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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.”
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