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It all started innocently enough. But doesn't it always? 

Blake had just finished high school, a freshly-minted graduate and, as of last month, a freshly-minted 18-year-old. 

A few of her friends had decided to spend their last few months before college backpacking or road tripping, but not Blake.

Why would anyone want to go somewhere else, when right here is perfect? Blake thought.

She lifted her sunglasses up from her eyes and squinted a little into the sudden brightness of the sun.

She lay beside her friend Erin's pool, soaking in the rays while the sunlight dappled the clear, still water a few feet in front of her.

It was their fourth time this week in this spot, the two girls lying there on the loungers. They both wore bikinis. Where Erin was dark-haired, Blake was blonde. Blake's lithe, young body swelled at the hips and chest and narrowed at the waist.

"Your tan's coming along really nice," Erin said.

"I know, right!" Blake replied.

"Aren't you worried about butt tan lines though?" Erin reached over and plucked at Blake's bikini bottom

"Nope. I sneak over when you're not here and tan in the nude. No such things as tan lines for me."

"You would!" Erin laughed, flashing a perfect smile.

She clearly thought that Blake was joking, but she wasn't. This was the perfect spot for nude tanning. No nosy neighbors could peek in over the tall cedar hedge that served as a fence.

"Yeah, your dad is a total DILF, so I'm hoping one of these times he, you know, catches me..."

"Blake! You're the worst!" Erin rolled over to face away from Blake in a mock pout.

And it wasn't entirely a lie. Erin's dad was kind of hot, for an older guy. Blake wondered idly what it would be like to actually get caught while nude. Would he sneak a peek? Demand she put on clothes?

Maybe ask to join her?

She hadn't been laid since she'd broken up with Jared, her high school boyfriend. It had been nice while it lasted, but with both of them going to different schools that relationship definitely had an expiration date.

It was just too bad that Jared hadn't seen it that way.

"Speak of the devil," Erin straightened up on her lounger.

Blake frowned in confusion, looking around for Jared. Instead, Zach, Erin's dad, emerged from the opened sliding door onto the patio around the pool.

He wore a pair of one of those new tee shirts that hugged the arms and chest, which Blake noticed were both nicely formed.

Was he always this built and I just never noticed? Blake wondered.

"Glad to see I didn't come out here to find you both naked," Zach said, raising a cocky eyebrow at them.

"Dad! Gross!" Erin sneered, grabbing instinctively for her towel and wrapping herself in it from the chest down.

Blake bit her bottom lip as heat rose in her chest. She sat up on her lounger and leaned forward, pretending not to notice the way it made her shapely bust stick out.

"We'd never do that, Mr. Bradley. We're good girls," she gave Erin a sidelong glance, "Well, I am at least."

Did Zach's eyes flick down to take in her body for just a second? Or had that just been wishful thinking on Blake's part?

He crossed surprisingly muscular arms across that big chest of his. "Good girl, are you? You've been here so much lately I should start charging you rent."

Blake gave him a pouty face, loving the way that Erin stared shock at her, "But Mr. Bradley, I don't have any money to pay this month! Can we come to an... alternate arrangement?"

She'd known Zach for a long time, and she expected him to blush, or at least look away. Instead, he smirked at her.

"You've grown quite the mouth since school ended," Zach replied.

"Wouldn't you like to find out?" Blake licked her lips, leaving them all glossy and full.

"Blake! Gross! Dad, go back inside, please? Please?" Erin pleaded.

Blake didn't quite hear at first. It had started as a joke, mostly to piss Erin off. But now she was really thinking about Zach.

Her eyes strayed down to the front of his chinos, wondering what he might be packing in there. And did his bulge look a bit bigger than usual?

Was he thinking about what his daughter's best friend's lips might look like swallowing him up? 

Blake shifted her butt, her pussy suddenly slick.

"Dad!" Erin said.

It took Zach's gaze just a moment too long to shift from Blake to Erin, "Fine, yes, I'll go in. But try and keep it quiet out here, okay? I've got a big meeting about to start and I don't want to have to explain to the client what all the screaming and splashing the mic's picking up is all about."

"Anything for you, Mr. Bradley!" Blake grinned and batted her eyes at him.

He went back inside, sliding the door shut as he did.

"I can't believe you did that. You can be a real bitch sometimes," Erin said.

Blake turned to her friend and frowned at her, "Come on, it was a joke! Older guys are gross. And you should have seen the look on your face!"

Blake couldn't stop thinking about the look on Zach's face, though. And holy fuck was she wet. Heat rose in her chest, and she was glad of her tan so that Erin couldn't see the blush spreading across her body.

