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Hardened,
lined faces surrounded me everywhere I looked. They weren't angry, nor
mutinous; they seemed to have accepted their fate, embraced it even. 


My
back was killing me and I shifted one leg on top of the other, crossing ankle
over knee to get some relief from the metal bench. The speed bumps weren't
helping; I could tell we were going fast, the driver apparently eager to get
his cargo unloaded and get on with his day.


I
envied them; they had done this before, they knew what to expect. I had to
contend with the thoughts that ricocheted around in my brain for the duration
of the drive.


I'd
heard stories, of course. Some of the men claimed they slept in the stables,
some said it wasn't so bad in the stables, that the horses, once watered and
fed hardly made any noise through the night. It was all so new to me.


When
the judge offered me the chance to work on a state owned farm in lieu of
community service, I basically jumped to take it. It was only later that I
found out that only old men with multiple priors ever agreed to go out to the
middle of nowhere for six months. Most people would
rather pick up garbage for hundreds of hours rather than brave the desert heat.
Not me, though. I didn't have anyone in the city anyway.


Farms
were nothing new to me; my folks had a little plot of land way out west and I
grew up tending to the animals. Shoveling horse shit was hardly anything new to
me. Getting room and board for it, though? That was an entirely new concept.


There
was no going back now. I just had to grit my teeth and bear whatever I had to
for the next six months.
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"You
got a driver's license?" She said in a throaty command.


She
had strutted around inspecting us like an army sergeant. I half expected her to
call us the sorriest bunch of miscreants she had even seen when she paused in
front of me.


Her
hair was coiffed to one side of her face and she wore a long sleeved dress
despite the heat; the dress clung to her generous curves and when she walked,
her impossibly high heels clicked softly on the ground. 


"Well,
do you?" she said, annoyed at having to repeat her question. I nodded that
indeed I did. 


She
cocked an eyebrow and tilted her head to one side, glossy auburn ringlets falling
over one shoulder.


"Can
you drive a stick?" she asked, eyes narrowed. The ways he enunciated her
words made me stand up straighter, like the question was actually a challenge.


"I
can drive anything with wheels, ma'am." I said, hoping that would satisfy
her. 


"Miss
Charlotte is fine." She announced in the tone of someone used to
introducing herself to underlings.


"Follow
me." She said simply and turned around. I hesitated only for a second
before following her in the direction of the big house in the distance. 


Anything
to get out of the heat.


We
followed the path up to the white columned manor, saying nothing and keeping a
brisk pace. I had a million questions but asked none of them.


The
floor length dress was split open down the back almost to her thighs, revealing
glimpses of her toned calves to my eyes.


The
sun glinted down mercilessly, setting the little flecks of red in her hair on
fire.


 When
she finally turned around and stood facing me in the driveway, her face was flushed
from the walk, but her back ramrod straight anyway.


"You're
awfully young to be in the program, aren't you?" she asked, tone more pleasant
now that we were in private, or maybe it was the heat that made her cranky.
"Go on, then. What's your crime?"  She said and I was able to
appreciate the drawl at the end of her syllables. 


Her
brown, almond eyes sparked with mischief as she asked this, like it was our own
little secret.


"Drunk
and disorderly." I said plainly. 


I
hesitated for a second more and added. "I also beat on a guy." 


"I
assume he had it coming?" she asked and gestured to her side where an
older woman clad in a button down shirt and khakis appeared out of a door,
handed her a pile of clothing and shuffled off back to where she came from.


"Judge
didn't agree." I said.


"Are
you the owner of this ranch?" My curiosity had finally got the better of me.


She
nodded her head as if allowing the question. 


"This
is state owned property." She explained, "But I operate and oversee
business matters, yes." Her soft curls moved on an invisible breeze. Her
smell wafted over me; faint peaches and something else underneath I couldn't
identify. 


Miss
Charlotte was the type of woman whom you couldn't put an age to. I supposed you
could objectively say she was somewhere in her early thirties, but the way she
carried herself was timeless.


She
handed me the pile of neatly folded clothing which I accepted, grimy fingers
stroking the crisp fabric.


"My
chauffeur, John, has sadly left us. You'll be taking his place." She said,
matter of fact. She said the word "Chauffeur" like someone who spoke
French, all elegantly coiled letters. I found my eyes fixating on the shape of
her lips as they formed the words.


I
couldn't believe my ears. I had thought I was in for half a year of
back-breaking work. 
















"You
want me to be your driver?" I asked dumbly. "That's it?" 


I
sounded like a cretin. 


Her
head tilted delicately to one side, spilling another wave of honey- brown curls
and she eyed me with an odd expression, taking in the disheveled state of my
clothes.


