening at the tip. He grabbed his cock with one
hand and began rubbing the head all over the inside of her thighs,
leaving her flesh all wet and sticky.

“You’re so
big,” Mary said, “Do you think it will fit.”

He smiled at
her. “Lass, your little cunt is so wet that I‘ll be able to push it
in.”

With that, he
slapped her pussy lightly with his cock. Momentarily letting go of
himself, he repositioned her on the table so that her hips hung
completely off the edge. He pushed her knees back and got her to
hold them. From this angle, she could see everything. She just
needed his cock in her now. Her pussy practically throbbed from the
anticipation.

Grabbing his
shaft again, he ran the head slowly up and down her sopping slit a
few times, getting the tip completely soaked with their juices.
Twice he put the head at her opening and pushed a little, making
certain not to get in past the ridges. Then he’d pull back and
slide it up and down again.

The third time
he did that, she reached forward and grabbed his cock. She pulled,
feeling the ridges push all the way into her hole. She could barely
contain him and she wriggled and squirmed and pulled, trying to
force more of his rod into her.

Then he
pushed.

Her pussy
accepted him inch by inch. She watched as the skin on his shaft got
pushed and bunched back at her tightness, which only made her
tighter still.

“God, girl,
your grip...” Donald said through his clenched teeth as he stared
down at her pussy.

Now he pulled
back a bit and then eased in. It was working. Each time he pulled
back and pushed forward, he managed to cram a little more into her
incredibly tight cunt.

When he
finally managed to squeeze every last bit into her, he stopped so
that he could adjust to her hold on him. She could feel every
ridge, every bulge along his huge shaft. His dick felt hot in her,
throbbing with his want.

He leaned
forward and kissed her. Mary could taste herself in his mouth. This
made her squeeze him a little tighter, and he groaned.

Their mouths
still locked together, he pulled his shaft most of the way out of
her. He paused for a second, then thrust it back in. They both
rolled their heads back and gasped. He did it again, and again.
Each pull back and thrust came faster than the last. She revelled
in the feeling of his flesh sliding through her tight grip.

He fucked her
so hard now that she felt his balls slap against her ass with the
force he put into each shove.

Mary wrapped
her legs around Donald’s torso, pulling him closer, forcing his
thrusts to go fast and deep. He leaned forward, pressing his head
against her shoulder. He panted, sending his hot breath down her
body. Grabbing a handful of his hair, she put her mouth next to his
ear.

“Yes, Donald,
take me hard. Fuck my tight little hole...” She took his earlobe
between her teeth and bit down lightly. He gasped at the sudden
pain, his fucking becoming more urgent.

She could hear
the sound of their sex. His cock pulled out and pushed into her
with hot noises that made her drag her nails up and down his back,
leaving red trails.

Her moans and
groans drove him wild, making him slam her so hard that the table
screeched across the floor toward the wall. She moved her mouth
forward so that she could kiss the flushed skin on his shoulder and
neck as she felt her pussy start to tighten up even more around his
girth, almost ready to come all over him.

With a roar,
he leaned back into a standing position. He hooked his arms under
her knees and lifted. She wrapped her own arms around his neck to
hold herself up.

Standing
there, his cock straining in her, he began bouncing her up and down
onto his rod. His powerful arms lifted her up and down with ease,
making the lips of her pussy pull back and forth along his length.
She felt so wet; she knew there’d be a shiny trail of her juices
all along his thick shaft.

She kept that
image in her mind, visualizing his cock pushing deep inside
her.

The images
swirled in her mind even as she kept her eyes squeezed shut and
left wet kisses on any part of his body that her lips could
reach.

Mary opened
her eyes and looked into Donald’s face. He looked strained, with
his lips pulled back from his teeth and his features all flushed
red. She felt how hard he was inside her and knew he was going to
come soon. She wanted to come with him, all over him, even as he
filled her up with his seed.

“Donald,
Donald, fill me up, please,” she whispered to him. She flexed her
hips, trying to add more force to their fucking.

It worked. All
the muscles in his body suddenly hardened up and shook as she felt
his cock jerk, the head swelling up to press her walls apart even
more.

“Oh, Donald!”
She screamed.

Her pussy
squeezed and relaxed, squeezed and relaxed. His seed felt hot in
her even as it filled her up.

He didn’t let
her go. They stood there for a solid minute, shaking in each
other’s arms as the jerking of his cock lessened.

When they did
stop, he walked her over to the small cot and laid her down on the
soft surface. As he pulled himself from her, Donald gave her a long
kiss and ran one finger along her chin.

Mary felt so
alive, and happy, and satisfied, even as he crawled up onto the bed
behind her and draped one strong arm over her stomach. She grabbed
his hand in one of hers and they gave each other a squeeze. His
cock, still partially hard, pressed against her ass as he moved his
body as close to hers as it could get.

She looked
back at him. His face was still all red from the effort, and his
long, soft hair was in disarray.

“Donald? You
know, I wish that I’d accidentally stepped off that cliff much
sooner so that we could have been here that much faster.

He smiled and
gave her hand another squeeze.

“Aye, me too,
lass. You should stay here, with me.”

Returning his
smile, Mary replied, “Yes, maybe I will.”




 Wanting
the Highlander

 


Heather pulled
her dress down over her head. She pulled and teased the fabric in
front of a full-length mirror to make certain everything was in
place. It was quite low cut, exposing her cleavage to just shy of
her nipples. Her men folk wouldn’t approve, but it wasn’t their
attention she wanted to grab.

