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Her Rough Lockdown Lesson

	 

	At first Cristina had liked doing her college classes from home.

	Who could find anything wrong with staying in PJs all day, right? That was how she dealt with the lockdown after in-person classes at school closed and she was forced to move out of the dorms and back home.

	Again, not so bad, right?

	Except then it happened. Her mom and dad had invited one of their longtime friends to lockdown with them, since he was all by himself.

	The he in question? Clark. Clark was an okay guy, except when you had to live with him constantly, as Cristina found out.

	She couldn't believe that she'd had a crush on him not that long ago. It was right at the end of high school, after she'd turned 18. Her friend, Becky, had gotten an A in their AP history class by fucking their teacher.

	Late at night, over whispered conversations, Becky told Cristina about how older men knew how to handle a woman better. New how to touch. How hard to squeeze. How to lick.

	How to fuck.

	Becky told Cristina she'd never cum so hard as she did with their teacher. That none of the guys in their class had even come close.

	That's when Cristina started fantasizing about Clark, who'd pretty much always been in her life. She knew him about as well as she knew her own father.

	She just never thought she'd live with him for weeks and weeks like this. So maddeningly close.

	So she started talking back to him. Started breaking things around the house and blaming them on him.

	A few times now she'd even flushed the toilet while he was in the shower. Nothing made her smile like his sudden howl of shock as the hot water blasted him.

	She knew she was being a brat. And that she was too old to be a brat. But that didn't stop her. If anything, it got her off. Which was good, since porn just wasn't doing the trick anymore.

	Then came the day she broke the vase. It had been an accident. A genuine one. She passed by Clark in the hall and turned around to yell something after him, continuning in a backwards walk.

	She'd just started grinning when her hip hit the little wooden plinth the vase sat on. It wobbled back and forth for a moment before crashing to the hardwood floor, instantly shattered into dozens of jagged shards.

	Clark turned and stared wide at first at the vase, then at her.

	Something about that look set a fire in Cristina's tummy and she felt her inner brat push its way to the surface.

	"Why'd you do that, Clark? That was dad's favorite!"

	Clark's mouth formed a shocked O before his jaw clicked shut. "What? I didn't do it. Why the hell are you blaming me?"

	"Because it wasn't me. It was you!" Cristina shot back.

	That fire in her belly shifted lower, and Cristina realized she was wet. Part of her wondered if all this acting out was to see how far she had to push Clark before he did something.

	"You've gotten really saucy since you started college. Smarten up," Clark said.

	Her wicked smile took him aback. Shaking out of his grip again, Cristina went onto her tiptoes so she could get her face as close to his as possible.

	"What are you going to do about it... Clark?"

	His right hand opened and closed as though his fingers itched to grab her and teach her the lesson in manners and responsibility that he thought she needed so badly.

	But then her mother poked her head into the room, smiling. The plastic bags she held crinkled as they swayed heavily at her sides.

	Cristina smiled at him again, then ran off upstairs.

	"What's all this?" her mother said, the smile replaced by a frown when she saw the broken vase.

	"I... uh... I walked into the stand," Clark said. It was his turn for his face to go red.

	Her mom just shook her head, then looked at Cristina, "Things are opening up again soon. You better start filling out those job applications like you promised!"

	Her mother and father stepped out of the house again later that night, going to meet some old friends for some quality catching up time. Friends who were apparently on the outs with Clark.

	Cristina lay on her bed in her room, her ankles crossed and waving back and forth slowly like a pendulum. She was happy to be filling out the applications. It would get her away from that place and to somewhere new. Clark really seemed to have become a jerk since she'd finished high school. He only got more irritated as the time for her to go came closer. 

	What's his deal, anyway? she wondered. He'd seemed ready to yell at her earlier. Would he have spanked me? Neither of them had spanked her before. Her punishments had always been getting lectured and having things taken away.

	She'd been filling out the endless surveys about distance learning and thinking of essay topics for her classes for so long. She needed to stretch. 

	So she got up and went out into the hall. It had hardwood floors, too. There were four doors, one leading to her bedroom, one for the bathroom, one for a guestroom, and the master bedroom at the other end of the hall. In between two of the doorframes her mother had set up a small table. A clear crystal vase rested on this table, filled partway with water. Flowers of various shades spilled out over the lip in full bloom.

	Cristina walked over to it. She felt the flower petals between her fingers. They were so smooth. 

	"Be careful."

	Cristina turned. Clark stood at the top of the stairs, leaning against the banister. How long had he been standing there?

	"Of what?" Cristina said. She pulled the petal off the flower.

	"You know what," he said. There was a biting undertone to his voice that got her hackles up. Why was he being such an ass? He'd never been like that before.

	Her mouth went a little dry at his tone. Other things got a little wet. She became aware of how her thin cotton panties clung to her pussy.