"Whatever. What should we have for lunch?" Erin already seemed over it.

Blake tried to put him out of her mind, but her thoughts drifted back to him again and again. It had just been a joke!

***

The sun shone just as strong the next day, so Erin invited her over again.

This time when she got out of the main floor bathroom after changing into her bikini, Zach stood in the hallway. Her heart revved up right away.

He turned around from the closet he'd been rooting around in. He gave her a once-over and shook his head.

"What? You don't like?" Blake did a quick spin to give him the full show.

"That's even skimpier than the one you had on yesterday!"

"So you're saying you're checking out my bathing suits?"

He snorted and shook his head, "That mouth again! I'd never let Erin wear anything like that. Not in my house."

"Guess it's good you're not my dad, then," Blake shot back.

He shook his head a second time, "You two just be quiet out there again."

She winked at him, "You got it, Mr. Bradley!"

She walked down the hall, about the round the corner to go outside when she stopped and glanced back.

Zach watched her. When he saw her look at him, he didn't look away. Her breath caught for a moment, and just for a second her legs seemed to want to turn to jelly.

She smiled at him and continued outside.

***

The next day she parked her dad's Camry on the inclined slope of the Bradley driveway.

As soon as she got out, her tote with her swimsuit clutched in one hand, another car roared in behind her and slammed on its brakes hard enough that they squealed.

Blake jumped at the sudden noise and then stood frozen.

Jared got out of the car, his tight, gymnast's body proudly displayed by the tight tee her wore.

"Blake! Why the fuck aren't you answering my texts? What? You think you're too good for me?" He grabbed his cell from his pocked and waved it at her.

Blake's mouth dropped open, but she didn't know what to say. "How...? How...?"

"How did I know you're hanging out here all day every day?" He flicked his phone open and brought up a pic from a couple days ago that Erin had tagged her in.

She found some of her composure, straightening her back and shoulders, "Jared, we talked about this. We're done."

He squeezed his eyes shut and then opened them, grimacing, "No! You're mine! Now get in my damn car so we can talk."

"I'm not going anywhere with you," Blake turned and started for the front door.

Then Jared grabbed her just about the elbow, his grip tight and unrelenting. "Not until we talk!"

"Let go of me!" Blake struggled. He dragged her towards his car.

"What the hell is going on here?" Zach said from the top step of the porch.

"None of your goddam business," Jared replied, "So stay out of it, old man."

"How about you let her go and get the hell off my property instead?" Zach took the three steps down to the driveway and stood there with his arms crossed.

Jared didn't let go, but his grip did loosen a little. Uncertaintly spread across his face. "Or what? You'll call the cops?"

"Actually, I was thinking of breaking your nose instead. Yeah, that seems much more satisfying."

"Wait here while I kick his ass!" Jared let her go and charged with frightening speed. All Blake could do was watch.

Jared threw a punch aimed at Zach's face. Zach caught Jared's fist in one hand. Then he threw a punch of his own. Something snapped in Jared's nose and the younger man screamed.

"You fucker! You broke my fucking nose!"

"I'll break more if you don't leave right now."

Jared started to say something, thought better of it, and scurried back to his car. He didn't even look at Blake as he jumped in, started the engine, and peeled out.

"You better come inside," Zach said, offering his hand.

Blake accepted it. "I can't believe that just happened! I can't believe you just saved me!"

They got inside. Zach extricated his hand from her grip and then placed both of his hands on her shoulders. "Are you okay?"

"I'm fine." Her arm hurt a little, but that was it. And she wished her heart would slow down a bit. Adrenaline left her whole body all shaky. "I can't believe he thought I was his!"

"I hated that too," Zach said.

She looked up into his face, "What do you mean?" She noticed again what a handsome man he was. And he smelled good, too. Clean, freshly washed. Some sort of man-smell beneath that that tickled something primal inside of her.

"I feel protective for you, I guess," Zach replied.

"Where's Erin?" Blake asked. Today was actually one of the days she'd planned on coming over for some nude sunbathing. Normally she just let herself into the backyard pool area by the side gate.

"Out all day," Zach said. His hands felt warm against her shoulders.

Her eyes flicked down to his lips and then up to his eyes. "I..." She wanted to say something, but didn't know if she could.

"What?" he searched her face.

It had all started as a joke, but now it was so much more than that. She couldn't contain it any longer.

"I'm not his. I wish I was yours instead." She pushed up against him, putting her head against his chest. His heart slammed hard and fast.

Hands still on her shoulders, he eased her back away from him. A cold ball formed in her stomach, anticipating the rejection.

Then he put a finger beneath her chin and lifted her face up to look into his. "I was thinking the same thing."

