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Farm Maiden

(13,500 words)

 

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

 

Charley worked at his desk in the grocery store’s office. He had been a manager at Diamond Market for over ten years. After receiving his associate degree in business, Charley didn’t want to continue with college. He barely made it through those two years with his head on his shoulders, and the tuition for the four-year school was much more expensive. He didn’t want to take on that amount of debt and graduated with his two-year degree. It only took him a year to pay off his debt from school, so he thought he was ahead. The grocery store gave him health benefits, paid vacation, and a good salary. People from around Foss knew Charley and the other employees by name. Diamond Market felt like a home away from home for Charley, and he never wanted to leave his comfy job.

His parents were on the other side of town. He had two serious girlfriends over the years, but neither had led to marriage. Something was holding Charley back from proposing to a woman. He didn’t know what it was, but the relationships never felt right.

Walking around Diamond Market, Charley checked all the products. He went to the different sections of the store and checked dates and times for produce and meats and the buffet. Some people stopped by Diamond Market to eat daily. It was a popular spot in Foss. From students to retirees, everybody stopped by the Market. They asked Charley and the other employees questions. He loved running the ship. The store. His daily project. Charley didn’t have one problem with managing a grocery store and felt grateful every morning he woke up for work.

When Charley returned to his office, the phone was ringing. His ignorant bliss was about to shatter like fallen glass. Charley went over to the phone and answered it. The big office from Chicago was calling.

“Mr. Plat?”

“Yes, this is he,” Charley said. The big office almost never called. Diamond Market had stores all over the Midwest, and there had been headlines of financial trouble. Charley thought they would avoid any issues because there weren’t many markets of its size in Foss.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Plat. We’re calling with some bad news,” the boss said.

Charley’s heart dropped to the pits of his stomach. He never wanted to hear such words. The district manager from Chicago called to say that they had to close the Foss location. They were debating between the one in Foss and a neighboring town, but the town twenty miles from Foss had less competition. The town was smaller and without the higher education. They earned just a bit more money, but there was good news. The company owned the building in Foss, and if things turned around, they could reopen the store.

“How long do we have to leave?” Charley asked. He was sweating. Beads running down his forehead.

“Two weeks. We’re going to run a major sale in the next couple weeks, but everyone has to leave after two weeks. I’m really sorry about this, Mr. Plat. We could try to find something for you at the sister store?” the man offered, but they both knew Charley would not drive over half an hour each way. And those two-lane highways could get backed up if there was an accident. Traffic with no escape. He preferred to find something in Foss. There were enough jobs around the city, but starting as the new person was never fun. He had spent a decade at Diamond Market.

The man on the phone continued and explained how all the workers would get a small bonus for the abrupt news. Charley didn’t care about the money. He wanted a job. He had planned on working at Diamond Market his entire life, never thinking the day would arrive when they shut down their store. There had been a lot of strategic closures in the Chicago area, but Charley considered Foss safe. A college town with dedicated full-time residents. People would lose a staple in the city when Diamond Market closed its doors, but what could Charley do? He wouldn’t leave before the two weeks ended. He wouldn’t protest outside.

Charley hung up the phone and went back to work, breaking the terrible news to his employees one at a time but mentioning the severance pay. Good news and bad. Which did they want first? Charley’s heart broke in two by the end of the day.

 

♦

 

Robert Mosley was a college dropout and farmer. He preferred to wake up before the sun illuminated the sky than read textbooks. He preferred to burn edges on his farm than make conference calls with strangers around the world. His cattle gave him the best milk and meat a man could ask for in this unforgiving world. Working alongside nature provided more satisfaction for Robert than he could ever have in an office environment. He hired people to help him around the farm but kept to himself.

After a long morning on the farm, Robert retired to his house. The woman who cooked, Deborah, set up food for the workers in the garage every day. She was busy doing that, and Robert would get his plate after his after-work ritual. There was a bathroom with outside access for the workers. They weren’t allowed inside his house, and Robert had taken the steps to ensure that. He appreciated everything his employees did for him, but Deborah was the only one allowed in the house. Maybe Robert was paranoid, but things worked well as they were.

He was thirty-two and not married. Women flirted with him often, but Robert had secret desires. He didn’t know if he would ever find a woman that fulfilled his true wishes. Until that day, Robert could tolerate living as a solitary man. He made plenty of money from the land and saved it. With Deborah helping him, nearly all his meat and dairy came from the farm. She knew how to make cheese and use every part of a cow for meat. There were chickens in the backyard too for eggs and meat. Deborah was worth her weight in gold.

When Robert returned from his shower and after-work ritual, Deborah was standing in the kitchen. A plate of piping-hot food waited for Robert at the table with a glass of water. He took his seat, but there was something off in the air. Deborah sat across from him. The kitchen seemed cleaner than normal, like she had worked extra hard to finish early.

“Mr. Mosley,” she said.

“You know you can call me Robert,” he said.

“I know, sir, but I’m afraid I got some bad news.”

Robert set the fork on the edge of his plate. Deborah had cooked his favorite: fried chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli. Chicken gravy made with Deborah’s famous stock. The woman could write cookbooks. Robert was positive they would fly from the shelves.

“What’s your news, Deborah?” he asked. He knew what was coming. Deborah had been eying a move to Chicago for some time. She had mentioned it when she started a couple years ago, but Robert thought she changed her mind. He paid her well and bought insurance for her and all his other employees. They were worth every penny because he couldn’t run the farm alone.

“I have to quit my job. I found a wonderful job in Chicago as a food editor. Can you believe it?”

“Yes, I can. Congratulations, Deborah,” Robert said. In the back of his mind, he was thinking what a loss it would be but was excited for her, nonetheless. Robert stood and put out his arms for a hug.

“Thank you. I’m going to miss this job a lot, but I have to make my mark on the world,” Deborah said. She had grown up on a farm around Foss but wanted to write about luxury food and wine. She was in her late twenties, and Robert understood her desire to flee the small-town life. He had anchored down in Foss, and it was his home, but Deborah was free to live her life. He couldn’t stop her, but he could help her fly.

“When will your last day be?” he asked.

“I start at my job in Chicago in two weeks. I can stay here like a week longer,” she said.

“Perfect. I’ll have to hire a maid service until I find someone new,” he said.

“They won’t cook for you though,” she said.

“I’ll have to pick up some slack. Don’t worry about me. I’ll give you a bonus before you leave, so you can have the best possible start in Chicago.”

Deborah clapped her hands, “you’re the best boss ever. I’ll miss you,” Deborah said.

Robert swore she had stayed around the farm because she had a crush on him. He couldn’t prove that. But the way she batted her eyelashes and looked up at him when they were alone. Robert would never have sex with an employee, but he didn’t have eyes for Deborah. She was beautiful, but he wanted something different. Something he would probably never have. He hooked up with women but never Deborah. She was an employee and wanted more than sex. Robert could see it in her eyes.

When Deborah grabbed her keys to leave, she turned back to Robert. Longing in her eyes. Robert made a note to add an extra thousand to her next check and to find a new Deborah. He knew the chances of finding a replacement as valuable as Deborah were slim to none, but he had to find someone soon. He couldn’t spend all his afternoons making cheese and chicken stock.


Chapter Two

 

Charley felt like a loser for staying until the last day, but he got a nice bonus for doing it. The town had gone crazy clearing out the store during the final clearance sale. Charley watched as they tore each other apart, vying for the best deal. Meat and dairy at steep discounts. Paper and pencils at ninety percent off. Charley passed a decade walking through those sliding glass doors at the entrance, and now he would have to drive past an empty store. The ten years felt like they had flashed by in a second, but time stood still that last day. All the employees had left, taking the remnants of the final sale. The last bits of product that weren’t bought.

