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Linda was not a patient woman. Delays frustrated her. Especially delays that were completely out of her control. Arriving in Seattle to the news that the apartment she had paid good money for needed a further two days before she could move in was not ideal.




Fortunately, Linda was resourceful. If she had to cool her heels for two days, well, she might as well enjoy herself. And Marshall would be only too happy to put her up, despite the short notice.




They always had fun when they played together. It had never been anything more serious than that. Partly because Linda had lived halfway across the country. Now that she was living in the same city, things could change.




Even if they didn’t, Linda knew that Marshall would keep her very pleasantly distracted.




One phone call was all it took. As Linda had hoped, Marshall jumped at the chance to have her spent two nights in his house. And while he got everything ready, Linda went shopping. She was going to make sure those two nights were truly excellent.




The way Marshall’s eyes widened at the sight of her - and all the bags she was carrying - made Linda laugh. “You did say I could make myself at home,” she pointed out, leaning in to press a kiss against his cheek.




He leaned into her touch easily. Linda smiled. “I did say that.” He nodded. There was no complaint in that. Yes, Marshall had been surprised but he also seemed to just accept it. “Have you bought things for us to play with?” he asked curiously. “I do have stuff,” he added with a grin.




Linda was pretty familiar with most of the toys Marshall had. Of course, there might be more that he had acquired since they’d last played together. Linda could always find out. As one of Marshall’s hands brushed over her side, he pulled her in a little closer. “Do I get to see?”




“Of course.” Linda thought of herself as a very generous domme. She liked sharing. And Marshall was always so appreciative of the things she shared.




Pulling a little away, Linda set one of the bags down. “That one is only for if you’re very good.” Interest shimmered immediately in Marshall’s eyes. It was exactly the reaction that Linda had been hoping for.




A second, larger bag, Linda handed to Marshall. It contained two impact toys to round out Marshall’s collection - a paddle with a pattern of small, round holes, and a heavy whip.




“You can choose either of these,” Linda instructed. “Or both.”




Marshall swallowed visibly, brushing his fingers over both of the toys she’d handed him. Linda knew Marshall enjoyed pain. Their levels of giving it and taking it matched up well. That was one of the reasons she’d started with the impact toys. Whether he wanted one or the other, or even both, Linda was happy to let him decide.




“The paddle. I’d like to try the paddle,” Marshall decided. “It’s been a while since someone’s given me a good paddling,” he added, looking up with a small grin.




“And mine will be very good.” If there was one thing Linda prided herself on, it was her ability to meet her sub’s needs. Being strong had always appealed to her. Finding out that it appealed to some men, too, had been one of the delights of learning about a domme’s lifestyle.




But first things first. “I can’t very well paddle you through your clothes,” Linda pointed out, raising an eyebrow. “Follow me upstairs and then strip for me.”




“Of course.” Marshall nodded energetically. He took a step back, moving so he could let Linda walk first. She knew where the bedroom was, so leading the way came easily.




Making sure to grab all the bags, she wiggled away, her hips swaying and her heels clicking on the wooden floor.




It was a short walk once they were upstairs. Marshall didn’t hesitate to shut the door behind them, his fingers already making their way to his shirt buttons.




Linda dropped the bags, tucking them neatly against the wall for later.




Mid-way through unbuttoning he seemed to remember that last time Linda had told him that she preferred him to strip slowly. So Marshall did his best to put on a bit of a show, swaying his hips as he grinned at her before pushing his shirt off, revealing a line of solid muscle.




Linda’s tongue darted out over her lips. “Keep going,” he breathed, her voice husky. “And turn around for me.” The muscles in Marshall’s back were even more impressive. But what turned Linda on the most was his unmarked skin. By the end of the night, she’d have left him rosy-red paddle marks to remember her by.




“Clearly, it’s been too long since we played.” But now that Linda had moved closer, they’d be able to see a lot more of each other!




“Too long.” Marshall nodded, but didn’t turn around. Instead, he pushed his pants and boxers off, too, exposing that perfect ass. Linda moved in closer, raking her nails over the curve of the soft flesh and then up to Marshall’s back. He shivered under her touch, making Linda’s smile widen. Oh, they would have so much fun!




