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PLEASING THE COWGIRL




CHAPTER 1

Jessie Brimstone was my mom’s friend’s daughter, and she had a ranch. 

The last time I saw her, I was twelve and she was this goth emo-punk teen with pink hair, three nose piercings, and an addiction to black coffee. Even though she was a little weird I definitely had a crush on her. But then she got in trouble at school and her dad whisked her away to his ranch, and that’s where she grew up until she got married and her dad passed, leaving the ranch to her name.  

I probably never would have crossed paths with Jessie again if I hadn’t made the mistake of mentioning to my mother that I had literally nothing to do this summer. I was about to coast into my last year of university and it was going to be brutal, so I’d really just wanted to chill, watch horror movies, and maybe (if I felt like it) get a head start on some of the subjects I was taking the coming semester. But Mom had gone ahead and volunteered my time—without telling me of course—at Jessie’s guest ranch. According to her, it was going to do me some good to spend time outdoors and learn just a few survival skills.

Of course, she wasn’t wrong. I’d never been the outdoorsy type, and spending three weeks at a ranch of all places was definitely going to be out of my comfort zone. 

I boarded my flight on a sunny Friday morning. The flight was going to be six hours long, so I tried to get comfy in my cramped seat and began half-heartedly reading my comic book.

The only thing that had made me go ahead with the plan was the thought of seeing Jessie again. I wondered what it was going to be like to reunite with my old childhood friend. Would she still have the punk goth thing going on? Was she still the bad girl that wore tons of eyeliner and bathed herself in coffee? I hoped she was still cute. Years of working at her dad’s ranch would have definitely given her a tight little body. 

A part of me still couldn’t believe I was going to spend time in the sun tending to horses. I shivered. The fact was I used to be obsessed with horses as a kid, the way other kids were with dinosaurs. That was until I accompanied Mom on a hospital visit and we met someone who’d been kicked by one of them. After that, I developed a sort-of phobia of horses. You don’t mess around with horses. 

After six hours of flying, I was in the backseat of a cab, being driven by an overenthusiastic man who had a giant potbelly. We were driving toward the mountains, twenty miles west from the nearest town. Huge stretches of green fields and valleys and bright blue skies filled the cab windows. The road curved into a long stretch of dirt road and five minutes later I was at the ranch. The scenery was like it was something out of a postcard, with a lake over to the far right and green woods to the back. A rustic-looking white house sat on a hill, and tractors and vehicles were lined by a much more presentable looking building, which I presumed was for the guests. 

As soon as I got down, a man ambled over to me, waving. He had graying hair and a full scruffy beard, and he looked old enough to be Jessie’s dad. But since he couldn’t be that, I assumed this was Axel—Jessie’s husband.  

“Tom! Welcome to Skywood Ranch,” he said with a jovial smile. He grabbed my suitcase. “Wow, you look beat. Crappy flight?” 

“Uh-huh. I guess that’s what six hours of flying does to you,” I said and chuckled. Now that he mentioned it, I realized I really was exhausted, and I hadn’t even touched a horse yet.

“Well, we’re going to get some life back into those muscles in no time,” Axel said and chuckled even louder.

We made some more small talk and then he wheeled my suitcase to the front porch before he took me to see Jessie, who was out by one of the barns. As we rounded the corner, I felt a little nervous, though I wasn’t sure why. I had the same fluttery feeling I had back when I had a crush on her. 

Jessie was bathing a beautiful black horse by the barn. I did a double take as I took her in. She looked like a whole new person. Her strong, lean arms flexed as she worked on the horse, and her face was literally flawless—glowing, sun-kissed skin, big blue eyes, and soft, yet sculpted cheeks. She was wearing a pair of faded, flared jeans and a tank top with brown decorated boots. Her hair had apparently been dyed blonde some time ago because she had her brown roots showing. 

I hadn’t expected her to look this good. She looked like a Swedish princess.

“Hey, Tom,” Jessie said, smiling. She nudged her head toward the horse. “This is Bluebell. Wanna say hi?”

“She’s a cutie,” I said. The horse looked content as Jessie hosed it down and began steadily brushing down her coat. “I think she knows she’s cute,” I added. 

“Oh, she definitely does,” Jessie said. She peered down at me, and I realized with a jolt that she was trying to see how much I’d changed since she’d last seen me. 

“It’s so funny. You still look the same,” she finally said. 

I grew hot. “Yeah, well, so do you,” I mumbled. “I meant your face. Your face looks the same. I don’t see any of the piercings anymore.”

“I still have them,” Jessie said. “Just not in any place you’ll ever see.”

Axel chuckled. She said that so sultrily I felt myself get aroused. 

Damn it, I thought. I really need to get laid. 

“Have you ridden a horse before?” Axel asked. 

I shook my head.

His eyes widened. “That’s the first thing we’ll need to fix. Follow me!”

I shuffled my feet. “Right now?”

“Heck yeah,” Axel said. “Things will get a lot busier tomorrow, and you’ll be starting work so I can’t guarantee any fun times for a few days. Now is a great time.”

“I…I’m kind of scared of getting kicked by a horse,” I said truthfully.

Axel laughed. “Don’t be,” ” he said. “It’s simple most of the time. You’ve got to take it nice and slow when you’re meeting a new one. Greet each other, talk to them, and get to know their personality. You know, exactly like humans!”

“Oh, okay,” I said. 

We left Jessie in the barn and headed toward the corral fence. With Axel’s help, I greeted the horse, whose name was Goldie. It took me a few tries to mount her, but once that was over with and we were bobbing forward, I was kind of happy I was facing my fears head on. Admittedly, it was hard to be nervous around a brown-skinned cutie like Goldie. As we made slow circles within the fence, the winds picked up and suddenly I really felt like I was flying. Gripping hard onto the reins, I realized maybe this was what the fuss was all about. I hoped one day Jessie would ride me like this, with her soft creamy thighs around mine and her hot ass bouncing up and down with increasing speed. As the wind roared in my ears, it hit me I was quickly developing a big, soppy crush on my old childhood friend—and we all know how dangerous that kind of infatuation can be. 


