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Uncle Buck.

Chapter 1.

When Becky first took the phone call all thoughts of the farm were driven right out of her head for a good couple of hours before reality kicked in. How could they possibly attend her brother’s funeral when there was the farm to look after? Forty-two goats to feed and milk, twice a day, and the funeral was taking place three hundred miles away, a full days drive. 

If it weren’t for Lisa they’d never have managed it. At seventeen she was still young but she’d been helping them work the farm for three years now, ever since she and Angie had become friends at school. Of course she’d offered to look after things as soon as she heard the news, and though it would be hard work it was the only way they were going to make it at such short notice. She and Angie would be missing for the best part of three days; it would be a difficult time for them all, especially as the weather forecast was for high winds and heavy rain.

Becky and Angie left in the middle of the morning, as soon as the first milking was over, leaving Lisa to cope with the evening milking on her own. The goats had taken great delight in playing her up and it was almost three hours before she was finished. By the time she’d got back into the house and had her shower she was exhausted. Slipping into one of Angie’s short nighties she climbed into bed with a copy of Bridget Jones Diary and a cup of hot milk and was only halfway down page five when she drifted off to sleep.   


It was the wind that woke her as it slammed the bedroom window hard into the frame, shocking her into wakefulness. Lisa hopped out of bed and ran lightly across the room, pausing even as she reached out for the handle. Something was wrong. She could hear the goats bleating noisily down in their pen, far too noisily for this time of night. From up here in the bedroom Lisa couldn’t see what was going on, she needed to go down for a closer look.

Pausing only to pull on a pair of trainers she ran downstairs and out of the house straight into the rainstorm. It had ridden in on the rising wind and seemed to be getting heavier as she ran across the yard toward the goat pens. Before she was halfway there her nightdress was soaked right through and was sticking to her body like a second skin. It made her feel almost naked but the summer rain was warm, and anyway, who was going to see her out here on a night as foul as this? 

Lisa slowed to a walk as she approached the doe’s pen but the found that the outer gate was still securely fastened, so what was troubling the animals? Slipping through into the pen she fastened the gate securely behind her. Somewhere out in the darkness, beyond the frantic bleating of the does she could hear a repetitive hammering. ‘Damn’ she thought ‘it must be the gate to Uncle Buck’s pen.’  It was a worrying thought, one that made her pause and look around her even more carefully.

She remembered so well Marie’s final words of warning before she and Angie had set off that afternoon. ‘Don’t go in with Buck on your own Lisa darling, he can be a bit unpredictable at times.’  So Lisa had another look round before she started across the open ground towards the far fence. Before she was halfway there she could clearly see Buck’s open gate swinging back and forth in the wind, banging noisily up against the fence posts. 

The ground out here in the centre of the pen was already slippery with rain and the loose trainers flopping around on her feet didn’t make running any easier. The does were making a nuisance of themselves now, milling round her in noisy, excited confusion, jostling her and forever getting in her way. To her relief there was still no sign of Buck, but she knew he wouldn’t be far away.


On reaching the gate she looked out for him through the driving rain but his pen was empty and that set the alarm bells ringing in her head. ‘Damn, he must be in with the does after all,’ she thought and began to turn. Though she moved quickly she was a split second too late. Buck caught her as she was turning, an angled, glancing blow that spun her round and brought her to her knees. ‘This must be what Marie was talking about,’ thought Lisa as she scrambled back to her feet and fled for the safety of the fence. 

Sensing him close behind her she changed direction but in doing so her feet slid away beneath her and she came down in a crashing fall, rolling over in the filth of the pen. Much of the breath had been knocked out of her but sheer terror had Lisa back on her feet in an instant, still heading for the fence. She almost made it but Buck was close enough to nudge her trailing foot, bringing her down for a second time, sliding through the muck and the mud and still no nearer to safety. 

The adrenaline rush that had fuelled her initial flight was already running low and this time Lisa found it harder to get back to her feet. As she looked up, lightning flashed overhead and she saw Buck for the first time illuminated in its light. He was only five yards away, prowling the gap between her and the fence and he was watching her intently. In the sudden flash of light he looked like the devil himself, horns and all, eyes glowing with all the fires of hell. But in the instant of darkness that followed Lisa was on the move again, keeping low; running to her right before turning sharply and heading back towards the fence.