Marshall’s head fell naturally, exposing his neck to Linda. Still dressed with him like this, she had all the power. That was precisely what Linda loved. Knowing that Marshall’s body was at her disposal to do whatever she wanted with was exciting. As was knowing that he’d beg her to if she made him.




Her hands settled on either hip, spanning the jut of Marshall’s bones. He was a big man, strong. That just made Linda’s power over him even more thrilling. A firm shove pushed him forward, his brawny arms catching himself and bracing his weight against the mattress.




“Bend over for me,” Linda teased. Little adjustment was needed, Marshall’s posture was already so submissive to her. But he straightened himself, planting his feet solidly on the floor and arching his back so that his ass stuck out like the most tempting target Linda had ever seen.




Instead of immediately reaching for the paddle, Linda brought her hand up against Marshall’s ass with a sharp slap. “I’d better warm you up, hm?”




The deep groan that rumbled from low in Marshall’s chest was joined by a much softer ‘fuck, yes’ just as Linda landed another slap against his ass. His whole body quivered at the contact, skin instantly reddening. It wouldn't last, but Linda fully intended to make sure it was much redder once she’d taken a paddle to it.




Glancing over his shoulder, Marshall sucked his lower lip between his teeth. “You’re always so good at hurting me,” he complimented. “I was hoping you’d want to do this when you asked me to stay.” But Linda also knew that had she not, Marshall would have still happily invited her into his home. That meant a lot to her.




He took pain so beautifully. Not a lot of big, strong men were also so happy to be as eager for it as Marshall was. Running a hand down his spine, Linda could feel the muscles shifting.




With one hand, she squeezed Marshall's plump cheek, the other sliding to his front to tease his nipple. Within seconds, it stood up hard against his chest, giving Linda the perfect leverage to pinch and twist.




The gasp that slipped from Marshall’s lips washed over her like fire. “Mmm. I’ve missed those beautiful noises,” she breathed. “Do you want the paddle yet?”




The hesitation led Linda to slap Marshall’s ass again. If he was hesitating, it clearly meant he wasn’t ready yet. Linda had nothing against that, she loved the sounds that her hand against Marshall’s ass created. It was so red already, Linda’s palm-print beautifully splayed across Marshall’s skin.




“Yeah, fuck,” he groaned. “I can take the paddle,” he promised. “I want to.” And yeah, Linda had no doubt he truly did. Marshall’s love of pain was what made them such a good match. It was tempting to leave one more slap against Marshall’s ass, but Linda resisted in favor of moving to get the paddle.




Pulling it from her shopping bag, Linda’s fingers stroked over the varnished wood. The shop was one she trusted; she hardly needed to check there were no rough edges or splinters, but she enjoyed the feel of the curved corners as she rubbed over them.




“It’s going to feel so nice against your ass,” she promised. Linda had never used a paddle with cut-outs on herself; but she’d read accounts of how they intensified the sensation of each strike.




Marshall was going to love it!




Standing behind him, still fully dressed, Linda patted his ass lightly with the paddle. “Say please.”




“Oh, yes, please, Linda,” Marshall said straight away. “Please, please, I want to feel the paddle against my ass. Please, I want you to hurt me,” he begged so easily. It was like music to Linda’s ears. She knew he meant every word of it, too. Marshall didn’t just enjoy pain, he craved it. These pleas were the perfect illustration of that.




Rocking back against Linda, Marshall gave a soft whine. “Please, Linda,” he repeated. “I love how amazing you make me feel.”




“Mmmm.” Linda’s hum was tinged with her appreciation. Heat built between her legs, her panties no doubt soaked by the arousal that throbbed through her. “I do so love it when you ask nicely.” And Marshall was so very, very good at asking.




As her reward, Linda’s hand lifted the paddle nice and high. Her arm swung in an arc, the square face of the toy smacking against the yielding curve of Marshall’s ass. His gasp of surprise made Linda’s blood whistle as it sped around her body. Yes, this was what she had been missing since their last date!




“Again?” she asked.




“Yesss, fuck,” Marshall breathed. He gripped the sheets tighter, clearly bracing for impact. Linda didn’t disappoint, bringing the paddle down again with a loud smack. “Uhhh!” Marshall whined but she knew it was joined with the definite wish for more. So Linda didn’t hesitate, slapping his ass with the paddle again, loving how brightly red it went, leaving the little holes pale.