	"Of course I'll be careful, Clark!" Cristina said.

	She deliberately caught the lip of the vase with one finger as she turned to storm back into her room. It tipped.

	For a moment, the glass teetered from side to side as the water sloshed around within it. It seemed like it would right itself.

	Then the flowers all swayed to one side. The extra weight shifted the momentum and the expensive crystal vase shattered on the floor. Water splashed as tiny, razor sharp shards flew through the air.

	Failing to hide her grin, Cristina turned and walked back to her room. In the doorway, she turned back again, ready to tell Clark to clean up his mess before her mom got home.

	But he stood directly behind her. Thunderheads and lightning glittered in his eyes. His eyebrows knit together, and he took long, deep breaths that made his chest and shoulders swell.

	She'd never seen him really angry before. A cold shiver went down her back. She couldn't look into that face anymore.

	So she jumped into her room and tried to slam the door shut. Clark stuck his foot in the jam, keeping it from closing all the way.

	"I'm sorry!" Cristina yelled as Clark forced the door open. Even with all her weight pressed against the other side, it only slowed him a little.

	Then he was in the room.

	"Sorry's not good enough, you brat! Your mom and dad have spoiled you rotten. You get away with everything! Not anymore. If they're not going to do anything about it, I will."

	He advanced on her. Cristina found herself backpedalling. Soon, the backs of her knees hit the foot of her bed and she fell backwards.

	"Clark!" Cristina yelled as he sat down on the bed.

	He grabbed her and pulled her over his knee. 

	"I should have done this a long time ago," he said, hiking her skirt up to reveal the tight cheeks of her ass, covered only by a pair of white cotton panties.

	"I'm sorry!" she yelled again.

	Her apology turned into a shriek as he spanked her. Not once, not twice. Three times he brought his palm down onto her behind, making her entire body go rigid as the shock of pain rippled through every muscle in her. 

	She felt a stinging heat in her cheeks. Clark had left his hand resting on her bottom. After a moment, she felt his fingers gently kneading her flesh. It felt nice, taking some of that stinging away.

	"Clark..." she said as she felt something stir against her stomach.

	It took her a second to realize it was his cock getting hard against her.

	"Don't try that tone with me, young lady. I don't think you've learned your lesson yet!" Clark said. His cock strained between their bodies, trying to stand up. His fingers dug more deeply into the firm flesh of her ass. 

	She tried to tighten her thighs together, but it was too late. He slid her panties off and dropped them on the floor. Red handprints had already formed on her cheeks. She could feel their stinging outlines. 

	Feeling his desire so hard against her made her body react. Her pussy started throbbing, and her walls got slick. She let out a little moan. 

	Cristina couldn't help but feel how big he'd gotten against her. She couldn't help how her pussy throbbed even more as her mind threw image after image at her of that rigid shaft sliding into her sopping pussy, inch after inch of it getting swallowed up as he sank into her, forcing her walls apart around his girth...

	She moaned again. It turned into a yelp as she felt him slip a finger between her legs. It pushed into her slit, between her lips. She almost came when his fingertip bumped against her still stiffening clit.

	"I always thought this was what you wanted," Clark said.

	"Clark," she started.

	He spanked her again, the sound of his palm hitting her bare flesh like a gunshot in the bedroom.

	"No! Don't you dare say a word unless I tell you to."

	He ran one hand up her back. A shiver of desire followed those fingers, and she couldn't help it as her flesh marbled with goosebumps all over.

	He started massaging her sex, moving that one finger he'd slipped between her lips up and down. It made a wet noise as more and more of her juices escaped, coaxed out by his touch.

	Then he ran the fingers of his other hand up into the hair at the back of her head. He tightened those fingers into a fist. The sensation as he pulled on her hair was a mixture of electric pain and want.

	He yanked back on her head, making her arch her neck. She gritted her teeth as her breathing quickened. His other finger worked her pussy harder even as the pain got more intense. Little moans and groans escaped through her teeth even as she tried to stop him.

	She found herself wanting him to put that finger into her. Her walls seemed to swell with the desire for it, even as she found herself thinking about how wrong this was. He'd been with her for her entire life. Why, then, did she find herself wanting him to shove his finger into her until she screamed with the pleasure of it? Why did she want to drench his cock in her spit and then make him sink it all the way into her as she convulsed in sexual agony?

	He let go of her hair and she let her head sink down, the muscles burning in the back of her neck.

	Then he slipped those fingers around her throat and tightened them. They squeezed. She gasped.

	He pushed his sopping finger into her waiting cunt. It tightened around him instantly, trying to keep him from escaping.

	His grasp on her neck increased as he curled his finger inside her. She tried to cry out as the shocks of pleasure moved through her, but she couldn't.

	Her mouth opened in a silent scream as he coaxed her young body into a deep orgasm with only one finger. The lack of air seemed to intensify it all the more. Her fingers and toes curled. Her vision went black for a moment, then seemed to explode with fireworks.

