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THIS SCHOOL REUNION was going to be epic. It was twenty years since Marlon had graduated. He could hardly believe it. There were a few friends from back then that Marlon was still in touch with. They had been the ones who had convinced Marlon to come.

It will be fun, Adam had promised. Marlon had decided to jump right on that bandwagon. He was truly looking forward to hanging out with his old high school crew. If, maybe, he could also show off about how well he was doing for himself, then so what? Marlon was proud of how much he’d achieved in the past two decades.

And then there was seeing everyone else! Apart from the few friends he was still in touch with, Marlon hadn’t even thought about the people he’d gone to school with. Now, as his gaze kept traveling across the room and settling on Valerie Burke’s tight dress, he felt like maybe he should’ve done.

Valerie had always been pretty. She’d sat next to Marlon in English and made some fucking awesome notes. That was as much as Marlon knew about Valerie. Well, that and the fact that the black dress she wore hugged her in all the right places. It struck Marlon that there was no reason for him not to approach Valerie. At worst she’d be disinterested or married. At best, well...

“So, twenty years on, do you still keep immaculate notes?” Marlon asked when he approached, giving Valerie a wide smile when she turned around. “I sat next to you in Ms. McGrath’s English,” he offered, not expecting Valerie to remember him, it had been twenty years. And Marlon had been a lot less attractive back then.

Valerie pursed her lips, drawing Marlon’s attention to just how full and plump they were. The way she darted her tongue out made Marlon hot under the collar. It was as if she wanted him to imagine all the uses she could put that mouth to. Those sinful thoughts might be more exciting than discussing high school memories.

“I do,” she answered. It took Marlon a moment to remember that he’d asked her a question. “Of course, these days they’re all on a tablet. There’s slightly less call for brightly-colored gel pens.” That made Marlon chuckle. He would never have admitted it at the time, but he’d appreciated Valerie’s cheerful color-coding.

Marlon couldn’t help but watch as Valerie slid a manicured hand down her side. “What about you?” she asked. “Do you still maintain that reading The Catcher in the Rye was a waste of time?”

The question startled a laugh from Marlon. He hadn’t expected Valerie to remember him. Maybe that was unfair. After all, he remembered her. Then again, Marlon felt that was easier. Valerie was so attractive.

“I might have come around to it a bit more in the past twenty years,” Marlon answered, shaking his head. As an adult, he could see why The Catcher in the Rye was such a highly-recognized book. “I’d like to hope I’m more cultured now,” he added a little teasingly.

“So what do you do now, Valerie?” Marlon asked. “You look amazing, by the way,” he added, absolutely unashamed to admit that he found her attractive, both then and now. Not that he’d told her as much back then. Maybe that had been a mistake.

Valerie glanced down, as if Marlon’s comment prompted her to remember and admire her own curves. She smiled, her hand brushing over the satiny fabric. “I design sets for theatre productions,” she answered. “Usually tours. I’ve gotten very good at learning how to get the absolute maximum use out of the space in a single truck.” It wasn’t at all the answer Marlon had expected. Valerie practically glowed with enthusiasm.

She seemed to catch herself before she carried on. “Do you like your job? Whatever it is that you’re doing now.” It struck Marlon what a specific question it was. Not just what he did, but whether he liked it.

Marlon sensed that he could easily chat with Valerie for the whole evening if she let him. And maybe she would. And maybe, after the evening was over, Valerie might let Marlon do more than that.

“I’m an engineer,” Marlon said. “And yeah, I do enjoy it,” he added with a smile. “Are you enjoying the reunion?” Marlon asked. He couldn’t recall if Valerie had had many friends back in high school. She might’ve been like him - a few close friends and nothing much more. It had been twenty years. There was no saying if she was still friends with them.

He hoped that maybe she wasn’t enjoying herself. That way, he could suggest they take this elsewhere. On the other hand, Marlon was enjoying himself and he’d still be up for leaving with Valerie if she even half-suggested it.

Valerie’s eyes glittered. She shrugged one shoulder, the movement making her breasts bounce appealingly. “I’ve caught up with the friends I wanted to catch up with,” she answered. “And I’ve shown off what I came to show off.” She waved a hand down her body, the movement and the words catching Marlon by surprise. They were very honest. Marlon, too, had come to show off how he’d changed since high school. He might not have put it as bluntly.