He came at her out of the darkness, little more than a shadow rearing up on his hind legs in front of her, but his sharp cloven hooves slashing at the air were real enough. They forced her back step-by-step towards the middle of the pen where he stopped and watched as Lisa slumped to her knees.

‘What do you want?’ she asked, but of course she didn’t get a reply. She could hear his low breathing in the darkness. He was so close that she could actually smell him, but as long as he remained still he was no more than a shadow among shadows. It was a minute or so before he moved, Lisa listened to his footsteps as he circled her two or three times, moving ever closer and getting her used to his presence before stepping forward and nudging her in the back.

She hadn’t seen him coming. Angrily she straightened up and shouted at him.

‘What the hell are you doing you stinking, flea-ridden, good-for-nothing goat.’

 It was true, the goats always had a strong smell about them but tonight Buck’s odour was somehow different. It was stronger and more pungent than she could ever remember it. Lisa was sure that she’d come across the smell before but she couldn’t remember when or where. The next nudge also caught her by surprise, it almost toppled her onto her face and the language got noticeably stronger.

‘Quit it you asshole goat, when Becky gets back you’re fucking burger meat, you just see if you aren’t.’ 

As though in answer to her ill-mannered outburst his next attack hit Lisa right between her shoulder blades and sent her flying face down into the mixture of mud and shit on the floor. When she tried to get up he slammed her straight back down again. A raw fear crept into her body; she didn’t yet understand the motive behind his behaviour but some sixth sense warned her that something was badly wrong.

Every instinct was screaming at her to get out of the pen and though dazed and confused she hauled herself up off the ground onto her hands and knees. Angie’s short nightdress, wet and filthy, was now rucked up around her waist and when Lisa lifted herself off the ground it gave Buck the opportunity he’d been waiting for. He was onto her in a flash, mounting her from behind and pulling her back securely into his body. His forelegs tightened vice-like around her hips and she felt his coarse belly hairs begin to prickle across her backside. Suddenly his motive was all too clear, even to this young and innocent girl.

‘No, no, no,’ moaned Lisa. She and Angie had watched Buck in action with the does on many occasions; they’d even joked with each other about what it must feel like to be on the receiving end of such single-minded attention. Now it seemed she was going to find out for herself and the thought petrified her.

Frantically she struggled to break away but his hold on her remained secure. He bore down on her with all his strength; his full weight pushing down on her back and slowly the pressure forced her legs apart and making her pussy more accessible to him. Three times in quick succession he pulled her back into his body, slightly readjusting his hold on her each time. She could feel his cock slapping against her thighs and her struggles became even more frantic. On his fourth attempt he found his target and with a single powerful thrust of his haunches he drove his cock straight into the untouched depths of Lisa’s tight virgin cunt, bursting through her hymen as though it wasn’t there.


Her head snapped back and she screamed loud and shrill as his cock knifed into her, the sound a mixture of horror and pain. She understood immediately what Buck had done to her and it hurt her almost as much mentally as it did physically. God how it hurt. Lisa had never held any burning desire to retain her virginity until her wedding night. Her view had always been ‘How do you know they’re any good if you haven’t tried them out first.’ But this was different; she was being fucked by an ANIMAL for god’s sake and there was nothing she could do about it! 

With his cock buried securely inside her Buck paused for a moment and made doubly sure that his hold on her was a firm one before he began to fuck into her seriously. His cock felt impossibly huge and Lisa could feel it swelling and pulsating inside her like something alive, like a second huge heartbeat in her belly. It threatened to tear her apart. 

With a strength born of desperation she made one final effort to twist away from him, but with the full length of his iron-hard prick inside her this proved impossible. Her frantic writhing merely excited him further and slowly, almost gently, he began to pull her back onto his cock. Laying into her helpless body in long powerful strokes he was savouring to the full the exquisite sensation of fucking this young and totally vulnerable human female.

Chapter 2.

