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“Hey Ian,
what’s up?” Olivia said.

She crouched
down beside Ian. Ian didn’t look up from the garden. Using a spade,
he dug a hole in the black dirt. Popping a flower bulb in, he
covered up the hole.

Ian had taken
it upon himself to tend the garden for her parents, since they
never seemed to have the time. He’d been her father’s friend for a
long time, and had always been kind to her.

Olivia noticed
the beads of sweat on his temples. The sun had already bronzed the
skin on his forearms.

Finished, he
looked at her.

“Just finishing
up out here, actually. Nice to see you’re home. How has college
been treating you?” Ian said. He wiped at his forehead, leaving a
smudge of dark dirt on his skin.

“Just fine,”
Olivia lied. She smiled at Ian, “Here, let me get that for
you.”

Leaning closer
to him, she wiped at the mark after wetting the ball of her thumb
with some saliva.

“Ouch!” Ian
said.

He reflexively
grabbed her hand and moved it away from his face. The spot she’d
been rubbing on his head got redder by the moment. She had
succeeded in cleaning the mark, at least.

Ian didn’t let
go of her hand. “I know that tone. School really hasn’t been fine,
has it? You never really called or wrote. Your parents are a little
worried about you.”

Olivia couldn’t
keep eye contact with him anymore. She knew she hadn’t spoken to
her parents, or Ian, nearly often enough. The truth of it was,
she’d been carrying on with a boy she knew they wouldn’t approve
of, especially Ian. He’d always been protective of her where boys
were concerned.

“I...” She
turned away, picking up the spade Ian had put down. She started
prodding at the soil. “I... broke up with my boyfriend. It’s been
kind of hard.”

Ian squeezed
her hand. Even without looking up, she knew his lips would be
pressed into a thin line of worry and anger. She pulled her hand
from his grip.

There was one
flower bulb remaining. Going down onto her hands and knees, Olivia
dug a hole beside the one Ian had just filled. Placing the bulb in,
she recovered the hole. Using the spade, she packed the soil down
onto it.

Leaning back on
her haunches, she put her hands on her thighs and sighed. She
noticed from the corner of her eye how Ian stared at her. Heat
flushed her cheeks when she realized she’d just stuck her ass in
the air in front of Ian. And she was wearing a tight pair of shorts
that day, too.

It really was
hot out. Feeling the sweat break out on her forehead, Olivia wiped
at it.

“Now look at
who’s dirty,” Ian said.

Wiping his
hands on his pants, he grabbed her gently by the sides of her head
and turned her to face him. Still holding her with one hand, he
wiped at the smudge on her cheek with the ball of his thumb.

There was a
small smile on his lips, and he looked right into her eyes. He was
such a nice man. Olivia wanted to know why she couldn’t meet a guy
like him. He was handsome, gentle, and fatherly.

He pushed
harder, trying to clean her. She winced. Instinctively, she grabbed
him by the wrist.

Their eyes met
again. Olivia felt a stirring deep inside herself. Something urged
her to lean forward and kiss him.

Ian must have
felt it as well. His mouth opened slightly as he searched her
face.

The spade fell
from Olivia’s fingers, rattling off one of the stones surrounding
the garden. The sharp noise broke the spell, letting her break eye
contact with him.

“I need to be
alone for a bit,” Olivia said.

She dropped his
hand. He reached out for her as she stood.

“Wait!” He
said.

She didn’t
bother closing the back door behind her. Running up the stairs, she
flung the door to her old bedroom open, slammed it shut behind her,
and sat down at the antique dressing table.

It had an
equally large antique mirror. She could see herself in it: a pretty
college sophomore. There was a red mark on her cheek where Ian had
rubbed her. There was a small amount of baby fat still clinging to
her face, making her look younger than she was. Guys always said it
made her look cute and innocent.

She hated it at
that moment, wishing she could rip it all from her body. A horrible
pressure pushed behind her eyes, threatening to send hot, fat tears
rolling down her cheeks.

“No...” Olivia
said, fighting against the urge.

She just wanted
someone to take care of her, to hold her and tell her things were
going to be fine. To tell her that she didn’t need some college
senior dating her to make her feel good about herself.

There were
three sharp raps on the door.

“Olivia? Can I
come in?”

It was Ian. She
stared at the door for a moment, then looked to the mirror. Her
face was red from the effort it took to not cry, but there were no
tears.

“Okay,” she
said.

Ian came in. He
closed the door quietly behind him and regarded her for a moment.
He could see the hurt written on her face.

“Don’t worry,”
he said, walking over and putting his big, strong hands on her bare
shoulders, “Whatever it is, I’ll help you work it out. I wish that
boy were here right now, why I’d... I’d make him regret doing this
to you.”

Olivia found
herself wishing that she’d met Ian before her parents had, before
he’d become their friend. Even though he was older than she was,
she would have snapped him up quickly. He was just what she wanted
in a man.

She put her
hand on his and squeezed.

Ian bent down
and kissed her on the top of the head. He lingered there a moment,
apparently enjoying the scent of her hair. Her body shuddered, and
she felt her shoulders break out in goosebumps under his hands.