CHAPTER 2

After the welcome horse ride, Jessie and Axel took me inside the house. I said hi to their two cats and two dogs and then we went to my bedroom. The room was extremely bare bones with peeling wallpaper, cracks coming down the ceiling, and a rickety-looking single bed positioned directly under a curtainless window. Jessie puffed up the pillows and sat on the bed, the weight causing her to almost sag to the floor. 

“So, I hope this good enough for you?” she asked. 

The fluttery feeling was back again. “This is amazing,” I lied. “Really. I can’t thank you both enough for letting me visit.”

“We do really need the help,” Axel said cheerfully. 

“We really don’t,” Jessie said and crossed her arms, staring at Axel. “But yeah, anything for my mom’s bestie.”

I sucked in a breath. Was I imagining things, or did Jessie not like the fact I was here? Maybe it was a bit of an overreaction, but I felt like I’d been punched in the gut. I’d really hoped that Jessie liked me. 

I took my phone out of my pocket and unlocked it.

“I just need to let Mom know I’m safe,” I said. 

“Oh, there’s no cell service here,” Axel said with another one of his sunny smiles. “I’ll give your mom a call for you on the landline at the front desk in an hour or so. ”

“There’s no WiFi either,” Jessie added. “Thought I should let you know before you ask.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I mumbled. Okay, she clearly wasn’t interested in me, let alone making me feel welcome.

I laid down my backpack and took off my sneakers. Jessie stood up and both of them prepared to leave. 

“The bathroom is across the hall here. There’s a towel in there you can use,” Axel said. “If you need anything else just give me a shout.” He pointed to the window and chuckled. “Literally.”

I faked a smile in his direction. “Sure thing.”

“You better get your rest in, sleeping beauty,” Jessie said, smiling at me. It definitely wasn’t a friendly smile. “You’ll have a really early start tomorrow.”

I faced her and suddenly thought, God. I wish you were married to me instead. I’d definitely do something about that attitude. 

“Jessie will be out in the evening,” Axel butted in. “But let’s have an early dinner. Just you and I?” He patted me on the shoulder. 

“Sure.”

Once they were gone, I unlocked my suitcase and took out a fresh set of clothes. I went to the bathroom and unsurprisingly, the space seemed dusty and well, not very clean. Everything in this house looked like it was a hundred years old, and I felt like I’d sped back through time. 

After my shower, I went back to my room and fell on top of the bed. I put one of the pillows over my eyes to block out the light, but the pillow smelled kind of musty so I ended up just using my arm instead. 

I fell asleep pretty soon after that. 

***

The next morning, I was wearing a pair of Axel’s rubber boots and an old shirt and was hanging out at the main barn with two of the other ranch hands, Tyler and Kellan. Tyler was a tall, blond, muscly eighteen-year-old—the opposite of me basically—who’d been working for the Brimstones for close to six months. Kellan was a shorter dude with shiny brown hair. He was in his early twenties and one of the older workers, having worked at the ranch since he was sixteen. He had a bird-like nose but was otherwise good-looking. They informed me that my job for the summer would mostly be to help take care of the horses and stalls, and do any odd jobs as required.

I watched Tyler as he began to muck out a stall.

“Hey, man, there’s still a ton of dirty straw in here,” Kellan said as he inspected Tyler working. “Will you do it the right way? Jessie’s not going to like this.”

Tyler drove his pitchfork into a clump of straw and sighed. “Fine.”

I took that as a cue to segue into a more personally relevant subject. “So what’s it really like working for Jessie and Axel?” I asked. 

“Axel’s pretty laid back, but Jessie is tough to please,” Tyler said.

“You don’t say,” I muttered. 

“That’s because Jessie has high expectations,” Kellan said. “It takes a lot of hard work to run a ranch. I think we should just be grateful we get to work with her.”

I stared at Kellan and his birdy nose. I was beginning to think I wasn’t the only person who was crushing hard on Jessie. 

“Well, any tips for getting into Jessie’s good books?” I asked.

“You could start by working more and talking less,” a female voice jutted in.

I spun around and gulped when I saw Jessie saunter toward us. She was wearing shorts and a top that showed off her pierced bellybutton, holding what looked like a steaming mug of black coffee. I caught both Kendall and Tyler looking at her breasts as she walked and I guess I joined them. 

“Hello, boys. I hope you’re all done with your morning chitchat.” Jessie smiled at me, but it was a cold smile. Calculating. “Tom, I want you to take care of the horses’ water today. Tyler will show you where you can find the hose and buckets. You can help Tyler feed them after. Kellan will be observing you for a few days until you can do it all on your own.” She took a sip of her coffee. “I’ll be in the office if you need me.”

“Thanks, Jessie,” Kellan said. “You don’t have to worry about Tom. I’ll take care of his training.”

We all stared at Jessie’s swaying ass as she walked past us to the office at the end of the barn. I wasn’t sure whether I was relieved or disappointed that she left. 

Unfortunately, that was the general mood at the ranch even a week later. We were all thirsting after Jessie even though she was a bitch to us, while Kellan went the extra mile to kiss her literal ass whenever he had an opportunity to do so. What was more, my job was gruesomely hard work. My hands had turned to brick, my muscles constantly felt sore, and I was getting more comfortable with horse shit than I’d liked. Jessie hadn’t spoken more than two words to me, and Kellan was becoming more annoying than the splinter I had in my palm. 

This hadn’t been what I’d expected at all. All I’d wanted was to reconnect with an old friend and she was being a mean, snooty boss. But the problem was the less she talked to me, the more infatuated I got. How could I not be? With those tight jeans that cupped her full ass and the cleavage-baring tops she had on all day, every sighting of Jessie was like a cool drink on a hot day. I wondered how often Axel got lucky at night, driving his cock into her perfect little pussy. I would’ve loved to kiss her and lick her big nipples (I was pretty sure she had big nipples). 

Unfortunately, as the days wore on, my work just got more infuriating and exhausting. I was close to calling it quits and just getting on a flight back home. What was the point in putting myself through hell in this heat if I couldn’t even have Jessie? If she wouldn’t even talk to me? 

