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THE FARMER’S NIECE


Nicky B


The early morning sun shone through the small gap in the heavy curtains; a long bright strip of light crossed Leanne’s bed and naked flesh. She was laid back against a cluster of pillows with her dark hair melting into them and her sheets were kicked to the end of the old wooden bed.


She was fully exposed, with her legs wide open and eyes tightly shut, as she worked her way through a random fantasy. A huge buzzing cock-shaped vibrator was sliding in and out of her pussy. Her hips moved up and down on the bed to accentuate each long thrust. She was imagining the heavy breath of a man on her ear, his hard cock thrusting into her wet pussy. She could feel her climax nearing.


Her nipples were aching with the blood that flowed through them and made them erect. She moved her hips faster to bring on her ecstatic peak, but just when she was about to turn the small stream into a rushing river, the throbbing motion of her toy suddenly slowed down and then stopped altogether. Determined not to let the orgasm escape her, she flipped herself over onto her knees, positioned the lifeless toy between her legs and lowered herself down onto it.


The old bed creaked as she bounced up and down on her plastic cock; a single stream of sweat ran down her back and onto her flawless buttocks. She thought of riding the man again and shook the base of the toy to simulate the throbbing. Ignoring the pain in her wrists, she finally felt herself begin to tip over the edge.


“Ooooohhh!!!” she moaned, as she milked her climax for all it was worth, and then she collapsed face-down on the bed, more sweat making her sides tingle.


Suddenly the door flew open – it was her uncle.


“Breakfast is ready!” he called and shut the door quickly.


As she heard his heavy footsteps fade down the corridor, she lay there in shock. Had he seen her naked? Did he look or even notice? None of these seemed to apply as she weighed up her situation.


Leanne worked in finance in the city and she had come to stay with Uncle Ted for a break from her highly stressed career and life.


“It will do you good,” her mother had told her. Wrong!


Uncle Ted lived and worked on a farm. He had done all his life, after inheriting it from his father and so on. He was totally self-sufficient and only visited the village shop for tobacco and tea bags. His life had stood still for over thirty years while the rest of the world progressed. The main form of communication to him was by letter.


This was why Leanne had no new batteries for her toy, nowhere to charge her laptop (not that there was any signal nearby), her phone or iPod. It had been several days into the stay and she was totally radio silent. She stood up in the long strip of sunlight and stretched. She dressed and sat down on the bed.


“It’s getting cold!” came a distant voice.


She looked up at the ceiling and closed her eyes. “I simply have to get out of this place!”


Leanne eyed the huge pile of bacon, broken eggs and tomatoes. They were sitting in a pool of melted dripping. She wanted to throw up and did not hide the fact.


“Well, if you don’t eat it, the goats certainly will!” Uncle Ted said with a mouthful of fried bread.


“Look, I’m sorry. I just don’t eat such fatty foods! Can I make some toast, please?”


“Of course, my dear, the oven is warm enough.” He moved a breadboard and large knife toward her. Her delicate hands cut and crunched through the thick, home-made crust. This had been her diet for the duration. She had enjoyed it at first but it was now wearing thin.


She placed the slices in the cast iron oven and stood waiting; she eyed the big, heavy table in the center of the kitchen and tried to block out the loud squelching noises as her uncle gorged himself. Her bright short dress was a stark contrast to the dreary room and she was glad she hadn’t brought her best shoes.


She took out her toast, returned to the table and spread the butter that was made from the very cows that were barely fifty feet away. She was to inherit this farm when her uncle died – his birthplace, workplace and place of rest were barely within a hundred yards radius. Her plan was to leave it to anthropologists and let them work it all out.
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