Charley walked around the hollowed store, wondering what he would do next. He had no plan but to stay in Foss. He didn’t want to live in the big city where humans raced like rats. Staying behind in Foss appealed to him more than chasing an intangible dream. Charley wanted health insurance, a retirement package, and enough money to afford the mortgage on his place he had bought. It wasn’t expensive. The bank proved to him that buying was cheaper than renting which didn’t cost much outside the college district in Foss.

Locking the doors for the last time, Charley sighed. He would never work as a manager there again. He had enough savings for four months and zero ambition to look for a new job. Charley wouldn’t cry over it. He had broken enough glass bottles behind the building; slamming them into the trash can. He wasn’t an angry person and felt ridiculous each time he broke a bottle. It did nothing to change his situation: jobless, no prospects, and four months of savings.

Charley drove home and parked outside his place but didn’t go inside. He had bought his house in a trendier part of town, not that much happened in Foss. But he could walk to the rival supermarket and a bar and a bakery and cafe. A plaza of goodies at his disposal.

Charley entered the bar. People were paying pool and shooing darts. They banned smoking inside, but they had an ‘outdoor’ room off to the side. It was a covered patio with little separation from the inside. Cigarette smoke drifted in every time someone walked from one space to the other.

Sitting at the bar, Charley ordered a beer and a shot. He didn’t drink much but felt it was appropriate to treat himself. Sitting at home alone, Charley wasn’t sure what he would do. He needed to be around people, chatter, and commotion. Charley downed his shot and beer in record time. The booze traveling through his blood. He planned to get hammered and walk back home to pass out and wake up to a new day.

Charley ordered a second beer and shot when someone tapped on his shoulder. He turned and faced the man. It took him a minute to recognize his old friend from high school. They hadn’t talked in ages. “Robert Mosley. Is that you?” he asked.

“It’s me man, what’s happening with you? I saw you over here slamming a shot and couldn’t believe it. You’re never here,” Robert said. Charley had always considered himself sexually fluid, and Robert was looking good. Muscles bulging under his button up. Checkerboard print. Trimmed beard and huge brown eyes. Charley tried not to glance down at Robert’s bulge but wanted to move his eyes there. They were tremendous friends in high school but weren’t anything more than that. Charley didn’t lose his virginity until he was twenty-one, but Robert had always been attractive. A ladies man. All the women wanted Robert, the smart guy on the football team.

“Not much. It’s been a rough day, and I wanted a drink. Do you come here often?” Charley asked.

“Once a week to play pool. Wanna play?”

Charley looked over to the pool table where Robert was playing with his friends but wasn’t feeling up to socializing. “I’m good. Thanks, man. We should catch up sometime when you aren’t playing pool,” Charley said, turning back to his drinks. He could drink away his problems and didn’t need the company of a friend.

Robert must have noticed how sad and down Charley felt because he sat in the empty stool next to Charley and ordered a beer. His friends groaned from the corner, but he waved at them to play on without him. Robert turned back to Charley and talked about the farm.

Charley didn’t know why Robert was talking to him after all these years, but the distraction was nice. Charley couldn’t remember why they had stopped hanging out. It had been long before the farm. It must have been right around when Charley started at the grocery store, climbing the ranks until he ran the show. Only to get thrown out to the streets a few years later with no worries from the Chicago office. They would make their profits in the next town over. Charley didn’t confess to Robert about his job loss. He listened to his old friend talk about how he had dropped out of university and started working on a farm, buying the land only a few years into his venture.

“You should come out and smoke a joint,” Robert said.

Charley chuckled. “I haven’t smoked since we were nineteen,” he said.

“No better time than now,” Robert said.

“I shouldn’t. I’ve already had a few shots, and your farm is far.”

“I’ll drive you. For old time’s sake.”

Charley thought about it. He had nothing better to do. No job to wake up for in the morning.

 

♦

 

Driving across town with Charley in the passenger seat, Robert couldn’t remember why they had stopped talking. They must have grown apart with age, but they used to have the most fun together. Playing basketball at school, riding their bikes around town, and enjoying life. They spent summers at the pool. The more Robert thought about it, the reality they hadn’t spoken saddened Robert. He missed his friend Charley. He played pool with a couple of his employees and some guys from town. Robert couldn’t open up to them like he used to with Charley.

“What ever happened to us?” Robert asked when they were getting close to his farm.

“I was thinking about that but can’t recall a specific reason for falling out,” he said.

“Me neither. Too bad we let all those years fly by without keeping touch.”

“We’re here now. I can’t believe you still smoke weed,” Charley said.

“What can I say. The life of a farmer gives me the freedom to do whatever I want. I usually just smoke at night or on the weekends. It gets lonely after we finish work for the day.”

“You married?” Charley asked.

“No, you?”

“No. Girlfriend?”

“Not even one of those,” Robert chuckled. They had arrived at his house. The farm spread out around it. Stars filled the sky. He lived at least ten miles outside the outskirts of Foss which wasn’t a huge city.

“Me neither. We should be back at the bar trying to find some ladies,” Charley said.

“I’d rather smoke a joint and maybe play a game?”

They went inside, and Robert rolled a joint for them. He never had people inside his house, but Charley was an old friend. They knew each other. Secrets and all. They had probably changed over the years since they stopped speaking, but Robert liked having someone around that knew him from before his farming life. Robert racked his memories, trying to think about what Charley was doing when they met. He hadn’t mentioned work once.

“You still work at the grocery store?” Robert asked. He hadn’t gone grocery shopping since he hired Deborah.

“They just let me go,” Charley said. “That’s why you caught me at the bar.”

Robert listened as Charley told the story about the grocery store closing. He worked at Diamond Market on the other side of town. Robert went to the grocery store closer to his farm. They hadn’t run into each other over the years because of it.

While listening to Charley’s story, Robert lit the joint. They sat in his living room. He could do whatever he wanted in his house. Charley coughed like a madman when he smoked the joint. Robert watched him, wondering something he couldn’t put into words. Charley always had a smaller frame and the cutest freckles. With the right touches, he could pass… Robert shook his head, throwing the thoughts from his mind.

“I just lost my farm helper, Deborah. Would you like a job here? I offer insurance and everything.”

“What’s the job?” Charley asked, smoking the joint.

Robert explained what Charley would have to do around the house, feeling a bit awkward asking his old friend if he wanted to become the maid and housekeeper. Robert needed someone he could trust in his house, and that would be Charley.

“I will consider it. Can I have a few days to think?” Charley asked.

“Sure,” Robert said. It had been Deborah’s last day yesterday, and if he could get Charley trained by next week, Robert would consider that a win. He didn’t need Charley to work at Deborah’s level right away and could train him up, hopefully paying Charley enough to stick around. Maybe paying him more to… No. Robert stopped the thoughts before they started.

Greedy horniness brimming at the surface. After they finished smoking the joint, they hung around the house and played a few fighting games. Neither drank more, and they didn’t talk about the job again, but the offer lingered in the air. Robert could feel Charley thinking about it when he looked around the room.

“Can you take me back to the city?” Charley asked after an hour.

“Yes, let’s go. It’s getting late,” Robert said. It was almost midnight, and he had to wake up in a few hours to tend to the farm. He would most likely buy fast food the next day with Deborah off to Chicago and fall farther behind on his housework. He hoped Charley said yes, so he could get him trained right away.


Chapter Three

 

Charley went back and forth in his mind before accepting the job, but he had started work that day, grateful to have a new job. He hadn’t burned through his savings, and Robert would pay him slightly more than he had been making at the grocery store. Charley wouldn’t complain before he began. Things could have been worse. He didn’t love working for one of his old friends, but bills arrived at his house. Charley had to make an income or he would drown from the bills and mortgage. He couldn’t lose what he had worked so hard to gain.

Charley had to cook and clean and wash clothes and drive to the grocery store. How Robert talked about Deborah intimidated Charley. He had to learn a lot if he was going to compete with his shadow.

