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The night sky faded into early dawn with hues of deep blues and purples starting to overtake the black, but the blackness still remained in some spots over the American Midwest. 


	The corn fields were high and nearly ready for a late-summer harvest.


	On the long black highway through the miles and miles of corn fields rode Sakura, the local sheriff. She stopped her black and white Crown Victoria cruiser.  She opened the door. She stepped her left leg out and the black leather chunky heel boot clicked down onto the asphalt. Her smooth long bare silky leg followed. She turned in her seat and steeped her other leg out of the car. She stood up, pulling herself up and out of the car. Sakura then lend back over the seat to grab her sheriff’s hat. The cool morning air kicked up and flipped her brown pleated skirt revealing her white satin panties with lace edges.


	Sakura stood up again as she place the hat on her head with her left hand and grabbed the CB radio with right hand as she lend up against the open car door looking skywards as the summer breeze continued to flick the hem of her skirt. Sakura had a large black leather gun belt around her waist holding her gun, nightstick, cuffs, and extra ammo clips. Her blouse was silk and an off white yellowish color tucked down into her skirt, her officer’s jacket was cropped, brown, and made of the same fabric as her skirt and hat, and finally she had a large black tie draped down over her ample chest.  Her sky blue hair was tied up into braded twin tails that flowed down out from under her hat and were tied off at the bottom with pink little bows. Her skin was fair, her lips painted pink, and her eyes purple.


	Sakura took the CB to her lips and pressed the button on the side and began to speak as she watched the bright streak of a massive shooting star race down across the sky. 


	“Nonni, this is Sheriff Sakura, come in over.” 
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	Nonni lay up in a barn loft in a pile of soft yellow hay, the nights had been so warm that she had started to take to sleeping in her bra and panties and thus she lay there in her pink lace scalloped top strapless bra and thong panties. Her cowgirl 


	hat with pink band around the top pulled down over her eyes, her light brown hair pooling out under her head.


	She heard the radio crackle to life with Sakura’s voice coming over it. She groaned and pushed her hat up revealing her green eyes before she sat up and reached over for her radio.


	“Nonni here, over,” she replied.


	“We’ve got another one coming down. Prep and deploy for interception, over,” Sakura came back.     


	“Roger,” answered Nonni as she put the radio down and blew a strand of her hair out of her face, before standing up and stretching. She walked across the worn smooth wooden floor of the barn loft. She picked up a piece of straw and placed it in her mouth as she stood in the doorway of the hayloft door and looked out across the countryside. She took her pointer finger and pushed her cowgirl hat up clearing her view. “Well let’s get to work,” she said to herself as she started to get dressed in the doorway. Most of the other farmhand were already at work and stopped to watch the beautiful figure above them fully clothe herself. 


	Nonni took off her hat and rested it on a large nail as she pulled a small white tank top down over her head. It was so small that it barely came down over massive D-cup breasts and clung to her body skin tight. She then took up a black and white flannel shirt and slid her arms down the sleeves tying the shirt tails in a knot just under her breasts, so it pulled and held them up even higher. Nonni grabbed her mini denim skirt with tattered hem. She slipped her left foot in followed by her right and pulled them up over her smooth long soft legs. The zipper was in the front of her skirt. A small gold chain daggled off the pull tab with a golden heart at the other end; she took the charm in her hand and zipped her skirt up and then closed the button above it and pulled her belt with the oversized buckle tight securing her skirt. Finally she slipped on her long thigh high white leather with a red racing strip cowgirl boots on.
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	A young farm hand, August McAvoy, had stood there with eyes wide and mouth a gap as he watched Nonni stand in the doorway of the barn in her bra and panties dressing herself.


	August was a little younger than the twenty year old Nonni. He hand short light brown hair boarding on dirty blond with crystal blue eyes. His body was toned from his work but he was still slender and of average build. He wore and old pair of work jeans with a white T-shirt, and black leather vest over top of it.


	He watched as Nonni left the doorway and came bounding out of the large double barn doors in the front. Her hair trailing behind her in the wind her skirt so short it lifted up just enough to give August another look at her panties as she came bounding towards him with her amble chest bouncing up and down.


	“Morning August!” she exclaimed happily as she stood there slightly bent forward, holding her hands together in front of her as she looked into August’s eyes. 


	“Morning… Nonni,” he stuttered back to her.


	“Where’s my Farmlord, August?” she asked.


	“It’s under the tarp just outside the garage. I finished cleaning and tuning it for you last night. You get a call about another one, Nonni?” he responded.


	“Yep, thank you August,” said Nonni as she lend in and kissed him on the cheek before dashing off to the garage.


	“Give it up kid,” said the gigantic and muscled yard boss. “She’s out of your reach. If none of the rest of us have gotten a chance to touch that supple young wild filly, she’s definitely not going to let you ride her.”


	August sighed and looked down.


	“Hey, she and the other Farmlord pilots are a breed of the own, but you may have a shot with Sheriff Sakura. I hear that she’s in need of a young stiff one. I hear that she’ll even let you use her hand cuff and bind her to the head board, apparently she’s kinky like that and doesn’t get it that often,” laughed the yard boss as he walked away waving his hand in the air.  
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	Nonni approached the tarp covering her Farmlord just outside the garage. Loud music blared from inside and the sounds of grinding metal and sparks came from the workers inside.


	She took one corner and flung the tarp off revealing a blue hot rodish looking tractor.  She climbed up the side mounting the mighty machine, spreading her legs as she swung her left one over the seat, here sort skirt lifting up again showing her pink panties. Nonni reached down into the left cup of her bra and pulled forth the key to the Farmlord. 


	She held the key gently in her fingers and slipped it into the ignition and turned. The Farmlord rumbled to life, Nonni double clutched as she put the machine into gear and took off rocketing across the dirt driveway of the work yard and out onto the black asphalt of the street.


	Out of the garage and into the dust cloud came Gasolinea, the farm base’s chief mechanic. She waved her work gloved covered hand trying to disburse the dust from in front of her face. She wore an old pair of faded light blue coveralls the front unzipped with the sleeves tied about her waist. The legs had long since ripped so badly and so many times that Gasolinea had cut them off forming the bottom of the coveralls into a skirt. Her legs were bare and smooth until you got to her white knee high socks with a double red strip around the tops. Her feet were in old brown leather work boots with the laces left untied. Finally she had a dingy white tank top on up top. Her hair was black bobbed cut, her eyes purple, and her lightly tanned skin was already coved in grease and sweat this early in the morning.
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