Just thinking
about James made her milky skin flush with blood. She felt hot. In
the mirror, she saw her nipples perk up under the bodice of the
dress. The heat rose between her thighs, too.

Opening her
bedroom door, she winced at the creaking noise. No one could know
that she was gone, or it would all be over.

She made her
way down the stairs. The front door she opened just wide enough to
squeeze through. She turned the latch slowly to muffle its
click.

James lived
just down the road, a relatively short walk away. Soon, she knew,
he would be hers. Better, she would be his. If she concentrated
hard enough, Heather could almost feel his muscular arms encircling
her petite, shapely body.

The sun shone
down clearly on the highlands that day. Valleys of yellow flowers
and lochs filled with cool water opened up to her as she continued
down the path.

As she drew
nearer, the sound of wood being split echoed across the land.

Some bushes
lined the space around James’s farmhouse. Heather walked behind
these until she spotted him. He stood near a woodshed. As she
watched, the powerful muscles in his arms flexed as he brought an
axe down on a log, splitting it neatly in two.

He wore
nothing but his kilt. His chest glistened with the sweat of his
manly work. Without pause, he placed the next log on the block and
brought the axe down onto it with a grunt.

Her whole body
tingled from her scalp to her toes, seeing him like this. She
crouched lower to peer through a better spot in the bush.

Slowly, her
hand crept up beneath the hem of her dress. She ran her finger over
the warm flesh of her smooth thigh. Sucking in her lip to stifle
her whimper, she ran the finger over her slit, the cloth of her
underwear keeping her fingertip from getting wet with her juices.
Her pussy convulsed as she imagined that it was one of his large
and strong fingers stroking up and down her underwear.

She was just
about to move the fabric to the side when a dry twig snapped under
one foot. Her body tensed up and she quickly pulled her hand
out.

The axe halted
mid-swing. Hefting it in one hand, James made his way warily toward
the bush.

“Who goes
there?” He said, “Whoever it be, know that I have a weapon.”

Fear
jolted through Heather’s chest. No, she thought, it will all be ruined! She stood up quickly so that he could see her over
the top.

“It’s me,
Heather!”

James lowered
the axe as he frowned down at her.

“Come round
the hedge so that I can see you,” he said.

She did as he
asked. His eyes flicked up and down, taking her in. Did he like
what he saw? Heather wasn’t certain. She wanted to touch him, to
squeeze his arms, and to find out what he hid under that kilt.

“How did you
get over here?”

“I snuck out.
I’m a grown woman, and I’ll do as I please” Heather said, beaming
at him. She was in her twenties.

He thought for
a minute, the muscles of his jaw working. Dropping the axe, he
said, “Come inside, then.”

As the door to
his home latched behind her, heather felt her stomach get lighter.
Finally, she was completely alone with him. James sat at the
table.

“Why don’t I
get you a drink?” Heather said. She grabbed a cup and a pitcher of
water. Putting the cup down in front of him, she leaned forward so
that he could see her cleavage as water splashed into the cup. He
glanced down and shifted in his seat.

“Thank you,”
he said.

Heather didn’t
lean back for a few moments. His musky scent filled her nostrils,
and she didn’t want to move away from it. Something in that smell
penetrated deeply into her, exciting her. She shivered a little as
she felt her pussy suddenly juice, leaving a little wet spot on her
underwear where it touched her waiting hole. How much longer she
could wait without feeling him push his cock into her, she didn’t
know. Not long, in any case.

“Take a seat,
lass. It’s okay,” James said.

After she sat
down, he continued, “Why did you come? Were you watching me from
behind the hedge?”

Heather worked
one of her feet slowly forward under the table. She timed it so
that it rubbed against his firm calf as she said, “I was watching
you. I need you, James.”

He hadn’t even
jumped at the touch. He frowned at her, but she could tell that he
understood. “Need me? How can I help?”

Leaning
forward and squeezing her arms together to push her tits toward
him, she said in a low voice, “I need you to fuck my brains out
with that big cock of yours.”

James
pushed back from the table and stood up in a hurry. Heather thought
she saw something long and heavy pressing the front of his kilt
out. So he
is a big man, then, she
thought. That was good.

“Heather,
dear, I must insist you leave. That is no way for a woman to
talk.”

She’d had
enough of these games. If he didn’t fuck her right then, she felt
like she would burst from the desire. Sliding off the chair, she
went down on all fours and crawled under the table to him. He was
looking down at her, but made no move backwards.

Grabbing his
leg with one hand, she pulled his kilt back a little with the
other. Slowly, she moved her head up under the kilt.

When she
kissed the top of his hardening shaft, James shuddered. He
immediately got rock-hard. His cock pressed against the kilt,
holding it up. Heather ran her lips around his shaft, feeling the
bulging vessels as it throbbed at her touch.

As soon as she
reached the tip, she pushed it into her mouth. The head of his cock
fit in her moist, warm mouth nicely. Her lips pressed down on his
shaft just behind the ridges of the head. She couldn’t believe; she
was sucking James’s cock. Her body responded, getting it so wet
that it dribbled out of her pussy.

In the shadow
of James’s raised kilt, Heather swirled her tongue around his
sensitive flesh. His rod was so hot, so hard, so big. She sucked as
much of it as she could into her mouth, then let her lips trail
back until they met the ridges again. Moaning, she did it again and
again. Soon, she could taste his precum as he trickled from his
cock onto her waiting tongue.