	The fingers on her throat let go, and she dragged lungfuls of air down her throat as she shook on his lap.

	Clark waited for his stepdaughter to catch her breath, then he lifted her from his lap and put her down on her back on the bed. All she could think about was how warm and wet her pussy felt. She could feel the wetness of it on her inner thighs. Clark's finger glistened with her juices. 

	Grabbing handfuls of the bedcover, she squeezed them in her fists. Clark stood up. He couldn't keep her eyes off her nubile, petite body. Especially the bare lips of her pussy and her slender legs.

	Quickly, he stripped off his clothes. His cock looked even bigger than it had felt against her as it sprang up, trembling and hard as a rock. The purple flesh of the head had gotten so taut with his desire that she knew she could have seen her reflection on its sensitive surface. 

	A clear bead of precum appeared at the tip as he drank in her body once more. 

	Cristina felt powerless beneath those eyes. She could see the heat of lust in them. What he'd said earlier had been true. She'd been jealous of her mother for a long time. She'd always wanted him. 

	Once or twice she'd even touched herself to thoughts of him. She would pretend it was her name she heard him moaning when he fucked her mother. Ever since she'd known what sex was, she'd wanted him to do it to her. She wanted that big, hard cock of his so badly sometimes.

	Still, there was that little voice inside her that always told her it was wrong. He was her stepfather. It was against the rules to have him like that.

	"Clark," she started again, ready to force out a "no" that she not-so-secretly wanted to be a "yes."

	"Quiet!" Clark said. He grabbed his cock and started stroking it as he looked at her, milking more of that clear precum from his rigid shaft. It trickled down his length onto his fingers. Cristina licked her lips as she looked at it, fantasizing about what it tasted like. She spread her legs wide apart for him, making the lips of her pussy part so he could see her entrance. He moaned a little at the sight. 

	"You need to learn your place," he said.

	He climbed onto the bed, supporting himself over her. Her breaths came short and quick as she caught the scent of his heady musk. Her fingers dug more deeply into her bedcover.

	Clark leaned down over her. His lips found her throat. He kissed that delicate flesh, making her arch her back up under his body as the electric feeling of pleasure moved through her.

	He opened his mouth wider and pressed his teeth against her throat. At the same time, he guided his cock in between her legs. She jolted under him as she felt the head bump against her pussy.

	Her legs wrapped around the small of his back, her ankles locking together. 

	A wordless yell escaped Cristina's lips as the head of her stepfather's cock sank into her. She could feel her tightness tugging at him even as her slick walls urged him to thrust more deeply into her body, to push all the way in so that his whole length could be wrapped by her throbbing walls. 

	He bit her neck harder, groaning as her hot little sex soaked his shaft. 

	Clark only let himself part way in. He left wet hickies on her neck as he pushed himself back onto his knees. 

	She moaned in despair as he started pulling out. Then he rammed back in. He did it again and again, each time getting more of his long cock into her. Finally, she felt his balls slapping against her with each thrust into her hot, wet sex. 

	Grabbing her ankles, Clark pulled them apart. He pushed them in front of him, then brought her thighs together, making her tighten up around him even more. He had to slow down, she gripped him so firmly.

	For a bit, he kept both her ankles on one of his shoulders, hugging her bare thighs together with his arms.

	Then he slipped her ankles from her shoulder and pushed both her legs down to one side so that they rested on the bed. 

	He fucked her hard and fast, his body flushing a deep red with the effort. His thick cock pulled out on each thrust wetter than before, her juices running down the bottom of his shaft down onto his thighs.

	She could feel him getting harder inside of her. The look on his face was like a mixture of agony and bliss as her cunt brought him closer and closer to cumming. 

	"Clark!" she screamed, unable to help it. She couldn't believe how hard and big he felt inside her. His every little moan sent a shiver through her whole body, giving her goosebumps all over.

	He didn't seem to mind that she'd spoken with his permission. She took it a step father.

	Quick as she could, she leaned up and grabbed his face. She fell backwards again, pulling him down. His hot breath washed across her.

	"I want your cum, Clark," she said.

	Then she kissed him, pushing his lips apart and sticking her tongue into his mouth.

	He exploded inside her, his cock swelling even bigger and harder. She kissed him harder and deeper as her pussy squeezed up around him, keeping his jerking cock locked inside her as he spurted into her again and again. 

	She came then, too. The walls of her pussy convulsed around him, urging more of his hot cum out as an incredible pleasure gripped her whole body in alternating hot and cold waves.

	Both of their faces had flushed red, both of their mouths a bright red from their kissing as Clark leaned back.

	She could feel his still-stiff shaft throbbing in her as she squeezed the last few drops of cum out of him. It felt so warm inside her. She wasn't on the pill or anything, but she'd wanted him to cum inside her so badly. It had been worth it. 