“Is there anything else you want from this evening?” Valerie asked. Her smirk made the hairs stand up on the nape of Marlon’s neck. “Maybe something you wouldn’t have known you wanted back in Ms. McGrath’s English class?”

Marlon’s tongue wetted his lips as he looked at Valerie. She was so stunning! Her confidence, too, was really very attractive. If Marlon was reading her words right, that was definitely a proposition. One that he was eager to accept. Marlon had expected this to be harder. He was not going to object.

“Oh, I knew I wanted you even in Ms. McGrath’s English class,” he told Valerie bluntly. It was true. Valerie had been one of Marlon’s biggest high school crushes back then. Giving her a grin, Marlon reached out to brush his hand over Valerie’s bare arm. It was a light gesture. She could have pushed his hand away if she wanted to. But she didn’t.

“Are you staying at the hotel here?” Marlon asked. He had one of the rooms booked and would be more than happy to show it to Valerie.

She nodded. Marlon was about to suggest that they could leave together when Valerie stepped in. “We should go to my room,” she announced. “Give me twenty minutes to say goodbye to my friends, then meet me on the fifth floor.”

Leaning in, Valerie pressed a kiss against Marlon’s cheek. To anyone watching, it would have looked casual. Marlon could feel the way her breasts pressed warm against his side. “Don’t be late,” Valerie added, whispering the words into Marlon’s ear. Her breath made him shiver, heat pooling low in his stomach.

Marlon had absolutely no intention of being late. Like Valerie, he needed to let his friends know he was going. The temptation to tell them that he was going with someone was strong. But... Marlon was almost forty. He didn’t need to boast about his conquests. Instead, he told his friends that he was going to bail a bit early so he could just relax. They laughed but let him go without an objection.

As Marlon made his way to the fifth floor, the excitement tightened the muscles in his stomach. Valerie was so fucking stunning! Marlon couldn’t ever have imagined that he’d be here. Waiting near the elevator, hoping that its next ding would announce Valerie’s arrival so she could take them to her room. Her room!

“Right, don’t mess this up,” Marlon muttered to himself, just as the elevator opened. It was Valerie, looking just as stunning as she had been twenty minutes earlier.

“I do feel a little bit like a teenager again,” Marlon admitted with a soft laugh.

Valerie raised an eyebrow at him. “I certainly hope that’s not an indication of how long you’re going to last.” Her chuckle was warm, not mocking. She was including Marlon in the joke rather than making it at his expense. She stepped toward him, so close that he could smell her perfume and feel the heat that radiated off her skin.

When she caught his mouth against hers, it was with a blistering heat. Her tongue swept between Marlon’s lips. All he could do was let her, trying not to moan right here in the corridor!

Just as Marlon was about to bring his hands up to Valerie’s hips, she pulled back. “You don’t kiss like a teenager,” she decided. The heat that unfurled in Marlon’s chest at the words was startling. Valerie noted it in his expression. The corners of her lips tilted into a smirk. “Come.” She walked off down the corridor, leaving Marlon in her wake.

With every word that fell from Valerie’s lips, Marlon found her sexier and sexier. She was so confident. It was the sort of confidence that only came from a woman who knew precisely what she wanted. Some men might find it intimidating. Marlon found it only arousing. His cock was already half-hard. And she hadn’t done more than kiss him! Well, kiss him and order him around. That was a bit of a weakness for Marlon.

He followed her into her room, both wanting to push her up against the door and equally willing to drop to his knees. He wanted to see what she’d instruct him to do. In the end, Marlon did neither. He waited for what Valerie would say or do next. That seemed like the best approach.

She didn’t hesitate. Valerie’s body was against his almost before Marlon could pause for breath. Her breasts rubbed against his chest. And then she pushed. Marlon’s back hit the door, the breath leaving his body in a low moan. Valerie slid one hand into his hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. She crashed Marlon’s mouth down onto her own, licking fervently against his tongue.

When Marlon tried to reach for her, Valerie pulled away. “Did I say that you could touch me?” Her gaze was sharp enough to pin Marlon to the door.