I
was sure she could see the grime under my fingernails, the dust on my face and
the sweat pooling under my arms. I stood straighter, trying oddly to impress
this stranger I had just met.


"We'll
start you off with that." She said, eyes roaming down my chest and arms
freely. I stiffened in my pants and brought the bundle of clothing further down
to hide my peaking interest.


There
was just something about her words, the way she said them while scouring me
from head to toe as if assessing me. 


Her
eyes dipped quickly to the front of my pants before I could hide my situation
and I knew she had caught me. Her eyes lit up and the corner of her mouth
lifted, revealing sharp, pearly whites.


She
turned around and marched inside the manor through the side door, beckoning for
me to follow.


"Follow
Helen, she'll take you to get cleaned up and wait for me by my car." She
said as she sauntered through another door, leaving me alone with the khakied
woman.


"Alright,
let's go." Helen announced in a thick eastern European accent as she
ascended the farthest staircase on the left.
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Steam
filled the room; this was more luxury than I had ever experienced, at least
since I moved away from home. The shower was huge and the water was hot. I
scrubbed the grime out from under my fingernails, scrubbed my skin till it was
red and the heat made me lightheaded.


When
I stepped out, I felt clean for the first time in weeks. I wrapped a towel
around my midsection and stood in front of the large gilded mirror. I pulled a
sealed toothbrush from a shelf lined with products, squeezed pink toothpaste
and tasted strawberries when I put it in my mouth. This was the strangest
punishment I had ever experienced. 


I
couldn't tell how many people used this bathroom before me but it was spotless.
Even the steam from my shower had nearly disappeared into the overhead vents. 


The
clothes fit a little loosely but nothing that couldn't be dealt with. I wiped
the beads of sweat that were already forming under my spiffy blue cap as I
stood by the car, waiting. 


I
smelled her before I saw her. Her hair bounced around her face and the sunlight
glinted off her bronzed, bare shoulders. My eyes were immediately drawn to the
curves of her hips, hugged by the skin-tight white dress.


She
approached me and lifted her broad white hat off her sleek head. A church hat,
that was. The idea made me nearly chuckle because dressed like that, she was
certainly not going to church.


"Next
time, you're supposed to do this for me." I nearly didn't pay attention to
her words, all I could see was her ample breasts spilling over the top of her
plunging neckline as she reached a white gloved hand across me and unlocked the
car door.


Gone
were the long sleeves. I couldn't say I would miss them.


"I
– I'm sorry Miss Charlotte." I stuttered. I couldn't help it; her soft
curves were pressed against my front. I could feel the blood drain from my limbs
and rush straight to my dick, and I knew she could feel it.


She
made a soft sound in her throat; something between a sigh and a moan then ever
so slowly shifted her weight forward, and swung off of me, slinking into the
backseat.


I
stood there feeling and looking stupid for a moment until her voice pierced
through the fog of my mind.


"Door,
darlin'..." She said and I jumped, closing it behind her and sat down in
the driver's seat, grateful for the dashboard for hiding my now obvious
erection.
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Her voice sang through the door as I walked up to it. I pushed
on it tentatively and it opened smoothly onto a cool room that smelled like
her. I stood over the threshold, feeling like I was in a different world.


 


Soft illumination danced around the huge but cozy space that was
occupied by plush deep green Oriental rug. My eyes immediately went to the
silhouette behind  the frosted glass screen. 


 


The erection I was fighting all day came back in Full Force. But
now, I didn't have the comfort of a car to hide in while I drove her around all
day.


 


"Miss Charlotte?" I said, unsure what to say or why I
was called here.


 


"Help me the blue bag sitting on my bed won't you,
darlin'?" she said from behind the screen.


 


There were several bags sitting at the foot of the bed from our
shopping trip at the end of the afternoon, only one blue bag, though.


 


 I picked it up and held it in both hands, the contents of the
bag catching my attention right away.


 


I knew without needing to look what the Lacy frilly scraps of
fabric where.


 


Her fingers grazed mine as she stretched out of her pale arm to
take the bag from me. The ensuing rustle of fabric only that she was changing
into the contents.


 


I could only stare in amazement as she stepped out from behind
the screen haloed by the soft lighting.


 


Engulfed in light, her voluptuous figure was hugged tightly by
the contraption made from delicate lace end cutting black leather straps. Her
generous breasts nearly spilled out of the brazier, her crimson lipstick contrasting
brightly against her alabaster skin


 


"Well, what do you think, dalrin'?" she asked simply.


 


What did I think? Or rather, could I think? All though
had rushed out of my head the moment this nearly naked redhead stepped into the
light.