He leaned in and kissed her, stubble on his cheeks and chin delightful and rough against her face. He kissed her hard and deep.

His hands slid down her body, meeting at the small of her back. Then the moved down farther, cupping her ass. He grabbed her cheeks and squeezed, shoving their hips together.

When she felt his hardness against her she gasped into his mouth. He felt so big.

She got wet fast, her inner walls pulsing strong and hard with her youthful desire.

Their mouths parted momentarily for air.

"I've wanted you so badly since summer started," Zach said, strong fingers still kneading her supple, shapely ass, "I couldn't stand the thought of you being with anyone else."

"I'm yours,' she replied. She reached between them, slid her hand down, and felt the long hardness of his bulge through his pants. "I'm all yours," she breathed. 

Every one of their touches was amazing and electric. And he was so strong! 

He picked her up, his hands in the crooks of her knees, and pushed her back against the wall. Her hands went around his big, strong shoulders and they kissed.

Her hips gyrated, pushing her mound against his body in a way that was excruciatingly amazing.

Her whole body felt hot and flushed with need and desire. Every nerve and fiber pulsed and thrilled with it.

He set her down, spun her around to face the wall, and shoved her hard against it so that the picture frames nearby rattled.

Her hips slid back, grinding her ass against that big bulge in the front of his pants. 

One of his hands slid around her throat and tightened just enough that she gasped while his other fingers brushed her blonde locks away from her face.

He ran his lips up and down her cheek and throat. His hot breath exploded against her skin.

His cock was so hard.

"You're mine now," he breathed against her.

His hands explored her, caressed her, possessed her. They grabbed her firm, high breasts and squeezed.

He pulled her shirt off and turned her to face him, his fingers deft and quick behind her back. 

He slid her bra off and threw it on the floor, then took a moment to take in her tanned body and her perfect, round breasts. Her nipples were puckered hard.

He couldn't resist bending down to first suck one and then the other into his mouth. Her fingers wove into his hair and she moaned.

"You're so fucking beautiful," he groaned.Then he grabbed her by the throat again with one hand.

The force of his desire shocked and scared her, but not in a way that made her want to get away.

"Now," he said, "Show me what that mouth of yours can do." He shoved her down onto her knees, her face even with the bulge of his desire.

Her shaking hands reached up, her fingers undoing the button and then the fly. He shoved his pants and his briefs down and his cock sprang up, long and thick.

At that moment, she wanted it more than anything. Her pussy throbbed with the need, the front of her tummy all tight and hot.

She grabbed the base of his shaft with one hand and took the head into her mouth, letting her lips slide over the taut, purple flesh.

He groaned and his head lolled back at the hot, wet sensation of her mouth surrounding him.

She sucked and licked, letting the tip of her tongue play along the sensitive ridge around the head. Soon, her spit left his whole member shiny and wet.

"Just like that, baby," he moaned, "Just like that."

She swallowed every inch that she could, almost gagging on his length. He rewarded her with a groan and then grabbed the back of her head, holding her in place.

When he let go she slid back, long strings of her salive hanging down from his length.

"I want you," she looked up into his eyes while she stroked his member, her salive lubricating the movement up and down his cock.

"You think you're ready?" he asked, delicately wiping the spit from her cheeks and chin.

"I can't wait any longer," her whole body trembled with the desire. Her nipples were so stiff they ached. Her wetness soaked her panties.

He pulled her to her feet and at first she agonized at the thought of taking the time to go upstairs to the master bedroom.

Instead he led her into the den. Before she could say anything, he grabbed her and threw her over the back over the couch. 

When he grabbed at her shorts, she arched her ass up at him. He knelt down, kissing and biting at her cheeks through her shorts. She groaned when his mouth moved between her thighs. The heat of his breath pushed through the layers of fabric, teasing and tingling against her slick flesh.

He yanked her shorts and panties down at the same time, exposing the heat of her desire.

She was shaved completely bare. Her pink lips were puffy and warm. Wetness glistened between them. Her little clit, engorged, seemed to beg for the touch of finger and tongue.

He ate her from the back, his hungry tongue exploring every fold, every bit of exposed flesh. He found her clit and toyed with it so that her ass gyrated in his face.

When his tongue found the wrinkled rosebud of her asshole it explored that too. No guy had ever done that to her. She liked it.

She liked everything he did to her.

She wanted him to do whatever he wanted to her.

Then he found her clit again and sucked it into his mouth. He lashed it with his tongue until she couldn't take it anymore. She came.

Her body arched and she pushed her ass and pussy hard against his face. He didn't relent, holding her clit hostage against her climax.

