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Quaranteen: A Taboo Story

	 

	Bella wasn't built for this sort of thing. This crazy lockdown was no good. No good at all.

	She was 18, about to move on from high school to college. And then it happened. The same thing that happened to everyone.

	Ordered to stay home. To not see other people.

	At first it had been ok. Sort of an adventure, even. Talking with friends on video chat. Watching every single show and movie that looked even halfway decent on every streaming service her parents had subscribed to.

	And the masturbation! It used to be a once a day sort of thing. Usually just after she got into bed and could be fairly certain that her parents wouldn't hear her little stifled moans and whimpers.

	She would think about a couple of the guys she'd been talking to online. Or her ex-boyfriend, Josh. She missed the feeling of his thick cock forcing her tight, wet walls apart with every thrust.

	But she'd broken up with him in anticipation of meeting someone better at college.

	Now it looked like college wouldn't happen. Or would be all online. No one seemed to know anything anymore about what the future held.

	So once a day just before bed turned into twice a day. Then three times. She touched herself so much, rubbed her slippery gash so often, that her fingers ached from all the effort.

	The thing that made it the worst of all? Bella found she couldn't satisfy herself anymore. She could get herself almost there. So achingly close, but she couldn't arrive at her destination any longer.

	No, she'd slump back on her bed or on the couch in the basement, her lithe and supple body trembling, her round and perky breasts heaving. But not with satisfaction. Only frustration.

	It got so bad that she started thinking about how she could maybe sneak a guy into the house. She needed that cock. She needed it bad.

	She just couldn't get it. There was no way she could get anyone inside without her mom or dad noticing.

	That was when, one long and boring day, she looked out her bedroom window.

	Her neighbor across the street had decided to tend to his lawn in the midst of all this. Today it was mowing the grass.

	He did it in jeans, boots, gloves, and a mask. No shirt. The spring sun had already begun to tan his chest and shoulders. He had a decent build, even though he was definitely older than her. Much older.

	Wesley, that was his name, she remembered with some delight as she watched him with her elbows propped up on her dresser.

	Yeah, Wesley, she remembered more and more. He'd been to a couple of the neighborhood barbeques. They'd even spoken a time or two. He was Shannon's dad. Shannon was a year older than her, and had already moved away to college. Bella didn't have any idea where Shannon was, but Wesley was still there.

	All alone.

	Wicked thoughts began circulating in Bella's frustrated-but-aroused mind. Thoughts of getting some alone time with Wesley.

	She kept watching him, a ball of heat building low in her flat tummy. Very low. She felt herself open up. Felt the initial rush of wetness and desire.

	Leaving on one elbow on the table, she slipped her other hand down, her fingers pushing past the elastic waistband of her panties.

	Her breath caught in her throat when she felt the slickness waiting between her lower lips. She brushed and teased her clit until her whole body shook. Until she sucked her bottom lip between her teeth and bit down on it to stifle a moan as she came.

	The force of it wracked her petite body with exertions while her tight little pussy squeezed and relaxed again and again.

	Before she was even through with that climax she knew she needed the real thing. And she needed it soon.

	By some miracle, opportunity knocked two days later. Two aching days of watching Wesley continue to go about shirtless, tending the garden, fixing the bannister going up to his front porch, watering the grass.

	"Hey honey, you want to join your mum and me to watch that trilogy? We're going to make a day of it," her dad poked his head into her room and asked.

	Bella's heart lurched to a racing beat again her sternum, and she did her damndest to look bored.

	"Not today. You guys go ahead, though," she picked up her phone and scrolled through her feed. In her head, she kept thinking: go away, go away, go away...

	Her dad frowned at her for a moment, but then shrugged. "Suit yourself."

	The door closed and Bella waited some of the longest minutes of her life, listening until she heard the TV down in the recroom start playing the theme song from the first film.

	Both her parents were the type who didn't like to stop or pause movies until they were through. A habit that annoyed her when she needed a bathroom break, but that now she rejoiced.

	She slipped as quietly out of the house as she could, placing her feet on the sides of the stairs to avoid as many creaks as possible.

	The front door was the trickiest. The hinges always gave a telltale squeak unless you applied just the right amount of force.

	But luck was still with her. It closed with nary a sound. She even took care to let the latch back in slowly.

	She crossed the street quickly, hoping that no nosy neighbors were watching out their windows. Wesley wasn't in the yard, front or back. But his workboots sat caked in dirt on a mat by the front door.

	She realized then that she hadn't really planned much beyond getting away from her parents.

	What if he's not home? Bella thought suddenly. But then she dismissed. Everyone was home! That was the point of all this.

	Not knowing what else to do, she tried the doorknob. The door opened, letting into an unfamiliar front hallway.

	She stepped inside, her skin grateful for the cool breath of the AC, and closed the door.

	She stopped and heard him. The sounds of showering reached her: the splash of water, the opening of a shampoo bottle.

	"Okay, this is it. You can do it," she tried to calm her shaking body and wondered how best to go about this.

	She knew that she was a hot little number. Perky tits. A great ass from all the volleyball and track back in school. Full lips that just begged to be kissed and tasted.

	And she kept her body completely free of hair from the neck down. She knew how guys liked a nice bald pussy.

	So she decided to put all those assets on the front line. 

	Bella had just finished stripped down in Wesley's front hall when the shower stopped and he stepped into view at the end of the hall.

	Reflexively Bella grabbed her wad of clothes and covered her nakedness with them. Her nipples perked up, almost painfully tight. And her pussy seemed to have a heartbeat of its own.

	"What the hell, Bella?" Wesley said. His bare chest and shoulders glistened with dew from the shower.

	"Please don't kick me out. Not yet," she replied.

	"And why the fuck not?" Wesley stepped towards her, looking so much larger than he had from her bedroom window. She felt a strange mixture of fear and desire.

	He was big enough to crush her, she realized. And the same age as her dad!

	Her pussy squeezed up and then relaxed, sending tendrils of warmth questing up the front of her stomach.