	When he pulled out of her, some of his seed leaked out as well, there was so much of it. She eyed his dripping, glistening shaft. For a moment, she wanted to get down on her knees and clean it off for him. Maybe, she thought, maybe it will get hard again.

	But Clark handed her the box of tissues from her dresser.

	"Well, young lady, I hope you've learned your lesson. I don't want to have to punish you again."

	Even as he said it, she could see his eyes sliding up and down her bare flesh. His cock twitched. He tried to hide it by leaning over to grab his clothes.

	"It's too bad the lockdown is ending soon," Cristina said, her mind fixed on the warm ache in her freshly-fucked pussy.

	"We've got a few days left," Clark said, "And I can get your parents out of the house again."

	"Good," she replied, hoping the soreness would go away by then.

	



	



Lockdown with the Sitter

	 

	"We're locking down again? There's no way!" Maya threaded her slender fingers into her fine, slightly wavy blonde hair and made fists.

	It hurt a little, but she'd have taken ten times that pain for a whole day if it meant not having to go into lockdown again.

	"Yep. Just heard it on the news," her dad said, "What's the problem? Don't like spending so much time at home?"

	He meant it as a joke, Maya knew. But it was the basic truth.

	She smiled at him and said, "Of course not! I just really wanted to get back to school."

	And she did. But that wasn't all. She'd already blown through all of her student loans and had been picking up shifts babysitting to make up the difference.

	That, and her boyfriend lived in a different city. She thought their relationship was strong enough to deal, but now she wasn't so certain.

	Every time she checked his socials some girl she knew he'd gone to high school with kept talking to him, liking all his stuff, that sort of thing.

	At first she'd thought nothing of it. But lately he'd started replying back to her. And referencing other, private conversations.

	He wouldn't talk to her about any of it, and she just knew deep down that he was cheating on her.

	She figured going back to school would solve it all. But that wasn't happening any more.

	And there was no way in hell she would tell her dad about any of this. Because her dad would want to beat the shit out of him.

	Him being the guy she'd lost her virginity to.

	Holy shit, she missed sex so bad. Sometimes at night, after her parents had gone to sleep, she'd bring up porn on her phone and rub at her aching clit until she came.

	But it wasn't enough. Not anymore. She needed a real cock. A long, hard one that would stretch her tight little pussy over and over until she just couldn't take it anymore.

	She made it a week into the new quarantine when Josh, her dad's friend and their longtime neighbor, called her.

	He was a single dad and he worked an essential job. But now he couldn't find a sitter and he knew it was technically against the quarantine rules but could she please come and sit Becky, his daughter, a couple days a week?

	If he couldn't find someone soon then he'd have to quit to take care of her.

	She knew if she asked her parents they would tell her no, so she didn't. Maya was 18 years old, almost 19, and could make her own decisions.

	Besides, it would get her out of the house and get a little much-needed money in her pocket.

	And maybe take her mind off her boyfriend, who wasn't even answering her texts anymore.

	The beauty of it was that she told her dad she was taking lots of online courses and to not disturb her. All she had to do was climb out her window and go down the street a couple houses.

	Becky was easy to deal with and Josh even easier. He pretty much never bothered her.

	In fact, she came to enjoy talking to him. She enjoyed their little secret.

	And it might have been her thirstiness talking, but Josh was a pretty good looking man. As good looking as a guy the same age as her father could be, at least.

	Then the day came when she got the text. She'd just put Becky down for a nap when her phone buzzed in her back pocket.

	She pulled it out, swiped it open, and almost screamed. The only thing that stopped her was the napping toddler.

	Maya left the room with one hand gripping her phone hard and the other clapped over her mouth to keep the sobs from escaping.

	She closed the door to the bedroom and went to the living room where she crashed on the couch.

	He'd broken up with her. Over text. There was a lot of bullshit in it but it boiled down to getting back together with his ex.

	She cried into the arm of the couch, her young shoulders wracked with sobs. She wore a tube top so they were bare.

	The front door opened and she didn't even notice until Josh stood in the doorway to the living room.

	"Maya? What's wrong? Oh, God, it's not Becky, is it? Is she okay?"

	That made Maya feel even worse. What else was the man supposed to think?

	She gave him the abridged version, barely holding back her tears.

	He nodded at her, handing her a tissue.

	He was such a nice guy. And was he even more handsome with that five o'clock shadow and that hint of musk from a long day's work?

	"It's okay," she said between sniffles, "Please just tell me that you'll keep letting me keep sitting for you."

	He put his rough hands on her bare, slender shoulders. They were hot against her skin. 

	"I wish that boy were here right now. I'd make him regret doing this to you. And I'm the one who should be begging you to keep sitting for me. You're a real life saver, Maya. And way too beautiful for whoever this asshole is."