Lisa’s screams grew more intense as each new thrust hammered his cock ever deeper into her cunt. She couldn’t believe that this was happening to her and begged him again and again to stop and let her go, but why would he stop now? His power was forcing her forward and down until her head was resting in the mud and shit of his pen. Her body was already slick with the loathsome mixture and the smell that surrounded them was powerful and primeval. It was the smell of a rutting buck and Lisa knew for certain that she’d come across it before though she still couldn’t remember where it had been or when.

The does continued to mill around them, bumping into her continually and bleating noisily as though encouraging Buck. Lisa’s pussy was hot now; it almost seemed to be on fire. Buck was inside her, humping her hard and driving her across the pen on her hands and knees until she was hard up against the fence.

There at least Lisa had something solid to brace herself against, to hold her body firm as the goat rutted into her. The initial pain was beginning to ease as Buck’s juices mingled with her own, slowly lubricating her tight young pussy. But her cunt still felt hot and raw and it was beginning to tingle with an intensity she’d never experienced before. 

With her left hand she reached back between her legs and rubbed at the source of the tingling but the touch of her fingers seemed to make things worse. There was a hard bump there and every time she rubbed it a shock of pleasure pulsed through her body making it twitch and jump, making her gasp for breath. Lisa was scared; she didn’t understand what was happening, her emotions seemed to be taking on a life of their own?

Now that he had a firm base to fuck her against Buck renewed his assault. Lisa’s early screams had quietened considerably but in their place an involuntary grunt escaped her lips each time his cock plunged into her; a noise that was beginning to sound suspiciously like pleasure. Without understanding how or why, Lisa was coming to terms with the first fuck of her young life. Somewhere inside her she realised that the she was beginning to enjoy it and by the time he approached his climax she was ready for him.

For a brief moment Buck stood stiff and still with his cock buried to the balls inside her tight, clenching cunt. She could feel it pulsing in her belly, hard and exciting. The powerful muscles of her cunt responded of their own volition, seizing his cock in their grasp and massaging its length with a desperate urgency. Inevitably he came and for the first time she felt the hot, powerful surge of his semen as he ejaculated into her. 

Her whole body trembled and shook in helpless response as his sperm continued to pump into her, filling her to overflowing, squeezing out of her hole and running freely down her thighs. In that moment of fulfilment the sound that escaped from Lisa’s lips was more pleasure than pain, more lust than loathing. 

It was several more minutes before the pair of them began to relax and as Buck pulled out of her a further warm gush of his semen ran freely down her muddied thighs. She groaned, partly in relief that her ordeal seemed to be over and that she’d survived. But there was also a part of her that hadn’t wanted it to end, a part of her that had wanted it to go on. Actually, in thinking that it was over, she was being a little premature and rather naïve because it wasn’t over at all, in fact for both of them the night was still young.

Using the fence as a lever she began to pull herself to her feet but Buck would have none of it. Every time she got half way up he knocked her back down again, always nudging her away from the fence towards the open, lean-to shelter where the rest of the flock were laid in the straw. Slowly Lisa came to realise that she hadn’t been released at all, that she was considered to be one of the does for now and with her hands and knees bloodied and dirty she crawled in amongst the rest of the herd where she was greeted with a round of bleating calls.

Once there she lay down in the straw. She felt drained both physically and emotionally. The smell from her soiled nightdress, a pungent mixture of shit and rutting buck was too much for her and she peeled it off, hurling it out across the pen. Naked and alone she curled up in the straw and lay there, yearning for a sleep that wouldn’t come. Becky and Angie weren’t due back until the day after tomorrow.

Twice more during the hours of darkness Buck came to take her. Each time he pushed her out towards the centre of the pen on her hands and knees. On the first occasion she tried to ignore him, curling up tightly in the straw; but he wouldn’t be denied. Stamping down on her hard, he twice raked her unprotected side with his sharp, cloven hooves. His message was clear and it was one that Lisa understood well enough. Slowly she crawled back out into the pen where the ground was still wet and muddy though the rain had now stopped. Lowering her head in submission Lisa lifted her rear into the air and waited for Buck to shaft her again.

Several times he walked round her before stopping and sniffing noisily at her hot and sore pussy. It was still sticky with the mixture of her virgin juices and his semen and he began to lick it, the roughness of his tongue making her wriggle her bottom in a mixture of discomfort and unexpected pleasure. 