	"I... I thought we could have some fun," Bella's cheeks filled with heat, and she realized how girlish that sounded.

	If she hadn't glanced away, she would've noticed the way Wesley's eyes devoured her young curves. Lockdown got to everyone.

	He came closer to her. Close enough that she caught a minty whiff of his body wash. He smelled clean and nice and masculine all at once.

	"Listen here, young lady, you broke lockdown rules."

	A lightning bolt of panic shot from her heart. She thought he wanted to send her home. "I know. I'm sorry. Please..."

	Her put a finger beneath her chin and lifted her face so that she looked him in the eye. She couldn't see the way his cock bulged against his towel.

	“There’s only one way I can see for making this right,” Wesley said, glancing back at the door.

	Fear truly did well up inside Bella at that moment. From his look and tone, she figured she was about to be kicked out for certain. She held her breath.

	Wesley looked back at her, his eyes fixed to the balled up clothes she used to cover her naked breasts. She squealed as he reached forward, grabbed the clothes, and pulled them away. He threw the clothes over his shoulder as he looked at her pert breasts, with their stiff nipples.

	“Well, Bella, I think a good hard fucking is the only way to see past your little slip in judgment,” Wesley said.

	He took one of her nipples between his index finger and thumb, gently rolling and pinching at the stiff flesh.

	Bella’s body responded animalistically to his touch. She felt herself flush with blood and get hot. Her little pussy got even warmer and wetter than before. She looked up into his face with hooded eyes as she slid her own fingers over the towel. When they found the fold holding it in place, she tugged it loose and it fell to the floor. Then she found his hard shaft.

	He moaned as she squeezed his cock. It felt and looked so much bigger than Josh’s had been.

	“Have you thought about having sex with me, Wesley?” Bella asked, massaging his cock as she spoke, “Because I’ve thought about fucking you...”

	“Yes...” Wesley said, grabbing both her breasts and squeezing them with his big, strong hands.

	Soon, that wasn’t enough for him. He slipped his hands under her ass. 

	He took her by the hands and led her to the living room, where the fell down on the couch.

	Bella giggled as he lifted her onto his lap. She leaned in and kissed him as his fingers slipped between her legs, rubbing at her pussy.

	Bella sucked his bottom lip into her mouth and nibbled on it as they looked in each other’s eyes. She let his lip pull slowly back from between her teeth. 

	His hand shot up and grabbed a handful of hair at the back of her head. She whimpered as he pulled her head back, revealing her long, smooth neck. He made a deep sound in his throat as he leaned forward and put his lips against her flesh. Bella closed her eyes as she felt a tingle run up through her body.

	Wesley wrapped his other arm around her waist and pulled her body closer to his. She moaned as his kisses travelled up and down her neck, over her shoulders. She ground her pussy against his cock, wishing he would bury it to the hilt in her slick and quivering flesh.

	She pushed against him, trying to free herself. He held on for a few moments longer, reluctant to stop leaving a trail of wet kisses over her bare flesh. Finally, though, he relented and she slid down off his body so that she crouched on the floor between his knees. 

	His hard cock trembled in anticipation, thick, long, bulging. 

	Wordlessly, she grabbed the base of his shaft. The tips of her fingers couldn’t touch around his girth.

	He watched as she started kissing him, then. She put her lips against the bottom of his shaft, just over her fingers, and slid them up his length. She left a trail of saliva as she went.

	The tip of her tongue poked out of her mouth as she reached the head. She used it to tickle gently at the sensitive spot on the bottom. The muscles in his legs jerked, and he shut his eyes as she flicked her tongue.

	Bella waited for him to open his eyes and look at her. When he did, she slipped her lips down over his cock.

	“Oh, God...” Wesley moaned. 

	His eyes widened as she pressed her lips as far down his length as she could. He filled her mouth. She could feel her jaw straining to hold him in, could feel the head trying to enter her throat. She moaned on him so that she could feel the vibrations with the hand she used to hold his shaft steady. 

	Wesley responded, putting his hands over his face at the sudden sensation. 

	Bella pulled her lips up his shaft slowly. When he left her mouth, there were strings of spit connecting the head to her lips. She spat down onto him, then used her hand to rub her saliva all over his cock before pushing her lips down his length again. 

	She jerked his shaft while sucking. He swelled in the warmth and wetness until precum leaked out of him. She swallowed it up and tried to suck more out.

	When she couldn’t take it anymore, she pulled off him. She felt a tingle in her pussy as she looked at his well-muscled torso.

	Bella stayed on her knees as Wesley stood up. He grabbed her under her armpits and pulled her to a standing position, then shoved her down onto the couch. She didn’t struggle as he pushed her thighs apart to reveal her secret slickness. Wesley seemed to like the look of the bare, wet lips.

	It was his turn to crouch down between her legs. He put her feet on his shoulders and gripped her by the thighs with his strong hands. When he leaned forward, he pushed her legs back, making Bella angle her pussy up toward his face.

	She whimpered as he put his mouth to her pussy. He parted her pink folds with his tongue, poking it out and running it up and down her slit.

	Bella had to grab his hair with her hands and squeeze it, the feelings were so powerful. He started making slurping noises as his tongue moved faster and faster on her sex, soaking her. 

	Then he started tonguing her little erect clit. She jumped and jerked and cried out as he held her pussy to his face and worked it. 

	Screaming, she came on him. Her pussy convulsed and clenched and got his mouth wetter with her juices.

	When Wesley pulled back, practically his whole face shone with her juices. He panted, trying to catch his breath as he looked up at her.

	Keeping her in the same position, he stood up partially. His long, heavy cock hovered right over her lower stomach. It still glistened with her saliva, and a big bead of precum had formed at the tip. She felt the urge to lick it off, but he held her firmly in place. He grabbed her behind the knees and pushed her legs to her chest. 

	He started lowering his cock down to her pussy. She swallowed. Her heart suddenly started hammering in her chest as she anticipated how he would feel inside her.