I would have done just that if I didn’t find a neat little hiding place that quickly became my sanctuary. It was one of the older barns that no one seemed to use. It was nice and dark and I could sneak into one of the empty stalls for a time-out and not have anyone boss me around for a while. And when Kellan would demand where I’d been all afternoon—and he always inevitably did—I’d just say that I was doing something with Axel. He didn’t seem all that smart because he drank that up every time. 

Being able to hide in that barn and take those unsupervised naps in the afternoons and evenings made all the difference. Apart from napping, I daydreamed about tactics I could use to getting closer to Jessie. And the more I thought about it, the more determined I felt, even though I did have a sinking feeling that she outright hated me. I really needed to get in her good books. 

The question was: how?


CHAPTER 3

It was a gruelingly hot afternoon and I was sweating like a pig cleaning out stalls in the main barn when Tyler made an appearance. 

“Hey, I just met Jessie,” he said. “She wants you to be done with the stalls ASAP and you can have the rest of the day off.”

“That’s awesome,” I panted. “I really need a break.” I glanced at my watch. It was close to three. “Let’s get out of here. Want to go out for drinks or something with me?”

“Nah, man, maybe another day,” Tyler said, much to my disappointment. “I’ve got places I need to be.”

“No worries,” I muttered. “I’ll see you tomorrow then.”

Once I was done with the stalls, I started making my way back to the house. When my hideout came into view, though, I reconsidered. Maybe a good nap in a nice, dark place was what I needed first. 

Inside, the barn was gloomy and smelled of dust and dirt. I closed the bay doors behind me and headed to the empty stall at the end, the one that was stacked almost to the brim with hay bales. I got rid of my boots and collapsed into it, noticing, not very happily—that it was much softer and more comfortable than my own bed. I stretched and groaned, then closed my eyes. 

I fell asleep. 

Some time later, a loud banging noise echoed through the barn, jolting me awake. I scrambled to my feet and wiped the drool off my mouth and shirt. All I could see were shadows. How long had I been asleep?

I tried to find my boots, but then I froze.

“Shhhh!” a very familiar voice yelled. “God, you’re so fucking clumsy…”

I blinked. I quickly found my boots and swung one onto my foot. With my other foot still half-out in the open, I popped my head out through the stall door and squinted into the darkness. For a second I was sure I was dreaming. 

Jessie was on her back, looking comfortable on a pile of hay. There was a lantern or something on the floor beside her, emitting a soft orange glow across her body and surroundings. Her legs were stretched wide open and she wasn’t wearing her jeans. Or her shorts. Or even panties. Gold-brown wisps of hair glinted from her perfectly plump pussy. Someone else—a girl with long pigtails wearing a cowgirl hat—was squatting beside her, scrambling to put upright the steel buckets that had toppled over. The girl was wearing shorts and a plaid top that exposed her midriff. Her ass looked impeccable in her shorts as she bobbed up and down to tend to the buckets.

“Enough of that.” Jessie held her hand out to stop the girl from picking up the last bucket. “I need you here.”

“I need to put these away,” the girl replied. Her voice was anxious. Frantic. “They might topple over again. Someone might hear and come to investigate…”

“No one’s here,” Jessie said. “I sent the hands home. Including Tom.” She patted in between her legs and moaned with desire. “God, I need you right now. Get me wet and dripping. I want to feel your nipples first.”

I stared in shock as the girl obediently unbuttoned her top and Jessie bent forward to lick her breasts. I couldn’t see her tits, but pretty soon the girl was moaning. Then she sank to her knees and buried her face in Jessie’s wet pussy. She ate her out, making soft, slick lapping noises that made me go hard in my boxers. The girl stood up and they made out, her fingers fucking Jessie right until she came, her orgasmic moans muffled by the other girl’s lips.

I couldn’t believe it. Jessie was a closeted lesbian? No wonder she didn’t look like she was into Axel at all. She was having her fun with women behind his back!

“It’s my turn now,” Jessie murmured and picked something off the floor and stepped into it, strapping it around her waist. My jaw dropped to the floor when I saw what it was. A pink rubber dildo! 

“I want to see that ass, babe,” Jessie said huskily. “Spread it open for me. Wider…wider…let me see that hole stretch. God, you look way too hot like that.”

The girl whimpered with need and turned her head to the side, staring helplessly at Jessie. That was when I got the shock of my life. 

I could’ve recognized that nose anywhere.

Long and sharply curved, like a bird beak.

It wasn’t just any girl. 

It was Kellan.

What in the sweet world was going on?

Kellan jumped suddenly, and I clamped my hand over my mouth. Did I just gasp out loud? I rolled backwards and dug my teeth into my fist, praying they wouldn’t come to see the source of the noise.

“Did you hear that?” Kellan asked, except it wasn’t really his voice. He was talking like a girl.

“What? No,” I heard Jessie say. 

“I thought I heard something. Could be an animal. I think we should go check.”

“You’re imagining things,” Jessie said firmly. “Now shut up and let me fuck you.”

Kellan was silent after that. I waited for a few excruciating minutes, until the sound of my heart faded just enough to hear them fucking. I wanted to look. I couldn’t not look. Once I’d gathered enough courage, I crawled to the end of the stall door and popped my head out again. Kellan had his leg raised over one haystack, his hands clutching onto his butt cheeks while his boss, Jessie, thrust into his opening with her dildo. Fuck. He looked so much like a girl, it was hard not to get aroused.

I realized why I hadn’t immediately recognized Kellan. He had on a full on disguise. His lashes were almost clumpy with mascara, his lips full with overdrawn pink lipstick. Jessie groaned as she kept fucking Kellan with that rubber cock. He was evidently enjoying getting his ass drilled by her. When his moans got louder Jessie wrapped her hand around his mouth as she drove into him more aggressively. His muted cries made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. It sounded like he loved it and hated it at the same time. 

A few minutes later, Kellan flinched and started shuddering like he was having a seizure. But then I realized—with equal parts horror and amazement—that Jessie’s ass fucking had induced a hands-free orgasm. His palm curled underneath his thighs like he wanted to collect his jizz. He turned around, still gasping, his face blotched red.