He bumped her once with his head, forcing her to lift her rear end higher into the air and when he was satisfied he mounted her for the second time. His legs tightened around her, and once more he pulled her close to him. Lisa was as helpless as a rag doll as his cock slammed straight into the moist depths of her waiting cunt. The strength and power of his first thrust lifted her whole body clear of the ground and sent her skidding her on her hands across the muddy surface.

Lisa wasn’t sure how many times he fucked her that night. She could remember him coming inside her at least three times though it might have been more. On each occasion the pattern was the same. She was driven quickly to the fence and there shafted pitilessly before he exploded into her, his sperm pumping into the hot velvet depths of her tight young cunt. Uncle Buck raped her three times and yet it was still dark when he finally walked away from the filthy, dishevelled girl lying naked beside the fence, her cunt and her mind still blazing with the memory of what had been done to her.

Had he sensed that she’d had enough? He certainly seemed to understand that the line between enough and too much was a fine one, and that Lisa had now reached that line. This time when she tried to drag herself to her feet he stood aside and allowed her to stumble uncertainly towards the shed door. He bleated once as she dragged open the door and stepped inside, pulling the door shut behind her.


At first she was disorientated, it took her a moment to find the light switch and then she wished she hadn’t. The wild-eyed figure staring at her from the full-length mirror beside the shower unit was no one she recognised or even wanted to. Caked in mud and filth from head to toe, Lisa’s innate modesty still saw her trying to cover her muddied breasts with one hand and her burning, violated pussy with the other.


Turning away from the sight in the mirror she switched the shower to full power and waited for the water to heat up. When she judged it was as hot as she could bear she stepped under it and allowed the fierce torrent of water to scour the muck and the sticky strings of goat cum from her body. It took her some time and when the worst of it was gone she reached for the shower cream and tried to scrub every last reminder of that night from her body. 

But it wasn’t only her skin that needed attention. Buck’s throbbing cock had probed right inside her body, deep into her most private places. It had touched her in a way she hadn’t expected; yet she felt slightly cheated as though there was more still to come. She felt that she’d been close to something really special and was frustrated that it had been snatched away from her at the last minute. However hard she tried, however strong the jets of water she used; it was a feeling that refused to go away.


Stepping out of the shower she looked into the mirror again. True it was her body standing there, seemingly unchanged by the events of the last few hours, yet she knew that it wasn’t really her at all. This body belonged to someone else, someone who rather disgusted her, someone she wouldn’t normally admit to knowing. No matter how hard she scrubbed herself, the smell of Uncle Buck would never leave her now. For the rest of her life she would be marked by that distinctive odour, marked as the girl who fucked goats. 

As she turned away to reach for the towel she caught sight of something else in the mirror. Two angry red score marks that angled across her side just above the soft swelling curve of her buttocks. It clearly showed where Buck had raked her with his hooves before he took her for the second time. It was his mark, and in Lisa’s eyes it was one more reminder of her night of shame and humiliation. And still the last traces of his semen came dribbling down between her legs. 

Draping the towel around her shoulders she walked to the outer door, switched off the light, and stepped outside. The first faint fingers of a new dawn were creeping up over the horizon as she made her unsteady, barefoot way back to the house. Upstairs at last, in the sanctuary of Angie’s bedroom, she allowed the towel to slip from her shoulders and fall in a heap on the floor.

In desperate need of reassurance she took another of Angie’s nightdresses out of her bedside drawer and slipped it over her head before climbing wearily into bed and closing her eyes.

As she drifted into sleep she pulled the fabric of the nightdress up to her face and sniffed it in the way she sometimes did, seeking comfort from being somehow closer to her best friend. The scent of Angie was there on the nightdress all right, strong, familiar, comforting and sleep reached out to her with tender arms only to jerk her suddenly back to full wakefulness.

To her horror she’d suddenly realised where she’d come across that smell before, the powerful odour that had been Uncle Buck as he pounded his cock into her pussy out there in the pens. It was right here, on Angie’s nightdress. It was on her sheets, her pillow, it was everywhere. Her lovely Angie, Lisa knew that it could only mean one thing and for her it was the worst moment of the night. She climbed out of bed and opened the window.