He reached
down with one strong hand and grabbed a fistful of her hair.
Grunting, he pulled her mouth down onto him. She waited for a
moment, letting her spit soak into him, before pushing back against
his hand.

She gasped as
she his cock left her mouth completely. The part of it she’d
managed to fit in was completely covered in her spit, leaving the
shaft and head shiny and dripping. She needed it back in her.

With a giggle,
she gave James a slight shove. He stumbled back into his chair.
Pushing up his kilt and then spreading apart his knees, she
squeezed between his legs. The head of his cock was so hard that
she could almost see her reflection in its taut flesh.

Then it was
back in her mouth.

Heather let
her spit trickle down his shaft, which she jerked near the base
with one hand. Her other hand was busy cupping and squeezing his
balls.

James grunted
and groaned as he squirmed in the chair. Soon, he started moving
his hips up and down, fucking her lips. She held her head still.
They were both entranced by the pulling motions her lips made as
his cock jerked back and forth in her mouth.

When she grew
tired of this, she ran her tongue from the top of his cock all the
way to the base, then back up again. His rod was as long as her
face. After she’d ran her tongue over ever last part of his cock,
she hovered her mouth over the tip. Working up some spit, she
pursed her lips and let it fall onto his member. Her hand made a
wet noise as it picked the spit up and spread it up and down his
entire length.

Looking up
into his face, she saw him smiling. Every time she gave him a
little squeeze, he blinked.

“James?”

It took a
moment for him to shift his concentration from the way her hand
slithered up and down him.

“Yes?”

Despite
stroking his spit-soaked cock as she said this, she still felt her
cheeks heat with a blush.

“Will you kiss
me... there?”

James’s smile
only grew larger at the question, “Aye, lass.”

His cock
quivering in the air, James helped Heather stand up. His hands on
her hips, he spun her around to face the table. One of his hands
travelled up her back, where it started pushing her. She readily
bent over. The cloth of her dress rustled as he gathered it and
pushed it up around her waist. She stepped out of her underwear
after he pulled them down to her ankles.

Her pussy felt
so wet. She wondered if he could see the wetness. Wordlessly, she
spread her legs apart and arched her back.

James let a
hot breath out over her sopping pussy.

“Yes, James...
Kiss me. Oh, God...”

His large
fingers grabbed her ass and spread her cheeks apart. She felt her
pussy open up a little.

Heather jumped
when she felt the tip of his tongue glide slowly along her slit
from the front to the back. He swirled it around her opening,
sending shivers up her back and making her clench up a little
inside, before running it to the front again. Pushing down harder
with his tongue, she felt it slide through her slit, right along
her clit.

When he heard
her whimper a little as his tongue tickled her love button, he
stopped moving away. Instead, he concentrated his efforts on that
one spot.

“Yes! Yes!”
Heather said. Her hands balled into fists over and over on the
table, trying to get a grip on something, anything.

She started
pushing her hips back against his face. His tongue just wouldn’t
stop rubbing rhythmically against her clit. It felt so warm against
her. She started breathing quickly, her shoulders rising and
falling faster and faster. She could feel it coming. Her orgasm was
building like some hot ball inside her pussy. Her walls trembled
and she felt herself get even wetter against his face.

With a moan,
she came. The sensation spread through her body like a wildfire.
She gritted her teeth and pushed back against his face so hard that
the chair squeaked backwards on the floor. His big fingers squeezed
her ass the whole time.

When the
feeling subsided, she felt him slide his tongue back against her
hole and poke it into her. She reached back and gave one of his
firm shoulders a squeeze.

“Give it to
me,” Heather said, “Now.”

She looked
back as he stood up. His whole face seemed to shine with her
juices. She watched as he grabbed his cock and guided it forward
until it bumped right against her waiting opening.

Between her
wetness and the spit she’d lubed him with, he had no trouble
entering her tightness. He brought his teeth back in a slight snarl
as she felt the head of his dick enter her deeply.

Just having
him stuffing her full of his cock, so long an unfulfilled dream,
made her want to come all over him again. But this time it was even
better; she could make him come in her. What kind of face would he
make as he filled her tight little pussy up with his cum? She
wanted to know, and badly.

Before pushing
any farther into her, James hiked her dress up more so that he
could admire the feminine curve of her back. She felt the warm skin
of his hand travel along her curves. His lips smacked a little as
he bent over her and kissed her tender flesh. The touch sent
tingles up her body that made her tighten up around his shaft.

“Am I nice and
tight?” She asked, still looking back at him.

James sucked
in a breath through his teeth as he pulled back a little. He was
staring straight down, watching her lips pull outward with his
cock, she knew. She wished she could see it, too.

“Aye, lass.
I’ve never felt anything tighter.”

Soon, his
roving hand returned to its position on her hip. He found his
stride, running his cock most of the way into her and then most of
the way out. Their combined wetness trickled slowly down the inside
of her thighs as she basked in the feeling of his cock stretching
her out with each stroke.

“Oh, James...”
Heather moaned.

On the next
thrust he pushed his cock all the way into her. Her mouth opened
wide and she pressed her fingernails into her palms at the sudden
sensation of the head of his dick rubbing against the very back of
her pussy.