For the first day, Charley made a garden salad and little sausages with barbecue sauce. He bought additional sides, but Robert explained how he wanted fresh sides using whatever he could from the farm. There was a small vegetable garden where Robert grew food Charley could use in his recipes. The tomatoes and peppers had come in now that it was late summer, and Deborah had left before she could make her sauces and salsas. Charley felt in over his head but watched tutorial videos online. Robert didn’t expect him to know everything on the first day, but Charley could tell his expectations were high.

Washing another man’s clothing was a bit of a shock, but they all smelled of Robert’s manliness. Charley didn’t focus too long on the undergarments and made quick work folding them, tossing them into Robert’s basket and placed them in his room. His room was masculine. It had a red accent wall and king-size bed with nobody to share it with. He had views of the farm from his window. Charley stood there, watching the men work in the fields. They were off in the distance, but the land stretched much farther than Charley could see.

He could smell their lunch. Robert had told him to set it up in the garage and make him a plate to eat at the dining-room table. Charley loved that he could read the news or listen to music, watch videos. But there was something off about cooking and cleaning for a man. Part of Charley wanted to live up to the shadow named Deborah, but the other half screamed for him to run out the door and find a normal job. He couldn’t put his finger on what felt off, but Charley sensed a strangeness in the air of Robert’s house.

After setting up the food in the garage, Charley returned to the kitchen and cleaned up his mess. He kept Robert’s plate warm in the oven. Charley missed commanding a team, looking over payroll, and other aspects of his old job.

Robert returned, smelling of the farm. Charley heard everyone in the garage eating.

“Do you want to introduce me to the workers?” Charley asked.

“You can talk to them if you want, but they aren’t allowed inside,” Robert said. “If you don’t mind, I need to take a shower. I hate smelling like outside after a long day. I don’t know how they eat like that.” Robert was standing at the bottom of his stairs, waiting to go upstairs.

“Sure. I’ll meet them another day,” Charley said. He would make it out to meet them eventually but wasn’t feeling up to it today. It was his first day. What if they hated the food? Charley was sure they would notice that Deborah didn’t cook. She was a legend, according to Robert.

Robert disappeared up the steps, and Charley continued working on his list.

 

♦

 

Charley… cooking lunch and cleaning Robert’s house. Robert scrubbed his body with a bar of soap, dick hard. He was thinking about feminizing Charley and ripping a thong from his body before using his tight hole. Robert wanted a feminized man more than anything. He fooled around with one twink in town a couple years back, but it had come to an end last year. Robert hadn’t been with anyone since, wanting only a specific type.

The twink was sexy and would come over dolled up in tights, heels, and a dress. Robert would stretch out his little feminine hole for hours at a time. They had a good run, but everything good in his life seemed to blow away to the windy city.

Water ran down Robert’s chiseled body as he thought about dressing up Charley’s small frame and putting him in his place. How long would Robert last before confessing how he fantasized about Charley? What if he came to work dressed as Robert’s maid? Robert’s body buckled as he stroked his dick thinking about Charley.

Robert wanted to like a woman like Deborah but craved one like Charley with a dress. A man feminized. His secret dream. There weren’t many guys on the app in Foss who dressed en femme and wanted a hunky man to put him in his place. Robert rubbed his chest muscles, pinching his nipple, and stroked his dick. Charley was downstairs cleaning his kitchen.

He could do it in a dress. What would Robert have to do to convince him? There was nothing wrong with it. If they talked about it, Robert could tell him. It wouldn’t make things awkward between them. Robert sighed, knowing that wasn’t possible. Once he opened that door, he wouldn’t be able to close it. Charley couldn’t forget his secret. Robert didn’t have the courage to share it.

Knuckles bending over the tiles, Robert raised his free hand. His other busy working his dick. His balls tightening, cum leaving the tip of his dick. Swirling down the drain. Robert balled his fist and hit the tiles, unsure how to proceed.

Robert dried his body off, not going downstairs until his dick lowered. Charley was cleaning the kitchen, but Robert couldn’t work up the courage to tell Charley how he felt. How he wanted to strip Charley naked and feminize his petite body. Robert wasn’t sure about Charley’s sexuality. People always said things, but who knew what was true?

Charley left that night, and Robert said nothing. But he thought about it all night. A fantasy playing on repeat. Robert had to figure out a way to tell Charley, no matter the outcome.


Chapter Four

 

The first day had dragged on as Charley tried to keep up between making a family meal, cleaning the house, and completing his list of duties. As the week continued, the daily tasks became more familiar to Charley. He was adjusting to the new role as Robert’s housekeeper. They didn’t interact much throughout the day, but Charley normally hung around the house to talk to Robert as he ate his late lunch.

Deborah had left behind a list of recipes Charley found in the cabinet. They were recipes she had found online and adjusted for the amount of workers Robert had. The booklet helped Charley immensely. She had scribbled notes and other things. She had called to remind Robert she left it behind on Charley’s second day. Moving and starting a new job in the city caused her to forget. The tornado of new events.

Beyond tidying the house and cooking colossal amounts of food, Charley was watching videos and learning how to make stock from chicken bones. Robert had mentioned Deborah used to make cheese, which she didn’t leave a recipe for, and Charley wanted to impress his new boss.

He and Robert were friends, but an interesting dynamic was brewing between them. Charley couldn’t help but feel submissive to Robert’s manliness. He was an alpha without question, and Charley thought things he couldn’t believe. When Charley had known Robert before, he was athletic but not nearly as muscular as he was at thirty-two. It was like he had spent those ten years building more muscle and not letting one fall out of shape.

Charley had brushed against his hard body and felt his dick twitch, not that he would ever confess that truth to anyone.

After Charley’s first week on the job, he was feeling more confident he could tackle the needs of the farm. He would learn how to make cheese, fantastic family meals, and keep the house sparkling. Once he mastered everything Deborah did, Charley would outdo her. He wasn’t losing money by working for Robert, and they had already filed paperwork for insurance. He trusted his new boss and old friend and wanted to make him the happiest farmer in Illinois.

 

♦

 

The week wore down on Robert, watching Charley wash the dishes after he cleaned the plates from the table sent Robert into a frenzy. Every time they spent the afternoons together, Robert had to squeeze his hard dick between his thighs. Why couldn’t he stop feminizing Charley in his mind? He had even ordered outfits online. They arrived in the midweek. The weekend passed, and Robert spent his time jacking off to mental images of Charley dressed in the feminine clothing he purchased. Charley would look better in a maid’s dress and platform heels than a pool of gold coins. Blonde or brown wig. Tights that Robert could tear away from Charley’s legs before spreading them and licking his precious hole.

Robert couldn’t stop imagining what Charley would look like bent over his couch. His bed. The counter. He would fuck his cave wherever he could if Charley would allow it. Would he reject Robert or play his game?

Charley had a way of speaking and holding himself that was distinctly feminine. How he served Robert lunch at the table without question and cleared away the plate when he finished. How he folded Robert’s laundry and left the basket on the bed. Robert didn’t have cameras in his house but thought about installing them to watch Charley after he went home for the night.

It was Friday of Charley’s second week, and Robert had spent the day working in the field. Harvest was one of his busiest times of the year, but he tried to keep the farm operational in all seasons. He grew trees for the winter, corn or beans in the summer, and had a garden and other small projects. Balancing the work between his employees in the off season was hard, but Robert found something for them to do. He would find even more for Charley this winter, if things went well.

Robert couldn’t wait any longer. He had to have Charley or find a new employee. Female. One without a twink-like body, so he could stop fantasizing about dolling Charley up and lifting him into his arms. Pushing him against the wall. Tasting the sweat on his skin. Robert took his shower while Charley prepared his plate in the kitchen. When Robert returned, Charley was dusting the living room. Robert watched as Charley bent over the entertainment console, reaching behind the television with the duster. He bit his lip, not taking his eyes off Charley’s tight backside.