‘Damn you Buck,’ she shouted at him across the yard, ‘ damn you to hell you fucking, shit-eating goat.’ Out in the shelter, among his does, Buck heard her call. He lifted his head and bleated once in reply, an answer that Lisa didn’t hear. She was already back in bed, but for a long time the sleep she sought so desperately refused to come.

Chapter 3.

Eventually she slipped into a shallow disturbed sleep, full of disquieting visions of Uncle Buck driving Angie on her hands and knees across his pen and up against the fence as he fucked into her the same way he’d fucked into Lisa. And always the dreams ended in the same way; with Angie crying for Lisa to help her only Lisa had never been there for her. Increasingly, when she woke, Lisa found her hand slipping between her thighs, touching herself, caressing her clitoris and enjoying the tiny, trembling shocks of pleasure that were running through her body, looking for that something she’d been so close to when Buck was filling her to overflowing.

The telephone woke her suddenly; the room was already full of light. Rolling over she looked at the clock and was startled to see that it was already past ten o’clock. Tumbling out of bed she galloped down the stairs, ignoring the dull, aching sensation in her loins, and snatched the phone off the hook. Maybe if she’d had five minutes or so to think about things, she might have handled them differently. Then again, maybe it was best just the way it happened.

‘Hello,’ she said.

‘Lisa?’ said the voice, ‘I was just getting worried. Are you alright darling?’ It was Becky, she sounded nervous, almost as though she’d been expecting trouble.

‘I’m fine,’ replied Lisa, ‘why shouldn’t I be?’ The lie came surprisingly easily to her after all she could hardly admit the truth; that she’d been up most of the night getting a shafting from the family goat. As though reading her mind Becky’s next question almost caught her out. 

‘No trouble from Buck I hope.’

‘Of course not, he’s been as good as gold.’ There, the lie was told.

‘Ha.’ Becky laughed harshly, ‘that would certainly be a first. So everything’s okay is it?’

‘Everything’s fine Becky so you can stop worrying. Oh, one thing though.’

‘What?’ suddenly she sounded suspicious.

‘Tell Angie I miss her. Being here I mean.’

Becky was quiet for a moment as though considering the implications of Lisa’s words.

‘Tell her yourself,’ she said and handed over the phone.

‘What’s up?’ asked Angie, ‘Mum said you had a message for me.’

It was Lisa’s turn to be embarrassed now, ‘Oh, it’s nothing much,’ she said.

‘What? Tell me.’

‘I just wanted you to know that I’m missing you, that’s all.’ Angie hesitated, and when she spoke again there was a husky sound in her voice that Lisa found strangely appealing. She’d been feeling lonely enough as it was, the sound of Angie’s voice made it seem ten times worse.

‘I miss you too Lees,’ she said, ‘we’ll be back soon though. Take care of yourself. Bye you.’

‘Bye you too.’ Lisa said and put the phone down before her voice could give her away, though she suspected that it already had. At that moment she felt more alone than she’d ever believed possible. She had two days to go, the does needed milking again and Buck was still running loose in their pen. 

In the depths of her body Lisa was feeling something she couldn’t understand. She sniffed at the nightdress again, the mixed and mingled scent of Buck and Angie, and the image it brought to her mind, made the feeling grow stronger and Lisa realised that she quite liked it. As she climbed the stairs her hand slipped between her thighs again and she touched herself. Though she was still a little sore down there, the gentle touch of her fingers felt better than it should have done.

For the morning milking she pulled on what she considered to be ‘sensible’ clothes, a well-worn pair of denims and a baggy, oversized sweater. She had a job to do and was determined that this morning Buck wasn’t going to find things quite so easy should he try to repeat his actions of the previous night. But in the full light of day Buck behaved like the perfect gentleman. In his turn he seemed to realise that Lisa wasn’t available to him this morning and though he stayed close to her she never felt threatened by his presence. Again and again she found her gaze being drawn to him.

And when the morning milking was done she reached out to him with her hand, running it down his neck and across his broad back. He came closer, rubbing his body against her denim clad thighs. It was almost as though he was telling her how special she was to him. When she walked away from him his bleating sounded somehow sad and mournful to her.