Heather had
the sudden urge to find out what she tasted like. Standing up, she
pressed back against his hard stomach gently until she felt his
cock slide out of her. Spinning, she crouched down to her knees,
tossed her hair to the side, and lowered her lips over him. She ran
her tongue over every last bit of his shaft and head that she could
reach, slurping away. Now she knew why he’d licked her so
enthusiastically. The taste on him was great. She wanted more. She
slid her tongue all over his shaft, slurping at all the juices that
made his member glisten in the light.

She left a
single kiss right on his tip that made him shudder a little before
standing up and bending back over the table. Again, he hiked up her
dress.

This time he
slammed his cock back into her hot little hole. She gasped and dug
her nails into the flesh of his side. James didn’t stop. Something
about watching her lips and tongue move around on his throbbing
meat must have driven him mad. His hips slapped hard against her
ass, over and over.



He was so hard
in her. It felt like his shaft had swollen up even more. James bent
over her again. This time, instead of a kiss, she felt his teeth
against her skin. He scraped them down one curve of her back. When
the teeth stopped moving, they bit down a little. She jumped at the
sudden pain, becoming involuntarily tighter around him.

Her grip
intensified each second. No matter how much tighter she got, no
matter how much she moaned, he kept up his pace. She wanted to look
at him, to ask him to fire his seed deep into her pussy, but there
was no way she could talk. She could barely breathe.

The heat was
incredible inside her. His fucking stoked her fire.

It had already
been minutes, and still he kept up his rhythm. It was like James
had been possessed. The feelings inside her pussy were so intense
that she was afraid she would go numb before she’d be able to
release herself all over his amazing cock.

Finally, she
managed to choke out the words, “Don’t stop.”

He grunted an,
“Aye,” back at her without missing a thrust.

Heather was
going to come first, she knew. Even though he wasn’t touching her
sensitive little clit, it seemed to buzz. A feeling started deep
inside her pussy that slowly bled to other parts of her body. It
pushed against her, and she broke. With a loud moan, she
constricted suddenly and tightly around his girth. She could feel
the head, pressed against the back of her cunt. Her pussy loosened,
then constricted again.

This time, his
cock jerked too. His cum shot out. She felt it hit inside her
pussy. More of his hot seed splashed into her. Incredibly, he
started fucking her again even after the last drop had left
him.

She rode his
cock through the rest of her orgasm, alternately moaning and
whimpering.

When he felt
her finish, he pulled out. His strong hands turned her around and
she stood up partially, leaning her weight on the table with her
hands.

He was so
handsome. His kiss was surprisingly tender, given his hard fucking.
They held that kiss for some time. She felt his hands meet at the
small of her back and pull her close.

When they
finished, he gripped the sides of her face and ran the pads of his
thumbs up and down her cheeks. As she stared into his eyes, she
could feel his cum inside her. It was hot. Some of it had started
to leak out of her, running down her thigh as they kissed. Even
after they’d loved, she was still full of him.

Leaving her
for a moment, James returned with a small washbasin that sloshed
with water. They cleaned each other up, washing away the sweat
they’d built up in their heat with a rag damped with cool
water.

He held her
for a while then. When she finally parted from him, it was with
great reluctance.

“Best if you
go, dear,” he said with a mischievous grin that made her want to
take him again, “Better if no one even knew you were gone.”

He was
right.

The highlands
were especially beautiful on her walk back.




 Tempting
the Highlander

 


Robert
smoothed his kilt over his knees, trying not to stare too openly at
the woman seated across from him. Men and women filled the long
tables of the hall, laughing and yelling as they drank and
feasted.

He’d hardly
touched his own food. As soon as she’d sat down, Robert’s hunger
for food had melted away into a desire to touch her, to hold
her.

Just thinking
about it made his cock harden a little under the table.

Her lips were
full and red, her neck long and graceful, and her breasts were
perfectly shaped. The dress she wore displayed unblemished cleavage
and clung to her body, displaying her womanly shape. It was like
she was teasing all the men in the hall.

Robert looked
up from her body. Their eyes locked. Robert swallowed, suddenly
feeling very hot.

Then she
smiled and winked at him, then she turned to the side to talk to
another woman.

As the night
got later, people began to leave. They went slowly at first, one or
two stumbling out. Then they left in huge packs to go sleep off
their meals.

Finally, it
was only Robert and the beautiful woman, alone together in the long
hall.

“You’ve hardly
eaten,” she said, motioning to his full plate and mug.

Robert moved
his dishes to the side so that he could lean forward a bit of the
table.

“I’ve been
concentrating on something else, lass. What is your name?”

She smiled at
him, and spots of color flushed into her cheeks and chest.

“Maggie,” she
replied.

“Isn’t that a
lovely name, then? And I am Robert.” He held out his hand.

Still smiling,
she reached out and took it. Her hand was small in his, and so
soft. Robert leaned forward and left a lingering kiss on the
smooth, warm skin of the top of her hand. He let go and she pulled
her arm back slowly.

Her smile grew
mischievous, “Come, take me for a little stroll. I need to stretch
out.”

Robert’s cock
jerked a little. He concentrated on making it go down so that she
wouldn’t see when they stood. When he was ready, he motioned and
she got up. He followed the next moment. Robert was a tall man,
thick with muscle. He ran his fingers through his long hair,
pulling it away from his face.

They walked
down to the end of the table. Robert offered his arm, through which
Maggie linked hers. Walking around the large room, they talked and
laughed about the things people had left behind.

“So cold
outside!” Maggie said as they made their way past a large open
window. She huddled close to him. The fabric of her dress seemed so
thin, pressed against his side. He smiled, trying to resist the
urge to tear it off her and bend her over the closest table right
then.

