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MAY BELLE

May Belle
just couldn't take it anymore. Her being of legal age with
everything allowed, just didn't get it. Not that drink-driving was
really allowed, it did seem to be the thing for all the others
who'd just come of age. She, though, didn't like alcohol that much
and was so proud of her car she really wouldn't do anything stupid
in traffic. The other kind of 'traffic' though. Seems where all the
other things that went with the legal permission came with a permit
or a license, you could go places and do stuff, like
drinking.

But how
and where could she relieve the hunger? The enormous craving living
inside her for all those years she'd been a 'good girl' until it
was permissible. All that time she'd only had her fingers and the
occasional inanimate 'foreign' object to subdue the heat. She
blushes at the thoughts that would go through her mind. Whether a
vibrator, for instance, was considered to be 'inanimate' or not.
Not that she could ever have bought one, here in 'Boredomtown'.
Cucumbers was more like it. How she'd learned about orgasms and
coming and coming again and again. Fantasizing about this or that
teacher and making the hotness between her legs last, stalling
until she couldn't but let her climax go. The hot and steamy
day-dreams invigorated by her dad's 'literature' she'd sneak from
under his suitcases. Very instructive, yet only increasing her
desire to have one of those 'things' shoved up her pussy for real,
finally.

A few
days ago she'd even tried to 'confess' to the local priest, to see
what she'd get out of it. With his life style he ought to be even
more desperate than she was. Unfortunately he could only tell her
she would have to go to communion first, before he could hear her
confession. She was thinking of a whole different type of communion
as a matter of fact. And what would she have said anyway? "Father,
I would actually love for you to fuck me, please. I'm really,
really desperate." Rediculous, but he would have had to keep it
secret, right? Just like her doctor whom she'd told a lie about a
boyfriend so she could get an I.U.D. and fuck without
consequences.

And man
did she have enough of the continuous self satisfying and
fantasizing that always left something to be desired. As proven now
as she once more thought of the big dong the gymteacher has. She'd
sneaked a peek at him in the showers years ago. Walking down the
main road with cock in pussy on her mind she could feel the sticky
hotness between legs soak her panties. Oh well, once at home she
could change into fresh ones. Again one more sample of perfectly
fine lube gone to waste. Again she wears her old school uniform.
Slightly too small and o so sexy and making her o so horny. Because
people did look, especially the guys. May Belle is still the 'good
girl' and would never have done it with any of them. How could she
here in 'Nowhereville' where everyone knows everybody. Maybe that's
why, she thinks as the sensation between her legs becomes
increasingly acute. Home, bed and finger fuck. Thick pillows
pressing up against her tits and oh it was so not
enough.

Turning
around the corner into a side street of Main-road she spots a
stranger waiting for the bus. On a hot Sunday afternoon like this
he's in for quite a wait even in the off chance the bus might
actually be on time. She changes her gait, her hips swinging wider
to each side. Her short school skirt tapping her white knickers and
moving slightly in the barely noticeable breeze. Straitening her
back, pointing her tight firm titties up the nipples hard, pressing
against the fabric of her shirt. One button too many open of course
and no brah. Her car is parked just a little further up the street
and she passes the stranger, looks at him and his eyes follow her.
She hopes he can get an eyefull. Her arousal increases as she
imagines him imagining.

He's
sitting in one of those old fashioned busstops made out of grey
drab concrete sheltering you from the elements and anyone looking.
The graveyard across the road from him certainly makes for a very
detached audience. And not much to look at, so he looks at her. The
slim well shaped legs going all the way up under a short skirt
which leaves hardly anything to guess at. With an occasional
showing of her nice white undies, cupping tight buns. And her tits
were really something if not the long blonde locks framing her
pretty face. Must be a real blonde and he wished he could find out.
And it really relieves the boredom of waiting for the bus. He
should never have come back after all these years.

She's
almost at her car and looks over her shoulder. He's still watching
her. Could she? Nah. Or, she hesitates. If only... and... but...
what if... her thoughts become chaotically horny. So she just opens
her car, gets in and just sits there. Keys in the ignition eyes on
the rearview mirror. He's still looking her way. Quick decisions
make for quick action and suddenly she just slips of her panties.
Which, in case of, could make life easier. Shoots out of her
scorching hot car and starts walking back to the bustop. She almost
lifts her skirt to put some fingers up her twatt, but settles on
exaggerated swinging of the hips.