Robert cleared his throat. Charley jumped and turned toward him. “You scared me. I didn’t hear you come down,” he said. Robert didn’t believe him and thought he had been bending over to tease him with that delicious ass.

“What’s for lunch?” Robert asked.

Charley dropped the duster and went over to the oven, taking out Robert’s plate. Robert enjoyed the extra touches Charley added to everything. He was learning fast and took his job seriously. Charley placed the food in front of Robert. His favorite: fried chicken, mashed potatoes, and steamed broccoli.

“I saw a note in the book Deborah left behind. She said this was your favorite,” he said.

“It is,” Robert said. He wanted to reach his hand out and touch Charley, but it wasn’t right. They hadn’t talked. They were friends wading into dangerous territory. Charley didn’t know where he was walking, and Robert’s flashlight had broken. Was he crazy to tell Charley how he felt? What if Charley spread Robert’s secret around town? He would lose cred as a masculine farmer. An idol to young men around Foss. Charley and Robert knew the same people, and Robert didn’t want to risk his name for a fantasy in his mind. He ate the chicken and weighed his pros and cons while Charley returned to dusting across the room.

Biting into a floret of broccoli, Robert was leaning toward telling Charley. Ripping the bandage from his skin. He couldn’t live his life in fear. Everyone they knew from before had kids or had married someone. What were Robert and Charley doing? Were they destined for each other?

Robert finished his food, and Charley cleared the plate without prompting. His arms brushed against Robert’s bicep, making him want to reach out and grab Charley. Pull him close. Kiss him and straddle his legs over Robert’s lap. Touch his ass and spread his cheeks. Finger his hole. Breathe the air Charley breathed. Pull him back by his dirty blonde hair and run his tongue up Charley’s neck.

Shaking his head, Robert pushed away the fantasy. He had to think and choose his words wisely. He only had one chance.

“Charley, would you like a beer?”

He shook his head, “no, I have to drive back to town.”

“Coffee?”

“Sure,” Charley said. He went over to the coffee maker and filled the back with water, placing coffee grounds into a filter. Robert loved watching Charley know his way around the house. He didn’t stand to avoid showcasing his hardness. “Do you take cream or sugar?”

“Black,” Robert said. The only milk he wanted would come from Charley’s feminine stick. Charley made the coffee and sat at the table with Robert. He had mixed milk with his. “Do you have any fantasies?”

“Like sexual?” Charley asked. He chuckled, looking toward the door.

“Yeah. Just bro talk. You seeing any ladies?”

“I thought we said we were both single,” Charley said.

“That’s right,” Robert said and slapped his forehead. “How could I forget?”

“Why are you asking me about fantasies?”

“I don’t know. Just curious. We should go out to the bar and pick up ladies one day,” Robert said.

“Right, we could do that. What’s going on, Robert? Why are you acting so weird?” Charley asked, raising his eyebrow.

Robert could feel the tension in his body. The awkwardness radiating from him, spreading around the room. He was a mess and couldn’t bring himself together. “There’s something I have to confess, but you can’t tell anyone.”

“Okay, what is it?”

Robert ran a hand over his mouth, looking around the room. Could he go through with this? What was wrong with him? “Wait here. I have something for you in my room,” Robert said. As his feet moved up the stairs, he was rethinking his plan. He could give Charley an old book and call it a day, never move into dangerous territory. Stay out of the shark-infested waters.

Robert returned from his room after much internal debate, holding a gift in a bag for Charley. Robert placed the gift in front of Charley and stepped back as though it were a bomb. An explosive ball of confetti due to explode.

Charley laughed at Robert and spread apart the tissue paper. He pulled out the maid outfit and a small black dress. Two outfits for a woman Charley’s size, if he were a woman. Charley held the clothing in both hands, looking at them like a set of mismatched shoes from the same box. “Halloween isn’t for a couple months,” Charley said.

Robert wished he had brought a book. He covered his mouth and shook his head, eyes bulging.

“What is this, Robert?”

“I want you to dress as my maid. I want to feminize you if you stay around here.”

“You can’t do that. I’ll report you,” he said.

Robert knew Charley reacting like this was a possibility, and the beast within him awakened. He needed to take what he wanted. Stepping forward, Robert spoke in a commanding tone. He didn’t touch Charley, but they were only centimeters apart. Their breaths dancing. Inhale, exhale. Eyes locked together in a fierce battle. “You don’t have to do anything, but I want your feminine ass. Nobody is allowed inside. They won’t see your sissy body. You’ll be for my eyes only,” Robert said. “I’ll bend you over this table and make you feel like you’ve never felt before.”

Charley raised his hand, looking like he was about to place it on Robert’s chest. He stepped back, shaking his head. “You can’t expect that from me,” he said, his voice unstable. He was staring at Robert’s enlarged bulge. Robert could see where Charley’s eyes were studying.

“Think about it, Charley. You would have the best job in the world, skimping around the house in that outfit. Looking sexier than sin. I’d treat you like the queen you are,” Robert said. He couldn’t resist and grabbed Charley and pulled him against his body, making Charley feel his steel. His strong muscles.

Charley didn’t resist him. He looked up into Robert’s eyes, squeezing his obliques. “Are you being serious right now?”

“More than I’ve ever been in my life. I see the way you’ve been looking at me this past week. Are you gay?”

“I’m not anything.”

“You wanna be my little sissy bitch?” Robert asked. He held Charley’s mouth, desperate to feel those sissy lips around his cock. How would they look with liner and red lipstick? Maybe purple? Something exotic like blue or green?

“I’ll have to think about it, Robert,” Charley said. Robert released him, fighting to maintain control of himself.

“You should leave, Charley. Take the clothes with you and think about it. I’ll give you a massive severance bonus if you don’t want to. I’m sorry for showing this side of me,” Robert said. He was looking away from Charley, back turned to him. Robert sat in a chair, unable to handle the emotions coursing through his body. Why had he been stupid enough to share his secret?

Charley touched his shoulder and whispered something Robert didn’t hear. Robert shook his shoulder, “get out my house!”

Charley shook his head and grabbed the clothes from the table. He left without another word, leaving Robert alone simmering in his stew of self-pity.


Chapter Five

 

Charley unloaded the contents of Robert’s gift onto his bed. A small black cocktail dress and another outfit that made Charley cringe. Could he dress up as a maid? Was it weird his dick got hard every time he thought about dressing up as Robert’s maid and having the hunky man bend him over a table and spread his cheeks. Charley had fooled around with a guy once. Only oral. But he wouldn’t mind exploring more with Robert. Every time Robert returned from working on the field, Charley got a little weaker. He was such an alpha Charley wanted to service him. Wearing the maid’s uniform wasn’t the wildest prospect in the world.

He held it up, studying the line in the fabric, wondering how he would fill out the chest area. There was a bra in the bag of goodies and a thong Charley couldn’t picture on himself.

Charley sat on the edge of his bed with his mind spinning in circles. He reached into his pants, not paying attention to his hand moving up and down his shaft. Thinking about his feminized body and what Robert would do to it. Had he feminized a man before? Would Charley be his first?

Unlocking his cell phone, Charley searched the internet. He watched videos of men feminizing themselves and their processes. How they worked through it and dressed in skirts and halter tops, exposing their hairless midsections. There were endless videos on tucking and removing hair from unwanted places. Recommendations for waxes and razors. The vast amount of options overwhelmed Charley, and he didn’t know where to start on his journey but had decided he wanted to become Robert’s sissy.

His sex and love life had been lackluster at best, and something deep within Charley told him he had to move forward. He wanted to feel beautiful and desired like a sexy woman. Robert would worship him. He said so himself, and the look in Robert’s eyes told Charley he was telling the truth. Charley wanted to love someone and expand his horizons. He had always been curious about the other side of him, and Robert cracked him open like an egg into the frying pan.