It took her an hour or so to clear up in the milking shed, to pump the milk into the holding tank and wash out the pipes. A lot of that time was spent wondering about the strange feelings that she found rippling through her body and by the time she was done her mind was made up. When she came back out to do the evening milking the well-worn denims and the oversized sweater would be left behind on the bed. Instead she’d be wearing one of Angie’s dresses, a light cotton shift, a cacophony of crazy colours that carried with it the blended odour of her Angie and Uncle Buck. Just that, and nothing else. 

That evening Lisa listened to Buck bleating loudly at the door but knew that she needed to finish the milking and get the rest of the flock settled before she could answer his call. 

'Quieten down,' she shouted across to him, 'I'm going as fast as I can dammit.' It silenced him for a while but it didn't stop him from watching her through the half open door. Every time she looked up at him, (and that was quite often); his eyes were fixed on her.

Finally the milking was done, everything was washed and stowed away and the does were safely back in their pen. It had been a long day, but at last it was time. Lisa was nervous and paused for a moment before reaching beneath her dress and slipping two fingers into her pussy. She was already wet, much more so than she’d expected, and slowly she turned her fingers, probing them deeper into her body. Withdrawing them slowly she spread her wet juices liberally across her thighs, leaving a clear invitation that she knew Buck would never refuse.  

Now that she was ready and most definitely available she stepped out of the shed and walked across the pen towards him. Her heart was pounding causing her legs to tremble and she paused briefly, taking a moment to regain her composure. This time both of them understood that she was there by choice and not from force of circumstances.  

Their eyes had locked together the instant she left the shed and neither of them seemed willing to break the connection. Buck watched as she lifted the light cotton dress up over her head revealing the full beauty of her slender young body. Her breasts, though not large, were firm and perfectly formed and her nipples, already hard, tingled pleasantly to the gentle touch of her fingertips, so pleasantly that she repeated the action several times.

Folding the dress she laid it neatly on the ground before straightening up and kicking off her shoes. Naked now she stepped in front of him but instead of submitting right away she stayed on her feet a little longer, making him wait for his pleasure. With her legs spread she thrust her hips towards him three or four times in a provocative gesture before waiting for his response. 

He accepted her invitation, stepping towards her and sniffing at her sex. It was wet and it smelt sweet to him, he could tell that Lisa's anticipation had made it that way. He could clearly scent the intensity of her desire in the juices smeared across her thighs and he knew that his own need was every bit as strong. She took his head in her hands and buried his nose in her pussy leaving him in no doubt of her growing need. 

It was the last straw, impatiently he pawed at the ground between them with one hoof and finally Lisa lowered her eyes in the ultimate gesture of submission before she turned and knelt on the ground in front of him. On all fours she raised her rear into the air, a clear signal that she was ready to be mounted. This time she looked forward to being pulled roughly onto him and feeling the firmness of his cock as it knifed its way between her thighs before plunging deep into her body. 

She lifted her bottom higher as he strutted stiff-legged behind her, glancing back at him as she did so, watching his cock swell and grow beneath him, long and pink and moist. She wanted to feel it pulsing inside her, the mere sight of it made her groan out loud. Now it was Lisa who was getting impatient.

‘Fuck me,’ she pleaded to him, ‘come on Buck fuck me you big stud, fuck me now, fuck me hard.’

In frustration she twitched her pussy at him one last time. He mounted her quickly, pulling her closer to his body and driving his hard prick into her in one flowing movement. The moan that exploded out of her in the moment of their coupling was long and loud, full of her lust and need.

That first frantic thrust lifted her off her knees and propelled her across the paddock. Urgently he humped into her again driving her straight to the fence where they took a few seconds to reposition themselves before the serious fucking got under way. He started steadily enough, thrusting into her rhythmically with those long, powerful strokes that she enjoyed so much and it wasn’t long before her body began to respond. 