“Hey, look at
me,” Ian said, standing up straight.

Olivia spun
around on the stool to face him. He kept his hands on her
shoulders.

“You are a
beautiful woman. Any man would be lucky to be with you. There’s
something wrong with any guy who wouldn’t want to be with you.”

She shuddered
again as a flood of feelings assaulted her. Her body heated up
under his gaze.

“Ian...” She
said.

Ian’s hands
moved up the sides of her neck until they cupped her face.

Leaning over,
he kissed her on the lips. It happened so quickly, Olivia couldn’t
even keep track of it all. She remembered grabbing at the front of
his pants and feeling him get hard at her touch.

Then he had her
up off the stool, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass,
squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around
toward the bed. Grabbing her shirt, he lifted it off over her head,
She’d already unbuttoned and unzipped his pants by the time he’d
unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms.

He pushed her
down onto the bed. She lifted her hips as he grabbed her shorts and
panties and pulled them off. Her nipples puckered up so tightly
that they sent tingles through her chest, making her gasp.

All at once,
she became wet. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit
as Ian pulled off his shirt and pushed his pants down.

His cock sprung
up to attention, already fully hard. She stroked him one-handed,
using the other to brace herself on the bed. Precum already leaked
from the tip, down the shaft and onto her fingers.

Grabbing her by
the head again, he pulled her into a kiss. Olivia used the ball of
her thumb to rub in circles around the tip of his cock as his
tongue pushed into her mouth.

When he pulled
his face away from hers, she’d already made the entire head of his
cock slick with the precum she’d milked from him.

“Ian...” Olivia
said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

Grabbing her by
the thighs, Ian pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the
edge of the bed. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust,
Ian grabbed her by the knees and pushed her legs back toward her
chest.

His mouth was
slightly open, and his eyes widened as he looked at her pussy. She
kept it mostly shaved. The smaller pair of lips protruded a little
out from around her entrance, glistening from her juices.

Olivia put her
hand on his body, just above his stiff cock. The muscles there felt
firm, and an intense heat radiated from him. It travelled up
through her arm, seemingly straight to her brain.

She felt
herself open up at that heat, her juices seeming to flow freely in
anticipation.

The wait wasn’t
a long one.

Pushing on her
knees to angle her hips up a little more, Ian positioned
himself.

“Ian...” Olivia
said as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her
lips.

“Ian...” She
breathed again as she felt the inner set of lips spread around his
girth. The head of his cock strained at her tightness for only a
moment before he gritted his teeth and pushed harder. Her pussy
yielded to him, stretching around his thick shaft.

“Ian!” Olivia
screamed as Ian filled her with his long, hard cock.

The tight ring
at her opening gripped around his shaft as he slid it deeper into
her sex. She watched wide eyed as the skin on his cock bunched back
from the strength of her squeezing.

It felt so good
to have him inside her like that. She tossed her head back as he
put the whole length of his cock inch by inch into her. His rod
seemed to pulsate against her slick flesh. Her walls tightened
around him in response, trying to hold him in place, trying to keep
him from slipping back through her lips.

She’d kept her
hand on his abdomen the entire time. The force of his stretching
her out around him had made her toes and fingers curl up. Her
fingertips made white marks on his flesh as they pressed against
him.

“You’re fucking
me, Ian...” Oliva said.

“Baby...” Ian
said, withdrawing until only a little bit of his cock remained in
her. “Don’t tell your parents.”

He thrust back
into her. She screamed his name as she tightened around his entire
length again.

They both
watched as the skin on his long, hard shaft shifted back and forth
as he fucked her. Every thrust made her breasts jiggle, and sent a
shock of pleasure up through her body that made it impossible to
keep her mouth closed.

She didn’t know
how to deal with the feelings welling up inside her, but she knew
they needed to come out.

Looking down
again as his cock slid in and out, she saw how wet she’d made him
already. Every thrust into her made her juices flow, soaking his
shaft until it dripped onto the floor.

“Do you like
fucking my tight little pussy, Ian?” Olivia said. She’d gritted her
teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

 

“It’s so tight
and wet...” Ian said. Lines of concentration had formed on his
forehead, and she could feel his grip on her knees tightening as
his thrusts came harder and faster.

The headboard
of the bed kept slapping against the wall.

“You fuck me so
good, Ian. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard. Ian...”

Her eyes rolled
back and she started whimpering. She felt him swell inside her as
her words turned him on even more. Images kept flashing through her
mind. It had all happened so quickly. He’d been comforting her one
moment, and had his cock buried balls deep into her the next.

It felt so good
to be fucked. It was what she needed, she knew. It was cathartic,
cleansing. The heat in her body, in her pussy around Ian’s hard
shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness.

“Oh, Olivia...”
Ian moaned.

His thrusts
were slowing, she noticed. His cock had gotten so hard; she was
shocked he hadn’t burst. Even though it was so hard, it still moved
easily into her tight, sopping hole because of her juices.

“I need to
taste you, Ian,” Olivia said.

