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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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