After spending hours watching videos, Charley felt more confident about feminizing himself for Robert’s pleasure. He could wear the maid’s uniform around Robert’s house. He had seen the way Robert was staring at him while he dusted furniture. His eyes had been fixed on Charley like he was an interesting film. Charley had a hold over Robert, and it would only grow the more he played Robert’s game, not that Charley wouldn’t enjoy himself along the way.

Charley opened his messages, thinking about how work would change after he sent this text.

Charley: I accept your offer. See you Monday.

Charley locked his phone and hid it from himself, not wanting to see if Robert replied. He left his bedroom and went to the living room, pacing back and forth between the kitchen. He couldn’t keep it together, seconds from falling apart. What had he gotten himself into? He went back to his bedroom and looked at the outfits he would wear. His phone was flashing. Robert had replied to his message. Charley tiptoed around the bed, not wanting to see what Robert wrote.

Robert: Can’t wait. See you soon, my sissy.

Charley held his phone to his chest. He had a lot of work to do over the weekend if he was going to look good in his maid uniform by Monday. Charley went back to the videos, making a list of everything he would need from the store to shave and feminize his body for Robert. His man. He was more possessive than anyone Charley had been with before, and Charley couldn’t wait to give Robert his everything. Sissified and dolled up. Bending over and waiting for Robert to have his way with him.

 

♦

 

Robert parked down the street from Charley’s house in front of the bar. It was Sunday, and Charley didn’t have to work that day, but he had already agreed to feminizing himself for Robert. Where would it lead them? Robert squeezed his legs and pushed his erection through the fabric of his jeans. He needed to taste Charley but had to wait at least one more day until Charley went to work, but Robert had a surprise for his future lover. The sissy he wanted to hold at night.

Robert grabbed a box from the backseat and walked down the sidewalk to Charley’s, sweat running down the back of his neck. It wasn’t hot nor cold on that late-summer day. The sun high in the sky, shining down on the world. Robert had a few things to tend to around the farm but wanted to give Charley a few supplies he might need to help him feminize himself.

Watching everyone on both sides of the street, Robert proceed to Charley’s house. He walked up the front porch and placed the box in front of the door, not ringing the doorbell. He wondered what Charley was doing on the other side. Robert could see Charley’s car from the porch. He left before Charley could catch him outside his house on a Sunday.

When Robert got back to his car, he sent Charley a message about the box on the front porch and drove home to finish his work on the farm.

 

♦

 

Charley stared at himself in the mirror. He had just undressed after getting home from the store to buy all the supplies he needed: razors, creams, lotions, and makeup. People from the videos online had recommended different brands, and Charley picked out a few items. The cashier gave him weird looks, but Charley didn’t care.

After watching a video with tons of shaving tips, Charley went to the bathroom. He had the entire day off from Robert’s farm and would arrive on Monday feminized and ready to work (and play). Charley couldn’t stop thinking of what it would feel like to spend the night wrapped in Robert’s muscular arms. His dick looked thick through his jeans. A bulge could deceive, but Charley didn’t think Robert would disappoint once he took off his pants.

Standing in the bathroom, Charley slipped off his boxers. A part of him knew he wouldn’t wear men’s underwear after today, but he wasn’t conscious of that fact. He stared at his naked body, wondering what he would look like without the bush of blonde pubic hair or chest hair or leg hair. He would shave his body and lotion it, like they had instructed in the videos.

Charley ran hot water in the tub. He replayed the video, making sure he didn’t mess up. He didn’t want to end up with cuts and bruises up and down his legs nor in any of his private areas. His soft, limp feminine dick hung over his balls as he lathered everything below his waist in shaving cream. The cold air tickled his body. His phone vibrated.

Robert: I left something on your front porch. See you tomorrow.

A chill ran over Charley like someone was watching him. He had shut the bathroom door, and the bathroom window was too small to see inside, but Charley felt exposed with shaving cream covering his naked body. Charley looked over his shoulder. He stepped closer to the door and opened it, peeking out the crack. Nobody was there, and he couldn’t see any shadows outside the front door. Charley closed the door and went back to shaving.

Dipping the razor in hot water, Charley lifted his leg to the edge of the tub. Balls hanging. Dick smaller than normal. He had a lot of work in front of him but started at the base of his right leg and pulled up. He spent the next hour ridding his body of hair. When Charley finished, he had covered his body in lotion four times. It still burned, but no bumps rose on his skin. He applied a fifth layer after walking around the house to let his body dry. He still had to get the package from the front porch but had been too busy getting the hair off his body. Taking his time to not cut any sensitive areas.

Charley wrapped himself with a towel, eager to try on the lingerie Robert had left in the box. He went to the front door and opened it quickly, snatching the package from outside. It was light, so Charley assumed Robert had filled the box with clothing. Charley placed the box on his bed and opened it. His assumptions were correct. Lingerie, dresses, pantyhose, and other women’s clothing filled the box to the brim. Charley would have enough to wear for weeks without having to shop. Robert clearly wanted to doll Charley up, and Charley didn’t have a problem with that.

Looking through the box, Charley saw a blue thong that he loved. It had the softest cotton he had ever felt. It must have been a blend, but there wasn’t a label. Charley wasn’t sure how he would wash them. He would have to ask Robert for the care instructions after his man took the panties from his twink body. Charley couldn’t wait to become Robert’s sissy girl. They would have to come up for a name for Charley. He would go by whatever Robert wanted to call him.

Charley took a blue pair of panties and skipped back to the bathroom. He admired his hairless body in the mirror. From his face to his legs, he didn’t have a single unwanted hair. He would have to grow out the hair on his head for Robert, so he could style it however he wanted. He would have to get a wig before work tomorrow but didn’t know where to start. Charley didn’t dwell on his problem and put on one of the bras Robert had packed. A blue one. There were two gel balls to stuff into his chest. Charley loved the cold sensation against his nipples, but that quickly disappeared as his body warmed the gel balls to his body temperature.

Charley dressed himself while watching a video to finish his makeup. He couldn’t believe how quickly it was coming along, transforming himself to a woman. It felt on top of the world and more beautiful than he had ever felt before. When Charley was a man, he never felt attractive. It was always plain and normal, vanilla and boring. But Charley wouldn’t ever go back. He had already been bitten by Robert’s touch, needing to become his sissy full-time. Seven days a week. They could sleep in separate rooms at the farm after Robert used Charley for a meal and hot sex. Or they could cuddle if the mood struck. Charley wanted to be at Robert’s disposal. He was feeling more submissive by the second, lusting after Robert’s hard farmer body. Wondering what he was doing. He had dropped off the package and left when he should have knocked on the door and taken what was his.

Staring at himself in the mirror, only wearing the blue thong and fake breasts, Charley reached his hand into the lingerie. His green eyes shined in the mirror. He cupped his hand under his balls, spreading his cheeks to slide a finger inside. He had never fingered himself but wanted to be ready for Robert’s massive rod stretching him. Would he be able to handle it when the day came?

Charley closed his eyes and pressed his fingers deeper into his body, expanding to a second. He rocked the two fingers in and out his tight opening, not knowing how he would handle a real dick but wanting Robert’s more than the air he breathed. Charley’s dick throbbed as he played with his virgin hole. He wanted Robert to take his cherry. He pulled out his finger and washed his hand, having a better idea than cumming all over the sink. Charley raced back to the bedroom, tearing through the box of clothing. He found a short skirt, tights, and a halter top. He would save the little black dress for a special night. He could cook Robert dinner and have Robert call him by his new sissy name, whenever Robert decided what that would be.