	Then he stopped. He looked at her. “Should I get a condom?” He asked.

	“No! I want to feel you inside me, your skin against mine,” Bella replied. She wasn't on birth control, but she didn't care. It had been too long since she'd had a man inside of her. And she didn't want anything between them.

	She'd always made Josh wear a rubber. But that had been before the world went crazy. She needed to know what it felt like.

	She figured she'd just tell him to pull out. Maybe. 

	His cock jerked as he heard the words. She knew that the thought of fucking her bareback really turned him on. She knew it really turned her on. She tried to raise her hips a little.

	Gritting his teeth, Wesley looked back down. They watched as he slid the head of his cock down her slit, using it as a guide. He stopped for a moment when the tip of his cock found her sopping hole.

	Wesley grunted as he urged his cock forward into her wet little pussy. Bella gritted her teeth and pulled her lips back over them as she felt her tightness stretch around his shaft. She could see his member straining as he tried to push it deeper into her.

	It felt so good, having a bare cock inside her. She couldn’t believe that she’d never tried it before. It was so much better than using a condom. She could feel him against her, his warmth and hardness. She could feel his cock throb as she pleasured him with the tight, wet walls of her pussy.

	He pulled slowly back out of her until they could both see most of his shaft. Her pussy left it coated in a layer of saliva of her juices. Harder than before, he thrust back into her. Her body went rigid as he stretched her out for a second time around him, totally filling her up. 

	With her legs back like they were, he could get as deep into her as was possible. He pulled back and thrust forward again, making the couch shake.

	Bella loved the sound his balls made as they slapped against her ass with each stroke. She loved the way her pussy felt around him, and she especially loved the way his cock felt so hot and hard in her and for her.

	Reaching down under her thighs, she spread her pussy lips apart with her fingers so that he could get a better look at how she held onto him so firmly.

	He looked down once, then threw his head back in ecstasy. He pumped her hard and fast, their bodies picking up a rhythm. Soon, they moaned together.

	“God, I have to get a good look at that sweet ass of yours,” Wesley said through clenched teeth.

	He pulled out of her. Bella felt so empty, then, so desperate to have him back inside. He flipped her over, and she went onto her knees and gripped the back of the couch. 

	He grabbed her ass cheeks again, feeling and squeezing them, pulling them apart and running his fingers over the firm flesh.

	“Fuck, that is nice...” Wesley said.

	Bella giggled at his compliment. She wiggled her ass at him.

	“But let’s not forget why we’re here. You've been bad, breaking lockdown rules and all...” Wesley said.

	She didn’t know what he meant until he raised one hand up and spanked her. She yelped at the sudden pain. Looking over her shoulder, she saw a red handprint already forming on one of her cheeks.

	Before she could say anything else, he spanked her again. The pain took her breath away.

	Wesley spanked each of her ass cheeks four times, leaving them covered in reddening handprints. His shoulders rose and fell as he caught his breath and admired his handiwork.

	“I think that’s good enough,” he said. 

	Grabbing her by the hips, he pulled her into position. Then he pressed his cock against her pussy again and re-entered her.  She gasped as he seemed to fill her even more deeply than before. Her back arched, giving him a better angle to re-start his thrusting. She was so wet around him that they could hear as he shoved in and out of her.

	His hands travelled over her smooth flesh as they fucked, pausing to give an appreciative squeeze to one breast, or to give her ass another light spank.

	Soon, she pushed back as hard as she could as he slammed forward.

	“Oh God, I’m going to come!” Wesley said.

	“Come in my pussy!” Bella said, slamming back against him, all thoughts of telling him to pull out erased from her mind.

	Wesley groaned, his fingers digging into her flesh as she pushed back so that her ass pressed against his stomach.

	She squeezed his cock and he grunted. His cock swelled up, getting bigger and stiffer inside her. Then it jerked. Warmth spurted out the end of it into her pussy.

	As she felt him coming inside her, she came on him. She squeezed one of her own breasts, pinching her nipple as her pussy clenched and unclenched around his cock. Waves of pleasure washed over her, pulsing through her body as her pussy squeezed more and more cum from Wesley’s member.

	Wesley left his hard shaft in her for a few moments after it stopped throbbing, then he pulled out.

	"I needed that so fucking bad," Bella said, smiling. Her little pussy already ached inside of her. But it was a good ache. A satisfied ache.

	"Me too," Wesley replied, sinking back against the couch. His cock, still partially hard, flexed a little every time his heart beat.

	She glanced at the clock on the DVD player and sighed. Her parents probably only had 45 minutes or so left on the movie.

	It was too bad. She'd been trying to scrape together the nerve to see if he wanted to go another round. But if they did she wouldn't have enough time to sneak back home and get cleaned up before dinner.

	He seemed to read her thoughts. "I'll leave the door unlocked for you. Come back over tomorrow, or any day really. I think this lockdown's gonna go a lot smoother from here on out."

	She smiled again, still feeling the light stinging in her ass cheeks from where he'd spanked her. Maybe things would go a lot rougher. But in a good, hot way.

	She reached over and gave his wet cock a quick squeeze and giggled girlishly at him. Then she got dressed and snuck back home, already planning on coming back the next day.

	



	



Lockdown with Neighbor Daddy

	 

	My parents didn’t trust me to quarantine by myself, even though I’m 18. I hated being told what to do. I hated not having the house to myself while they stayed overseas.

	And I thought I would hate having to stay with Tony Bauer, my dad’s friend and our neighbor.

	I'd known Cole my whole life, pretty much. Even had a bit of a schoolgirl crush on him for a while.

	He liked sports and working on old cars and sometimes he played the electric guitar in his garage. None of the things my own dad did. My dad worked in an office and didn't seem to do many dad-like things.

	I know it's kind of weird to have a crush on an older guy because he seemed more like a traditional dad, so it's something I never told anyone.

	Not even Tony's own daughter, Melinda, who was a year older than me and one of my best friends growing up.