	Maya wished that Josh was 20 years younger. Being so close to him was almost overpowering. His scent made her dizzy. And was he always so much bigger than her?

	She put her hand on his and squeezed.

	Josh 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,” Josh said, standing up straight.

	Maya looked up at him, aware of a pulsing heat low in her belly growing with every beat of her heart. 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.

	“Josh...” She said. She was wet. She couldn't stop thinking about Josh's cock, and how if she shifted her hips forward a little she could feel the bulge in the front of his jeans.

	Josh’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, Maya 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 pulled her hard against him, his strong hands holding firmly onto her ass, squeezing the firm flesh through her shorts. He wheeled her around toward the couch. 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.

	Her heart slammed hot lava through her veins, and she heard nothing but the rush of her pulse past her ears.

	Was this really happening? Part of her couldn't believe it.

	The rest of her wanted it. Wanted it so bad she ached.

	He pushed her down onto the couch. 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 wetter. She felt some of her juices leak out into her slit as Josh 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 couch. 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. Maya 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.

	“Josh...” Maya said breathily as he pushed her onto her back.

	Grabbing her by the thighs, Josh pulled her toward him. Her ass rested right on the edge of the couch. His whole body shaking with anticipation and lust, Josh 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.

	Maya 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, Josh positioned himself. 

	“Josh...” Maya said, unable to say anything else, as the head of his cock bumped against her sex, parting her lips.

	“Josh...” 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.

	“Josh!” Maya screamed as he 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...” Maya said, some part of her still unable to believe it was actually happening.

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

	Their little secret just got a whole lot bigger.

	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 your sitter’s tight little pussy?” Maya said. She’d gritted her teeth, and her lips had puckered out in a circle around them.

	“It’s so tight and wet...” Josh 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. You’re cock is so big in me, so hard.” She almost wished her boyfriend were there to watch how a real man fucked a girl. To watch another, much more deserving guy pound her wet cunt into submission.

	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 her stepdad’s hard shaft, burned away all her anger and sadness. 

	“Oh, Maya...” Josh 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,” Maya said. 

	Grabbing the base of his cock, Josh pulled out of her. Maya 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. 

	Maya 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 Josh’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.

	Josh nodded.

	“Turn around so I can see that tight little ass while I fuck you,” Josh said. 

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

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

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

	“Fuck me hard,” Maya said, letting out her inner slut. She wanted him to claim that pussy. To own it.

	And not to stop fucking it until she creamed all over his cock. 

	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, Josh slapped her ass with it. It made wet smacking noises against her firm cheeks, leaving glistening smears of her mixed saliva and juices. Maya felt her body shudder as he denied her desire.

	“Please fuck me...” Maya begged.

	She reached back and grabbed her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. Josh’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, Josh. Don’t you want to fuck this tight little pussy again? You make me so wet...”

	Josh’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.

	Josh grabbed her by the hips and started pulling back on them as he shoved forward. Maya let go of her ass and grabbed handfuls of the throw pillows. She squeezed them, then stuffed the corner of one into her mouth and bit down on it. 

	Her pussy clenched around him for a moment. She spat out the pillow 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...”she said.

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

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

	She grabbed up the fistfuls of pillow 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,” Josh said, smacking her again.

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

	She clenched up around him again, much harder than before. Realizing what was happening, Josh 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! 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. Josh had to grit his teeth and flex his cock against the pressure.

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

	“God!” Josh 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 couch 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.

	"You're way too good for this ex-boyfriend of yours. God, you fuck like a pornstar. And you have such a dirty little mouth," Josh said. His cock twitched and pulsed against his stomach.

	"You bring out my inner slut, apparently," Maya joked, "So, you're going to keep letting me sit for you?"

	He kissed her again and wrapped her in his big, strong arms. "Only if you sit on me every now and then, too."

	"Deal," Maya replied, her aching pussy already quivering at the prospect of getting fucked hard again.

	She wondered if next time she could get him to come inside of her? She'd never let her boyfriend do it no matter how he begged.

	But now she wanted to know how it felt. And she didn't think she'd have to wait long to find out.

	



	




Lockdown Sleepover Taboo

	 

	"And you're sure it's okay? I'm not going to bother anyone?" Kate swallowed nervously as Maureen guided the sedan into the driveway of the plain-looking suburban home.

	Maureen laughed, "Yeah, my dad is totally cool with it. Besides, what else was I suppose to do? Just let you get kicked out of the dorm with nowhere to stay?"

	The whole quarantine thing had really come at exactly the wrong time for Kate.

	It was her first year at college. She'd expected that being 18 and away at school would be her chance to become the woman she always wanted to be.

	But now she had to go into lockdown, just like everyone else.

	Except she didn't have anywhere to go.

	Her parents were both stuck over in Europe on a work thing. And they'd decided that now would be a good time to completely renovate the house.