Charley stepped into the clothing, pulling on the tights first. He zipped the skirt up the side. It hardly covered where Charley’s legs met. He loved how slutty it made him feel. Charley tried on the halter top but didn’t like the color, so he dumped out the box Robert had brought. Two wigs fell out at the end. One a short blonde pixie cut and the other a long brown option. Charley ran a comb through the brown hair, excited to try it on. He still needed a top and picked out a white blouse from the pile. He put on the brown hair, feeling fabulous. His breasts looked realer than ever under the buttoned-up fabric. Charley donned the brown wig and combed the hair until he felt satisfied with the look. Making quick work of the makeup, Charley finished fixing himself and didn’t recognize the person staring back at him. He couldn’t see a boy under everything. Boy Charley had disappeared, and a sexy brunette replaced him.

Pulling his hair into a messy bun, Charley ran the lipstick over his lips one more time. He picked the reddest of red shades. A firetruck screeching by on the way to an emergency. A tomato smashed on the ground. A t-shirt freshly dyed and dried. Charley shook his body, watching his breasts move from side to side under the blouse. He cupped his hand around one and squeezed. The gel balls rubbed his nipples in all the right ways. He moved to the other side and repeated.

Charley took out his cell phone and snapped sexy pictures, loving how much he looked like a woman. He took shots from behind, the side, beneath, and from the front. He wanted Richard to see every angle when he sent the images. Charley typed a message in his phone and sent a series of photos to Robert, excited to become the man’s sissy maid.

Charley: What will you call me now, daddy? Your sissy needs a new name.

Without thinking, Charley’s hand went to his hardened dick. Taking the photos and thinking of Robert put Charley in the mood. He stroked his dick until he came all over his old pair of boxers. He would never wear those again. Robert texted him back and told him he would have a name by the morning and that he couldn’t wait to see his sexy sissy. Charley hoped Robert jacked off to the photos he sent, eager for the next day to arrive so he could go to work.


Chapter Six

 

Robert stood on the field working with his crew. They had a lot to finish before the weather turned cold, and Robert couldn’t take a break to visit his house. He couldn’t see it from where they were on the fields. They had driven a truck through the farm to reach where they were. They could only finish so much every day before Robert would lose his energy or violate labor laws.

Charley should arrive to start the family meal any minute, and Robert couldn’t leave to see her feminized body. He couldn’t stop thinking of his old friend as a female. He hoped she was wearing one of the wigs he had packed in the box. Robert had dreamed of meeting someone like Charley for ages. Over the years, he had forgotten of his sexually questionable friend. That changed when they met at a bar, destined to spend time together.

Robert helped control the field fire, but his mind drifted to Charley’s cooking. What would she make that day? Robert had decided on a name for his sissy and couldn’t wait to tell her. When his thoughts went to her feminized body, Robert had to bite his finger. His dick throbbed in his pants. He didn’t care if the guys on the field saw his manhood pressing against his jeans. They could stare in jealousy. In awe of Robert’s thickness. He wouldn’t stop them, if that’s what they liked. He had a woman with a special surprise waiting for him.

Thinking about what Robert would do to Charley, he pictured bending his sissy as over the couch and ripping whatever lingerie she was wearing off her body. He hoped she had shaved everything. He would pay for laser hair removal if she wanted it. Robert didn’t want his princess to have to shave every day when he wanted to use her sissy hole. Robert knew he wouldn’t be able to last more than a day or two without using Charley’s cave. Her beautiful opening Robert couldn’t wait to meet.

He had hours left on the field, but Charley consumed his every thought. He didn’t think of her as Charley, though. When he finished, he would return home and rename his woman. Claiming her for life. She wouldn’t ever need another man.

 

♦

 

Charley chose the maid uniform to wear that day with the brown wig and the cutest platform heels. She could walk in them without falling. It wasn’t hard to bend over to reach for vegetables out of the crisper or pull something out the oven. Charley, feeling more like a woman than ever, was preparing mini sliders with shredded chicken and a corn salad and a lettuce salad on the side. She put out a salad made of lettuce daily because it was easy to put together and nutritious. Only two weeks had passed since Charley started at the farm, but it already felt like home. She wanted to work there as long as Robert would have her as his sissy, which seemed like a while judging by how possessive he was acting already.

He had left little notes around the house for Charley, expressing how sorry he was that he had to work all day and couldn’t spend time with her. She couldn’t wait for Robert to get back and tell her what name he had decided. The first note she found had mentioned him choosing a name. If someone had asked the old Charley about dressing up as a man’s maid, that person would have thrown a fit. Fallen into a fuss, but new Charley grew hornier by the second knowing her man was working on the farm, tending to his fields and strengthening his muscles. Knowing he would arrive home sweaty from a long day’s work and expect a plate of food.

Charley wanted to become his submissive and do everything for him. Tend to Robert’s every need. Cooking his food made Charley more hot and bothered than he could explain. Charley couldn’t wait to serve Robert and watch him savor every bite. Chew the slider and swallow what Charley slaved over the stove to cook. Every choice Charley made was for Robert. The other crew were an afterthought. If Robert ever told her he didn’t like a certain ingredient, she wouldn’t use it to please him. A disappointed Robert wasn’t what Charley sought.

Charley pulled her long hair into a tight bun before she got to work on the meat for the slider. She loaded the slow cooker first thing, heels clicking against the kitchen floor. She prepared the salad like she did every day. The corn salad took the most time besides loading meat between the buns. She put out various toppings on the table in the garage. The employees could choose. Charley decided against meeting them now that she was Robert’s sissy. The food would get better because Charley wanted to do her best for Robert, but she would hide away in the house. A shadow of a woman. Robert’s hidden treasure.

Time dragged on as Charley waited for Robert to finish his workday. She washed his clothes and cleaned the house from top to bottom while the meat cooked in the slow cooker. After loading the sandwiches and placing everything in the garage, she had thirty minutes and nothing to do.

Charley went upstairs to the window with the best view of the farm, looking out to the fields. She couldn’t see any workers. Charley touched her hand to the glass, wishing it were Robert’s chest. His muscular pectorals flexing under his shirt. His aroma of pine and forest musk. He always smelled a little of outdoors and work. Charley wanted to mix a drink of Robert’s aromas and keep it in the fridge for when she was lonely. The long days alone while Robert tended to the fields while Charley waited for her man to return home.

 

♦

 

The time had arrived after an agonizing day of waiting. Sunday hadn’t been easy either, but after today, the days would blend together. Charley would become Robert’s permanent sissy, cooking every meal of the day. Pleasing Robert in every way she could, and Robert would return the favor. Charley was his queen. Second in command of the farm, if she wanted the title. Robert just about skipped home to tell Charley her new name and she what she made for lunch that day.

When they got out the truck, Robert went inside. The workers went to the garage. Robert loved how his woman had put out a spread for his hungry employees. He didn’t see what was there beyond the salad because the dishes had foil tops. Robert opened the door to his house and stepped inside. Charley sat at the table, but her name was no longer Charley.

Robert stepped forward without words and planted a kiss on her lips. She accepted his embrace and opened her mouth to move her tongue with his. Two bodies, one love. After an enduring kiss, Robert pulled away from his woman, staring at her magnificence. Charley, the person she was before, had disappeared completely.

“Your name is Carla,” Robert said.

“Carla,” she said, trying it out on her lips. The ones she had painted with fiery lipstick. Robert wanted to see her shade at the base of his dick after tasting the milk from her feminine stick. Sixty-nine.

“Do you like it?”

“It suits me,” she said, pulling her long brown hair over her shoulder. Robert would order her whatever hair she wanted. He wanted her to play with it, change it daily if she desired.

“What did you make for lunch?”