“Let me see,” Jessie said and held the lantern by Kellan’s girly face. 

Kellan whimpered as his tongue reached out and dipped into his cum. I stared as he ate his own cum. For some reason this was the part that disgusted me the most. How pathetic must you be to eat your own damn jizz?

As soon as he was done, Kellan undressed in front of her. The cowgirl hat went off, along with the pigtails that were attached to it. He gave the shorts and the top back to Jessie before stepping into the overalls I’d seen him wearing earlier that morning. Once they’d cleaned up, the two walked toward the door. Kellan had his head on Jessie’s shoulder like he was exhausted and she had her arm around his waist, patting him there affectionately.

And then the two lovers left, closing the bay doors behind them, leaving me in the darkness. 


CHAPTER 4

Over the next few days, the gravity of what I’d seen weighed on me heavily. Whenever I saw Jessie kissing Axel during dinner, or him lovingly sneaking up behind her to give her a peck on the cheek, all I could think of was Jessie’s hips violently bumping into Kellan’s ass in that dark barn. While Axel—the poor dude—was knee-deep in work throughout the day to keep her ranch functioning like a well-oiled machine and would’ve probably licked her muddy boots if she’d ordered him too, Jessie was having the time of her life with the ranch help.

What had taken me aback, though, apart from the cheating in general, was the wild stuff Jessie and Kellan were doing together. Not only was she screwing Kellan with a big cock, she was making him over into a woman before she did it. What blew me away even more was how sensual bird-nosed Kellan looked when he was dressed as a girl. He was so…convincing. What kind of weird, kinky satisfaction was he getting out of the slutty clothes, the whore-ish makeup, and fake pigtails?

It was the weirdness of the situation and my curiosity that kept me taking the risk to go back to that dark old barn. Each evening, I’d hide in that empty stall and silently wait until I heard the doors open and the secret lovebirds stepped in to make love. I would watch Jessie dress Kellan up in all kind of girly costumes and makeup and as soon as he’d put on that cowgirl hat he became this hot chick who was tied up, spanked, and fucked senseless by Jessie. The more I took part in this strange voyeuristic experiment, fascinated by the way Jessie ordered her lover around, the way Kellan became this undignified girly slave, and the way they experimented with ropes and handcuffs and other objects, the more I started to tinkle with the fantasy of what it would’ve been like if it was me. 

I tried to tell myself this was all because of Jessie. What man wouldn’t want to get fucked by a woman like Jessie? I wondered what it would be like to wear Kellan’s slutty shorts and have a beautiful woman lose control over me. Would my ass look that good? Maybe I could look even better than Kellan…just for Jessie. 

There was no mistaking the fact that I was getting aroused watching the two of them going at it, bathed in the orange light from that lantern. I’d rub my cock through my pants—too scared to spring it out, or do anything really but watch until the moment they left. The second after, I’d jerk myself off and I’d cum so quickly, gasping and panting and sputtering.

This little routine of mine was going great—until the day I sneezed. 

The moment I felt the tickle in my nose from the hay dust I knew I was already dead. I was probably the world’s loudest sneezer and there was no way I could stop it. The sneeze thundered out of me, and the whole barn abruptly lapsed into silence. I dove behind a tower of hay and just waited there, my eyes clenched shut while I heard footsteps come in my direction. I was sure I was going to be swallowed whole by my panic.

“We can see you, Tom.”

Fuck!

My eyes flew open and I saw both Jessie and Kellan peering down at me. Jessie held the lantern up to my face. I sheepishly crawled out of the hay and fell. I sat up on my knees and began swiping the hay off my shoulders like that was most important thing to do.

“What do we do?” Kellan whined, sounding nervous while he glared at me all the same. He was still talking in his girly voice. I looked at his miniskirt and tiny strapless corset and was suddenly angry at him because of how good he looked. 

“He’ll tell Axel for sure,” Kellan added. “And then he’ll kill me.”

Jessie laid the lantern down and her blue eyes fell on me and my awkward stance. Her lip curled. All my sexy fantasies fell to the wayside and I realized I was in deep shit. I’d entangled myself in a dangerous domestic affair and I had no idea what lengths she and Kellan were willing to go to to keep their secret. 

Kellan’s breathing intensified, like he was about to have a panic attack. “Axel will kill me, Jessie. He’ll kill me.” He sneered down at me. “Can we get rid of him?”

My eyes widened. “What?!”

Jessie put a hand on Kellan’s arm to stop him from pacing. “Leave,” she told him calmly. “I’ll handle it.”

“Are you sure? I want to help,” he said. 

“I’m sure. Go.”

Kellan reluctantly left, scratching the back of his neck. 

“Stand up,” Jessie said sharply and I sprang to my feet, my chest heaving in and out as I tried to breath through my fear.

Holding the lantern up, she guided me toward a small, dusty, boarded-up room inside the barn. She flicked on the lights. I blinked, looking at the tank top and flowy skirt she was wearing. My cock hardened yet again. It was impossible not to get aroused with a body like that.

Jessie, in turn, also seemed to be staring at my legs. Confused, I looked down only to see my open fly. I gasped and zipped it back up.

“You’re disgusting,” Jessie said. “I should’ve known you were a peeping tom, Tom.” She folded her arms, her glare piercing through me like a knife. “Are you proud of yourself? Spying on us while on the job?”

I turned my eyes away from her. I was frozen solid with shame. And fear. I wasn’t proud of myself. I wanted to melt to the floor.

“I’m sorry. I won’t tell Axel,” I finally said. “I swear. Please let me go.”

Jessie grabbed my arm and suddenly I was struck by just how strong she was. Though her arms were lean, the muscles underneath had been crafted to perfection. She could lift me up with one hand and fling me down, breaking all my bones and my teeth if she needed to. 

She turned my chin back around, forcing me to look back into those big blue eyes. 

I never should’ve done it, I thought ruefully. Never should’ve invaded her privacy like this.

What was she going to do to me?


CHAPTER 5

“I won’t tell Axel!” I blurted out again, feeling drops of sweat run down my forehead and stick to my eyebrows. I touched the side of her arm, wanting her to believe me so badly. “I promise. Your secret’s safe with me.”