They’d played together enough that Linda was well versed in recognizing what were sounds of pleasure and what were sounds of pain. And especially, which of those sounds tangled together beautifully. The sounds Marshall was making now were definitely mostly in the third group, there was still plenty of room to push him.




His whole body shuddered every time Linda pulled back. The anticipation of the next blow, not knowing where it would land, danced visibly along his muscles. Leaning in, Linda surprised him with a firm squeeze to one cheek. He groaned, the pressure reigniting the sweet ache that was developing.




“Do you want me to stop?” Linda asked, her tone teasing. Everything about Marshall’s posture signaled his desire to continue. But Linda would so love making him voice it. As much as she loved seeing his desire, hearing it was even better. “Do you need me to be more gentle?” Though he couldn't see her, she raised a challenging eyebrow.




The way Marshall whined, Linda knew he knew exactly why she was asking. Getting Marshall to beg her to hit him harder and faster and more was thrilling. He wanted this. So did Linda.




“Fuck, don’t stop, Linda,” Marshall breathed. “You don’t need to be gentle. I can take it. I can take whatever you want to give me, please,” he begged. Linda gave a soft hum, like she wasn’t quite convinced. Another ‘please’ fell from Marshall’s lips before he carried on his elaborate begging. “I love it, fuck, Linda. I love how amazing it feels when you hurt me. I want--please, I need it.”




That was the magic word, as far as Linda was concerned. “Hold still,” was all the warning she offered. Marshall’s body stiffened, his muscles snapping tight as he held himself in the perfect position. Linda brought the paddle whistling through the air, landing with a crack against Marshall’s reddened skin.




He moaned, the sound so beautiful to Linda’s ears. She pressed the paddle into the mark she’d left, earning another series of grunts. “Tell me how it feels,” she urged. Hearing exactly the impact she was having would give her valuable information on what exactly Marshall loved most. Then she could give him more of it, or hold it back. Whichever she wanted.




It took Marshall a moment to gather the words together, to figure out how to express them. But he was doing it, Linda could tell, just so he could please her. “It hurts,” he answered. “But, fuck, it hurts so good. It’s sharp, stings all the way through me. I love not knowing when you’ll hit me again, or how hard. It’s... I’m so fucking hard for you, Linda.”




And that was certainly true. Between Marshall’s legs, his cock was absolutely dripping. Not that he was asking Linda to do anything about it, it was just a statement about how hard she’d made him.




A statement that Linda would be sure to reward. Stooping, she ran her free hand over Marshall’s back, nails grazing lightly over his skin. Once she’d reached his head, Linda’s fingers took a firm grip on Marshall’s hair. She tugged his head forward, making sure his gaze was directly fixed on the wall.




Her blows would come as more of a surprise if Marshall wasn’t looking over his shoulder to predict them. Anticipation built steadily, until the air was positively thick with it. Marshall whimpered, his patience close to breaking point. At that exact moment, Linda let a hard smack land against his ass.




“Oh fuck!” Marshall cried. His hands gripped even tighter against the bedsheets, another whimper falling from his lips even before Linda had brought the paddle down again. His ass was so red that she had no doubt tomorrow there would still be marks. That was pretty thrilling, too, because tomorrow she could try the whip out.




But that was tomorrow. This was now.




Linda loved pushing Marshall to his max, but she also wanted his ass to be able to take more tomorrow. They could still get a good few slaps in before she was going to have to wrap this bit of the evening up. Not that that was a bad thing. The way Marshall’s cock was dripping, she was excited to see what else they could do to make him whine.




The paddle landed, slapping diagonally across Marshall’s ass. The way it landed, the circles of skin that had been pale flushed bright red from impact. “Ohhh,” Linda moaned. Her panties were going to be drenched. Fortunately, she had a plan for that. One that only had to wait a few more minutes.




A second slap and Marshall’s howl split the air between them. Linda felt the combined rush of power and pleasure. Fuck, but she loved knowing she’d taken him right to the border between pain and ecstasy. “Such a good pet,” she praised. “I think that’s enough for now. I want you to take ten nice, deep breaths, okay?”