The tone of her question made Marlon’s cock ache with desire. He shook his head. No, she had not given him permission. The fact that she wanted him to ask for it was thrilling. “Please?” Marlon asked. “You look so great. I want to feel those beautiful curves,” he begged. Marlon wanted to touch her so desperately. But he also wanted her to make him work for it.

Despite how much he wanted to, Marlon didn’t reach out to touch Valerie. Instead, his palms pressed flat against the door, body thrusting forward. He wanted Valerie to decide how he touched her, if he was allowed to touch her.

“I want to work for it,” he decided to tell her. “Let me earn touching you?”

A smile curved Valerie’s lips, making Marlon glow with approval. He wanted to please her. He would do anything, if only she would tell him what. “You’re very willing,” she praised. “That’s good.” Her gaze drifted around the room. Marlon could hear her thoughts turning over, coming up with a plan for what he could do to merit the right to touch her.

“How do you feel about pain?” Valerie asked, licking her lips. “If I said that you could earn the right to touch me by letting me spank you, would you agree?” Her dark eyebrow arched over her eye as she waited for Marlon to answer.

“Yes,” Marlon answered without so much as a pause. A light blush spread across his cheeks. Perhaps his response was too eager. Having someone like Valerie spank him sounded amazing. Marlon couldn’t help but wonder how hard she’d do it, how much she’d push him. “I like some pain,” he added, fairly. “Not so much it’d draw blood, but... I don’t mind some marks.”

Marlon had played with pain before. He knew his hard limits well. Drawing blood was definitely not something he enjoyed. Up until that point? Marlon had a lot fewer reservations about that.

Valerie’s gaze moved slowly over Marlon’s body. His cock hardened further. Her appreciation was like a physical touch. She let him squirm against the door for a moment, then gave a single nod. “I will close the drapes,” she informed him. “Then you will strip for me. Starting with your shoes and working up.”

She moved to fit the actions to the words, tugging the drapes closed across the window. It made the hotel room feel more intimate. “I don’t have any of my gags with me,” she observed. Just knowing that she had gags was enough to make Marlon pant with desire. “Can you be quiet?” she asked, then smirked. “Relatively quiet. I want to hear you. I just don’t want anyone complaining to management. Can you manage that?”

Marlon was already leaning down to undo his shoes, kicking them off. His socks quickly followed. “I’ll be as loud or as quiet as you want me to be,” he promised, standing back up. Marlon’s hands were quick to undo his pants, pushing them down. She had said to work up. After a small pause, Marlon pushed his boxers off. His hard cock sprang free. Marlon paid it no attention. Instead, he focused on shrugging his jacket off.

There wasn’t any rush to his actions. But Marlon didn’t take too much time either. Hanging his jacket on the back of a chair, Marlon’s fingers then worked open the buttons of his shirt. He enjoyed how appreciative Valerie looked. The twenty years since high school had been very good to Marlon. He wanted her to like what she saw.

Finally, he stood in front of her fully naked. She hadn’t told him to help her with her clothes. Not yet, at least. This was already so fucking hot. Marlon enjoyed being so exposed in front of Valerie. He was there for her judgment and to do whatever she wanted.

She walked around him, her fingers trailing like fire across Marlon’s taut stomach. He flexed, enjoying the soft sound of approval that passed her lips. When she moved behind him, Valerie swatted lightly at Marlon’s ass. “You’re a very handsome man, Marlon,” she praised, giving him a light push in the small of his back. “Go and kneel on the bed for me.”

Marlon didn’t hesitate to climb onto the mattress, getting himself comfortably on his hands and knees. Valerie waited until he was settled. “You may watch,” she allowed. When Marlon glanced over his shoulder, she ran a hand down the front of her dress, teasing at her breasts in a way that made Marlon’s mouth water. She toed off her shoes, rolling her stockings slowly down her legs before she padded across the carpet.

Her fingers caressed Marlon’s ass, making his skin feel twice as sensitive. When the first blow came, it was with the loud smack of Valerie’s open palm hitting Marlon full on one cheek. He moaned, not so loudly that it would be heard through the thick walls.

“Tell me how you want to touch me,” Valerie ordered.

Marlon had to swallow another moan before he could manage to answer. It was already hard to focus. Valerie had barely spanked his ass yet! He wanted her to do it more, to do it harder. Earning the right to touch her this way would be so great. Marlon tried to find an answer about how he wanted to touch her.

