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SHE’S A STUD


Ainsley’s father always told him that, one day, he will inherit the family farm. He always assumed that he would eventually take over the farming duties so his father could retire…

There’s just one problem: Ainsley’s never been good at farming… or manual labour in general. He’s always been small… and weak… and afraid of horses and cows and big clunky tractors. He just assumed that he would figure it out eventually.

But his dad isn’t waiting any longer. He wants to retire, so he hires a farmhand named Mae. Mae is a young, pretty blonde trans-girl—and she’s a farming pro. It seems like there’s nothing she can’t do. Ainsley’s father is beyond impressed—so much so, that after a few months, he makes a deal with Mae, offering to give the farm to her, as long as he can take enough of the profit to support his modest retirement.

Ainsley is blindsided by the deal. He’s determined to prove to his father that he’s capable of taking over the farm… even if it means working under Mae, and letting the trans chick teach him to ride more than horses.


CHAPTER 1
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My dad hated me.

No—he never came out and said it. He didn’t have to say it. It was the way that he looked at me that made it so, so obvious.

I didn’t turn out the way that he wanted me to turn out. He liked to let me know that, when he was my age, he was already 180 pounds. “How much do you even weigh?” he asked me.

“I don’t know. Like… one-twenty?”

He would cringe and look away, as if the sight of me made his stomach churn. I hated feeling like a disappointment. Believe me: if I could have pressed a button and transformed myself into the tall, jacked teenager that he was at eighteen, I would have pressed that button. But no such button existed.

I know what you’re thinking: the button does exist, it’s called going to the gym and eating more. I tried. For, like, six months, I went to the gym every day. Somehow, I managed to lose weight. I looked smaller than ever, and I lost my motivation to go on with fitness.

“I need help lifting bales into the hay loft,” he said to me one autumn afternoon. I wanted to prove to him that I could do the work, even though I was small. I felt like I could do it. I was feeling strong and ready. Then, I went to hoist up that first bale to my dad, who was ready to catch it, up in the loft. I got it about two feet off of the ground, and then my muscles went weak. I whimpered. I tried again. I tried getting a different footing. I tried everything. Those bales were just too heavy.

I looked up and saw him shaking his head. He ended up doing the work alone. It took him hours, having to toss a few up, climb the ladder, arrange them, descend, and toss a few more up. I offered to do the arranging—and I tried—but I couldn’t even lift them enough to stack them.

I was weak. I was small. My own mother said, “There’s nothing wrong with him. He’s just… more effeminate.” She tried to pitch it like a compliment, but it just made me feel worse—especially when I saw my dad wincing at the sound of the word ‘effeminate’.

It’s not how I wanted to be. My whole life, I thought that I was going to be a farmer, like my dad. Everyone in town respected my dad. He was like a local celebrity. He ploughed and baled half of the fields in town. He would walk into shops and the shop owners would say, “No charge for you, Mike.”

At Christmas, people would come over every day to drop off gifts for my dad. Fathers in town would beg my father to let their sons work for my dad, for free, because they knew how valuable my father’s name was on a resume. If any hiring manager in that country saw my father’s name on a resume, that kid was getting a job.

And growing up, I would always hear my parents saying, “One day, this will all be yours.” They said it to me, constantly… until I was around fifteen. Then, they stopped saying it so much. They started to talk more about my size, and my ‘questionable interests’. They didn’t like that I would watch anime. They didn’t like that I played video games. “What the hell music are you listening to?” my dad asked me once.

“K-Pop,” I said.

He cringed and walked away, shaking his head.

Everything I did made him cringe. All of my friends were girls—and that made him cringe. One time, he caught me wearing makeup, because I was letting my friend Katelynn practise on me for her makeup school portfolio. He groaned and shuddered and walked away.

I would wear pink shirts, and he would make me change before we went out as a family. “You can’t be seen around town wearing that.”

“Why?”

“You just can’t,” he would say, shaking his head, so I had to change.

Okay, you get it—I wasn’t the manly man that my dad wanted. I was his only child, and I was a giant disappointment. And it was a late-autumn evening when I overheard my parents talking in the kitchen, long after they thought that I’d gone to sleep.

“I need help on the farm, and Ainsley isn’t it,” he said.

“You’re being hard on him,” my mom said.

“Darlene—he can’t lift a square bale. He couldn’t lift the PTO arm of the baler to connect it to the tractor. I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with him. I need help. I’m getting old. I need someone who can run the farm.”

“But if Ainsley’s going to take it over when we retire…”

“I’m not sure that’s in the cards anymore, Darlene,” my dad said quietly. My heart shattered. I felt like I was being disowned. I felt like it was totally out of my control.

It was only two days later that my dad started quietly conducting interviews in his downstairs office. He would send me away to run simple chores, and then, occasionally, I would see cars pulling up: potential employees coming for their interviews.

He never said anything to me. He never told me that I was no longer the heir to that farm. And maybe I didn’t deserve to be upset. Maybe I wasn’t cut out to run a farm. My dad was right; I could barely lift that big, heavy PTO shaft. I couldn’t get bales up into the loft. Quite frankly, the horses and cows scared the hell out of me, and I hated going near them.

I felt so foolish. I felt like I’d screwed up at some point in my life. I felt like I’d done something selfish or stupid, and now everyone hated me. No—nobody ever told me that I was a disappointment. Nobody ever told me that I was letting them down. But I felt it. I knew that they wished that they would have had a different son.

One morning, I woke up and decided that I would try to prove myself, even if it meant some awkward pain and suffering.


CHAPTER 2
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It was 5:30 AM, and I was already dressed, in my boots, wearing my work gloves. I knew what needed to be done; the animals needed fed. The horses were overdue for a brushing. I could handle the brushing, and most of the feeding… but the cows needed hay, and I wasn’t sure I could lug the square bales to them, and the tractor scared the hell out of me.