Her wetness flowed down his cheeks. She shuddered, feeling the internal clenching and convulsions of her pussy. Electricity ran delightful fingers up and down every nerve.

"God! Oh my fucking God!" she moaned over and over. She'd only been with a couple guys before this, and neither of them had made her climax so hard or fast. She realized she didn't know what a real orgasm was until that moment.

And she wanted more. "Fuck me. Please, fuck me."

Some rational part of her realized she should ask him to wear a condom, but the rest of her didn't want that. The rest of her wanted every bare inch buried inside of her again and again until neither of them could take it anymore.

Not that he gave her a choice. He took position behind her and slid his cock down the cleft of her ass.

He found her opening and pushed. Wet as she was, she was still tight as hell and he had a big cock. Her eyes squeezed shut and she grabbed a cushion on the couch.

Her youthful tightness gave way to his hardness and she felt her pussy open around him.

He slid in, deeper and deeper. She bit down on her lower lip and moaned.

She'd never felt so full or stretched out before. It was in-fucking-credible.

"You're so big," she moaned.

"You're so tight," he replied. 

He slid his member back, revealing inch after glistening inch covered completely in her juices.

He took hold of her hips and fucked her. He went slow and steady at first, both of them relishing the way her pussy parted and slid and squeezed around him.

It wasn't long until she went all creamy for him. Her moans increased. Her breathing quickly. Every time he pulled back she silently (and sometimes loudly) pleaded for him to give her every inch again.

Then he reached forward with one hand and grabbed a handful of her golden locks. He pulled her head back, arching her neck. No other guy had dared to be so rough with her. She loved it.

He fucked her harder, faster. His hips slapped against her ass with every thrust. 

She couldn't take it much longer. She started tightening around him. Her eyes squeezed shut again. Her arched neck and back ached, but in an amazing way.

"Come for me," he breathed into her ear, "I want to feel that tight little pussy come all over my cock."

She bit her lower lip again and let it slide out slowly from between her teeth. He fucked her so hard the whole couch shook, the legs squeaking forward on the laminate.

She was a good girl and did as she was told.

This time when her climax hit it was different. This time he filled her up and stretched her out.

Her powerful young muscles clenched her inner walls up around his cock so hard and sudden that he gasped, but didn't stop.

She pictured his cock in her mind. Pictured they way her tightness gripped at him and held him and squeezed him.

Her whole body went crazy. Every muscle and nerve pulsed. Hot waves crashed through her. She thought she might be screaming, but didn't know if it was in her head or not.

Then pleasure and delight blasted all thought away, at least for a while.

When it came back she knew what she wanted: every drop he could give her.

He started to slow down, so she started throwing her ass back, sliding her tight, wet cunt up and down his shaft.

"Oh fuck, baby," he gritted his teeth.

"Fill me up. Please, fill me," she moaned.

He answered with a groan and she felt him get even harder inside of her. 

It was animalistic and primal. Neither of them could stop it. Neither of them wanted anything more.

His fingers tightened in her hair, then his rock-hard cock jerked inside of her. It jerked again and again, filling her with an amazing, pulsating warmth that her pussy seemed to pull up inside of her as much as it could.

She glanced back and saw the look on his face, some exquisite mix of intense pleasure and something approaching pain.

When the throbbing abated a little, she slowed down. She slid herself nice and slow from the bottom to the top of his shaft, again and again, milking him of every last drop.

They stayed like that for a while until he began to soften. 

When he pulled out she put her hand there to stop the flood, but it didn't come.

He'd come so deeply inside of her that it wasn't coming out. 

When she stood up her legs trembled, all rubbery, and she had to lean against the couch to keep from falling over.

Already a pleasant soreness had started between her thighs and low in her stomach.

Then she cleaned his cock off with her tongue, staring up into his eyes while he held the back of her head. Part of her wanted to get him hard again, but she didn't think she could take a second round. Not yet, anyway.

"Holy shit," he said. He leaned in and kissed her again, nice and deep, so that butterflies beat against the front of her stomach.

"Did that just really happen?" She felt dazed.

His phone buzzed in his pants pocket, so he reached down and grabbed it, thuming it open. "Holy shit," he said again.

"What?"

"Erin's on her way back. She'll be here in ten minutes!"

They both rushed to get dressed again. Zach put on his discarded clothes and Blake threw her wet panties and the rest of it into her tote, changing instead into her bathing suit.

Right as Erin pulled into the driveway Zach wrapped his arms around her from behind. "Remember, you're mine," he whispered.

"I know," she replied. 

It wasn't the way she expected her summer to go. But she was glad that it did.
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