“I want to take your dress off,” he answered. That bit was easy. He wanted to see Valerie before he even got as far as touching her. “I want to run my hands up over your legs and the curves of your hips. Fuck, your ass looks so great in that dress, I’d love to run my mouth over it. Tease my tongue between your cheeks.”

It’d make her moan. Marlon would love that. He’d tease her, but only as much as Valerie wanted and allowed. “I want to suck your nipples, take turns at teasing them between my teeth and seeing how sensitive they are.” As he said it, another slap landed against his ass. Marlon had to bite his lower lip not to cry out too loudly.

“God, Valerie. I want to worship your body and make you scream.” He wanted that so badly.

Valerie’s hand connected with his ass, a loud slap ringing out across the room. It was so much harder than her first blows had been. Marlon wanted to believe it was a reward, that Valerie was enjoying his answers enough to want to make him feel it. The pain radiated through him, impossible to ignore. Marlon’s cock throbbed with desperation.

He didn’t ask Valerie to stop. She rained another three blows across his ass. Marlon could feel the outline of her hand, hot and raw, pain blossoming from the sensitive skin. She layered the impact with an expert hand, surprising Marlon with a moan of her own.

“Do you want to fuck me?” Valerie asked. “Do you want to earn the right to put your cock in me?”

“Fuck, yes!” Marlon nodded eagerly. If Valerie didn’t let him fuck her but only allowed him to use his mouth or his hands, that was fine. Marlon wanted to hear her come. Her pleasure came first. But if she wanted to fuck him, then God, of course he wanted that, too. “I want whatever you want,” Marlon promised. At the moment, it seemed like what Valerie wanted was to hear Marlon talk.

He could oblige that. “If you want me to, I’d love to fuck you. I’m so hard for you already. Imagining how great you’d feel around me... Fuck! I can barely even think straight.” The spanking played a role in that, too. Marlon’s focus was all over the place. The sharpness of the pain mixed together with how aroused he felt.

Valerie paused, giving Marlon time to really feel the sting that settled where she’d hit him. His ass burned like it was on fire. The pain only made Marlon’s cock harder. He balled his fists into the bedsheets, rocking back to try to encourage Valerie to keep going.

Instead, she ran her fingers down from Marlon’s hip, over his stomach, then wrapped them around his cock. “You’ve been very good,” she praised, stroking slowly from all the way to the base, and then back up. Marlon whined, so eager for Valerie to keep touching him. And yet he was more eager to be allowed to touch her.

“Turn over,” she ordered. “Lie down with your back against the bed.” Marlon hissed as his sore ass rubbed against the sheets. The sound made Valerie grin. Slowly, giving Marlon plenty of time to appreciate how in control she looked, Valerie drew down the zipper of her dress. It fell away, revealing tight black underwear which left almost nothing to the imagination.

Unhooking her bra, Valerie let that fall, her breasts spilling out. “You want to play with my nipples?” She moved towards the bed, hips swaying before she straddled Marlon’s prone frame.

Marlon nodded, not even able to get his words together. He was too overwhelmed by how great Valerie looked. Her skin was a light shade of tanned, perfectly even all across her body. It made him imagine her lying topless in the sun. The mental picture made his cock throb. Her nipples were red, round and hard. They stood to attention, begging to be touched.

“Can I?” Marlon asked hopefully. He didn’t reach out. He definitely wanted to. Having Valerie’s permission would feel amazing. She looked so good above him, her breasts moving every time she breathed.

Valerie lowered herself, her breasts so temptingly close to Marlon’s mouth. She waited there. Marlon felt as though he was being tested. His mouth watered. He couldn’t take his eyes off the ripe red nipples, just waiting to be teased and tongued. After what felt like an eternity, Valerie hummed. “You may touch my breasts, but nothing else.”

Marlon’s hands reached up almost automatically. He cupped Valerie’s large breasts, feeling her nipples rub against his palms. His fingers found one, rolling it slowly, listening to the sounds Valerie made in response. He wanted her to love this. He wanted to learn exactly what she liked. When he pinched harder, Valerie cried out. The sound filled Marlon’s head. He could think of nothing except how he could make Valerie cry out again.