“What’s that?”
Maggie said, pointing.

“What?” Robert
said, peering at the table she’d indicated.

She pulled her
arm from his, laughing as she made her way over. With a sly smile
cast at him over her shoulder, she bent over the table arching her
ass into the air.

Robert’s cock
stiffened again under his kilt. The shape of her ass was clear
under the sheer dress. His fingers curled as he imagined what it
would be like to cup each firm cheek. He swallowed heavily.

Giggling,
Maggie plucked something from the table and made her way back over
to him. It was a flower. Robert took it from her.

“May I?” He
asked.

Maggie nodded.
He leaned over and slid it into her hair above one ear. Their faces
were so close that he could smell her sweet breath. She canted her
head back in the perfect angle for a kiss and gave him a smoky-eyed
look. Parting his lips slightly, Robert closed his eyes and bent
down to press his lips to hers. She giggled and jumped back a
step.

She danced up
onto a table as he stretched out his arms, trying to grab her.
Fuelled by his desire, Robert followed Maggie as she ran across the
table top, lifting her dress slightly so that it wouldn’t tangle
her legs.

She jumped
down from that table, then moved on to the next. Stepping lithely
around the remnants of the meal, she looked back over her shoulder
at him. Her laughter filled the hall.

Robert could
never quite catch her. He’d reach out to put a hand on her
shoulder, only to feel the smooth fabric run under his fingers as
she escaped yet again. His cock was almost completely hard, but he
didn’t care if she saw it now. He just wanted to grab her and kiss
her and fuck her.

He knew she
wanted it, too.

Every time she
hopped down from one table to the next, she did it a little more
slowly so that he would catch up just that much more. It was
maddening. If he wanted, he could reach out and touch her with his
fingertips, but that was all. That was not enough.

His blood
boiling, Robert leapt forward and missed again.

Turning to
look at him, Maggie laughed, “You’re a big, strong highlander.
Can’t you catch one woman?” then she went on in a slightly lower
voice, as though to make certain no one else in the empty hall
could hear, “If you catch me, you can have me. Right here.”

Robert saw
that her skin was all flushed too; reaffirming that she wanted him
just as badly as he wanted her. She just wanted him to work for it,
first.

Then it came
to him, how he could catch her. Giggling, she continued running
down one table. Robert leapt off it onto the floor, which was
mostly clear of debris, and ran much faster. She leapt, trying to
make it over to the next table a few feet away. He caught her up in
his arms.

Holding her
firm body against his, they kissed. Her lips were soft and warm.
She poked a curious tongue into his mouth as she wrapped her legs
around his waist. Robert shifted his grip so that he held her up by
her ass. Her gave the firm flesh a good squeeze, wishing that her
clothes weren’t in the way.

Maggie moved
her lips away. She put one finger under his chin and angled his
face up a little.

“So, my big,
strong Scotsman, you have me in your clutches,” she flexed her ass
in his hands, “What are you going to do with me?”

“Why, I’ll
make love to that sweet body of yours until it can take no more,”
he said, winking at her.

Maggie planted
soft kisses on his cheeks as she spoke, “I knew I’d have you the
moment I sat down.”

Robert moved
so that he cradled her in one arm. Turning around, he used his free
hand to sweep all the dishes clear from a section of the long table
they were beside. Cups and plates clattered onto the floor. He set
her down on the top of her table, her dainty feet resting on the
bench.

Tenderly, he
slid grabbed one shoulder of her dress and slid it down her arm,
exposing more of her milky cleavage. She grabbed his hard cock
through his kilt and gave it a squeeze as he pulled the other
shoulder of the dress down her arm. With one small pull, her
breasts fell free. Her nipples were a little darker than the flesh
around them.

Maggie reached
up and grabbed her own tits. Robert’s mouth watered as she rolled
her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, making the
sensitive flesh stiffen. Laughing a little, she pulled her tits
apart.

“Kiss me,” she
said.

Stooping over,
Robert started by kissing the skin high on her chest, just under
her neck. It was warm and flushed red from her desire. He worked
his kisses downward, letting his lips barely brush the inviting
skin of her breasts. Finally, he was between them.

She pushed her
tits against the sides of her face. He started moaning and licking
her skin. His cock felt so hard, he had a burning need for her to
touch it and stroke it. But so far all she’d done was to grab and
squeeze it through the thick cloth of his kilt. Maggie released his
face from between her tits. Robert pulled back, his cheeks and the
smooth skin between her breasts glistened with his saliva.

Grabbing her
hands, he pinned them down against the table. As he looked into her
eyes, he leaned over again. He sucked one erect nipple into his
mouth and let his teeth rest gently on it. When he started sucking,
she started moaning. She arched her back, trying to get more of her
flesh into his mouth. She tried to free her hands, but he kept them
down on the table.

Robert did the
same thing with her other nipple, licking and sucking at it until
she begged him to let her have his hard cock.

“I need to
make sure you’re good and ready before I give you this big thing,
lass,” Robert said.

He let go of
her hands. Before she could do anything else, he grasped her
shoulders and pushed back gently until she was lying down. Grabbing
the hem of her dress, Robert began raising it up her lovely legs.
He kissed the smooth flesh of one calf, and then her thighs as they
were revealed. She was quivering as his lips works closer and
closer to the white cloth covering her pussy. Her smell made him
want to shove the fabric aside and fuck her senseless, but he
restrained himself.