“Okay.” Marshall nodded. She saw his body move as he did just as he’d been told. One breath after another. By the time he was getting to the tenth, Marshall’s body was much more relaxed. The tension expecting the blows had left in his muscles slowly seeped out. Linda enjoyed seeing that, knowing he was calming because she instructed it.




Her hand caressed over Marshall’s ass, making him whine softly. It wouldn’t really hurt, not the way the paddle had, but it’d remind him of the redness there. The mix of a gentle touch and the pain was no doubt good, especially if the way he rocked back was any indication.




Before Marshall could enjoy himself too much, Linda pulled back. Standing over him, still fully dressed while he was naked and hard for her, sent a thrill straight between her legs. “Turn around.” Marshall’s cock swayed as he moved, so straight and stiff, and all for Linda!




Stepping to one side, Linda gestured to the bag that was still waiting against the wall. “Crawl over and open that up,” she ordered. “I bought three sets of new lingerie. Because you’ve been so good, I’ll let you pick which one to dress me in.”




Marshall’s eyes widened before he nodded eagerly. Getting off the bed wasn’t the most gracious proceeding, not with his hard cock throbbing between his legs. But Marshall was careful not to let it touch anything. For that, Linda was certainly going to reward him. She watched him crawl over to the bag, carefully taking out each piece.




He glanced at Linda and then back at the underwear. “This one,” he chose. It was a red, see-through little thing. The panties were designed to have the crotch split open and the bust had slits for Linda’s nipples to peek through. She couldn’t fault Marshall’s choice.




“Mmm. I thought you’d like that one.” She smirked, pleased with herself for knowing Marshall so well. “I can hardly wait to put it on.” None of the choices she’d presented were ones she would have been unhappy wearing. Putting her own desires first was something Linda prided herself on.




Sliding her hands over her body, Linda turned to watch Marshall's eyes widen. “Bring it over, then, and help me undress.” Having Marshall touch her while not being allowed to touch himself would prolong the simmering anticipation.




There was no hesitation as Marshall moved closer. He placed the underwear carefully on the bed before moving to help Linda out of what she was already wearing. With soft hands, Marshall undid the buttons on her skirt. Once that had come off, he was just as careful in getting her blouse off, folding the clothes so as not to crease them.




Linda watched as he licked his lips, taking in how good she looked in the underwear she was wearing now. But Linda had no doubt he’d enjoy it even more when she was wearing underwear that he had helped her pick.




Marshall’s hands slid up over Linda’s bare legs, over the material of her panties and up to her bra. His fingers were skilled in unhooking the clasp on her back. Carefully, Marshall removed the bra and then gave a soft groan as Linda’s breasts fell free. He didn’t move in to capture them with his mouth, but Linda knew he wanted to.




Just for the pleasure of hearing him groan, Linda lifted her own hands, massaging her breasts. Her soft sigh was lost under Marshall’s far louder noise of desire. “You’ll get to touch,” Linda promised. “But not yet.” Her nipples hardened against her palm, the tingling sensation cruising through Linda’s whole body.




After pausing to watch and enjoy, Marshall’s hands slid further down Linda’s body. His fingers hooked in the waistband of her panties, guiding the material away from her body so that he could drag the garment down over the swell of her ass.




Just like with her breasts, while the desire was certainly there, Marshall stopped himself from touching Linda any more than was necessary to help her out of her clothes. Dropping down to his knees, Marshall carefully lifted each of Linda’s legs until the material of her panties was finally off. He stopped himself just short of running his hand over the crotch area, to check how wet she was, no doubt.




He wouldn’t have been disappointed! But she grinned down at him anyway. He was doing very well. “Shall I help you with the underwear now?” he asked, breath catching slightly in his throat.




Passing her tongue over her lips, Linda nodded. “Make sure to take all the tags off, first,” she reminded. Marshall swallowed, giving his head a sharp nod as he crawled across his bedroom for a pair of scissors. Linda shifted her weight, knowing that her body looked amazing with nothing but her high heels on.




Watching Marshall carefully snip each and every tag was almost unbearable. But Linda reveled in how much harder it must be for him, with his body crying out to be allowed to touch. Even so, he resisted the urge to hurry.