Slowly, he leaned forward so he could catch one of her nipples between his lips. Marlon’s tongue was soft as it darted out to lap over the rosy red tip. He wanted to work his way up to something harder. The way Valerie pressed her back forward forced Marlon to take more of her nipple in his mouth. He sucked lightly. When that didn’t get enough of a response, Marlon sucked harder.

This time Valerie did moan. Marlon would have smirked had his mouth not been otherwise occupied. Instead, Marlon brought his hand up to Valerie’s other breast, his fingers seeking out the nipple so he could tease that with equal enthusiasm. It earned him another moan. Marlon increased the pressure, wanting to see how hard he could push Valerie before she told him that it was too much.

He tugged the nipple between his fingers, making Valerie gasp. Her chest flushed with pleasure. Marlon couldn’t help the pride that washed through him. He had done that! Valerie had allowed him to do that! When he teased the nipple between his lips, giving it the lightest of bites, Valerie moaned his name.

“Fuck, Marlon!” It was the hottest sound Marlon had ever heard. Twenty years ago, he could never have imagined that he’d have Valerie Burke crying his name. He sucked the pain away, loving the way that Valerie’s hips rocked. She wanted more, but was holding off on asking for it.

He bit down again, harder. Valerie’s hand came up to tangle in his hair. She tugged, just roughly enough to hurt. “Yes, yes, that’s good,” she chanted. “Not any harder than that.”

Marlon took that instruction to heart, making sure to do it that hard but not at all harder. He mixed the suction with softer licks, letting Valerie’s sensitive skin recover a little bit before he sucked against it again. Her moans increased in volume. Marlon felt very pleased about having achieved that.

He also felt very hard! His cock throbbed with need. Still, Valerie hadn’t said he could stop, or even that he could touch her anywhere else.

Moving on to her other nipple, Marlon repeated the actions. His pace was quicker this time. He was still soft and careful, but the harder suction and tugs followed at a good speed. He felt almost breathless, so focused on making Valerie moan louder and louder. Marlon wanted to run his hands over her sides, to tug her against him. But she had said he could only touch her breasts. Marlon wanted to prove to Valerie that he could follow instructions.

Her sighs of pleasure made Marlon want her even more. She rubbed her body against his, his hard cock pressing into the soft skin of her thigh. “Oh, god,” Valerie moaned. “Take my panties off, Marlon. I want to see how good your fingers feel between my legs.” She shifted forward, her breasts filling Marlon’s vision as his hands finally, finally skated down her sides.

Valerie’s skin was flawless. Marlon couldn’t get enough of the heat that poured off her. He appreciated every inch of her body. His hands settled snugly against the curve of her waist, then flared out to cover her gorgeous hips. Finally, he slid his fingers under the material of her panties and tugged them down her long, lean legs.

He couldn’t see much beyond Valerie’s breasts. She helped him, moving so he could pull the panties off and throw them to the floor. “Touch me,” she demanded.

Marlon’s fingers slid between Valerie’s legs. He moaned at how wet she was. His fingers practically slipped! He groaned when Valerie shifted more into him. Moving against her, Marlon bent his fingers to find which way Valerie most liked him to touch her. At the same time, he kept teasing her nipple, his lips returning to it.

Sucking hard, Marlon began to move his fingers in and out of Valerie’s pussy. He could hear how amazingly wet she was, not just feel it. She rocked against him. Marlon so wanted to taste how sweet her wetness was. Pulling back from her nipple, Marlon looked up at Valerie, taking in her breathless look. Her dark curls were falling over her bare shoulders so beautifully.

“Can I taste you? Can I make you come with my mouth?” he begged.

She rocked against his fingers, teeth digging into her plump lower lip. Marlon twisted his wrist, making Valerie’s mouth briefly drop open on a moan. “Mmm,” she hummed. “You did take my spanking beautifully. I think you’ve earned the right to put your mouth on me.” Marlon whined as she pulled her breasts away from him.

“Let me lie down,” Valerie instructed. As soon as Marlon made room for her, she stretched her body out against the mattress. Now that he could drink her in, she looked even more stunning out of her clothes than she had in them. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples dark and wet from Marlon’s mouth. The muscles in her stomach quivered and her pussy shone with the wetness of her desire.