	At first I was kind of excited at the prospect of quarantining with Cole, because I thought Melinda might be there.

	But she'd already been to college for a year by the time I finished high school and Cole said that she had decided to spend the lockdown with her boyfriend.

	So it was just going to be the two of us. Just me and a guy old enough to be my dad. A guy I'd had a crush on. For weeks. Maybe even months. No one seemed to know yet.

	A guy I'd maybe thought about some nights when I reached down underneath the covers to toy with my secret heat.

	So I had mixed feelings about the whole thing, as you can see.

	The day I went over, I came with a bunch of bags and Tony helped me bring them up to the guest room.

	"How about this?" I said after setting my backpack down on the bed. "I actually stay at my house and you tell my parents I'm here with you. It'll be our little secret." I added a conspiratorial wink.

	I also noticed the way his body filled out his shirt. Nice shoulders.

	He smiled through his five-o'clock shadow, "How about I owe your dad big and I'm not going to be a liar. So no. You keep your butt in this house until it's safe."

	I turned around and wiggled my ass at him. It made quite a picture, since I'd put on a tight pair of shorts.

	He glanced down and his grin grew. "And don't ask me to buy any beer for you either. You'll stay here with me and be good until your parents get back. That will be our little secret."

	I stuck my tongue out at him while he turned and went for the door. He stopped partway through and looked back at me.

	"Oh, and Melinda told me to let you know you can use her room if you like. Apparently she left some tops she think would look..." he paused and rubbed at his eyes as though he couldn't believe what he was about to say, "...Cute on you."

	I grinned and blushed at the same time. And there was something else. Heat between my thighs. Heat and a sudden sensation of pleasant wetness.

	It took only one restless night of me tossing and turning, thinking of that little grin of his and the way his chest and shoulders filled out his shirt, to decide to seduce him.

	If this lockdown was going to continue for long, I knew fucking would be a great way to pass the time.

	And my chance came up the very next day. Tony decided to order in some pizza and watch a taped football game to make things feel a little normal.

	We stood in the kitchen, putting our steaming, cheesy slices on plates. He also had a bottle of beer open on the island.

	"You can take yours up to Melinda's room if you like. There's probably a movie or something you can find on the TV there."

	I stole a couple of longing glances at him. He still had the sexy shadow of stubble on his cheeks, and I wondered what it might feel like while it prickled my inner thighs.

	My pussy quivered at that thought, and I could feel more heat rushing into my cheeks.

	"Actually, I thought I'd watch the game with you," I offered him my most girlish, innocent smile.

	He frowned back at me. "You sure? I never really pictured you for a football fan."

	I shrugged. "Sometimes it's less what's on and more who you're watching it with." I licked my lips, hoping they looked nice and glossy and full.

	He cocked and eyebrow at me, either not noticing or pretending not to notice my little flirts. "Suit yourself."

	I followed him into the living room and we both plopped down on the couch. I'd sat close enough to him that we weren't quite touching. Close enough that he gave me some side eye but said nothing.

	I wondered if he could hear my heart pounding away in my chest. My whole body tingled with excitement and anticipation.

	I shivered, not from the cold.

	This Tony did notice. "You okay? Have a bit of a chill?"

	It was such a good idea my mouth dropped open. Why hadn't I thought of that? I'd been wondering about how to get closer to him.

	"Yes! It's chilly in here! You look warm," I shifted my butt over on the couch and rubbed my thigh against his. 

	He had his hand on his thigh, and his fingers brushed against my bare skin. He curled them away, but didn't move his hand.

	"Women. Always so cold," Tony shook his head and snorted. He didn't tell me to move away though.

	My blood pumped fire through my veins. Touching him like that drove me crazy. My pussy trembled with need. I couldn't wait any longer.

	My plate of pizza sat forgotten on the coffee table. So did his.

	“I’m still cold!” I said, pushing my body harder against his. With a few moves designed to look like I was trying to get comfortable, I got his fingers between my thighs. We sat there like that for a few minutes, both of us pretending to watch the game on the TV.

	"We shouldn't..." Tony said. "If your dad found out..." He didn't take his hand away.

	"He's thousands of miles away. He'll never find out..." I thought of something delicious, "It'll be our secret. Come on, don't you want me? I'm 18, you know. Legal." 

	Then I felt his fingers squeeze my flesh. They were just a few inches from my pussy, near that little triangular space some woman had between their sex and their thighs.

	Putting the tip of my tongue between my teeth and biting down a little on it, I started shifting my hips, opening my legs slightly. 

	My heart pounded inside me so hard and so loudly that I thought he had to be able to hear it. What I wanted was so close. The heat of his fingers on me seemed to bleed deeper into my flesh, feeding into the even greater heat I felt in my pussy. I wondered if he could feel it.

	When I glanced down at his crotch, I knew he could. His eyes looked at the TV as though his life depended on it, like there was nothing else in the world but the game. But his cock told a different story. I could see it, long and stiff in his pants.

	With another little nudge of my hips, I shifted his hand up until the side of his little finger rested right against my slit. I gasped a little at the sudden contact.

	I was about to say something to entice him when I felt him start to slide his finger up and down. Immediately, I spread my legs apart.

	“Oh, Tony, that feels so good...” I moaned, grinding my hips against his touch.

	Finally, he turned his head and looked at me. My heart jolted as I saw the desire written across his features.

	He gave in to his temptation. God, I was already so fucking wet for him.

	“Your pussy is so hot, Alyssa,” he said.

	I ran my fingers through my long hair, pulling it up and arching my back and neck as I said, “I was wet before I sat down.”

	“I didn’t know you were such a naughty girl,” Tony said. He had just enough of his “Tony” voice going to make me think he was actually admonishing me. But his finger rubbing up and down my pussy told me differently.

	“Yes, Tony, I’ve been really bad. I’m so sorry,” I said. I finished by putting my index finger in my mouth, then pulling it out slowly. He watched my lips as they pulled back along my finger. It came out of my mouth all shiny with my saliva.