“Oh Robert,
kiss me, please...” Maggie moaned. She grabbed him by the hair and
tried to move his face closer to her wet slit.

Her dress all
the way up around her hips now, Robert knelt down and rested her
knees on his broad shoulders.

He started by
lightly running the tip of his thumb along the vertical cleft in
her underwear covering her slit. The fabric was moist. Maggie moved
her hips to press his thumb harder against her. She moaned at the
pressure.

Robert kissed
the hot skin on her thighs on either side of her pussy, relishing
how his lips seemed to make her whole body quiver in anticipation.
When he could no longer resist temptation, he let his mouth slide
over her pussy. Letting his hot breath wash over the thin layer of
cloth, he reached up and hooked the part right over her pussy with
one finger. He pulled it to one side. His mouth watered at the
sight of her pussy. He could feel the heat coming off its flushed
lips, and he badly wanted to taste the wetness that glistened in
her slit.

Swallowing,
Robert leaned forward until he felt his lips brush against hers.
They were so warm. Parting his lips, he poked the tip of his tongue
out. Starting at the top, he ran the tip down through her slit. He
felt it move over the delicate inner lips, over the little hood
that covered her sensitive clit, and finally down to the sopping
hole. He thirstily lapped at the juices that trickled out of her,
which quickly left his chin and cheeks shiny.

Using his
thumb, he started slowly brushing the tip over her clit. She
whimpered at the touch, her hips jerking and bumping involuntarily.
That was when he started licking her in earnest. He swished his
tongue around the opening to her pussy, running it around the
sensitive ring of flesh. Pushing his tongue as far out of his mouth
as he could get it, he slipped it as deeply into her as it would go
and ran it around her walls. She gripped his hair more tightly,
pulling the fistfuls she’d grabbed until it hurt. Robert just
licked faster, letting his thumb move back and forth more quickly
over her clit.

With a scream
that echoed in the empty hall, she came on his face. Her hips
bucked wildly and her juices seemed to flow into his mouth like a
river. He lapped it all up. Letting go of his head, she squeezed it
between her thighs so that he couldn’t move. He would have happily
suffocated in that space if she didn’t release him a few moments
later.

Her body
shook, and she took deep, gasping breaths. Robert also panted as he
caught his breath. Even the top of his shirt was wet with her
juices.

Maggie sat up.
She grabbed the bottom of his shirt and lifted it over her head.
Grabbing his kilt, she yanked and pulled at it until it dropped
down around his ankles. Grabbing the base of his cock near his
stomach, she leaned forward and swallowed half of it up like some
hungry animal.

Robert leaned
back a little, his mouth open. Her tongue ran all over his
throbbing rob, lapping away the precum he’d worked up licking her
tasty little pussy. Leaning back into a sitting position herself,
Maggie continued stroking his cock. The shaft was now well-lubed
with her spit.

“So this is
what you’ve been keeping under there,” she said with a grin, “Are
you going to shove it where it belongs?”

Releasing her
grip, she laid back on the table. Grabbing her own knees, she
pulled them up to her chest to expose her waiting pussy. Robert
realized his mouth had gone dry. The head of his cock already
tingled, and he hadn’t so much as touched her tight cunt with it
yet.

Robert stepped
forward. He guided his cock to her with one hand. There was some
resistance as he placed the tip at her opening and pressed, but her
pussy was so wet that the head of his cock slipped quickly into her
tight, wet hole. Robert sucked in a breath through his teeth. The
tingles ran down his shaft into his balls.

“God, Robert,”
Maggie said between her moaning, “That cock of yours is so big. I
feel so tight around it. Shove it into me, love.”

Spurred on,
Robert leaned into it. As his member pushed deeper into her, he
felt her tightness part around him and grip him. The skin of his
cock bunched back. He stopped and held still when only a little bit
of his shaft wasn’t buried in her. Using his thumb again, he began
gently stroking her clit. While he did this, he flexed his cock
inside her so that it got even harder.

Just like
before, her hips began to buck uncontrollably. He had trouble
keeping his thumb on her little button. Just as her whimpers turned
into yelps, he started fucking her. Pulling his cock partway out,
he saw it covered in her juices. Her lips pulled back with his
shaft, not wanting it to leave. But he didn’t want to leave,
either. Stroking her clit faster, he crammed his cock back into
that wet, gripping hole. Her walls felt so warm around him.

Her face
contorted with strain, Maggie reached up and raked her nails down
Robert’s chest and stomach, leaving red trails that crossed over
his abs, which flexed each time he pounded his cock home.

He couldn’t
believe how much wetter she got as they continued. His cock
shlicked in and out of her, the skin on the shaft being pulled back
and forth by the hungry lips of her pussy.

Grabbing her
ankles, Robert forced her legs together. She immediately got so
tight around him that he had to slow down. Now, his thrusts became
long and even.

“Oh...
Robert...” Maggie groaned. She had grabbed the edge of the table.
Her knuckles had gone white she was squeezing the wood so hard.
Robert knew it wasn’t half so hard as her pussy would be squeezing
his cock soon. He felt a tightening in his balls that told him he
wouldn’t be very far behind, either.

“Is that hard
cock about to fill me up?” Maggie said. The thought of it seemed to
drive her wild, as her eyes squeezed shut and her pussy clamped
tightly around him for a moment before releasing.

Robert felt
his balls tighten up even more. He couldn’t stop himself now; he
was beyond that point. With a grunt, he lost control. He slammed
into her wildly, over and over. Both of their faces twisted as they
came closer and closer to coming.