She pressed a manicured hand against Marlon’s shoulder, encouraging him to move down her body. Her legs parted, the sight and scent of Valerie making Marlon’s cock twitch in eager anticipation.

He brought his hand up to his mouth, licking Valerie’s wetness off his fingers. She tasted even better than he could’ve imagined! Marlon desperately wanted to get to the source of that sweet nectar. Leaning down, he pressed his mouth against Valerie’s thigh, tongue licking over the soft skin there. He didn’t tease for long. Marlon bit down on that softness lightly before moving further up.

The moment his tongue licked between Valerie’s legs, her hips bucked upwards, meeting his eager mouth. Marlon swallowed a moan so that he could focus instead on making her moan. With his tongue lapping up the sweetness of her, Marlon listened out for the noises Valerie made. He wanted to bring her over that edge, to show her how good he could be with his tongue.

Her hand returned to his hair, gripping hard as she dragged him against her. “Make me come,” she urged. “Use your mouth and your hands and anything else you like. If you can make me scream, I’ll let you fuck me.” The promise was like a bolt right to Marlon’s brain. He felt determination flood him. He would not only make Valerie come with his mouth, he would make her scream his name!

Draping one leg over his shoulder, Valerie rocked under his mouth. Her thigh was up around Marlon’s ear. He could feel the muscle tightening as he trailed his tongue over her clit. She cried out, the sound a welcome encouragement. Pressing a finger inside her, Marlon found her just as wet as she’d been before, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes, like that,” she urged. “Come on, Marlon. I want to come for you!”

The idea that she’d come for him made Marlon all the more eager to please. His fingers crooked, finding that sweetest of spots. It made her buck her hips upwards. Marlon used the opportunity to pucker his lips more so that he could suck against her clit. His free hand pressed flat against Valerie’s stomach. Not to hold her down, but to feel how tight her muscles became as pleasure cruised through her.

With her cries intensifying, Marlon focused on fucking his fingers in and out of Valerie’s wet pussy harder and harder. His tongue circled her clit until her moans were half-wails. Once he felt her tremble beneath him, Marlon licked even faster. He wanted to feel her orgasm around his fingers.

She tipped her head back and screamed! The sound was short and sharp. It raced through Marlon’s blood, setting him on fire from the inside. Valerie’s stomach tightened, her hips bucking as she ground herself hard against Marlon’s fingers. “Fuuuck!” Her chest heaved. Marlon felt her body seize, her orgasm crashing over her like a breaking wave.

He licked and sucked her through the last of her passion. Valerie’s body trembled, every muscle relaxing as the pleasure left her. “Fuck, that was good,” she breathed, giving Marlon a small push to move his head away from her sensitive flesh. “You deserve to fuck me after that,” she praised. “Just give me a minute.”

Waiting was agony. Marlon didn’t complain. He didn’t dare. His cock ached at the thought of actually being allowed to fuck Valerie. Slowly, she sat up, a smug smile on her face like the cat that had been given the cream. “Will you fuck me hard, Marlon?” she asked, her tone teasing.

His tongue licked over his lips, the taste of Valerie still on them. “If that’s what you want,” Marlon answered. It was true. He’d fuck her however gently or roughly she wanted. Marlon was interested in making Valerie feel good. That was far more important than how he might feel.

“Do you want it like this?” Marlon asked. His hand stroked over Valerie’s bare hip. He could easily pull her in closer, fuck her like this. But Marlon wanted Valerie to decide, to be the one who told him how to fuck her hard.

His question prompted a smile across her beautiful face. “Now that you mention it, no,” she decided. Even before Marlon knew what she intended, it thrilled him that she would take what she wanted from him. She would tell him exactly what that was. Marlon would be only too happy to obey.

He watched as Valerie turned over. The lean lines of her body made his mouth water. If he hadn’t just had his fill of her sweetness, he would’ve begged to be allowed to taste her. Instead, he waited, his breath caught in his throat to see what she would ask. “Fuck me from behind,” Valerie demanded, her hips swaying, making her ass dance in Marlon’s vision. “Make it hard! And don’t come without asking.”