Jessie lowered her head to the spot I’d touched her and then met my eyes again. I couldn’t tell if she was angry or disgusted with me, but Christ, she was so achingly beautiful. 

“Oh, I know you won’t tell Axel,” she finally said. “You’re a sissy. You wouldn’t dare tell my husband and ruin his life.”

What? Did Jessie hate me so much that she thought I was a wimp? My shoulders sagged. I was already thinking about how much debt I’d be in once I’d rebooked the flight back home. “Y-yeah,” I mumbled. “I’ll just get out of here and—” I spun around and headed toward the door. 

This time it was Jessie who reached out and stopped me. My heart stopped with her touch.

“Nope,” she said. “I just need to know you won’t tell Kellan.”

I faced her. “What do you mean?” I asked.

To my shock, she raised her face and kissed me on the top of my head. I felt oddly comforted by that. It was the sort of gesture an affectionate mother would do to her daughter. 

Jessie tousled my dirty, sweat-slick hair. “You see, Kelly’s extremely devoted to me,” she murmured. “She’s also one of my hardest workers. She’s not afraid to get her feet wet and her hands muddy, and she’s special in that way. The thing is she needs to know she’s special.” She watched my reaction intently, her own face morphing into something of a puppy dog look. “I never saw it before…but I think you can be quite feminine if you wanted to. I’d love to turn you into one of my girls. In fact, I just know you’d make a great bad girl. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

I stared at her. Crap. She was coming onto me. 

I found myself nodding.

“But you cannot tell Kellan,” she said fiercely and suddenly her pretty eyes grew cold. Stony. “If I ever get to know you opened your mouth and let it slip, well, let’s just say you won’t be able to wake up the next day with a functioning set of legs. Because trust me, Tom, I’m prepared to go great lengths to keep my life the way it is.” Her hand went over my mouth, touching my lips like she needed to know how soft they were. She leaned over and gave me a peck. 

I froze.

She kissed me. 

Jessie kissed me. 

“This is going to be special too. A different kind of special,” she whispered. “But whatever happens here is just going to be between us. Got it?”

I exhaled slowly. “I won’t tell him,” I said. I was giddy with excitement.  

Jessie walked to a small desk that was next to a metal filing cabinet. She tossed the bundle of clothes lying on top of it at me. A pink plaid button-up blouse and a denim miniskirt. She opened up the cabinet and threw me a few other things: a red bra, a tiny little red thong, fishnet stockings, and a discolored pair of black stilettos. 

I recognized them all as things I’d seen Kellan wearing over the past few days. 

“Get dressed,” she ordered. “Quickly.”

Jessie went out of the room, closing the rusty door behind her. I looked down at the flimsy clothes and felt goosebumps skitter across my back. What the heck was I doing? Was I really prepared to dress up as a girl and let Jessie fuck me? Be a willing bitch like Kellan and spread my cheeks for a woman? I quickly understood that this was the wrong question to ask. There was zero uncertainty in me about one little fact: I was willing to go to the end of the world if it meant I could sleep with Jessie. 

I wore everything in the wrong direction first. I wore the blouse first, without the bra, and then the skirt and the heels. I cursed out loud and took it all off,  then thought it’d be wise to put the thong on first. The tiny soft fabric rested snugly around my cock and balls and the strip rode up my rear end as I positioned it slightly below my waist. Not being able to stop myself, I cupped my dick and pressed the panties down hard around my privates. I was throbbing. It looked so wrong to see my man parts in a thong…yet it was so undeniably sexy. 

Next, I clipped the bra behind my back. It was heavy with some kind of gel stuffing. I pulled up the straps and took a deep breath before I looked down again. Hot. It was like I was sneaking a look inside another girl’s bra. I badly wanted to look into a mirror, but this was all I was going to get.

I wore the denim skirt and buttoned up the plaid top again, tying the ends above my bellybutton the way I’d seen Kellan wear it. Knowing that I was wearing lingerie underneath and that Jessie was going to see it in a short while gave me the shivers. I finally understood why she’d gone out of the room while I got dressed. She wanted to keep my feminized body a surprise. She wanted to walk in here and see me as a girl once my transition was complete, to seal the fantasy that I was no longer a man. 

I leaned back against the cabinet as I carefully put the fishnet stockings on. They had a huge run in it but thankfully I was able to wiggle into them without making it worse. I stepped into the stilettos and put the cowgirl hat on, pulling the shiny blond pigtails to the front. They were thick and heavy, and they dangled down to my waist. I’d done it. I’d made myself into a girl for Jessie. There was lumpy rock in my stomach as I considered this. I wasn’t really a girl, was I? I wasn’t wearing anything particularly elegant or beautiful after all. I was dressed like a whore. Had that been Jessie’s plan all along?

To turn me into a sex object?

“I…I’m done,” I called out.

I was shaking like a rattling engine when the door opened and Jessie strode in.

“Wow,” she breathed. There was a long silence as her eyes swiped up and down my outfit. I was itching for her to compliment me. Tell me I was cute, or that I was sexier than Kellan. 

But she didn’t. “Sit down,” she said simply. She was pointing to a small armchair by the desk. 

“Will he find out?” I whispered, biting my lip as I sat down.  

I knew I didn’t have to specify who ‘he’ was. Jessie bent down to give me another peck on my forehead. Using a wad of tissues, she began wiping the nervous sweat off my face. “You don’t need to worry about that,” she said. “Just don’t open your mouth and it’ll be okay. I’ll take care of the rest.”

She fished out a makeup palette and began dusting a nude powder around my T-zone before working it in around my cheeks and eyes. She swept a few more colors onto my lids and swiped through my lashlines with a thick black pencil. Opening up a tube of watermelon pink lipstick, she dabbed the bright shade over my lips. Even though she was doing all of this on the outside, I felt different inside somehow. Like my entire essence had changed, and not only was I no longer Tom, I could never be Tom again.

The thought turned me on so much I felt my balls clench up tight, my femme cock growing and sizzling with desire. 

“Get up,” Jessie said once the lipstick application was done. “Now you’re one of my girls. How do you feel?”