He came first.
His cock hardened up as much as it could. His whole body jerked
each time his rod jumped in her, spurting out hot cum. She came
then, too. The clenching and unclenching of her pussy coincided
with each of his spurts.

Both of them
were covered in sheens of sweat as they stopped. Robert ran his
hands over the smooth skin of her legs. Her muscles trembled under
his fingers as her pussy’s grip around his cock loosened.

Reaching over,
Robert grabbed an empty flagon from the table and the pitcher of
water beside it. He poured the water into the flagon and drank
deeply from it, letting the coolness move down and his throat and
throughout the rest of his body. When he finished, he poured more
water in and handed the flagon to Maggie.

As she drank,
Robert slowly pulled his cock out of her. Even though he’d drained
himself into her, his shaft was still hard. She smiled at him when
she saw.

“Fancy another
go?” Maggie asked.

Robert knew
that his cock would not be able to take it, no matter how much he
wanted to have her again right then and there. Smiling himself, he
shook his head.

Maggie pulled
her soaked underwear back over her pussy. Robert helped her with
the shoulders of her dress, pulling them back into place and
concealing those amazing tits from his sight. She watched him as he
gathered up his own clothes and put them back on. She reached out
and put her hand on his chest.

“Now that I
know what you’re keeping under that kilt, I’m going to have to make
sure my clan pays yours more visits.”

That was a
pleasant thought. Holding her hand, Robert sat down on the bench
and poured himself some more water. He tried to remember when the
next feast would be.
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Her Husband’s
Ghost

 


Just thinking
about Patrick made tears come to Ashley’s eyes. She held his
picture in her lap. She couldn’t believe he was dead yet, even
weeks after the accident. He was so strong and handsome, with his
broad shoulders and masculine face.

With the
sadness came another feeling. Looking at the photo sent electricity
through her hips, making her get wet. She was so damned horny;
Ashley hadn’t so much as touched herself since he’d died.

She felt
hollow, lost to the world. Ashley knew she could get another guy
quickly, with her round and firm ass and perky tits, but it just
didn’t feel right/ Not this soon. The mixture of the two desires,
to mourn and to feel a man in her again, was too much to take.

A fit of anger
ripped through her. With a snarl, Ashley threw the picture to the
floor. The glass shattered and the frame cracked.

“How could you
do this to me, you asshole?” Ashley screamed at the picture.

Wind rushed
past the house, then. It made a strange sound. She would have sworn
that she heard an airy and soft, “Sorry...”

Moving to the
kitchen, she poured herself some red wine. It was the only thing
that could get her to sleep.

She took a sip
of the full-bodied drink, put the glass on the counter, grabbed a
broom and dustpan, and went to clean the mess she’d made.

It
looked like the picture had been moved a few feet away. Ashley
shook her head. Must’ve kicked it when I got up, she thought.

As she bent
over to sweep the shards up, an incredible urge to touch herself
consumed Ashley. It was so overpowering that she just wanted to
fingerbang herself until she screamed right there on the floor.

Looking at
Patrick’s picture, she knew that she shouldn’t, that she couldn’t.
She hastily swept up the glass, her hands shaking the entire time,
and then she retreated back to the kitchen. It felt like her whole
body had gotten hotter, like some huge bonfire had ignited in her
pussy. Grabbing the wine glass with both hands, Ashley drained it
in one gulp. She put the glass back on the counter.

“Get a grip,
woman,” she muttered.

Sitting at the
table, she tried to ride out the wave. Closing her eyes, she tried
concentrating on something else.

Glass
shattered. Her eyes sprung open and she jerked in her seat. She saw
that the wine glass had fallen from the counter. Ashley definitely
remembered putting it farther back.

Standing, she walked the few steps to the counter. Yes,
there was a circular wet mark outlining where the bottom of the
glass had been. It was so far from the counter that there was no
way it could have fallen. Maybe it tipped over and rolled?
She thought. No, she realized
she would have heard the hollow sound glass made as it rolled
across a hard surface. There was no reasonable explanation; it was
like it had just hopped off the counter on its own.

She looked
down at the shattered pile. Her reflections stared back up at
her.

Her desire
flared up inside her again so quickly that she grabbed the counter
to keep from foaling. Opening her mouth, her breath left her body
with a shudder. Her wetness soaked her panties.

“Oh God!”

Wind rushed by
the house again. This time, she thought she heard it murmur,
“Ashley...”

It was
too much for her. The voice had sounded familiar.
What’s happening to
me? She thought. She
felt so terrified, so horny. Finally, her teeth gritted in
concentration, Ashley stumbled out of the kitchen. She dragged
herself upstairs toward her bedroom.

What she was
going to do in there, she didn’t know. Either rub herself into a
wild orgasm or hide under the covers. Maybe both.

Ashley got the
door open, crawled in, and pulled herself onto the bed.

“Babe...” the
wind seemed to mutter. It sounded strange.

Ashley knew
that voice. But it couldn’t be him, could it?

“Patrick?”
Ashley stared around the room, her heart pounding, as though she
could catch a glimpse of him. She waited, hardly daring to breath
in case the noise drowned out a reply.

Then came the
wind again, “Yes.”

The voice
sounded stronger now, closer, as though her realization and
acknowledgment fed it.

She couldn’t
figure out whether to laugh or cry.

“I’ve missed
you so much. You have no idea how hard it’s been without you,”
Ashley said.

