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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.
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