His fingers stroked delicately over the scrap of red lace one final time, making Linda give a satisfied chuckle. “Are you ready?” she asked, eager for Marshall to return his attention to her.




“Yeah, yeah, I’m always ready for you, Linda,” Marshall responded. Linda gave a soft laugh; that wasn’t what she’d meant. He realized that, giving her a small, almost bashful smile. “I want to dress you,” he promised before moving to do just that.




Just as careful as Marshall had been with taking her underwear off, he was with putting this one on. He lifted each of Linda’s feet carefully, sliding the material up her legs with a gentleness that she very much appreciated. It must have taken a lot of self-control. Linda always loved seeing that.




Marshall had to rise to get the underwear over Linda’s stomach and to her breasts. He licked his lips, moving the cloth up. “Can I touch your breasts to align the slits?” he asked, eyes darting down to her nipples and then back up to Linda’s eyes.




It crossed Linda’s mind to say ‘no’, just because she could. Marshall’s disappointment was delicious to imagine, especially when Linda knew he’d nonetheless accept whatever decision she made.




But it would mean depriving herself of the pleasure of Marshall’s careful fingers against her sensitive nipples. Denying pleasure was a lot less interesting to Linda than causing it.




“You may,” she allowed. “And then you should align the crotch, too. Make sure you can check how wet I am without getting my panties dirty.”




“Fuck,” Marshall cursed. “Yeah,” he added with a nod. His breath caught in his throat. He paused slightly before proceeding. As he moved, his hard cock jotted between his legs. Linda could tell he was making sure it wouldn’t rub against her. Despite how hard he was, Marshall was still focusing on what Linda wanted and how she felt.




When his hand came up to her breasts, it was slow and deliberate. Any lingering was for Linda’s pleasure, a brush over her nipple perhaps harder than was needed. But it certainly felt good. He placed the material of the underwear against Linda’s breast, carefully aligning the slits before he fastened the strings.




Once he’d double-checked it, Marshall dropped to his knees again, tongue running over his lips. “Would you like me to check with my fingers or my tongue?”




Linda hummed, enjoying the thrill that shivered down her spine at the combination of Marshall’s question and his position. “Why not both?” One eyebrow lifted, this time in a challenge that Marshall could definitely see and appreciate.




Taking a step back, Linda’s calves hit the mattress and she allowed herself to sink down. The bed bounced beneath the weight of her ass, cupping and caressing her almost as intimately as Marshall was about to.




“Fingers first, then you can lick me clean,” she allowed, spreading her legs.




His low growl was so satisfying. Half a moan threatened to fall from Linda’s lips before Marshall had even had the chance to touch her. But she didn’t have to wait long. His hands first splayed against her legs, pushing them apart. And then his fingers slid higher. The slit in the underwear left Marshall with an excellent view of Linda’s pussy.




His fingers were first to make contact, just as she’d told him. He was slow, careful not to spread any of her wetness against the underwear. Those, of course, had been the instructions. When Marshall’s fingers brushed over her clit, Linda’s hips bucked forward.




Taking it as encouragement, he repeated the action until she whined, then he lowered his fingers, sliding two carefully inside Linda, making her shiver with pleasure.




“Oh, fuck!” she cried. Even knowing how wet she’d been, Linda was surprised how easily Marshall’s fingers eased inside her. Her wet pussy clung to his hand, her hips bucking as he tried to withdraw. “Uh, uh,” she grunted under her breath.




Marshall’s fingers pulled back, making Linda’s pussy ache with sudden emptiness. She could hardly wait until that thick, stiff cock filled her up! But first, Marshall had more instructions to obey.




He leaned forward, tongue lapping up the liquids that coated Linda’s pussy. His tongue was soft and hot, making Linda squirm against the bed. Her hand shot out, fingers tugging at Marshall’s hair to hold his head in place.




Even through the throes of pleasure, Linda could tell that Marshall was paying extra care to follow her orders and not get any of her wetness on the underwear. He licked harder and faster, knowing very well what that’d do to Linda. Her orgasm built quickly, pleasure spreading into every muscle until her cries got so loud that they bounced off the walls.




Then, just as she neared her climax, Marshall’s fingers returned. He curled them inside her, making Linda whine just before the orgasm exploded through her. Every nerve-ending vibrated in response, her breath catching in her throat.