Closer to
him and the bus stop she almost looses her resolve, but still
manages to go and sit beside him on the bench at a respectable
distance. His eyes are by now positively undressing her and there's
a smile looming behind them. "Hi." She says, not quite breaking any
ice. "Hi." He answers and smiles. Now there's no fabric to soak up
the moisture coming from between her burning hot pussylips and she
involutairily spreads her legs a little. "Going somewhere?" he
askes. "No, ehm, yes..." she stammers wondering what line he's
taking."Must be not too far." He continues their budding
conversation. She so wants more than just talk and her eyes are
drawn to his crotch. He follows her eyes, smiles again and says:
"Car not starting?" Unprepared and horny as hell she first doesn't
get what he means. Then decides to carefully go for
honesty.

"Oh, no
it's fine. Goes very well in fact." Her eyes now virtually
unzipping his fly. She lays one hand on her left upper thigh and
says: "It's just that...well you know..." meanwhile gently sliding
up the hem of her skirt unveiling more and more of her upper leg.
"It being so hot and all. Lazy Sunday afternoon." The first parts
of her naked pussy begin to show and she spreads her legs a bit
more. "First stranger I've seen in a long time and me being so..."
Turning slightly towards him she now shows him all her nakedness
between her legs, thoroughly enjoying the deep horny sense of
anticipation rushing through her veins. "Hot." She finishes. He
quickly looks around him at the deserted street and says: "Hrrmggl,
wouw." Redness spreads across his cheeks a big erection pounds up
in his crotch. He almost says, 'you're joking.' But she clearly
isn't.

She
spreads her legs now as wide as possible, her pussy hot and wet
glistening before his gaze, craving his lusty touch. He pushes both
hands between them, eagerly groping her thighs, spreading her large
labia with two fingers, stroking the flesh of her legs, pushing
fingers in her luscious slippery fuckhole. One hand strokes up her
whole body and he grabs one of her tits. She moans hot and horny,
answering to his every touch of her parts. They kiss and tongue, he
feels her clit, finger fucks her pussy, kneeds her breasts and
unbuttons her shirt to lick her nipples. Her hands are trying to
find his hard lump in his pants between his legs and he moves up
against her touch.

She's
unprepared for what follows as he suddenly goes down on his knees
pushes his face between her legs and makes her moan loud enough to
wake up the dead. She'd read about this, seen some pictures, but
could never imagine...How totally incoherent her thinking would
become at this tongue sliding up and down her smaller labia.
Virtually soaking up her fluids, filling her hole, caressing the
inside of her vagina and make her scream when sucking her little
pleasure knobby.

Her clit
firmly squeezed up against his palate, tongue rotating over her
most sexually sensitive part she feels her climax coming. "not
yet." She whipers. Not knowing that in the mean time he's unzipped
his pants, shoved them down his legs, 'liberating' his penis, fully
bent on making more of it. She pushes against his head, panting
heavily, close to coming and he lets go. Stands up, naked waist
down and by now oblivious to anyone who might see. She gasps,
sitting there legs wide spread, pussy soaking wet with her hole
open from deep arousal, tits bulging out of her open shirt and
admires his big hard and thick organ. She has to touch this most
lovely fuckrod she's ever seen. The first she's ever seen like
this! Carresses all of his hardness, shoves his foreskin down
exposing a beautiful deep red glans it's little slit moist with his
own arousal fluids.

And goes
down on it. Just has to. The first cock to 'penetrate' any part of
her and her mouth just loves it. The feel of his glans against her
tongue, his moans of lust and she can't wait anymore, not one
second. But how should she... He takes the lead and pulls her up of
the bench, sits himself down legs together and gets her in front of
him. With his hands he indicates to her to set her legs apart and
he leads her towards him and positions her now ecstatically
anticipating, desiring, hot, wet fuckhole over his penis. He grabs
her tight sexy buns with both hands, caresses them and pushes her
down gently. The tip of his glans touches her wetness, slips
between her large labia, only just entering the beginning of her
vagina. He stops, she holds her breath and he pushes down further,
slowly penetrating more and more of his large penis into her pussy.
With a loud gasp she exhales, bends her legs and slides her craving
little slit all the way down over his hard cock. As deep as
possible inside her she takes him, feeling her open labia brush
against his pubic hair, her clit gently rubbing over his skin as
she begins to move. Her hips just tell her what to do to make her
feel it deeply satisfying and intense with every fibre of her body
and every inch of her vagina. They both moan, enjoying the hot
release of their horny desires.