 


"If the size isn't right you're going to have to drive me
back into town return it, you know." She said.


 


"I'd love to drive you around every day, don't get me
wrong." I said, swallowing my nervousness. "But the size is
definitely right." I said as I took off my hat and held it in my hands
trying not to be too obvious about what I was hiding.


 


Her almond eyes glittered and the corner of her mouth lifted as
soft delicate laughter escaped her chest. Rationally I didn't know what was
happening but I knew I wanted I whatever it was to happen.


 


I had never been in a situation like this before, certainly
never had the privilege of gazing upon a beautiful woman like Miss Charlotte.
All of the girls I went out with… none of them seemed anything like her.
Somehow she was in that particular moment the epitome other women in my eyes.


 


"You'd better come closer then and make sure." she
said.


 


My body moved on autopilot and I was across the room in a
moment, my fingers barely grazed her skin and it felt like electricity exploded
through me


 


"I
seem to be a little stuck." She said, fingers trailing along the corset
where she pulled on a little flap. "Could I impose on you to lend a hand,
darlin?"


The
words flowed like those of a Hollywood actress in a black and white film. I
don't even recall what I said, or whether I said anything coherent at all. I
simply reached my numb hands to her waist and tugged on the corset sides,
pulling them apart.


She
gently pulled apart the flaps, revealing the valley between her generous
breasts which spilled out slowly then all at once as she released the corset,
letting it fall to the ground revealing her full, heavy breasts, all soft pale
skin and hard little peach nipples.


All
I could feel was the blood rushing into my dick, pulsing painfully behind the
fly of my pressed trousers. 


"What's
on your mind, darling?" she asked, standing topless in the candlelit
bedroom.


I
had about a million things on my mind, but in actuality all I wanted to do
right then was touch those heavy orbs, bury my face in them.


Before
I knew it, her soft, warm hand was on mine, guiding it to her ample chest. I
instantly felt my dick twitch and had to take a long deep breath to calm myself
down; the last thing I could do in front of this amazing woman was cum in my
pants.


I
cupped the underside at first, lifting each breast and testing the weight of
it, feeling the lush heaviness of it in my hands. 


"Do
you like them?" she asked, almost as if she was asking me if I liked the
dinner rolls.


My
dick answered her question, of course. It was now pointing straight towards her
almost comically. 


"You
can play with them all you want, darling" she said, "as long as you
do everything you're told, that is."


At
that point I would have agreed to anything she wanted, but it was more than
that; her words seemed to carry weight and meaning to them. They sank deeply
into my stomach, scorching me and warming my flesh.


"I'll
do what I'm told, Miss Charlotte." I said, then on instinct "I
promise."


The
smile she gave me then melted my heart and made my steel-hard cock leak. I
could feel a wet spot forming on my jeans already and I groaned.


She
smiled even wider.
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My
knees hurt but it was a distant thing in the very back of my mind.


All
of my attention was on Miss Charlotte as she stood before me in nothing but a
thin lace thong. Her delicate fingers stroked my cheek and played with my hair.


Following
orders, I slowly peeled the thong from her hips. The soft patch of light auburn
hair covering her pubic mound was the most erotic thing I'd ever seen. She stepped
delicately out of the thong and kicked it to the side with the pointed toe of
her high heeled stiletto. 


Her
hand cupped the back of my head, pulling me closer to where I wanted to be. I
stroked the inside of her thigh with a thumb, inhaling the scent of her into my
chest and buried my face between her legs.


She
threw her head back as I licked upwards between her full lips and lifted one
leg, resting it on top of my shoulder.


I
sank deeper into the heavenly smell of her, licking and sucking her labial
folds, relishing the soft little moans that escaped her full lips.


I flicked my tongue against her clit and tentatively ran a
finger over her warm entrance. When she didn't stop me I slid my finger inside
her and she gripped my head and moaned softly.


 


Her smell surrounded me. I was drowning in it. I could feel my
dick leaking on the ground, and I was desperate to stroke it but whenever I
went to stroke my dick, she would slap the side of my face delicately.


 


"You have to take care of me first before you get to do
that, darlin'."


 


Somehow that only made me harder and I found myself licking
harder, softly biting her clit between my two front teeth. I slid my finger in
and out of her slippery entrance with gusto until she held my head tighter,
grabbing a fistful of my hair mercilessly and threw her head back, body tensing
as she came.


 


I sat there as she disengaged herself form me, no idea what to
say or do. 


All I could think about was her hand on my dick, stroking it
until I erupted. 


