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The rain looked so inviting from Anabeth's bed when she awoke and saw the soggy fields outside her window.

She had been sick for a week. Miserable, confined to her bed and away from school while her mother left and drove the hour it took for her to get to her secretarial job while she left her daughter alone in their small cottage in the countryside, all they could afford after things had gotten so difficult. Anabeth rarely worried about those things, though. How could she, with the wonderland that surrounded their home? She had been bedridden and unable to go out and roam the field, the forest, and the hills while she had been nursing her flu. Her mother had scolded her as of late, accusing her of acting like a little girl despite her newly-achieved adulthood, an adulthood she had yet to show, as she still lived with her mother (and probably would for some time, to help her out, once she got a job... oh yeah, she hadn't worked on that much, yet). Her adult life truly couldn't begin until she graduated high school, which was now set back by five whole days. And every day mattered, or at least it did to her mother. She could care less; she cared about exploring. In her prospective view on her adult life, Anabeth fancied being a conservationist. Or a poet. So long as she got to enjoy the semi-tamed nature that lived outside her door. That's why she didn't mind living the way they did currently. In her mind, this lonely stretch of country was paradise. And, having been deprived of it through her illness, she looked out longingly at the field outside her window, so vibrant green from the influx of water into the roots of its abundant grass, that she wanted to go out and run through it.

She sat up. She did feel a little better. She already felt that she was improving last night, as she sat in her room and watched television, something she didn't quite have the energy for a few days ago. She threw the covers off, got out of bed, and stood to see if the improved feeling was just an illusion.

The house was empty when she stepped out of her room. There weren't that many rooms to check, so it didn't take but a second to ascertain that her mother had already left for work and was probably halfway through her hour-long trek to Pontardawe for her secretarial job. Anabeth went to the bathroom and then the kitchen to get a glass of water, all while taking stock of the way she felt and ascertaining that she did indeed feel better than the past few days.

She went to the front door and opened it. The cacophony of falling rain and its ricochets off various surfaces filled the foyer as she looked longingly out at the deluge. A slight chill carried in through the open doorway, but a humidity, too. It was August, summer was on its way out, but it had not fully left and the reasonable mix of thick air and nippy breeze seemed like it would be most pleasant to run through as the raindrops chased chills along her skin. So, leaving the door open, Anabeth stripped off her nightshirt, standing in the doorway topless in just her panties, and she quickly stripped those down too and threw both garments into the house, and then she faced the great beyond in the altogether, letting the breeze carry in and caress her naked front, tickle her nipples and startle the hairs on her pubic mound into a raised crispness. The air was fresh, clean, and intoxicating on her bare body, and she stepped out of the house and threw the door shut behind her.
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