“Ohhhh,” she moaned. “Marshall!” His name rang through the room, trailing off into a profoundly satisfied sigh. Even then, he didn’t stop. Marshall knew well exactly what Linda’s body could handle. One orgasm was never enough to leave her so sensitive she couldn’t bear him to keep touching her.




He pulled his fingers free, briefly lifting his mouth from Linda’s pussy so that he could lick them clean. She smirked, loving the gleam of her wetness on his cheeks and chin. He might not have got any on her underwear, but he certainly bore the marks of Linda’s enjoyment plainly enough!




“You’ve been so good,” Linda cooed. On slightly wobbly legs, she stood, making space on the bed. “Lie on your back. I’m going to reward you.”




“Thank you, Linda,” Marshall breathed. His thanks were genuine. He wouldn’t ask for a reward and certainly wouldn’t expect one. That was what made Linda want to give him one. That and the fact that it was a reward for Linda, too. She never denied herself things, not unless that denial made things even sweeter.




Right now, Linda was very interested in the rewards. Her eyes followed Marshall as he crawled onto the bed, settling down against the sheets. A low groan fell from his lips at the friction against his scarlet ass. No complaint followed, of course. Linda smirked.




Marshall’s cock stood to attention and he licked his lips. “Fuck, I’m so hard for you, Linda. So hard.”




“So I see,” she purred, moving to the very end of the bed. With her breasts barely supported by the sheer red material, she leaned forward to feel them swing softly. Setting her hands against the soft sheets, she began a slow crawl up the length of Marshall’s body.




His groan echoed in her ears, making Linda’s smile even wider. She arched her back, bending as low as possible so that her nipples brushed against Marshall’s chest. His fingers twitched against the bedclothes, like he could hardly resist the urge to tweak her pebbled nipples.




“I’m gonna use that nice, hard cock,” Linda informed him, dragging her breasts up until they were pressed right against Marshall’s face. “Go on, play with my tits. You can use your hands, if you want, but I especially encourage the use of your mouth.”




It wasn’t encouragement that Marshall needed. All he’d required was the permission. His mouth quickly covered one of Linda’s nipples, tongue wet as it licked over the hard nub. Linda gave a soft moan as she moved in closer. Her body pressed tightly into Marshall, making his cock twitch against her.




Marshall groaned. Linda felt him push himself back down into the bed, rather than thrust into her, seeking out more friction. One of his hands cupped her breast, thumb rubbing the nipple that peeked out of the underwear. He had chosen well, picking a set that allowed Linda to both stay dressed and give him the access to all her most sensitive spots.




Bracing her hands against Marshall’s broad shoulders, Linda lifted herself up as much as possible without breaking the connection of Marshall's mouth against her breast. His hard cock slid across the sensitive skin of her thigh, making Linda almost pant with desire.




She freed one hand, wrapping her fingers around Marshall's dick as she lined it up against her pussy. The head was hot, spreading her open so beautifully, making Linda whine as she sank slowly down. Her muscles stretched to accommodate, her ribs lifting as she groaned her pleasure.




A deep groan rumbled through Marshall and then vibrated against her nipple. He didn’t pull back. Marshall’s focus was on Linda’s breasts even as she took more of his cock inside her. He was thick, stretching her out. Linda paused once he was fully inside her. Their bodies had always worked well together. This was no exception!




Marshall pulled his mouth back, but only so he could move onto Linda’s other nipple. He briefly grinned up at her before his mouth was otherwise occupied. This time, he was harsher, teasing her hard nipple with his teeth, sending a small twinge of pain through Linda.




“Yes, yes,” she chanted. The pain laced through her, slicing through the sweetness of the pleasure that built from every rock of her hips. The contrast between the two only sharpened Linda’s appetite. She wanted more!




Her free hand squeezed Marshall’s shoulder, nails sinking into the smooth expanse of his skin, leaving imprints of pale white. Linda lifted herself, groaning loudly as her pussy clung to every inch of Marshall’s dick.




She dropped back down, breasts bouncing with the force of her movement. Marshall’s teeth caught against her nipple, another stab of pain lighting her up from inside. “Yeah, again,” she demanded.