“Chicken sliders, corn salad, and lettuce salad,” Carla said. She smiled, flashing her white teeth at Robert. He ignored his hardening manhood. The rod of steel between his thighs. Carla didn’t. She glanced down at his bulge, but Robert didn’t take his eyes off her tender breasts under the maid’s top. Robert licked his lips, hungry for lunch and Carla’s ass. It sat high in her short skirt. He couldn’t wait to buy her clothes and dress her up. She was his doll, and Robert planned to take full advantage.

“Sounds delicious,” Robert said. The boundaries between Carla and him had disintegrated over the weekend. Robert pulled Carla’s body close to his with ease. She wanted him. Her arm wrapped around his waist, and she made eye contact. Nothing about her was pushing away from Robert. He had his sissy and wouldn’t release her. She was his, and he was hers. “Thank you for cooking,” Robert said. He could hear his employees in the garage, but they never stepped inside his house. He could already have Carla bent over the dining room table balls deep in her if he wanted, but he had patience.

“I love cooking for you, Robert.”

“Is that right, Carla?” he asked.

She nodded. Robert couldn’t help himself and cupped one of her ass cheeks in his large hand. Carla squealed, but it was an excited sound. Robert could feel her little sissy dick pressing against his thigh.

“I have to take a shower, wanna join me?” Robert asked. He could smell himself after a hard day on the fields. Smoke from the fires. He wanted to smell fresh for his queen.

“It took too long to get ready,” Carla said, shaking her head. “I want to stay like this a bit longer.”

Robert gripped her ass and slammed her body against his. He bit his bottom lip, failing to gain control of himself. Carla looked like fresh-baked cookies sitting atop the oven and smelled even better. A raw sexual energy overtook Robert. “You don’t plan on leaving, do you?” he asked. He could handle taking a shower without her but needed to know that Carla would be there waiting when he returned.

“I’m not going anywhere, daddy,” she said. “Mind if I call you daddy?”

“You can call me whatever you want, Carla. I just need you close,” he said.

“Take your shower. I’ll fix your plate. Want anything special to drink?”

“Pour me a bourbon. Two fingers, no ice,” he said while still holding Carla. He didn’t want to release her. The shower would feel like an eternity.

“I’ll be here, daddy.”

“You better be, my sissy,” Robert said. He could see his reflection in Carla’s eyes, feeling an intensity he hadn’t felt before. Protecting and loving Carla were his top priorities. The farm came second. “I’ll be right back.”

Robert walked up the steps, looking over the side to make sure Carla hadn’t left. He showered, scrubbing himself with soap as quickly as he could. He didn’t want to spend much time away from Carla, his dolled up woman with a special surprise between her legs Robert couldn’t wait to use. He washed the day of work off him and dried himself with a towel. He spent less than five minutes in the shower, eager to get back downstairs.

Slipping on a pair of gym shorts without underwear and a t-shirt, Robert returned downstairs where a plate of food greeted him. Three sliders with two sides. She had put his favorite dressing over the top, taking a step farther than Deborah ever had. Robert couldn’t wait for Carla to move in with him. She had her own house, but it was only a matter of time. Robert could wait, but his woman had to sleep with him every night. There was no reason living on opposite sides of town.

Robert ate the food, loving every bite. “These burgers are delicious,” he said.

“Thank you. I should get going soon,” Carla said.

“No,” Robert said, not wanting her to leave. He wanted her to spend the night. He couldn’t make it though today without touching her feminized body. Feeling her little cock throttle in Robert’s mouth. “Stay here with me. You know you want to,” Robert said.

Carla shook her head, the brown hair falling over her bosom. Robert wanted to place his hands over her breasts and squeeze them. He couldn’t wait to see her flat chest bouncing up and down as she rode Robert’s thickness. Robert wondered if she had ever been fucked before or if he would be her first. He touched his dick under the table, not caring he was hard for Carla. It should flatter her, if anything. Her sissy body had a home in Robert’s heart.

“I should get back to my house. We have to start early tomorrow,” she said.

“You can sleep here,” Robert said. He moved his hand from his dick and touched Carla’s arm. He brushed the back of his fingers up and down her arm, watching the hairs rise.

“I’m nervous,” Carla said.

Robert got to his knees, sliding closer to her. He hated to hear his queen held fear, “why are you nervous, Carla?” he asked, holding her hand. Kissing it gently.

“What if it hurts?”

“I’ll be gentle,” Robert said. They both knew what awaited them.

“What if we tried another day?”

Robert shook his head in her breasts. He squeezed her body with his thick arms. She didn’t resist him. “I need you, Carla.”

“I need you too, Robert.”

“Stay.”

“Okay, but let’s watch a movie or something,” she said.

“I’ll pick it out.”

“And I’ll wash the dishes,” Carla said, standing up. Robert kneeled beneath her shadow. He placed his hands on the warm seat she left. They spent the next twenty minutes cleaning, setting up the movie, and making popcorn. The workers were leaving after their meal. Carla and Robert had the farm to themselves.


Chapter Seven

 

Carla could smell Robert’s deodorant as they snuggled on the sofa. Half the popcorn remained in the bowl on the coffee table. Robert had his arm over Carla’s shoulder, sending butterflies through her. She couldn’t believe her hunky farmer kept her so close. He treated her like she was worth more than the land he tended. She had never felt more special in her life.

Robert’s hand moved around Carla’s body, sneaking into the hem of her maid’s skirt. She still wore the outfit because nothing was sexier than feeling like Robert’s submissive. Her alpha partner had renamed her and kept her warm. Carla kept thinking about what it would be like to take his dick.

Carla paid attention to the movie, but her eyes drifted to the extension on Robert’s shorts. The tent he didn’t hide. Carla wondered if he was wearing underwear. She wanted to touch it. It was like a mystery object under a piece of fabric, waiting for its reveal. Carla knew Robert’s manhood would become her new best friend, but she wasn’t sure how the first time would feel. A man had never entered her before, and Robert had much more than most men, judging by the outline in his basketball shorts.

Carla loved how hard she made her man. Robert turned away from the screen. He had been so focused, Carla wasn’t sure he would make a move. But the look in his eyes said differently. He wanted Carla and would put her in her place. She couldn’t wait for Robert to show her what he could do.

Robert gripped Carla by both sides of her waist. He lifted her like a bag of groceries from the bakery and placed Carla on his lap. She gasped, surprised by his strength. “Wow, you’re strong.”

“And you’re irresistible,” Robert said. The movie was playing in the background, but Robert couldn’t see with Carla’s body blocking his view. He took a breast in his mouth through Carla’s shirt. “You’re one sexy maid.”

“I’m your sexy maid,” Carla said.

“Want me to claim my territory?” he asked, gripping Carla’s ass.

She dug into Robert’s chest as he spread her cheeks through the skirt. She felt her hole pulling in two as Robert slid a hand into her thong, touching her bare skin. Carla ran her hand under Robert’s shirt, touching his muscles. Feeling them. She squeezed, moving around from his chest to his arms.

“You like those?” Robert asked and flexed his body.

Carla couldn’t deny how much she enjoyed Robert’s solid body. What woman didn’t want a man as hard as steel? “Love,” she said and continued touching Robert’s body.

Robert gripped Carla’s thighs and stood, but he had a firm hold on her. She squealed but didn’t fall. Robert hoisted her against his body. She could feel her feminine cock pressing against Robert’s stomach. He looked down at it and back at her, smirking. Carla’s eyes rolled into the back of her head as Robert kissed her neck. He held her in his arms without effort, kissing her wherever he could. Carla moaned, trying to rein in her voice. But it was uncontrollable. Robert’s touch excited her more than her body could handle.

Lowering Carla onto the sofa, Robert kneeled beneath her. Her brown hair spread out under her. Her dick throbbed in her black thong. She had worn black to match the maid’s uniform. Robert lifted Carla’s legs and gripped the thong. He ripped it in two before removing the soiled fabric from her body. Her feminine dick leaking precum like a broken faucet.