Grabbing the
base of his cock, Ian pulled out of her. Olivia snarled as he left
her body. She felt suddenly empty. Then she saw his dripping
member. It was entirely coated in her juices.

Going onto her
stomach, she pushed his hand off his cock and replaced it with one
of her own. She pulled him closer and made a noise of pleasure as
she stuffed him into her mouth.

Olivia had
never tasted herself before. She couldn’t describe it, but as she
licked him clean, even more juices flooded her sex. This was the
stuff that made it so Ian’s big cock could fit into her, she knew.
Her lips slid up and down his member, going farther each time.

He groaned as
she moved her fingers out of the way and took his entire length
down her throat. She held it for a moment, letting her tongue rub
along the bottom of his shaft and resisting her gag reflex. She
pulled back all the way, putting her hand back in place.

“You’re cock
tastes so good,” she said, stroking and kissing his member. He
throbbed in her grip.

“Do you want to
keep fucking me?” She asked.

Ian nodded.

“Turn around so
Ian can see that tight little ass while he fucks you,” Ian
said.

Doing as Ian
told her, Olivia spun around. She went on her hands and knees,
arching her ass nice and high in the air so that Ian could see what
he wanted.

Resting on her
forearms, she felt her stiff nipples rub against the comforter. The
friction felt good, so she wiggled her body more.

This move
enticed Ian back into action. He stroked himself a few times as he
put one hand on her ass and pulled her closer.

“Fuck me hard,
Ian,” Olivia said.

She loved
getting a hard cock from behind. From that angle, a guy could fuck
her nice and deep, could touch everything while she tightened
around him.

Still holding
his cock, Ian slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises
against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed
saliva and juices. Olivia felt her body shudder as he denied her
desire.

“Please fuck
me, Ian...” Olivia begged.

She reached
back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Ian’s
fingers tightened satisfyingly on her as he looked at her. His cock
rested against one cheek. She could feel it pulsing with his
heart.

“Come on, Ian.
Don’t you want to fuck my tight little pussy again? You make me so
wet...”

Ian’s shaft
slid down her cheek. The next moment, he entered her. She sucked in
a breath as he pushed all the way inside. Her walls stretched
around him. It was tighter than before. She could feel every bulge
as he began thrusting.

Ian grabbed her
by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward.
Olivia let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She
squeezed them, then stuffed some of the comforter into her mouth
and bit down on it.

Her pussy
clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the comforter and
whimpered. It felt good. Each time he slammed into her, her pussy
tingled and sent sparks of pleasure so intense up her back that her
whole body seemed to break out in goosebumps.

“I’ve been such
a bad girl, Ian...”she said.

His thrusting
also made her nipples rub even harder against the comforter. She
bit her lip for a moment at the sensation.

Ian pulled one
hand from her hip. He spanked her ass, hard. Olivia yelped at the
pain, her pussy tightening around his thick shaft from the
surprise.

She grabbed up
the fistfuls of comforter again. She yelped and flinched every time
his big hand made contact with her ass. He spanked her every time
he thrust his cock back into her pussy. This made her clench around
him even more, and he grunted at the new tightness around his
shaft.

The flesh where
he hit her was a strange combination of numb and burning.

“You’re such a
bad girl,” Ian said, smacking her again.

“Oh, Ian, I’m
so sorry. So sorry. It feels so good...”

She clenched up
around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was
happening, Ian stopped spanking her. He got a grip on her hips
again and started slamming into her. She felt his balls smacking
against the lips of her pussy. Inside her there seemed to be only
heat and wetness.

“You’re making
me come, Ian! I’m going to come all over your cock!”

Then she
couldn’t speak anymore. All that escaped her mouth were screams and
moans. She felt her toes curl as her pussy started its cycle of
clenching and unclenching. Her extremities went numb, including the
tip of her nose.

Even with her
eyes wide open, she couldn’t see.

She squeezed so
tightly around him that he could barely stay inside her. Ian had to
grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

“Oh, Ian,”
Olivia choked out, “It’s so good...”

“God!” Ian
yelled.

He pulled out
of her. The next moment, she felt his hot cum spurting onto her
back. More and more of it came out of him, leaving her flesh hot
and sticky.

When he
finished, he sank down onto his back on the bed beside her. He
looked up into her face. She kissed him. His lips were hot and soft
against hers. Then she slid her lips down his body. He gasped as
she cleaned him off, licking the last of his cum from the tip of
his cock.

Using some
tissues from the nightstand, she cleaned herself off as well and
then nestled in beside him. She rested her head on his shoulder as
he wrapped his arms around her.

“That was so
good, Ian... I...”

“I liked it,
too,” he said.

Olivia found
that she no longer felt sad about breaking up with her college
boyfriend. Somehow, fucking Ian had cleansed her of those negative
feelings. Her ass still stung from his spanking, and she knew that
probably had something to do with her absolution as well.

“I wish you
weren’t friends with my parents,” Olivia said.

He looked at
her again. “What they don’t know won’t hurt them,” he said,
smiling.
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