He repeated the motion, just as instructed. Linda began to ride him even harder. There was another string of groans that rumbled from Marshall. When he finally pulled away from Linda’s breasts, it was to cry out in pleasure.




“Fuck, you feel so good,” he grunted, one hand settling against Linda’s hip as he gripped to pull her against him. Linda let him, her own pleasure cruising through her body, touching every part of her as she rode him faster. “And look so good, too,” he added. “Ugh, my ass feels amazing as you push it against the mattress,” Marshall whined, reminding Linda of the marks she’d left against his skin.




Her smirk stretched from cheek to cheek. As Marshall groaned beneath her, Linda raked her fingernails across his chest, leaving yet more marks for him to enjoy. “Yeah, your cock feels great!” she cried, hips circling as she ground her pussy against the base of Marshall's dick.




“I want you to come,” she said, riding faster and harder. “Want you to fill me up, then make me fall apart.” Her body was crying out for the pleasure she knew Marshall’s mouth and fingers would bring, every nerve-ending extra sensitive in anticipation.




“Uhhh, yes, please,” Marshall groaned. He began to thrust up to meet Linda’s body. One of his hands dropped, sliding over her underwear-clad stomach and down to where their bodies met. His fingers slipped through her wetness, seeking out Linda’s clit so he could massage it.




The friction made pleasure shoot through her, Linda’s moans getting louder until they blended into screams. It felt so good! Marshall knew exactly how to touch her. The sounds she made urged him closer to his own climax, too. Linda squeezed her pussy muscles around Marshall’s cock; that was the last push it took.




“Fuck! Linda!” Marshall cried, filling her up with his hot cum.




His muscles rippled, sending shockwaves of satisfaction through Linda’s body as she rocked above him. His fingers curled, expertly continuing his massage even as his body twitched through the last throes of his climax. Linda drank it all in, every thrust, every soft cry. This was her doing; she was going to enjoy it for all it was worth!




Her hips rocked, pushing her clit against Marshall’s fingers. “Uh, uh, uh,” she grunted. Pleasure coiled inside her, tighter and tighter as her muscles worked to cling to Marshall’s softening cock. She moaned as it slipped free, suddenly so empty!




“Come on!” she demanded, greedy for more. Marshall could deliver, could make her fly apart just as she’d instructed.




He shifted slightly, his mouth returning to Linda’s nipple and fingers easily sliding inside her to replace the cock she’d lost. His thumb settled against her clit, making the sensations so much more intense. Sucking her nipple, Marshall sent waves and waves of pleasure through Linda. She wasn’t going to last much longer, and he clearly knew that.




With his fingers curling in her pussy, Marshall let his teeth return, pain sharp as it shot through Linda. And that seemed the last thing she needed to fully take her there, to let her orgasm explode through her.




She cried out, tipping her head back as she gave voice to a scream that shuddered in the air around them. Every sensation sharpened, so intense that all Linda could do was let her body writhe on top of Marshall, his hands holding her together as she came.




With a groan, she fell forward, hips circling slowly to suck the last pleasure from Marshall’s fingers inside her and his thumb against her clit. “Ohhhh, fuck,” she breathed. Her panties were drenched with their liquids, so wet from the combination of her arousal and Marshall’s cum.




Softly, Marshall’s strong arms lifted her, bringing her to rest close beside his body. Her hand patted his chest, eyes blinking open as she gazed up at him. “That was such a lovely welcome to your home.”




“Hah,” he breathed, the chuckle so genuine. “Fuck, Linda, you’re always welcome here,” he promised, rolling over so he could pull her in closer. His hand stroked over the soft material of her underwear. “Do you want me to take this off you now? I’d love to,” he added almost unnecessarily because, yeah, she definitely knew he’d love to undress her.




But Linda quite liked the feel of it against her skin, reminding her of everything they’d just done. “Cuddle with me,” she instructed. “I’m staying here for two days, we’ll have plenty of time for you to take off my clothes.”




And oh, yes. Linda absolutely planned on having Marshall strip her out of the two other sets of underwear she’d bought, too.




Right now, she was content to wait, her whole body feeling lighter than air as she turned her head to press kisses against Marshall’s shoulder.
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