Carla dug her nails into the sofa as Robert went to work, using his tongue on Carla.

 

♦

 

Robert tasted Carla’s saltiness as her feminine rod leaked into his mouth. It didn’t take much for Robert to move his mouth up and down her extension. Carla squirmed as he pleasured her. Her little balls tight against her body. The maid’s uniform hotter than ever with her little dick poking out from under the skirt. Robert could suck on her salty stick for hours but didn’t think Carla could handle such an enduring oral treat. He would train her to take every ounce of pleasure Robert wanted to share with her. He had never felt more possessive of something in his life, but Carla was worth every bit of concern.

Turning Carla onto her knees, she gripped the edge of the sofa. She had been begging Robert to stop. She couldn’t handle his lips pleasuring her feminine cock. Robert didn’t mind tasting Carla’s delicious ass.

He spread her hairless cheeks. She had removed every drop of hair from her body which Robert loved. His dick throbbing in his gym shorts, eager to slide into Carla’s love cave.

She moaned, voice echoing off the walls, when Robert lapped his tongue up and down Carla’s hole. She rocked her ass back and forth, taking everything Robert gave her. Neither payed attention to the movie playing in the background. Robert reached around and touched Carla’s feminine rod, but she pushed his hand away.

“I want you to fuck me before I cum,” she said in a hot, throaty voice. Robert gripped Carla by the hair and pulled back. She gasped, accepting Robert’s passionate kiss. His tongue thrusting into her mouth with the taste of her clean taint. She had prepared for him in the separate bathroom while he took a shower, and Robert took full advantage.

Robert lifted Carla from the sofa and into his arms, running a finger between her wet cheeks. Nothing on beneath her skirt. Robert had free access to her cave, sliding a finger inside her. Carla bit her bottom lip, accepting Robert’s intrusion into her body. She adjusted to his finger, sitting on his hand. Robert kissed her deeply. She was lost in a world of pleasure with his finger inside of her and her dick leaking. Their kiss lasting until Robert put Carla onto her knees. His massive bulge dangling in her face.

“Take off my shorts,” Robert said.

Carla nodded and pulled them to the ground, exposing his uncut erection. Longer than any Carla had ever seen. Thicker than a can of soda. She wasn’t sure where Robert planned to put that but knew her ass would get a workout. “Fuck, you’re huge, daddy.”

“Put my dick in your sissy mouth,” he said. Robert pushed his fingers into Carla’s messy hair. He was being gentle with her but didn’t leave room for argument.

Robert fucked Carla’s mouth until he couldn’t handle it another second, lifting Carla into his arms and carrying her to his bedroom where he could fuck her right.

 

♦

 

Robert threw Carla to the bed after carrying her up the stairs. Her dick flopped around beneath the skirt. She touched herself, pushing her dick between her thighs and squeezing them shut. Carla would cum all over herself if she wasn’t careful. Robert stood in the center of his bedroom. A hunk. He could have starred in a movie and had fans fawning over his body. Carla wanted him to bend her over the bed and show her who was boss.

Pulling the shirt from his body, Robert revealed his hard muscles. He stood naked digging through his drawer. He retrieved a box of condoms and lubrication.

“Take off that outfit,” Robert said.

Carla didn’t want Robert to see her without the fake clothing. “Can I keep my bra on, daddy?”

“Yes,” he said, rolling a condom over his manhood. “But everything else needs to come off. I want my queen naked when I fuck her for the first time.”

Carla got to her knees on the bed, removing the skirt first. She covered her feminine cock, but Robert shook his head.

“I want to see it,” he said.

Carla removed her hands and unbuttoned the blouse. The gel balls stuck out the bra a little, but Robert didn’t seem to mind. He stepped forward and took Carla’s breast in one hand and her little cock in the other. Robert gripped his hand around her balls and shaft, holding everything in one hand. Carla moved her hand down to Robert’s dick. Her hand didn’t close around his thick shaft, lubed and covered with a condom.

“Get on your back,” he said.

Carla lay on the bed, and Robert took a pillow and placed it under the small of her back. Carla felt nervous and excited with Robert’s naked body inches from hers. This would be the first of many times for them. Robert had talked about buying her clothes and treating her like a queen when they were getting ready to watch the movie. He talked about how he couldn’t wait to dress her up as his doll, and Carla couldn’t get enough of his possessive attention. He treated her like a hard-fought prize.

Robert stared into Carla’s eyes. His brown eyes showing the love he had for Carla, his new queen. She could see herself in his pupils as he gripped her thighs and lifted her legs into the air. Robert moved his dick up and down her split, testing her virgin hole.

“Am I your first?” Robert asked while pushing the tip of his massive cock into Carla.

She managed to nod and grunt a ‘yes’. “My first and only, I hope,” Carla said.

“You’ll never need anyone but me,” Robert said, bending over to kiss her. He added more lube to his dick and her tight hole before pushing his dick against it again.

After Carla adjusted to Robert’s tip, her cave swallowed Robert’s rod, pulling him deep inside her. She wanted to enjoy Robert’s thickness and tried her best not to push him out. He filled her more than anything had before, but Carla loved the pressure. She bit into a pillow as Robert used her tight ass. The screaming muffled by the thick fabric.

“Fuck, Carla. You feel amazing,” Robert said, thrusting in and out of Carla’s hole.

She wanted to please her man. His eyebrows furrowed. His nails dug into her thigh as he picked up speed. Carla couldn’t stroke her dick, or she would explode. Cum was begging to leave her tight little balls.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Robert said. His eyes closed. His jaw tightened as he fucked Carla with fiercer intensity, using her hole for his pleasure.

The pounding pushed into Carla’s spot. Sensations exploding throughout her body. She removed the pillow from her mouth and yelled. She cursed. Raw, uncontrollable noises bouncing around the room. Carla’s feminine cock vibrated. Her balls pushing her nectar to the surface.

Robert pulled Carla close, sinking into her. His face twisted. He must have been cumming. Robert’s body collapsed atop Carla’s, and his hand brushed Carla’s dick, pushing her to the edge. She exploded all over her chest. Robert kissed her. His massive dick still deep inside Clara as he ass constricted around him.

“You’re my everything, Carla,” Robert said.

“I want to be your sissy forever,” Carla said. Robert kissed her like a madman at those words before fucking her a second time.


Epilogue

 

Six Months Later

It was a Sunday, and Carla made her jams on Sunday. Or soap if there wasn’t jam to make. She could make cheese too. She wanted something to do when Robert went out to tend the farm. He worked every day of the week, and Carla wanted to add as much as she could to their income. The jams and soaps were selling well around Foss, and they were hoping to open a storefront in Chicago with farm products. The people in the city loved those kinds of things.

After spending the day making jams, Carla went upstairs to shower. She had a fancy wig now that she could wash and style. She changed it once every couple weeks, and her natural hair was almost length to play with too. Robert didn’t care what she did with her hair or makeup as long as she kept her body hairless and feminized. Not that Carla wanted anything else. Robert and the farm were everything.

Carla stood in the closet Robert had renovated for her. He wanted her to have plenty of space to order things online or come home with items finds from a weekend in Chicago. He loved to take Carla to the city and spoil her.

Picking out one of her favorite new dresses, Carla got ready for her date night with Robert. They went out every Sunday if they didn’t spend the weekend in a different city. Robert took at least one weekend off a month from the farm now that he loved Carla more than the fields. She wouldn’t complain because she loved every second of attention Robert showered over her.

After changing and finishing her makeup, Carla went downstairs where Robert was waiting in a suit and tie.

“You look amazing,” he said, kissing her on the lips.

“As do you, daddy,” she said. They giggled. She didn’t call him ‘daddy’ as much as the first few weeks, but they still had fun with the name. Robert held the small of her back as they walked to his truck. He opened the passenger door for her, and Carla stepped inside.
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