	“Bad girls deserve to be punished,” Tony replied.

	He stopped stroking me through my pants. Instead, he put his beer down and then wrapped his arms around my waist. I squealed as he sat up straighter and then pulled me over his knee. 

	“I’m sorry, Tony, please don’t punish me!” I said.

	He growled at me. Without even bothering to pull my pants down, he started spanking me. The sound of each slap against my firm ass echoed in the living room. I let out a yelp each time, my body bouncing forward a little from the force of each strike. 

	Soon, that buzzing, stinging feeling overtook my ass. He spanked me so hard that I began to feel tears in the corners of my eyes. I grabbed the couch cushion closest to me and squeezed it.

	Beneath all that pain, my pussy felt even hotter and wetter than before. I tried to sit up, but he just held me down with his other arm across my back. I realized that he’d taken control. I couldn’t get up, couldn’t move unless he let me.

	“Such a bad girl,” Tony said, “You need to be taught a lesson.”

	I couldn’t feel anything but stinging pain and arousal. I started begging him to let me up, telling him I’d be a good girl for him, but he kept spanking. Through it all, I could feel his stiff shaft as I laid there in his lap. It was so close, but I couldn’t get to it.

	Then he pulled my pants and underwear off, leaving me with just my shirt. Looking back, I could see how red my flesh had become. 

	He bent over, one hand on each ass cheek, and pressed his teeth against my flesh. He bit down and I yelped. When he pulled back, I saw that he’d left teeth marks.

	“You smell so fucking good,” he said as he looked over my body. 

	Then he pulled my legs apart and pushed a finger into my pussy. My back arched and I bit down on my lower lip. He was actually inside me! Actually touching me where I wanted him to. 

	He began running his finger in and out of my wet little hole, curling it as he went.

	“I want you to come for Tony,” he said as he shoved a second finger in along with the first.

	I was so wet that his fingers already made slurping noises as they moved in and out of my pink folds. I wanted so badly to do what he asked. He pushed in and out, faster and harder. My pussy felt so tight around his fingers already. I concentrated on how they felt as they rubbed against my walls.

	My own fingers squeezed the couch cushion again as I arched my ass a little higher in the air, allowing him to push even deeper into me. 

	He shoved his fingers as deeply into me as he could. Leaving them like that, he started stroking against my walls even as they tightened around him. He was relentless, tireless. I began moaning, trying to move even as he held me down.

	“Do as I tell you,” he said, stroking harder.

	Finally, I was too tight even for his fingers to move. I squealed and shook as I came on him, my pussy massaging him even as I felt myself get overwhelmed by the strength of my climax.

	It was so deep that I didn’t even realize he was telling me to do something else. He had his fingers out of me, and I felt his hands pushing my shoulders.

	“Put Tony’s cock in your mouth,” he said. 

	I undid his pants and pulled them down his thighs. His cock was already fully hard, springing up to point straight at my face. A pearly little ball of precum had moved out of the tip and was making its way down his shaft.

	He grabbed my head and pushed it down. I opened my mouth and took him in it. He was so thick. He throbbed in my mouth as I let my tongue explore the smooth shaft.

	But he kept pushing. I had so much of him in me that I started to gag. He held me there, keeping my head in place. I tried to take more and more of him, even though I couldn’t breathe.

	When my lungs began burning, he let me move up his length a little so that I could breathe, letting go of my head completely. 

	“Put your hands behind your back,” he said.

	I put my hands at the small of my back as I ran my lips up and down his hard cock a few inches at a time. He bent to one side a little, picking up my pants from where he’d discarded them. Grabbing my wrists, he wrapped the elastic material around them several times, then tied a knot.

	He got a handful of my hair and pushed my mouth all the way down his cock again. As I gargled on his shaft, his other hand explored me body. It was all his. He started with my back, tracing my shoulder blades. His fingers moved down to my ass, making me wince as they moved over the red marks they’d left earlier.

	I moaned as they pushed between my thighs, running up and down my slit a few times. Then he moved his fingertips up into the cleft of my ass. I felt his cock swell in my mouth as his fingers moved in circles around the little rosebud of my asshole.

	He put his fingers into his mouth for a moment, pulling them away from my ass. Then he put them back, wet this time. I felt my body clench up as he pushed against my tightest hole. After a few moments, my flesh yielded to his will and he entered me.

	He fingered my ass while keeping my mouth pressed down his cock, letting me up for air occasionally.

	Lifting me by my hair, he pulled me off his cock into a sitting position. I panted for air, my lips almost numb from sucking. I’d managed to cover his shaft with gobs of my spit. I watched them slide down his member, leaving wet trails behind.

	He pulled back on my hair, making me expose my neck to him. I whimpered. It felt good for him to pull on me like that. It hurt a little, but the pain only seemed to make all the pleasures better.

	Tony spent a few moments squeezing my breasts through my shirt. He smiled at the way my nipples responded to him, and I felt a little annoyed that he hadn’t taken off all my clothes.

	“Do you want my big cock in your pussy?” Tony said, grabbing hold of my nipple and pinching down on it.

	“Yes,” I said.

	“Good, because I want to fill that little pussy of yours up with my cum. Would you like that?” He twisted my nipple a little more, making me wince. 

	I felt a tingle in the small of my back. I really did want him to come in me. I wanted him to do whatever made him feel good.

	“Yes, Tony,” I said. 

	He threw me down onto my side and took a moment to push his own pants all the way off. He went onto his knees on the couch and looked down at my pussy. I pulled my knees up closer to my chest, my legs pressed together. 

	He put one hand on my hip to steady himself as he crouched down a little lower. 

	With my knees together and my legs pulled back, I was extra tight. He grunted as he pushed the head of his cock against my sex. I could feel my tightness resisting the pressure. He grabbed the base of his cock to get some more support. He backed off a little, abandoning the attempt to enter me that way.