	So the only option, it seemed, had been a hotel for however long all this might last.

	But when she told her roommate and new best friend Maureen about it, Maureen had insisted that Kate come back home with her.

	It was only Maureen and her father in the house, so she insisted there would be plenty of room.

	Maureen's mother had left them years ago, Kate knew from their long chats that usually went well into the small hours of the morning.

	In fact, Maureen felt to her rather like the sister she'd never had. And she knew Maureen felt the same.

	So it was no surprise when Wesley came out to greet them, insisting on helping them unload the car.

	He hugged Maureen and then, without hesitation, wrapped Kate up in his arms as well.

	"It's great that you're here!" Wesley said. He smelled of Old Spice, and his body was a solid wall against hers.

	"I can still go find a rental if..." Kate started to say when they parted, her heart beating a little hard against her ribs.

	Wesley waved it off as he bent over to grab her suitcase, "Don't mention it. Really. I have no problem spending my lockdown with two beautiful young women."

	Kate blushed, feeling the heat rush up her throat and into her cheeks. She didn't know why she was reacting this way.

	Wesley was old enough to be her father! And she'd never been attracted to older men before.

	Still, there was something about him. Kate knew from talking to Maureen that he'd never really gotten over his wife leaving him.

	Part of her wanted to help. She saw the way the muscles moved under his shirt and she swallowed hard.

	"Dad!" Maureen said, "You're embarrassing her!"

	Wesley gave them both an easy smile, "Pizza sound good for dinner?"

	Wesley had laid out a sleeping bag for her in Maureen's room, promising her when he showed her that he'd have the spare room all set up for her in another day or two.

	They all hung out together for the rest of the day, having pizza for supper and watching some romantic comedy on TV later.

	All the while Kate kept stealing glances at Wesley, feeling like she could see some open wound in him just below his friendly surface.

	She kept feeling that urge to help him. And something else, too. She wanted to be close to him.

	She even sat between Maureen and Wesley on the couch during the movie.

	When their thighs touched she became ultra aware of the denim of his jeans against her bare thigh.

	Then everone went to bed. Normally she just wore an old shirt and some panties, but wanting to preserve some modesty she had a nightgown packed in her things and she put that on.

	Maureen seemed to go to sleep as soon as her head hit the pillow. It was a talent that Kate envied.

	Kate stared at the ceiling. She lay in her open sleeping bag, wearing her filmy and short nightgown. She just couldn’t get to sleep.

	Maybe something to drink would help, she thought. Carefully, she stood up, unlatched the door, and stepped out. It was an unfamiliar house, so she clung tightly to the rail as she went down the stairs.

	The light from the open fridge was blinding, but she still managed to find the water pitcher. Quenching her thirst, she began the treacherous journey back up the stairs. Getting to the top, she realized she’d forgotten where Maureen’s bedroom was.

	She stood at the top of the stairs for an indecisive moment, looking to the left and then the right.

	“Right it is,” she muttered, turning and walking.

	Feeling her way along the hall, she found the doorknob and twisted, still trying to be quiet. She slipped into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.

	There was a little bit of light from a streetlamp. 

	Kate’s breath caught as she saw the figure shift on the bed. She realized that she’d gone into Wesley’s room instead of Maureen’s. 

	She was about to turn and sneak back out when he turned over onto his back. He was shirtless, she saw. His chest looked big and strong, and it looked like he was really beginning to get some nice abs.

	She thought about that bear hug he'd wrapped her in earlier, and the way he smelled. She swallowed against a sensation of heat building low in her tummy.

	Again, Kate thought about helping him, making him feel better somehow. 

	Her eyebrows rose as she figured out a way. 

	Her body trembled, and she felt the wetness come as she pulled off her nightgown. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so all she had were her panties. She shook, feeling the warmth flood into her pussy, followed by more wetness.

	She went slowly, mindful of every leak creak her footsteps made. Mindful of how Maureen would never want to see her again if she knew what Kate wanted to do.

	Still trembling, she lifted the covers and crawled up under them. She came out beside him, putting her head on his shoulder. In his sleep, he hugged her closer to him. 

	Kate’s body pebbled with goosebumps against his. Her nipples stiffened as they rubbed against his body. She looked at the strong line of his jaw, the way his features had softened and become almost angelic while he slumbered. He kissed her lightly on the forehead, calling her by someone else’s name. She figured it was his ex-wife.

	She said, “Shh.”

	She put one hand on his chest, feeling the powerful muscles. Then she moved it slowly down his body. He groaned a little in his sleep, his head turning. 

	He had on nothing but boxers, she found out. His cock twitched as her fingers felt it through his underwear. She found the button, undoing it with her index finger and thumb.

	He groaned again as she reached in and pulled his shaft out. She was breathing so quickly now, her heart slamming in her chest. She was getting so wet it was almost uncomfortable. He felt so large in her fingers, even soft.