“I need this,” I found myself murmuring. “This is great.”

Jessie smiled. Her eyes were strangely reflective and campfire yellow in the dim, smoky lighting. She strapped on a nude rubber dildo and motioned me to squat.

My throat tensed as she moved her hips slightly forward so the dildo head rested on my cheek.  

“Right. Show me what a bad girl you are,” she said.


CHAPTER 6

The blood drained from my face. “R-right here?”

“This is as good a place as any, Toni, to be a slut,” Jessie said and laughed. “I’ll call you Toni. I like that name for you.”

I did feel like a Toni. Toni was a young, helpless lesbian girl who was exploring dirty sex for the first time under the guidance of a sexy female rancher. My lips parted and the dildo slipped straight in. I wrapped my fingers around the base of the shaft and started to suck. Touching a dick that wasn’t your own was such an alien experience—let alone licking it. My ass bounced as I moved back and forth, my thighs stretching my skirt to the brink from my squat, sucking as well as I knew how to.

“Seeing you suck my cock like that makes me so proud,” Jessie murmured. “I think your mom would be proud too, don’t you think?”

I moaned into the dildo. Fuck! That was such a horrible thing to say. 

But then why did it turn me on so much?

“Just like that, slut,” Jessie groaned as she swung her hips, grabbing the back of my head and rolling her member deeper into my mouth. 

Drool slipped down my chin as I licked the tip before swallowing the shaft again. I was being such a bad girl for Jessie. And I loved it. Every movement, every sound coming out of me was so natural. 

“This is going to be wedged inside your tight ass in just a few minutes,” Jessie warned. 

“Mmm…” I moaned. My fat ass definitely liked the sound of that. 

“My pretty little cocksucker,” she moaned along with me. “Toni, baby, I need to do something special with you.” She pulled her cock out of my mouth. “Follow me.”

I wiped my mouth with my hand before following her trail back out into the open space of the barn, my legs wobbling in my stilettos. Staring down at her moving silhouette, I felt hypnotized. I’d just sucked her cock and now it was like she and I were tied forever. No wonder Kellan was so in love with her. 

Jessie stopped at the right side of the barn, where a pulley was attached to a wooden beam on the roof. It was already threaded with rope. My pulse ramped up. What was she going to do? 

Jessie hefted one side of the rope and called to me. She asked me to cross my wrists and stay still. Nervously, I did as she instructed. She looped the thick cord about my wrists, binding it tight before securing the end of the rope with a knot. 

“Is that tight enough?” she asked.

“Uh-huh,” I whispered. 

“Let me see.”

She pulled on the knot and it didn’t budge. The way she was talking and acting, so full of lust and desire, made my heart race. She was setting me up to live out her fantasy. On me. On my body.

Jessie ordered me to stand directly below the pulley. She walked to the other end of the rope and pulled on it. The rope attached to my wrists ascended toward the ceiling and I felt my arms stretch upward. 

“Arms up,” she instructed.

I held my arms up. My heart jolted in terror as the pull of the rope strained my shoulders. I cried out as a feeling of weightlessness gushed through me. The balls of my feet slipped off from my stilettos, suspending in the air. The only contact I had with the ground were the ends of my toes. 

The rope stopped moving.

“Look at you, Toni,” Jessie murmured as she took me in. “My pretty cocksucker dressed like a cheap whore in that miniskirt. Now you’re bound and I can do anything I want to your hot little body and the only thing you can do is scream. But you won’t scream, baby, because you’re a pathetic ball-less sissy and you know what’s going to happen to you if someone walks in on our little fun.”

My arms started to shiver, and my heart was just about to come out of my throat.  Never before in my life had I felt so totally out of control—not even in control of my body. I kept thinking the barn doors were going to swing open and Axel would be there, bug-eyed, or even worse—Kellan. 

“Why so silent, Toni? Did I scare you?” Jessie came up close and held me, stopping me from swaying. “What happened to my bad girl?” She pulled up my miniskirt and ran a hand up and down my thigh through the run in my fishnets. “I love these thighs of yours. They’re so feminine. I can’t wait to hold them open while I wreck your boicunt.”

I moaned. Her touch was making me go insane. I needed her to hold me. Hug me. Kiss me. Let me feel her warmth. 

But I couldn’t do any of those things. 

I could only wait. 

Jessie took off her skirt and then her panties, laughing when she saw the look on my face. I must’ve looked like an idiot. As I squinted at the apex between her thighs, I spotted a clit piercing peeking through her pubic hair. A small silver hoop tucked coolly through her pleasure point. 

Now naked from the waist down, Jessie went back to the pulley and worked the rope. I began to sway, feeling the tug on my wrists strengthen as I was pulled an inch higher off the ground. And then another. 

“I’m scared, Jessie!” I cried out. “I don’t know what you’re going to do to me.”

She smiled, driving me wild with lust. “Kelly was scared the first time, too,” she said. “But I don’t think you’re as scared as you say you are. I know you want this. I’ve seen the way you look at me whenever we’re together. Sneaking glances at my ass and tits when you thought I wasn’t looking. Hell, when you thought Axel wasn’t looking!” She crossed her legs, and I could’ve sworn I heard her wetness. She was dripping thinking about fucking me. “Hasn’t this been a long time coming? You’ve wanted to stick it in me for years. Tell me, Toni. I want to hear you say what you want.”

I had no idea why, but then I was crying. Ugly crying. Fat tears streaked down my cheeks and I tried to sniff. I was such a loser.

Jessie was watching me intently.

“I’m sorry I messed up my makeup,” I said. 

She bound the rope to the peg on the wall and walked to where I was. She patted my eyelids with a piece of tissue. “You’re still pretty,” she chirped. “My pretty cocksucker.”

I blushed. 

“Don’t be shy, Toni baby,” she sang in my ear. “There’s nothing to be shy about this. You can be your true self with me. Your true girly self.” 

I heard myself whimper. “I want you to take me like you take Kellan. I mean, Kelly,” I said.

“What’s that?” I saw the smallest of smiles from Jessie. She was only pretending she hadn’t heard me. 