	Instead, he used his cock like a battering ram, bumping it against me. Finally, we both sucked in sharp breaths as my pussy yielded to him. The head entered me, stretching me around him.

	I couldn’t control my breathing. It was like my body was intoxicated with him. He ploughed into me, his cock sinking deeper every moment. I almost came on him right then, on his first stroke.

	The feelings had been building up for so long. All I could think about was how he was actually fucking me right then. The object of my fantasies had his stiff shaft almost balls deep into my tight little cunt already.

	I looked up over my shoulder at him. His jaw was set in concentration. I felt his hard cock flex inside me as he quickly pulled it back, making the lips of my pussy slide along his wet shaft. He was so hard for me. Knowing how much I aroused him, how much he desired and needed my body just made me wet.

	I loved the way he felt inside me, his bare cock rubbing against the bare walls of my sex.

	Then I begged for him to fuck me hard. My pussy still hadn’t stretched out quite enough around his girth, so I screamed when he slammed it back into me. It hurt, but I wanted more. I told him so.

	He fucked me again and again, his member so hard against my softness. His strokes got a little easier as my pussy lubricated him and stretched to fit him.

	The whole time, my body felt hot. Everything seemed to buzz and vibrate, from my toes all the way to my scalp. It was like he made my body come truly alive. I’d never felt anything quite like it before.

	“Is my pussy tight enough for you, Tony?” I asked him as his hand slipped from my hip to squeeze my sore ass.

	Then he grabbed my hair and pulled my head back again, arching my back, letting him deeper inside me than before.

	I screamed out, “Fuck me harder, Tony!” as I came on his cock. His strokes were long and even, and he brought me to an incredible climax. I struggled against my bonds, wanting desperately to grab hold of something to keep myself from falling away from reality.

	My orgasm started to ebb, and I let the breath I’d been holding out in a long, shuddering sigh.

	Then his cock flexed in me, getting even harder and larger. As he came in me, my orgasm returned to full force. My pussy clenched down on his shaft, unwilling to let go as he shot spurt after spurt of hot cum hard enough into me that I felt it.

	“Tony!” I yelled through clenched teeth.

	I loved the look on his face as my pussy continued massaging his member. With each spurt, he’d wince as though it felt so good to come in me that it almost hurt. I wanted to reach up and touch him, to stroke his face and ride him through the experience. 

	He’d had control of me the whole time, and I loved that I’d been able to make him lose control, to give himself entirely to me for the short time his orgasm lasted.

	When he finished, he let out a long sigh as well. His cock was still rigid inside me as he withdrew. My pussy had tightened, trying to keep him in, and I let out a little moan as I felt the ridges around the head rub against my walls for the last time.

	"That was even better than I thought it was going to be!" I said.

	His eyebrows knitted together. "You planned this?"

	I shrugged and smiled innocently, "Well, I didn't want to spend all this time by myself, getting hornier and hornier."

	He rubbed at his eyes, "If your dad ever finds out..."

	I grabbed his cock, still slick with his cum and my juices, and gave it a nice squeeze. "He's not going to find out. Not so long as you keep giving me what I know we both want."

	His shaft pulsed in my hand, and I wondered how soon I could get him hard again.

	It was going to be a good lockdown.

	



	



Quarantine Taboo

	 

	"So after the fire at Nate's place, he's going to come stay with us for as long as this lockdown lasts," Theresa's dad said from the middle of the kitchen, his hands flat on the butcher's block island.

	"Dad!" Theresa whined, immediately annoyed with how it made her sound so young. She was 18, not some kid, "The house is full with our family in it. Where's he even going to sleep?"

	Her dad shrugged, "Down in the basement. We'll clear out the spare room and set him up in there. And that's final. I've known Nate since the second grade. I'm not turning my back on him now."

	Theresa huffed and crossed her arms beneath her small and perky breasts. "Can't he just stay in a hotel?"

	"You know he can't. They're full after the city council decided to use them to house the homeless. What's the big deal to you, anyway? I always thought you liked Nate."

	She had always liked him. Had. But there'd been that thing at the pool party down the street a couple months back, not too long after her 18th birthday.

	She'd been super on point with her bikini that day. It made her ass look great, her tummy seem even flatter, and it flattered the small amount of cleavage she could muster.

	Nate and her dad, as well as all the other dads in the neighborhood, had quite a bit of beer that Saturday.

	She remembered Nate coming up behind her. She remembered the way he'd cupped her ass, and the way he'd squeezed right before telling her how great she looked.

	It hadn't exactly been bad. Actually, she wasn't sure how to feel about it. Normally she didn't go for older guys. Especially not ones she'd known her whole life.

	It just felt weird. But in a sort of sexy way that had made her wake up more than once in the middle of the night with the sheets in a tangle around her trembling body and her pussy so et she'd soaked right through her panties.

	It wasn't that she didn't want to think about Nate doing more to her than squeezing her pert ass, it was that she couldn't stop.

	And she just knew it would be even worse if he started living with them for weeks or even longer.

	But it wasn't like she could tell her dad any of that.

	"So?" her dad asked as though he could sense her inner struggle, "What's your problem?"

	"Whatever," Theresa said, "Just so long as he spends most of his time in the basement. I need space!"

	Nate came to stay the next day. And the thing that pissed Theresa off the most was that he didn't even pay her any special attention.

	It was as though the ass grabbing incident had never even happened.

	And much like a cat being ignored, Theresa couldn't tolerate that. She started dressing skimpier around him. Not wearing bras so that her nipples poked at the thin cotton of her shirt.

	She would drop something and then bend over near him.

	She wore the tiniest shorts she could find. Ones that let her ass hang out the bottom. She even put on yoga pants without any underwear so that would show the curved contours of her pussy lips.

	Through all that, Nate gave her nothing. Nothing more than he gave anyone else in the household.

	The more he ignored her, the more she ended up wanting him. She went to sleep at night thinking about his cock slowly forcing its way into the tightness of her slippery pussy. She would wake up having dreamt about cumming so hard all over his cock that Nate's face twisted up with please so good it was almost pain.