	His mouth opened and he breathed out quietly as she stroked him. The skin moved up and down on his hardening cock. He hugged her close again as he became fully stiff. She couldn’t touch her fingertips together around him anymore. 

	She couldn’t believe how hard he felt. His cock throbbed with the beat of his heart. Bringing her hand up high, she ran her thumb around the ridge of the head. He shuddered a little. 

	Kate licked her lips. She shifted herself, going up onto her hands and knees and facing his feet. 

	Throwing her hair back behind her head, she grabbed the base of his cock and held him pointing straight up at her mouth. She looked back at him, wondering if he’d woken up yet. He apparently hadn’t.

	Smiling, she knew what she was about to do would. 

	Getting her lips good and moist, she put them against the tip of his cock. She pursed them, keeping them fairly tight. They slowly parted as she pushed them down the head of his shaft.

	Her lips made it not quite half way when she pulled them back up. He tasted so good that she’d started to salivate right away. In the light from the streetlamp outside, she could see the wet glistening of her spit on him.

	She moaned as she pushed her mouth down him for a second time. As she pulled back up, she let the tip of her tongue tease along the bottom of the head, right where she knew it was extra sensitive. His hips arched a little as she did this, driving him back through the tight ring her lips had made. 

	Reaching behind her, she grabbed his hand. She put it on her ass, squeezing his fingers against her firm flesh. 

	He swelled in her mouth for a moment, so she pulled back and teased the slit at his tip with her tongue. 

	“God...” He muttered. 

	Hearing how aroused she was making him just made her pussy get wetter. The desire to touch herself, to feel that wetness, arose. But she couldn’t satisfy it, since both her hands were occupied. 

	She sunk her lips down his member and brought them up again and again, going a little faster as he began waking up more.

	“What... What’s going on?” Wesley said, wiping at his eyes.

	She let her teeth drag gently along his slick member. 

	“Oh!” Wesley said, starting to push himself up into a more reclined position.

	He turned on the lamp by his bed and looked down. 

	Kate sat back as well. She used her hand to continue smearing her saliva up and down his hard cock.

	“Kate? What are you doing? What... Oh...” He said, his eyes squeezing shut as she tightened her grip on him.

	“Hi Mister Smith. Glad you woke up to join me. Does it feel good? Do you like me?”

	“What? Yes, it feels good. But Kate, this isn’t right. Maureen’s just down the hall—“

	“Passed out. She drove for so long today, nothing’s going to wake her up but a good night’s sleep. That gives me all the time I need to help you through your... situation.”

	“Kate!” Wesley said, reaching for her fingers, trying to get her to let go of his stiff shaft.

	She smacked his hand away.

	“Come on, Wesley, you have a sexy, mostly naked girl in your bed who just had her mouth around your hard cock. Are you really going to turn her out? Don’t you want me? Come on, I can make you feel so good. It's the least I can do for you putting me up during all this.”

	Grabbing his hand, she put it on one of her breasts. She felt him shiver as he felt her stiff nipple against his palm.

	Then, all the protest gone out of him, he fell back on the bed, closing his eyes.

	Kate smiled. She got up on him, straddling his chest with her knees. Her ass and pussy were mere inches from his face.

	Tossing her hair back again, she returned to sucking on his hard cock. Her saliva had started getting a little cold on him, and she needed to warm him back up. From that angle, she could push her mouth much farther down him. He moaned, his hips lifting as he tried to thrust deeper into her hot, moist lips. 

	She started massaging his balls with her hand as her mouth moved up and down his length. She squeezed them lightly, letting the skin move around on them.

	“Kate...” Wesley moaned.

	More goosebumps broke out on her thighs as she felt his hot breath against her sex. She smiled inwardly as her hands grabbed her by the ass again. He squeezed her cheeks, letting his fingers push into the firm flesh.

	When he pushed her panties to the side, she jerked back off his cock, squeezing her eyes shut. His lips pressed against her pussy, right over her clit. The tip of his tongue flicked out against it, again and again.

	“Wesley!” Kate said, trying to be quiet.

	Her hand jerked up and down his shaft faster and faster as she bit her lip between her teeth.

	“That’s it, Wesley, yeah... Play with my wet little pussy. Do you like how wet I am for you?” 

	Shoving her lips back down his cock, she sucked him hard and fast. They both moaned in pleasure.

	He swelled in her mouth again, and she felt his balls lift a little, getting tighter. Her pussy had clenched up, and she jumped a little each time he flicked her clit with his tongue. More and more of her juices leaked out onto his face, and this just seemed to make him want her more. 

	Finally, when she could take it no more, she pulled her mouth off him again.

	“I need you to fuck me, Wesley. I need to feel this big, hard cock in my tight, little pussy...” 