“I need you to take me,” I said even louder, finding myself weirdly breathless.

“Get rid of that horrible man voice right now,” Jessie said.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, putting on a sweet girly tone. “Are you going to do it…in my ass?”

Jessie smiled. Her eyes glinted with desire. She pressed her thighs closer together, and I heard it again. Squelching. “We’ll have to see. Is that what you want? My big cock in your ass?” 

I nodded desperately.

Jessie whistled. “Aren’t you a little ashamed, baby?” she asked. “Asking that from a woman? Maybe you’re just gay and you need another man. You could probably be happy giving blowjobs for the rest of your life.”

“No,” I cried, the shame causing my groin to throb harder. “I need you, Jessie. I think I love you.”

Jessie began unbuttoning my top. It was finally happening. My little femme clit was pounding with excitement. It was hard for me to admit my fantasies, but now that I had, I’d never been hornier in my life.

“I might take you in the ass,” she murmured. “I might not. It all depends.”

“On what?” I whispered. 

“If you’ll be a good girl for me and do exactly as I say.”

“I will.”

“I want to have some fun with you.”

Jessie pulled down on my bra cups, her breath stilling as she gazed at my nipples. She rubbed my right nipple with a finger, softly at first and then adding in pressure. I gasped as the pleasure raced through me. I’d been touch starved for so long. Jessie angled her mouth toward my breast and started to lick it, slowly but hungrily, the way I’d seen her take Kellan and enjoy his body. Her teeth skimmed across my skin and she moaned like she was dizzy with desire and not able to control her urges. She shifted to my left nipple and her hand snaked down to my stomach, softly massaging my skin there.

I was still bound, still powerless, not able to do anything but take this sweet, sweet, torture.


CHAPTER 7

By the time Jessie got done with my breasts, my nipples were puffy and wet and I had little bite marks on my skin. I’d already ascended to heaven and come back, and now I breathlessly waited to see what she’d do next. 

Jessie dug into her bra, where I could see a hidden pocket sewn on the inside. She fished out a pocket knife. 

My eyes went wide.

“Relax,” she said. She pulled up my skirt, bunching it around my waist, exposing my underwear.

“You’re wet,” she murmured. 

My cheeks burned up as she prodded my precum-stained thong. I was rock hard too, and she hadn’t even touched my clitty yet. 

With two quick swipes of the knife, the top of my stockings were torn off and my thong turned to shreds that fell to the floor. 

Jesus.

Jessie stepped behind me. The fact I could no longer see her sent a thrill down my spine. Was she looking at my ass? I was almost close to hyperventilating, woozy with wanting. I sighed as her warmth enveloped me, her bare, needy pussy brushing against my crack. This, right here, was heaven. Suddenly, her arm shot up between my legs and grabbed my member. She fondled it, spreading my stickiness by nestling the shaft between two fingers and riding up and down. I quickly became wet with fresh precum. She began to jerk me off then, the sloppy sounds playing like music to my ears.

“Such a pretty clitty…” she sang. “God, I could play with this for hours. Remember our deal, Toni?”

I nodded vigorously. 

“It’s simple. You have to do as I say or I won’t give you the fucking you desperately need,” Jessie said, her fingertip making circles over my slit. “It’s really a task of patience and self-control.”

“What do you need from me?” I breathed. 

“I need you to hold your orgasm for me, baby,” she said. “Nothing turns me on more than a sissy on the verge of losing all control. A sissy who’d be ready to destroy her life and dignity to get her fuck fix. Do you think you can do that, Toni? Can you show me what you look like when you’ve fallen so deep, there’s no way back out? For me?”

I was crying again. She’d been so right. I’d wanted her for years. And now she was making me jump through hoops to feel her lust.

“I need this so bad,” I sniffled. 

“Oh, I know, baby,” she said. “Then you’ll try hard, won’t you? But remember, if you shoot, you lose. I’ll untie you and you’ll get back into your ugly work clothes and I’ll let you walk out of here. I’ll never talk to you again, and you’ll leave seeing my husband one last time, knowing he’s lucky enough to at least get my pussy but you? You got nothing.”

“I’ll do anything for you!” I cried out. “I’ll do it!”

“Good girl,” Jessie whispered, nipping the back of my neck so gently I trembled.

I took long, smoldering breaths when she went back to jerking me off, paying special attention my head. Squeezing it. Smushing it. Rubbing her sexy palms up and down vigorously. Then she slapped my ass and squeezed my butt cheek hard. 

I needed this to last. God, I needed this. 

The build-up was insane. Just as I was sure I was about to pass out, she slowed down and let go. This was torture, wasn’t it? I could hear Jessie shifting something around behind me. Then I flinched because I’d felt something firm and wet rub against my naked crack. The feel of her strapped-on cock sent shivers of anticipation darting down my spine. She held me tight, stopping me from swinging by the rope, and then her fingers began to touch my hole. My muscles seized. Her fingers felt so tiny. Yet vicious. Almost feral. 

I knew she could destroy me if she wanted to. 

“I’m going to need your pretty anus loosened up,” she breathed down my back. “You need to be nice and relaxed for what I might do to it.” 

She rolled a finger inside. I gasped and squirmed in her arms. She held me in a tight grip as she stretched me open, choking my little virgin hole with her finger. Then she released me and let me sway underneath the pulley before playing with my clitty again. She tickled just the tip before squeezing the head between her two fingers again, stroking, twisting, pinching. I was breathing like I’d just made it through a 100-mile marathon. My balls twitched violently. I’d almost chewed off my lip trying to control myself, but I just knew that when she let go this time, I was going to cum so hard. 

She let go.

“Motherfucker!” I screamed. 

The sting across my face burned like a bitch before I realized she’d slapped me. 

“Don’t you fucking dare use that ugly boy voice in here again,” Jessie rasped. 

She pushed me hard, making me swing precariously beneath the ceiling of the barn. The rope dug like little pins on my wrists. 

“I’m s-s-sorry!” I said in my girly voice between sobs. 

I was actually crying from relief. I hadn’t cum.

But I’d been so close. So close. 