	The days and the night swung away like that until she just couldn't take it anymore. Until she needed to have him in real life. Dreams just weren't good enough any more.

	The problem, as always, were her parents and brother. They were in lockdown too. There was no way she could get Nate to fuck her without them noticing.

	Then came one fateful Saturday morning.

	"We're allowed back onto the beach, so long as we keep our distance," her dad said, poking his head into her room, "We're about to head out. Wanna grab your swimsuit?"

	Electric fingers tickled against the backside of her ribs as she sat up, trying not to let him see the way she trembled. "I dunno. Maybe, maybe not. Say... is Nate coming?"

	Her dad shook his head, "He never was a beach guy. I think he's still on his workout downstairs. So, what's it gonna be?"

	Theresa hunched over a little and hugged at her belly, "You know, I would, but my tummy's a little off. Next time?"

	"You sure?"

	"Yeah."

	Her dad looked at her for an uncomfortable amount of time before he said, "OK, fine. We'll be back in time for supper."

	She waited until she heard the car pull out of the driveway before she padded her way barefoot downstairs into the basement.

	This was going to be her only chance. Her pussy was already so slick. Her tummy trembled with warmth. She couldn't wait any longer.

	Sure enough, Nate was in the basement. Her dad was wrong though, Nate had already showered. He sat on the couch. He wore a pair of jeans and thin undershirt that showed off his broad shoulders.

	She admired his body for a moment, her mouth suddenly dry.

	"Hey," she said, her voice so quiet she thought he wouldn't hear."

	"Hey you," Nate stood up, pulling a wrinkle out of his shirt. "Thought you'd be at the beach."

	She shrugged coyly and leaned against the wall, "I thought about it. But then I remembered that I wanted to talk to you about something, and this is the first chance I've had to be alone with you."

	He frowned, just a little, "OK, sure. What'd you want to talk about."

	Her legs felt like floppy spaghetti noodles. She could feel her heartbeat in her pussy. She thought her panties had already soaked through.

	Still, she made it over to him. His frown deepened. "Everything good with you? Your cheeks are a little flushed."

	Still, his eyes strayed down a moment. Her nipples had peaked, and the firm, tender flush pushed hard against her shirt.

	“Nate,” she said, the word feeling strange as it came out of her mouth, “I want you to fuck me.”

	His eyes widened. She saw him tremble a little, too. Since they stood so close, she felt something harden against her thigh. She looked down and saw his hard cock, straining against the denim.

	Then he grabbed her around the waist and crushed her body to his. His lips sought hers. His stubble prickled her a little as their lips looked for each other. A jolt of electricity shot right down to her toes as they kissed. His mouth was warm, the flesh surprisingly soft.

	Theresa found her hands had their own desires. They moved round Nate’s back, touching and squeezing the strong muscles she’d admired earlier.

	An involuntary tremble took her body as Nate’s strong hands slid down her back and firmly grasped her by the ass. It was like a dam had broken, and the water that represented their desire came bursting out to drown any other thoughts or wants.

	Leaving one hand on her ass, the other found a handful of hair at the back of her head. He pulled so that she had to break their kiss and look at the ceiling. She whimpered as his lips moved in a moist line down her long neck.

	“Oh, Nate, I’m so wet...” Theresa said.

	She gasped as she felt his teeth against her throat, pressing against her almost to the point of pain. He was like some dominant animal, asserting his power over the object of his desire.

	They almost tripped as Nate shoved her down onto the couch. He never stopped kissing and lightly biting her neck.

	A moan escaped her throat as she felt his hard bulge pressing against her pussy. Wrapping her legs around his body, she ground against him. Shocks and jolts of pleasure seemed to shoot out of her sex through the rest of her body as his hardness rubbed against her most sensitive parts. 

	Nate stopped kissing her and leaned back a little, pressing his hard bulge against her. He pulled off her shirt. Supporting himself with one arm, he ran his other hand over her taut stomach. His fingers moved between the pert mounds of her breasts and wrapped around her neck for a second.

	He squeezed lightly as she looked into his face. She desperately wanted him to rip off their pants and shove his hard shaft into her.

	His hand moved away from her neck. He cupped one of her breasts through her bra, then the other. She felt her nipples stiffen. 

	Slipping his hand between her back and the couch, he undid the clasp of her bra in one smooth movement. He pulled her bra off slowly, tossing it behind him without looking away from her figure.

	"Your dad can never find out," he said.

	"He never will," Theresa replied, her voice husky with need. "Just don't ignore me anymore."

	A hungry look took his face as he looked at her bare breasts, with their stiff nipples. Putting both hands on the couch then, he moved lower and took one nipple in his mouth. 

	Theresa grabbed his head with both hands and held his face there. She moaned and wriggled beneath him as his tongue wrapped around the puckered flesh and rubbed against it. She whimpered as she felt his teeth bite down lightly.

	When she could take no more, he moved to the other breast. Her chest rose and fell sharply as she took deep, gulping breaths. 

	“Oh, Nate...” Theresa moaned as she felt the sparks of arousal ignite fires throughout her body.

	She pulled his face away from her breast and made him look at her again, “Will you lick me, Nate?”

	The guys her own age she'd been with hadn't been very good. But Nate was so much older. So much more experienced.

	The need to feel his bare flesh against her pussy overwhelmed all other thoughts. If he didn’t touch her there soon, she knew she would just pass out from it all. He looked into her eyes, seeing her need.

	“Yes, baby,” he said.

	He kissed her neck again as she writhed against the hardness of his body. This time, however, his kisses slipped lower. They moved between her breasts and she felt a flush of heat. The kisses reached her stomach and she started moaning. 

	Without breaking the fluidity of his movement, he reached up and undid her shorts. He pulled apart the flaps of the shorts and kissed her there, his lips so tantalizingly close to her sopping slit. 

	When he began pulling her shorts and panties down, he kissed her on one thigh as the flesh was revealed. He threw her clothes onto the floor. 