When the wind
picked up this time, it didn’t stop. It seemed to get stronger and
stronger, as though it would blow the whole house over. All the
drawers of her dresser burst open, sending clothes flying all over
the place.

Ashley’s mouth
was wide open. She realized she was screaming, but the wind was all
she could hear.

There was a
sound like a thunderclap, and the wind abruptly stopped. But Ashley
was no longer paying attention to that. Patrick stood at the foot
of the bed. He was all white, and he glowed slightly as though from
some inner light. He smiled at her and held out his hand.

“I can touch
you? I won’t just pass right through?” Ashley said as she reached
for him.

Still smiling,
Patrick nodded. Ashley closed her eyes as she reached out. Her
fingers met his. His big, strong fingers wrapped around her hand.
She was surprised at the warmth in that touch. That warmth made her
warm, too.

“Can you stay
long?”

“No,” he
replied.

She wiped the
tears from her cheeks. “Then I know just the way to spend the time
that we do have.”
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Melissa fidgeted with her feet under the
table. Sat across from her, trying to sort through an unorganized
pile of forms and receipts, was a representative from the IRS. He
was there to audit her.

She didn’t know that the IRS made house
calls. If she had, she might have forgotten to mention some of her
income sooner. Mr. Banks, the rep, was quite handsome in his dark
suit. The way he had moved around when he first came in suggested
that he liked working out. Normally, she didn’t go for guys with
glasses, but the tasteful frames he had on brought out the color of
his eyes.

There wasn’t a ring on his finger,
either.

“So, how long will this probably take?”
Melissa asked.

Banks looked up from the papers. He pressed
his lips into a thin, frustrated line. “I don’t know, miss.
Possibly all day. I might have to come back again to get all of
this stuff sorted out.”

Melissa ran her fingers through her blonde
hair. She knew she was pretty. She went to the gym every day. Maybe
if she flirted with him a bit, he might make her tax problems go
away. Or at least become less.

She got a little wet just thinking about
making him hard for her. She looked down at herself. She was
wearing some blouse and a pair of skinny jeans. Not bad, but she
wanted to do this job right. She needed to turn the heat up. There
was just the thing in her closet, she knew.

Standing up, she said, “Will you excuse me a
moment? There’s something I forgot to get that I think you
need.”

He shooed her away with a wave of his hand.
Melissa went upstairs to her bedroom. No guy had just dismissed her
like that in years. Usually they spent all their time staring at
her rack, or trying to walk behind her up staircases. Not being
wanted really was a turn-on, she guessed.

Upstairs, she pulled all her clothes off.
She looked in the mirror, putting her hands on her knees in her
best Marilyn impression. Her tits were nice and perky. Already, the
nipples were a little stiff from her dirty thoughts downstairs. She
pulled on a transparent pair of black underwear. From her closet,
she grabbed her sluttiest little black dress. It hugged her body,
showing off her shapely ass. Its plunging neckline hardly covered
her breasts. Melissa grabbed her tits and pushed at them until they
looked the best.

The finishing touch was a pair of long black
gloves. She looked at herself against in the mirror. If Banks
didn’t pop out of his pants at this first sight of her, he’d have
to be gay.

Melissa made her way back downstairs and
peeked around the doorway into the kitchen. Banks was leafing
through an old pile of receipts. Melissa coughed. Banks didn’t look
up.

“I hope you brought that form from your last
job, miss, it’ll really smooth the process.”

This was going to be more difficult than
she’d thought. He was one of those down-to-business types,
completely professional. It was going to take more of an effort to
seduce this one.

Melissa walked into the kitchen, letting her
hips roll a little. She felt so excited that her legs began
shaking. She knew that the crotch of her transparent black panties
was already wet with her juices. Would he finger her, she wondered?
If he did, she was going to suck all of her own juices from his
fingers, right before putting something hopefully much bigger into
her mouth. She loved having something hard in her mouth to suck
on.

She steadied herself against the table
briefly, waiting for the tingling in her pussy to die down some
before she could rip his clothes off and fuck his brains out right
there. No, this would be better starting a little slow. Make him
sweat for it.

“Would you like a drink?” Melissa asked.

She slunk around behind him. His chair was
only a few feet away from the sink. She smiled as she rummaged
noisily through one cupboard, pretending to look for a glass.

“No, miss. When my break comes, I’ll head
over to that little diner across the street, but thank you though.
Your cooperation with the IRS is much appreciated.”

Melissa shut the cupboard. She turned around
and walked up so she was right behind banks. Slowly, she knelt
over, pretending to read whatever form he was pouring over at the
moment. She rested her breasts on his shoulder, and made sure he
could feel her hot breath on his ear and neck.

“What’s that one for?” Melissa asked.

She saw his cheeks get a little red. He
wasn’t so impenetrable after all. Her pussy tightened up a
little.

“This? This is a record for... for...” He
swallowed emphatically, clearly uncomfortable.

Melissa put her hand on his other shoulder
and gave it a little squeeze.

“Miss, did you find that other form you were
looking for?”

“Please,” she said, “Call me Melissa. If
we’re going to be seeing each other so much over the next few days,
use my name.”

“Okay, Melissa. Did you find the form?”

She needed to feel him between her legs. She
needed him to know how hot and wet she was for him. Melissa reached
down and grabbed his hand in hers.

“Yeah, I found it. It’s right here,
see?”

She ran his hand up between her legs. He
shivered a little when his fingers brushed her wet panties.
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