 


She sat down on the bed, her breasts heaving as she caught her
breath. She wiped a bead of sweat off her arched neck with a finger and
beckoned me forward. I obeyed immediately, crawling across the floor on my
knees. 


 


I had a strange compulsion, like I would do anything to be near
her again and when she held out her finger, I opened my mouth without
hesitation, licking the sweat off of it.


 


"Good job, darlin'." she said sweetly "You
deserve a treat after that incredible performance."


 


I took that as permission to touch my aching dick at last. As
soon as I wrapped my fist around it, I felt like exploding right then and
there.


 


"Show me how you do it, darlin'. I want to see you bring
yourself off." She said. Her words set fire to my mind. She gazed straight
into my eyes as my hand flew over my dick. I was a man possessed and in a few
quick strokes I felt my balls stir and my dick erupted, cum flowing over my thighs
and onto the hardwood floor; spent at last.


 


***














 


I stood in front of the closed door, staring at where she was a
mere moment ago. She left me standing in the hallway clutching my uniform and
staring at the wooden door in confusion.


 


I had no time to think, I wouldn't have dared knock on that door
and I especially didn't want anyone to come by and see me standing there in my
birthday suit so I grabbed my clothes and hurriedly slipped into them and made
my way quietly through the hush of the enormous house to where my room was.


 


I set my hat down on the small desk and unable to shake myself
out of the stupor I was in, lay down on t comfortable single bed and was asleep
before my head hit the pillow. My last thought was what I would say to Miss
Charlotte when I saw her again next morning.
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The knock on the door came at an indeterminate time in the early
morning. I shot up in the comfortable bed and listened. When another brisk,
brief knock followed it, I made my way across the room and swung the door open.


 


Standing there was Helen, dressed in another pinstriped blouse
and black slacks.


 


"Breakfast." she announced as if that explained
matters perfectly.


 


"Seven forty-five." she elaborated. 


 


Her eyes dipped once down and narrowed just a hint. I followed
her gaze and jumped behind the door. Apparently I was too tired to dress last
night and went to sleep in the buff.


 


I hadn't been in this house fourty-eight hours and already two
women had seen my dick.


 


I heard Helen's quick footsteps retreating from the doorway and
I let it fall closed. It was exactly seven forty so I time for a quick shower
before I made my way down to the breakfast table.


 


The dining room was huge and fairly easy to find; I just
followed the smell of bacon grease. When I slid past the two giant doors, I was
taken aback by what I saw.


 


Over thirty people sat around the huge table, more like a
banquet, really. Everyone I came in with yesterday was there. All of the men
were freshly showered and shaved, each wearing a different work uniform. I
spotted some in pinstripes and khakis like Helen so I assumed they were
assigned to work inside the house instead of in the farm.


 


Others had black slacks and shirts with little tan aprons. Those
were on Kitchen duty, clearly. Everyone seemed marginally more relaxed than
yesterday; almost like they had been let off the hook somehow. 


 


I sat down to eat and ladled eggs and bacon onto a plate. Miss Charlotte
was nowhere to be seen, but the table was a mix of people who seemed to be
conversing jovially with one another. I could no longer tell who was here on a
permanent basis and who was here on service basis.


 


My mind spun all through breakfast; I had expected something
akin to a concentration camp, but this atmosphere but anything but. It was
decidedly friendly.


 


Thankfully, the food was good enough to distract me from the
thoughts until I couldn't ladle another bite into my mouth.


 


I got up and made my way to the front entrance where I assumed
someone would tell me what to do next. Before I even made it there, Helen was
interrupting me, popping up in her usual MO. 


 


"Garage" she said, pointing two fingers in the
direction opposite the front door.


 


Not needing further explanations, I followed the gesture down a
couple of staircases where I saw a large entrance to an underground garage.


 


It took me a minute to absorb the shock; the cave-like garage
was more like a show room; glossy cars lined the walls, each with a set of keys
hung on a tack on the concrete wall in front of it.


 


Some of the cars were clearly farm-work cars, some pickups and
some more modest sedans.


Only Miss Charlotte's car was parked in an enclosed space which
I made my way towards and sat down on the desk provided for me there.


 


The morning was spent watching the telephone as it lay silent,
boredom and the quiet cars did not make for very good companions and finally I
made my way back up, driven by something not quite defined.


 


I wandered aimlessly around the house, finally running into an
attired man holding a stack of clean breakfast plates.


 


"Hey, brother," I said, unsure what to call him,
"Where is everybody?"


"Working" he said simply with an answering shrug.
"You miss Charlotte's new chauffeur?" 


 


I nodded. I supposed I was.


 


"She call you up?" he asked.