	His hands slid up her other leg, followed by his lips. The tips of his fingers moved along the outside edge of her pussy and she shivered. Kissing her inner thighs, his hot breath moved over her flesh and through her body. He kissed the little fold of skin between her leg and pussy, then moved his lips so close to her wet slit that she felt them brush past before kissing the other fold.

	“Please, Nate...” Theresa begged.

	Nate changed position, crouched down beside the couch. He grabbed her by the knees and pushed them back so that he had a better angle on the pink lips and folds of her pussy. 

	Sticking his tongue out, he started licking her. She felt the tip push between her lips to get at the more sensitive folds beneath. He went slowly at first, just running the tip up and down her slit, paying a little more attention to her clit, which stood out erect and plain to see. 

	Then he opened his mouth a little wider. He used his jaw and neck to rapidly grind his tongue against her.

	Theresa squealed and wriggled in his grip. She pushed her pussy harder against his tongue, wanting him to lick it faster and with more force. Whimpers escaped her parted lips as she felt the walls of her pussy clench up and get even slicker than before. 

	“That’s so good, Nate,” Theresa said. She grabbed him by the back of the head and jam his face even harder against her.

	Then he stopped licking. Instead, he moved his face down slightly. She yelped as his tongue darted into her sopping hole. He did it again, and again. He kept fucking her with his tongue until she came on his face, pulling so hard against him that she was scared she was hurting him. She moaned as the waves of euphoria washed over her, originating from her pussy and pushing out through the rest of her, igniting every nerve and fibre.

	But when her orgasm ended and he pulled back, he didn’t appear hurt at all. His whole face was covered in a shiny layer of her juices, though, and his lips were red from all the rubbing. 

	Sitting up on the couch, she grabbed him by the shoulders and pulled him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips. The flavor just seemed to fuel her desire for him even more. 

	She stood, still kissing him. Her fingers found the button of his jeans and undid them. She pushed them down, finally breaking the kiss. His cock, long and stiff, sprung up so that it was parallel with the floor. It looked so thick, so hard.

	Grabbing him, she spun them both around and pushed him onto the couch so that he was on his back. Before he could say anything, she’d grabbed his shaft with one hand.

	“It’s so big and hard,” she said, marvelling at how it felt. It throbbed in her fingers, and she knew he liked how she touched him.

	Her lithe and youthful body practically thrummed with desire. It was actually going to happen. Saliva squirted into her mouth.

	She smiled for a moment before leaning over and taking him in her mouth. Her lips sank almost halfway down his member before she stopped. Working up lots of saliva, she slathered his shaft with her tongue. 

	“That’s so good, baby,” Nate said. He held her hair out of the way and watched her lips work his cock. 

	Her need to have him inside her made her stop sucking him. She pulled back, spitting down on his cock. She looked at it, rubbing the saliva into his flesh with her fingers.

	Then she climbed up onto him, her hands on his muscular chest for support. Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed his cock. Theresa lowered herself until she felt the big head against her sex and stopped. She let go of his cock and put that hand back on his chest.

	Nate grabbed her by the ass, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. She could feel his heat against her pussy, and she hoped he could feel hers.

	He felt so large. She looked down between her legs as she started sitting down on his cock. The first thrust always felt so tight. She gritted her teeth and moaned as she felt her pussy stretching around his girth.

	She sank down on him slowly as his hard cock forced her walls apart and moved deeper inside her. Nate helped, pulling down on her ass while simultaneously lifting his hips. 

	Soon, more than half his shaft was inside her. She paused for a moment, just to take in how it felt to have him so big and hard in her wetness. She could still feel him throbbing in her. 

	Just thinking about how he felt in her made her tighten around his cock for a second. He grunted and she groaned. She dug her nails into his chest at the sudden renewed tightness. Her fingers relaxed as her pussy did.

	When Theresa could manage, she lifted herself up so that his cock slid a few inches out of her. Then she pushed back down on him, taking a little more of his length. She fucked him like that again and again, moaning as she took Nate’s hard shaft inch by inch all the way into her tight little pussy.

	He joined in on her rhythm, pushing his cock deeper into her as she descended and pulling most of the way out of her as she travelled back up his member. 

	“It’s so tight, baby,” Nate said.

	His fingers squeezed her ass every time she took him in one of those long, deep strokes all the way in. She smiled down at him, playfully scratching his chest. 

	She liked to push all the way down until her ass rested on his body. Her pussy could hardly hold his whole cock. Then she squeezed around him, giggling a little at the sudden strained expression on his face at her tightness.

	It looked so hot. 

	Then she realized she could feel the spark of her orgasm fanning inside her. She started pounding down onto him, her flesh slapping against his, her pussy leaving his cock glistening with her juices.

	He knew what was happening as he slammed his cock up into her. 

	“Oh Nate,” Theresa said, “Cum with me!”

	She wasn't on the pill. She didn't care.

	It took three more strokes for her to climax. She arched her back, her long hair brushing against Nate’s thighs as her pussy clenched and convulsed around his shaft. He held onto her ass, slamming up into her for a little longer before he, too, went rigid.

	His cock got even harder, swelling within her. After another moment, it jerked, releasing a stream of cum into her tight little cunt. It jerked again and again, spurting his seed deep inside of her.

	Their combined orgasms drained them, leaving them in quivering heaps. Theresa lay down on Nate’s strong chest, her cheek against his neck. He was still hard inside her, still warm and throbbing. She could feel the warmth of his seed in her, trapped in her pussy by his cock.

	She wanted to stay like that for a while, and they did. Even when his cock softened and her own naturally tight grip pushed him out.

	She had gotten cleaned up by the time her family came back, and she smiled at them and asked how the beach trip went. However, she didn't really listen.

	Already, Theresa wondered when they would all leave again. And how she could make it happen sooner.

	A deep, hot ached had spread out from between her thighs. Nate had a big cock. She needed it buried all the way inside of her again.

	And she needed it soon.
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