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The Village Bastard 1

When I finished my Highschool studies, I had to wait for a whole year before I joined college. “ One year with nothing to do?” I remember my mom complaining since she knew I'd be a baggage to her. I was in the peak of my teen years and hormones were boiling in my blood. In short, my dick was almost constantly erect at any moment.

My name is Dan. I grew up in the village although schooled in a boarding school. My mom was a prominent farmer with large fields of variety crops ad Well as cattle. My dad worked away from home and came mostly on the weekends. With such kind of large farms, labour was always a problem for mum. As much as I tried to help her the work got more and more overwhelming. Normally, in such situations, she would hire some people to help us.

That January found me in the village helping mom harvest her bountiful three acre land of maize. Apparently , she had hired some laborers, three ladies to help us. Also, there was also one volunteer, Mwikali, who had decided to help mom with the labour. The first lady's name was Mama Stella. I came to learn that the other two younger ladies were her two daughters, the elder one Anna, having recently returned home after her marriage broke up. She was around 26 and had one child of 6 years.The younger one was Hope. She was the same age as me but academically, she was three years behind, meaning she'd just joined highschool at 19.

On the first day of harvesting, I joined the rest in the fields and we started working. Mom had contracted some men to cut the maize stalks for us and pile them in large heaps thus making the work easier for us, so we would sorround one heap at a time and extract corn from each stalk one by one. The women chatted cheerfully as they worked discussing various issues. This made me feel left out because most of the things they were gossiping about weren't intresting to me. Mwikali worked alongside me. Her hands were fast and so was her mouth. Out of boredom, I started observing her. She was sweaty and a wet patch had formed under her armpits. Occasionally, she would wipe her sweat with a torn towel that she then inserted under her skirt on the waist. She was around forty two years old and had been single since I was a little boy. She had worked at our home many times so she was not new to me.We were also close to each other when I was little as she used to be playful with me alot. When i went to highschool and matured a little, she stopped being playful but we still used to talk openly especially now that i was a grown up. Mwikali was about 6’5 tall and that made her taller than than average. She had huge boobs and a big ass that made her look enormous when she walked. She was well known for her physicality and that's why mom liked her as she never shyed away from work.

That day, she wore a green skirt that reached to her knees her blouse lacked two buttons exposing her brown boobs when she bent down. Her skirt would also hike up to expose her brown thighs. Without realising it, I began to lust for her. “ Who fucks this goddess?” I asked myself as I pulled a huge corn off the stalk. Strangely, my dick got hard and for the first time saw mwikali as the beauty she was. I edged closer to her and inhaled her scent into my nostrils. It was a strong mixture of sweat and cocoa butter from the deodorants she used. But I liked it and wanted more as it made my dick harder. Her scent was addictive, before I knew it, my nose was stuck under her armpits while pretending to pick a stalk of maize from the ground. Mwikali didn't notice anything. I looked at the other women and neither noticed too. So when I was done with that stalk, I threw it on the pile behind us and bent to pick another stalk from the same as before. This time, I pressed my nose into her armpit and inhaled then swiftly got up and held my breath as I quickly extracted the corn. Mwikali paused to look at me but I pretended to be oblivious of anything.

We worked for about two hours without making another move. Also, the days work was almost done. The other ladies, including mom started gathering their things while me and Mwikali remained behind finalising the last pile. When we were alone, I decided to use that opportunity and make the last move. Confidently, I snuck my nose under her armpit again whilst pretending to reach a sack of maize. This time, I delayed there and inhaled deeply, not once but twice.Her womanly scent sent me crazy, making my dick to throb profusely in the boxers. Mwikali stared at me intently probably wondering what was wrong with me. But whatever she concluded in her heart, she did not reveal.

“Dan we are going to leave you behind and wait for the tractor to come.” Mom said loudly as she put her things in her basket. “ Make sure to keep an eye on the maize, I don't trust those loaders.” She insisted. “They are thieves.” Mama Stella chimped in as she went ahead to narrate the tactics they used to steal maize. “ Dan is not used to that kind of work, I'll remain behind with him.” Mwikali said giving me a side eye that suggested mischief. Mom on the other hand sighed relief. “Alright , I'll go prepare lunch for you'll.” She said then started walking away slowly. The others followed suit and they left chatting loudly having forgotten us.

We waited until they disappeared into the neighbours maize farm, then, Mwikali sat on one of the maizeful sacks. She was sweaty and was drinking water. I edged closer to her and asked to share the water. She sipped a few more times then handed the bottle to me. I gulped to my fill then noticed there was still a lot of water left. Since it was really hot, I splashed some of the water in my head. “ Stop wasting my water!” Mwikali snapped. I didn't listen. I started to be playful with her and splashed her with water. “ Don't worry it will cool you down.” I told her then started to wipe her. I splashed more water into her face and shoulders. Some of the water even dripped to her skirt making her to wake up. “Dan you are a naughty boy, people will think I urinated myself.” She said laughing hysterically. Meaning she liked the game. “That water worked, I feel cooler now.” She said suddenly straightening her wet blouse to dry. She exposed her boobs further and a found myself staring at them shamelessly. She caught me staring at her and subtly covered them with her palm. Seeing this, I poured more water specially on her boobs wetting her bra completely. It was soaked. “ You naughty boy.” She complained although not angry. “I need to remove my bra, I can't wear it wet.” She said. “Can I help you?” I asked daring to touch her blouse buttons. “You are evil minded.” She shouted as she shrugged my hands again. Yet, i did not give up. By now, I was so horny that my body was shaking. Mwikali noticed my erect dick pushing against my trousers repeatedly and paused to look at it. I pulled up my tshirt and she saw the outline of it in my trousers. At this point, she noticed she we'd gone too far. She became serious changed her tone. “ The tractor has arrived.” She said calmly bringing me back to reality. I made eye contact with her and suddenly looked away in embarrassment. I heard the mighty roar of a tractor parking by the edge of out land, followed by a youthful chatter of the loaders who wasted no time to start picking the heavy bags of maize and loading them up in the truck.

Within no time, every harvest was securely parked on the truck ready for transport. I climbed on the truck and counted the bags of maize just to confirm. When all was good, the driver started the engine as I helped Mwikali up the truck. I noticed the turnboys weren't boarding even as the truck started moving along the rough marram road making up to rock back and forth. Luckily, it was for a few metres and then the road became smooth. Mwikali was uncomfortable where she was sitting so she switched position and sat facing me. I looked down to avoid her eyes as I was still guilty of my pervertious deeds. Under my eyes, I saw her thick brown thighs exposed to the sunlight. Her short skirt had hiked up when she sat down. I couldn't help myself but to look at her. Her legs were partly open giving me a good view of her pink pantie that covered her swollen mound. My dick suddenly shot up and started to throb. The road started to become bumpy again making her legs to open wider with each bump. I noticed her pussy was hairly and there was a wet spot on her pantie. “ What does it smell like?” I wondered before she abruptly closed her legs. I knew I'd been caught again so I didn't look up. “Why didn't the turnboys board the truck.” I asked her trying to distract her. “It's a policy we introduced to protect the goods being transported.” The driver shouted from the steering wheel. “ These young men are not trustworthy.” He added, though his input was not needed. When no one responded to him, he too kept quiet and concentrated on driving. I looked up and saw she had opened her legs again so I continued enjoying the show. I looked at her eyes and she smiled then closed her legs again. This time, I became confident and pulled my shirt up again to show her my big hard on. She opened her mouth in surprise for how big it looked. I got up from where I sat and went and sat next to her. Once again, I inhaled
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