“Fuck,” Marlon swore, breath catching in his throat. She looked so fucking good. No matter which way Valerie turned, her body made him want her. Her ass was plump as he reached out to stroke a hand over it, giving a squeeze to her softness. Aligning himself behind her, Marlon pushed forward, groaning at how hot her pussy felt.

His hands settled against Valerie’s hip. He pulled her back, enjoying the sound that her ass made as it slapped against him. Driving his hips forward once and then twice, Marlon took his time before he began moving harder. When he did, it was to do just as Valerie had asked. Marlon fucked her hard!

With fingers tight against her skin, Marlon slammed forward. The bed creaked under them as he fucked Valerie, his groans mixing together with the loud cries she gave.

She arched her back, pushing her ass harder against Marlon. Valerie rocked with him, adding to the rhythm that they built. “Harder,” she urged, her knuckles going white as she gripped the bedsheets. Marlon pushed himself, fucking Valerie even harder. His thrusts knocked the wind out of her, her breath coming out in gasps and strangled cries.

Marlon’s fingers gripped at Valerie’s hip, holding her tight against him. He ground forward, fucking into her hard and deep. Her muscles squeezed around him, her pussy welcoming his cock. He thought he saw stars, dancing just beyond his reach. His orgasm was not so teasing. Marlon could feel it building, racing up his spine. He gritted his teeth, trying to hold on. Valerie had said she wanted him to ask.

“Please!” Marlon half-sobbed. “Fuck, Valerie, let me come?” he begged. Despite how much he wanted it, Marlon did his best to hold back while still fucking Valerie just as hard as she wanted him to. Sweat rolled down his back. Marlon focused on not coming. The loud noises Valerie made were coaxing him closer and closer to that sweet edge.

His cock plunged into her, over and over. Her tight heat was nearly overwhelming. Marlon didn’t know how long he could hold back! The thought of how Valerie might punish him if he failed her only made it that much harder.

Finally, after a long groan, Valerie cried out his name. “Marlon! Fuck! Come for me. Now. Fill me up and fuck me until you can’t keep going.” They were words that Marlon wanted to live by. His orgasm thundered through him, lighting up every nerve-ending until his whole body tingled with pulses of electric pleasure.

When he came, it was with a loud scream. Not so loud that someone would hear through the wall, but probably only just. Marlon’s hands were so tight against Valerie’s hips that when he finally relaxed them, they left reddened imprints of his fingers. They were fading before he’d even pulled out of Valerie. Marlon didn’t worry too much.

He collapsed on the bed next to her, breath coming in small bursts. “Fuck, that was... fuck,” he sighed. It was a million times better than any of Marlon’s teenage fantasies could’ve imagined. “Worth waiting twenty years for,” he teased, reaching out to brush a hand over Valerie’s bare back as she relaxed against the bed.

She turned, lifting one leg to hitch over Marlon. Her hands trailed down his chest, appreciating the hard-won lines of muscle there. “Yes, I should think it was,” she teased. Her confidence made Marlon’s grin stretch even wider.

“I didn’t know, twenty years ago, how thrilling it could be to tell a man what to do,” Valerie admitted. “You’ve done much better by waiting.” Her chuckle was a warm, rich sound. “Though, I imagine you might not have enjoyed it as much twenty years ago as you did now.”

Marlon wondered how true that was. He had definitely taken a while to admit to himself that he loved having a woman tell him what to do. But back then, he also hadn’t known what to do without being told. A two-edged sword really.

“We’ve both done well,” he decided, leaning in to kiss Valerie softly. “Especially by leaving the reunion early,” he added with a grin. The one disappointment about no longer being a teenager was that Marlon’s recovery time was longer. But it didn’t seem like Valerie was kicking him out.

“Shall we order some room service? Regain our strengths and play some more?” he asked hopefully.

Her raised eyebrow looked impressed. Or maybe Marlon was just being hopeful. She hummed. “You did say something about teasing your tongue between my cheeks earlier,” she reminded him. Marlon flushed instantly with arousal. It wasn’t enough to get him hard again. Not quite.

“You rest,” Valerie decided, getting to her feet. “I’ll order some food and something to drink. It’s my turn to take care of you a little.” Marlon grinned, grateful for the offer. He liked the sound of letting Valerie take care of him, especially if it was so he could get his strength up for round two.
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