But
there's just one thing, she thinks. Something is missing, but he
knows and is already moving her up and of his dick. Takes her in a
close and tender sexy embrace kisses her mouth and whipers in her
ear: "Bend over." This she knows from pictures and had always
desired deeply, feeling she didn't need much anymore to just... So
she complies, happily. He just has to look for a while at the
lovely ass sticking out from under her short skirt, her breast
dangling, this marvellous nice fuckhole blinking at him, hot, wet
and craving. And he shoves inside her, hard and deep, his lust now
so fierce he can't stop or hold back. She now finally gets what
she'd been waiting for all these years as she feels him fuck her
sopping wet hole with no holds barred. Deep and hard, fast and hot
he rams in and out, making her wetter and wetter, hotter and
hotter. He himself getting closer and closer to his climax as he
pounds her pussy. Still able to notice her touching her clit
because she squeezes her vagina tight around his wildly moving cock
as he starts to come with moans louder and louder. Mixing with her
panting and her little squeeks as her orgasme rizes up together
with his. Ending in a loud simultaneous scream as he explodes his
sperm deep into her pulsating orgasmic vagina. She comes as never
before while his seemen still squirts and squirts out of his penis.
He fucks himself slowly to a stop and the muscles of her vagina
relax. She sighs deeply as he pulls back and slumps down on the
bench.

Someone
must have heard something, he thinks, but the street remains quiet.
They just sit there catching their breaths slowly rearranging their
clothes. No words pas between them. Everything has been said, as it
were. No 'see you again?' No 'farewell' The bus comes and she
kisses him gently on the lips as a thank you and he gets on the
bus.

MAY BELLE AT LARGE.


Preface

The
second book of the trilogy about a horny ‘southern
belle’.

Chapter 1 – Memories

May Belle
stands in front of the large bathroom mirror brushing her still wet
long blonde hair, admiring the reflection of her own naked body she
feels her skin tingle from the warmth of the sun through the window
and wishes some guy could see her. She enjoys watching her nipples
get hard in the mirror just thinking of some voyeur spying on her
and she moves her eyes down her belly to her naked little slit
between her legs. ‘I should turn around’ she thinks, make myself
better visible through the bathroom window and as she does so, she
feels the familiar heat rise deep inside her vagina and regrets
that no one can see how wet and horny she gets. And her thoughts
float back to that day, a few weeks ago when she had this guys’ big
dick shoved deep inside her, fucking her soaking wet and hot pussy
and she almost feels his penis ejaculate again in her
vagina.

Just
thinking of it, makes her crave his hard cock fucking her hard and
deep, nothing has happened since and she looks through the bathroom
window hoping for hungry eyes that can see how she places a foot on
the edge of the bath and thus exposes her pussy as close to the
window as she can. These days she keeps it shaved, because why
obscure the view of her sex-parts with hair, when all the guys just
love to have a good look at it and she despairs at the absence of
men who come and watch and… With one hand she caresses her left tit
and hard nipple, while the fingers of her other hand slip between
her labia onto her slippery wet flesh between. Still no eager male
passing by outside and for lack of an audience she fantasizes again
about him and how his huge dick penetrated her for the first time
ever. She tries to time the rubbing of her clit with the memory of
her vaginas’ orgasm around his exploding penis and is desperate for
something hard and thick shoved deep inside her and moving hard and
horny.

As May
Belle is about to grab her hairbrush and for the umpthiest time has
to use its handle as dick-replacement, she hears the well known
sound of the garbage truck turning into her street. ‘Men’ she
thinks, ‘hard working sweaty men’ and she almost comes as her
vagina literally oozes with horny-moist in response to some male
eyes that might look through the window. There’s still time, she
quickly grabs the hairbrush, sits down on the edge of the bath with
her feet on its bottom knowing her tits, thighs and what’s between
them can be seen very well from the street, spreads her legs very
wide apart and waits. She can see the garbage truck stop at the
neighbours’ driveway, holds her pussylips spread wide open with the
fingers of her left hand and the handle of her hairbrush poised
close to her dripping wet vagina-opening with her right
hand.

‘Please
look’ she thinks hornily as the garbage-men lift the bags outside
her house, almost bangs on the window to draw their attention, but
is too shy even as horny as she is and slowly slides the handle of
her hairbrush into her open wet slit. She moans loudly at the hot
feeling of this thing inside her little fuck-entrance and whispers:
“Look guys, look at what I’m doing, showing… I’m so horny… please
look…” Moving the handle in and out of her vagina-portal, she
wishes they could hear the little slurping noises it makes in her
wet little hole and gently starts to rub her clit as she stares at
the strong men lifting the garbage and fantasizes about the size of
their dicks and what they might do with them and her.
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