Once she’d relaxed, she began to enjoy the sensation of having his cock inside her and slowly learnt to fuck back onto it. Her eyes closed and her head hung low, swinging from side to side, as she allowed the raw pleasure to take control of her mind as well as her body. His power was awesome and his stamina seemingly inexhaustible as he plunged his cock into from every conceivable angle, touching her deepest and most private places, introducing her to sensations she’d never suspected the existence of; until now that is. For the first time in her young life, Lisa found herself experiencing these very sensations.

She found herself responding to his movements, grasping his cock with the velvet, muscular tightness of her cunt, holding it inside her and milking it eagerly as the precum began to flow helping to lubricate them both. Her body twisted and writhed like an eel beneath his powerful haunches as the orgasms began, rippling through her one after another.  The shrieks that she uttered on this night were far removed from the cries of pain and humiliation of yesterday. 

Lisa lost count of the times his body stiffened and shook as, deep inside her, another powerful climax flooded her cunt with his hot sperm. It was leaking out of her in streams; she could feel it running down her thighs and across her stomach. As she looked back she could see his cum dripping steadily from the rounded curve of her belly and pooling on the ground beneath her. She watched through half open eyes as he drove his cock into her repeatedly, catching an occasional glimpse of its huge pinkness in the fading half-light of evening. 

Her orgasms came again, even stronger than before, flowing through her bucking body in wave after rippling wave. Forged in the red heat of her quivering cunt they raced wildly throughout her body, sparking randomly against her nerve endings on the way, before finally exploding deep inside her brain. Indescribable sensations of sheer pleasure, of ultimate ecstasy began to overwhelm her.

Clinging to the fence, in much the same way as a drowning man would cling to a lifebelt, her back arched and her head went back as she began to scream her response to those sensations. Opening her eyes again she stared into the infinite emptiness of a darkening sky and shrieked her satisfaction to an unhearing world. It was a powerful, almost prehistoric sound, more animal than human, that rose and fell like a rolling sea before crashing angrily against a rocky shore and fading away to a whisper. 

It was dark before the two of them were done, before Buck slowed and pulled out of her. So far gone was she that, for several minutes, she didn't realise that he'd gone, her body wouldn't let her stop. Even without his prick pulsing inside her it continued to twitch and sway in time to the dance of desire that played on inside her head. Quietly he stood beside her and waited for Lisa to recover from the emotional firestorm that had just consumed her body and her mind. 

Slowly she came down from the heights they'd scaled together, her eyes open and staring straight in front of her yet seeing nothing in those first moments. Then they began to focus; firstly on her arms held stiffly in front of her, hands still gripping at the fence where she’d held her body steady for Buck to take her. Finally her eyes moved out past the fence to the open fields and beyond them again, to the early stars now glowing faintly in the night sky.

Quietly she began to relax, reaching down with one hand and lowering herself to the ground, rolling onto her back as she did so. There was a hot burning fire centred between her legs that still demanded her attention. Her hand reached down and she inserted all four fingers into the slickness of her pussy, wet and slippery from the semen that Buck had pumped into her so liberally. It was all over her body now, lying thick across her belly and down her thighs; the dark patch of hair between her legs was thick with it and when her hands were slippery enough she reached hungrily for her clit. 

That first touch brought a sudden, explosive intake of breath from her, the sensation was intense, electric, exciting and her body demanded it of her again and yet again. Pulling her feet in towards her body she bent her knees, spread her legs wide and began to frig herself fiercely. The intensity of it caused her back to arch sharply upwards, lifting her hips clear of the ground as she fucked into the unseen ecstasy that was controlling her every action. When her final climax took her to the very gates of paradise her shrieks of pleasure echoed through the farm buildings for a full thirty seconds before fading slowly away into the satisfied whimpers of the child she had been until tonight. For she was a child no longer, this was the night on which Lisa Crow made her transition into womanhood.

All this time Buck stood beside her and waited. It was five minutes before she felt strong enough to haul herself to her feet and even then her legs threatened to betray her. Her knees buckled and she reached out for Buck, using the strength and broadness of his back to support herself until her balance returned. With an effort she straightened up and began to shuffle her way across the paddock towards the gate, pausing only to pick up her shoes and Angie’s shift on the way. Buck stayed with her, seeing her safely through the gate and bleating his farewell as he watched her set off back to the house.