When I stopped moving, Jessie peeled off her top and tossed my pigtails behind my shoulders. She pressed her breasts on mine, lining up her big rosy nipples with mine. I groaned. I’d never, ever known such softness. 

She bobbed her chest, her tits jiggling and rubbing my nips with her own. If my hands had been free I’d have grabbed one delicious tit and chomped down on it so hard she’d have lost consciousness. Jessie’s shoulders shook and shimmied as her breasts played with mine. Then both of her hands swiped downward to my clitty.

What the heck had I done to deserve this torture?

“Oh my god, no…” I gasped. “Please…”

My clitty jerked in her hands, now huge and hard as a stick, but she went on to slap it and tease it. I was completely helpless, under her control, both my pleasure and pain in her hands. 

“My pretty sissy,” she murmured. “My desperate cocksucker. You’re so pathetic you can’t help but need something up your ass.”

She wiped away some of my precum and held it up to my lips, letting me have a taste. 

Her glittery eyes stared right at me as I swallowed. 

“You’re so close, aren’t you,” she said, flashing me a seductive smile.

“Please,” I whispered.

She just slapped me on the butt again and laughed. 


CHAPTER 8

The torture continued. Jessie lightly smacked my clitty, which was hard and red and crazy for relief. She pushed it underneath her strap-on, rubbing it over her pierced clit. For the first time our fluids became one. My clitty flexed instinctively, wanting so bad to enter her. Little by little, she lowered it down to her hole, brushing her skin right at the opening but never crossing the threshold. Teasing me until I broke.

I wanted to scream. 

She was never going to let me fuck her.

“Do you think you’ve earned it, baby? My cock?” she murmured.

I gritted my teeth at her, needing to let her know how much I hated this. But then, just for a flickering second, I saw her, the young, misunderstood rebel who gave the middle finger to tradition and convention. The girl who’d probably hated herself and this place when her dad first brought her here. Over time, though, she’d carved a secret place where she could just be herself and yet still have it all—a successful business, a supportive husband, a beautiful, open home she could show off to others.

“I love you so much.” That was all I said in my pathetic girly voice. 

It wasn’t the first time I’d professed my love, but it was the first time I think she really heard me, because her eyes fell for a second before she raised one brow and looked at me accusingly. Without saying another word, she walked away. 

She returned with two concrete slabs nestled under each arm. She let them both fall to the floor by my side. Taking my stilettos, she nudged my feet inside them again before positioning each slab around four feet apart and resting my legs on top of them. Using a piece of rope, she bound my ankles onto the concrete so my legs were forced open and I’d stop swaying. 

Jessie went behind me and spanked me again. My ass stung. She explored my crack again, but this time my butt felt wet in a different way. I realized she was spreading her vaginal fluids around in there. I moaned. 

In the dark, dim barn, Jessie’s big cock started to work its way into me. My breath hitched as the giant head pushed its way through, creating both pain and pleasure I’d never known. For all my excitement and begging and pleading, I wasn’t sure if I could even handle the pain. And yet I wanted it. I want Jessie to stretch me open so much that I screamed. 

As she slowly began to fuck me, my brain slipped into slow motion, unable to process anything but the sensations of my ass resisting the intruder only for Jessie to overtake it by pushing in further. Her body was squished against mine, and I could feel her nipples budding and pressing onto my back. Minutes passed, but at that moment it felt like hours. And then I was completely filled.

This…this is good. 

“You like it, baby?” she asked, her voice just a hush. 

“Uh-huh,” I whispered.

She dug her hands into the front of my thighs, her nails breaking through my skin.  The pain just served to heighten my lust. Her cock twisted inside me, thrusting even deeper, and I moaned helplessly as she found my prostate. Fucking me even harder, she snarled and rubbed over that spot over and over again. I bounced on top of her knees like a little rag doll. 

“You’re mine, bitch,” she hissed. “Your ass is mine.”

And like the total pathetic loser I’d now become, I was so overcome with emotion that I burst into tears. Never in my life had I seen myself as sexy. But Jessie loved my ass. My white pasty ass, but she still loved it. I was sexy enough to be used, taken, and destroyed by a strong, gorgeous married woman. 

Jessie responded by using more pressure. I shook, fighting her hold on me because I needed to see her fight me back and overpower me completely. She did, fucking me harder and better than I’d ever fucked a girl. I was about to fall, fall off the edge and I didn’t know when I would stop. The pleasure was too much. Too much, too soon…

She let out an airy gasp, and then a long, drawn-out moan, and I knew she was touching herself beneath her dildo, getting off on her control. She slammed into my special spot over and over, and then one of her hands reached out to caress my stiff little clit and throbbing balls. But her fingers didn’t move. She just cupped my crotch tightly as she pounded mercilessly into me. 

“Prove to me how much you love my cock,” she whispered.

“Oh my god!”

I started bawling as the shock of the pleasure hit me. 

We came together, shuddering and trembling and moaning. Thick ropes of cum, hot and milky, ejected out of me and she was still fucking me. I was glad because I needed her not to stop. I still had a lot more spurting out of me. By the time I was done I’d lost my voice. 

When the barn was quiet again, Jessie untied me and held out her palm. I bent forward and lapped my milk up like a sweet puppy. Then we walked back to the small office to clean ourselves up and get dressed again. I was still in a daze, the last moments of my release replaying in my mind. How she’d held me. How I’d cried because of how powerful it had been. How could anything ever top this again? Was I ever going to find another woman as beautiful and fierce as Jessie again, who loved me and my girly body? 

I knew the chances were so slim that I felt a twinge of regret.

Before we walked out of the barn, Jessie stopped me one final time.

“None of this ever happened,” she said, her eyes sharp and questioning.

I gazed at her perfect features and nodded. “Got it.”

We stepped out into the night. Everything was dark. Silent except for a low rumbling in the distance. I walked behind Jessie, a little jumpy in case Kellan jumped out of the bushes. Or Axel, demanding what the hell I just did with his wife. 

But they didn’t.

As Jessie’s house came into view, I caught up with her, eager to be right by her side.

For a few more minutes, it was just going to be the two of us. It’ll be fleeting, but it’ll also be the happiest I’ll ever be. 


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae
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