 


"Uh, yes." I answered. I figured that was easier than explaining
the real truth.


 


"She's in the main study." He said, hurrying along on
his way.


 


After a lengthy stumble through the big house, I was able to locate
the study. The door was ajar and after listening outside for a moment, I
knocked once.


 


"Come on in." her seductive drawl answered me.


 


My heart immediately began to beat faster at the mere sound of
her voice. I let myself in to where she was sitting behind a sprawling mahogany
desk.


 


She looked up from behind her computer screen, a pair of round
glasses perched on her slim nose. She tilted her head to the side, regarding me
then leaned back in her large chair.
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"Morning, Miss Charlotte." I said, trying for formal
and coming up anxious. "I was just wondering if you needed me to drive you
somewhere today?"


 


"Come on in, darling." She said, voice lowering just a
notch "As it happens I do need a ride." She said, the corner of her
mouth lifting slightly.


 


I was stood there by the door, hands clasped over my stiffening
dick like a schoolkid; I took a couple of steps forward when she stopped me- 


 


"No, not like that." She said. "Take those
off." She gestured to my clothes.


 


I must have gaped like a fish because she let out a small jingle
bell laugh and twirled slightly in her chair.


 


Fortunately, my arms were more eager than my brain; I unbuttoned
my crisp white shirt in no time, loosened the belt and was stood there in my
boxers in under a minute.


 


I could feel the draft coming from the half open doorway behind
me, but my mind was elsewhere. For all I knew someone was standing there,
watching me undress this very minute.


 


"All of it." She ordered, closing down the laptop screen
and pushing the whole thing to the side.


 


I had no choice but to obey. My dick was begging to be released
and my fingers flew to the waistband of my boxers, pulling them down and
kicking them away.


 


She seemed satisfied and beckoned me forward, not allowing me to
close the door first. I practically ran to her desk, dick bobbing ahead of me
like a horny teenager.


 


She cleared a spot for me on the desk and invited me to sit. I
was grinning like a fool, torn between the nervousness of being naked and hard
with the door open and the pull I felt towards this woman.


 


"Did you sleep well last night?" She asked me
casually, running a manicured fingernail up my thigh.


 


I could only nod, spreading my legs slightly, hoping her hand
would make contact with my dick already.


 


"How do you like your room?" she asked.


 


"I-um, I like it just fine." I said, "It's pretty
great." My head was spinning from lack of blood, my pelvis tilted towards
her, fucking the air.


 


I went to squeeze my dick but her hand shot out and slapped mine
away.


 


"No this time, darling." She said, eyeing my dick in a
way that made me want to spill my seed everywhere before she had even touched
it.


 


"This is so cute; I just love a toy to call my own."
She stood up, purring her words in my ear. "You'll be my toy won't
you?" she asked, setting goosebumps down my spine.


 


"I will." I said, the note of desperation in my voice
was pathetically obvious but I couldn't care less. All I could think about was
her warm hand on my legs, inching their way upwards, grazing my ballsack and
finally making contact with my dick.


 


She wrapped her hand around the base, squeezing hard.


 


"Is this what you want?" she asked, leaning forward
and touching her full lips to mine, just barely. 


 


"It is- I want it so bad." I said as she pressed her
lips to mine firmly, opening my mouth and exploring mine with her delicate
tongue.


 


Her thumb circled around the top of my glans, flicking the hole
once. My dick jumped; a strange pain shot down my dick, not enough to cause me
to cry out. 


 


All I could hear was the sound of my own breathing in the quiet
room and the sound of her hand slapping down as she jerked me.


 


My dick leaked precum over her fingers until I could barely keep
myself from cumming. I clawed my hands on the edge of the desk and clenched my
jaw.


 


The more I seemed to struggle, the more she seemed to enjoy it,
stroking me faster, squeezing harder until I couldn't take it anymore, shooting
my load directly on her fingers.


 


I sat there, watching her examine her cum covered hand. She
extended the slimy fingers to me.


 


"Look what you did, my little darlin' toy." She said,
holding the digits up to my face.


 


She arched a perfect eyebrow; apart from her hand, she was
completely unruffled.


 


"Open." She ordered.


 


In my current state, I could do nothing but obey. I opened my
mouth, extending my tongue out obediently to lick my own cum off her fingers.


 


Only when her hand was completely clean did she allow me to get
up and get dressed.


 


"Oh and get the car ready." She said in an offhand
manner as I clutched my clothes, hiding behind the door and attempting to get
my pants back on.


 


"I'm going to be needing you again tonight."


 


"Yes, Miss Charlotte." I said.


 


"Good boy." She answered, eyes sparkling with mischief.
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