	Wesley made a noise of agreement, his lips still too busy kissing her sex to form words. 

	Kate turned around, still sitting on him. Wesley fondled her breasts as she lifted her hips and shifted backwards. Little shocks of pain moved through her body as he pinched her nipples and rolled them around between his fingers a little. 

	“Grab my ass,” she told him.

	Immediately, his hands slid away from her breasts. They moved down past the flair of her hips to grip her by the cheeks. His muscles flexed as he held her in position.

	Reaching down between her thighs, she grabbed his cock and held it straight up. It felt so wet in her hand, so warm. She shivered as she lowered herself down onto it.

	Wesley’s body flexed under hers, going rigid as she sank down on him. 

	“Wesley...” Kate moaned as the lips of her sex parted against his hardness and began slipping down his slick cock. 

	“So tight,” Wesley said.

	She’d taken most of his cock in her little pussy by then. Her mouth dropped open and she sucked in deep, gasping breaths as his hard thickness stretched her out around him. 

	His fingertips kept pressing harder and harder into her cheeks as she squeezed around him. 

	Kate leaned back, putting her hands as far down the tops of his legs as she could go. She lifted her hips, pulling her pussy up along his cock. It made a satisfying wet noise as it rubbed against her sopping walls. 

	Still keeping his grip on her ass, Wesley started fucking her. He used the mattress to help shove himself as hard and deep into her as he could. From that angle, the head of his cock rubbed especially hard against the front wall of her sex. 

	Feeling her nipples stiffen even more as a flood of pleasure shot up through her chest, Kate moaned, begging him to fuck her harder.

	He kept rubbing right up against her G-spot, his hard shaft gripped tightly by her sex as he did.

	“Wesley...” she moaned.

	Wesley watched as he moved in and out of her. He seemed fascinated by the way her lips seemed to push and pull at the skin on his cock. The deeper he drove into her, the more of him came out wet as he backed up for another thrust.

	She knew she was almost there. Her hands had clenched up around his thighs, and her whole body seemed to have gone rigid.

	Then Wesley put his hand flat against her, resting it below her navel. His thumb pushed down between her lips, already spread apart by his thick cock.

	He found her stiff clit and started stroking it with the tip of his thumb. 

	It was like she’d grabbed onto an electrified fence.

	“Wesley!” Kate screamed. 

	The jolt of energy moved her body into overdrive. She started slamming her pussy down onto him as he pushed up into her.

	“Wesley! Oh, Wesley!” Kate whisper-yelled again, trying to keep as quiet as possible as she squeezed tightly around him. The squeeze lasted only a moment before her pussy relaxed. Then she went rigid as it happened again and again. 

	He kept driving up into her the whole time, seeming to ignore the way she tightened around him. Her body trembled so much and her arms felt weak as her orgasm spiralled out of control, threatening to make her fall backwards onto his legs. 

	She shuddered, almost sobbing, as her climax ended and released her from its grip. Kate leaned forward, putting her hands on his chest. 

	Wesley put one hand on the back of her neck and pulled her down into a kiss. His breath felt hot on her lips, and she tasted the need in him.

	Then her eyes widened. Wesley sat up, holding her in his lap. Putting one arm on the bed behind her, he laid her on her back. Bracing himself on his hands over her, he started thrusting again. 

	Her head rolled from side to side as she felt how hard he’d become. She knew he was going to come soon. She grabbed his shoulder blades, then let her hands leave long, red scratches all over his back. He hissed at the pain, thrusting harder and faster. He’d swollen inside her, and she knew it would be soon. 

	“Are you going to come? Give it to me. I want it. I want all that hot cum,” Kate said, snarling.

	Wesley threw his head back, his mouth open. He grunted as he pulled his cock out of her. Before he could move any farther away, Kate grabbed his shaft. It was so slick with her juices.

	A smile broke on her face as she felt his cock flex in her hand.

	“That’s it, give it to me...” Kate said, stroking him to completion.

	Hot spurts of cum shot out onto her stomach. She jerked spurt after spurt onto her flat stomach. Wesley grunted and groaned the whole time, his body held rigidly over hers. 

	Relaxing, he sat back on his haunches. Kate let the ball of her thumb move over the still-taut head of his cock a few times, rubbing her juices into his flesh.

	"Did that really just happen?" Wesley rubbed at his cheeks, unable to tear his eyes away from her.

	"Yeah, it did. Fuck, my pussy is going to be sore in the morning. You have a really big cock, Wesley."

	Wesley's jaw worked. "Maureen can never know..."

	Kate went onto her hands and knees, shifting forward so she could put her finger against his lips to silence him. "She never will. I'm gonna clean up and go back to her room. Hopefully she sleeps so deeply every night..."

	She kissed him, smiling against his lips when she felt his stubble prickle her.

	Maybe quarantine wouldn't be so bad after all.
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