But I had to try.

I knew lugging square bales would take longer than just driving out a round, but the tractor really did frighten me—the way it surged forward when releasing the clutch, and all of the heavy moving parts. I was always terrified that I would hit some rock and the whole thing would tip and I would be crushed under a thousand pounds of hard metal. Or maybe some piece would snap and fly off and take my eye out or chop off my head.

I tried for a while, first trying to haul one with all my strength, and then trying to use a wheelbarrow, which kept tipping. I got one bale as far as the barn door. I went and got a dolly and tried pushing a bale on that, but as soon as I hit the dirt outside, the bale kept falling off. Now, my back was starting to hurt.

I groaned. I looked at the sun, which was now inching above the horizon. Soon, my father would be out, and nothing would be done.

I eyed the tractor. I groaned. My skin turned cold.

I had to try.

So I climbed in. I took the keys. I took a deep breath. I put in the keys and the dashboard lit up. The smell of diesel brought back terrifying memories of feeling like I was about to die while riding in that tractor with my dad.

But I had to try.

I turned on the engine. It roared, and I nearly screamed. My hands were trembling, palms sweating. I tried to remember how to work it. I pushed down that clutch. I eyed the handle with the ABCs on it, and then I eyed the one with the 1,2,3s. I knew they had to be set, so I set them to A and 1, figuring that meant slow and steady.

I put the movement lever into forward mode. I gently released the clutch, and the tractor lurched forward slightly. I screamed. I quickly jammed both feet down—one on the clutch, one on the brake.

I took a moment to control my breathing. I looked out the window, towards the stack of round bales. The hay fork was already hooked up. I just had to poke a bale, drive it to the cows, and drop it off. Easy, right?

Well, I’m proud to say that I did it. I’m proud to say that I made to the hay. I pierced a bale. I backed the tractor up. I drove it all the way over to the cows. They crowded around. I put it down and backed the tractor up. The cows started munching. I felt so proud of myself…

But it took an hour, with the tractor set to A and 1. By the time I got the tractor back to the barn, my father had shown up and finished all of the other morning chores. “What are you doing?” he asked as I got down from the tractor.

“I fed the cows,” I said with a grin.

“I fed them last night,” he said, looking at me with a hopeless sort of gaze in his eyes. “But, uh, thanks.”

All of that pride fizzled away. “What can I do now?”

“Don’t worry about it,” he said. “The new farmhand will be here in about fifteen minutes. I’ll put her to work.”

“Oh… Okay,” I said.

“Might as well. I’m paying her, right?” He produced a sort of guilty smile.

“Of course,” I agreed.

He looked at me with that pitiful look for a moment, and then he shrugged his shoulders. “If you want, you can put diesel in the tractor.”

“Sure. Where’s the diesel?”

“The can is in the barn. You would have to drive to the gas station and fill it.”

“Easy,” I smiled, but it wasn’t so easy. Nobody warned me how heavy a full jerrycan of diesel was. It wasn’t too bad getting it into the truck, but hoisting it up and pouring it into the back of the tractor—I must have lost twenty-percent of it, spilling it everywhere.

I came up with a system where I poured the diesel into cups on the ground, and then poured the cups into the tank.

When I looked up after finishing, there was a little blonde woman staring at me. Her eyes were narrowed, and she was frozen, as if she had just caught me murdering a child. “W—What are you doing?” she asked.

“Filling the tractor with diesel,” I said.

“Is there something wrong with the jerry can or something?”
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I looked her up and down. She was wearing tiny daisy-duke shorts, with a white t-shirt tied in a knot at her sternum, showing off her perfectly flat tummy. She was about my height, about my weight, with about my same muscle definition.

No—this couldn’t possibly be the new farmhand. There was no way my father would hire some dainty chick to do the work I was supposed to be doing...

“Who are you?” I asked.

“I’m the new farmhand,” she said.

My jaw nearly hit the dirt. It seemed like a cruel joke, as if my father was rubbing my weakness into my face. It almost seemed like this was my dad trying to tell me, ‘Even some tiny chick can do this job.’ Was I really so useless?

She walked up and inspected the back of the tractor. She quickly pulled out a dipstick, and then another. “Oil needs changed, and the hydraulic fluid is low. I’m guessing there’s a leak. Yup—there it is. Corroded quick release. That’s normal. Easy fix. I have a few in the truck.”

She did it all so fast, while I stood there, feeling like an idiot. She worked fast with a wrench. She disconnected a hose, and then another. She managed to pull off a little metal connector piece, and she swapped it out with a brand-new one that she apparently had in her truck. She wiped down my spilled diesel. She jotted down some serial numbers that she got from looking at the parts of the tractor. Then, she said, “I’ll be back in thirty minutes. If the boss asks where I went, just tell him I’m getting stuff for the tractor.”

“O—Okay,” I said.

She was back in twenty minutes, with an oil filter, with oil. She whipped out an oil pan, and five minutes later, the tractor’s oil was changed. She fired it up, let it run, and then she looked at me from the driver’s seat and said, “Is there something you need to be doing?”

“N—No,” I said.

“Alrighty,” she said, and then she took the tractor to the mechanic barn. Five minutes later, she’d managed to attach the box blade. Within minutes, she was combing the driveway, fixing the potholes.

I found my dad drinking coffee in the kitchen. It was a curious sight. I’d never seen him just… relaxing like that, in the middle of a working day. “Are you not feeling well?” I asked.

“I’m feeling fine. Why?” He took a long sip from his coffee.

“You’re just… sitting in here.”

“I know,” he said.

“You’re usually out.”

“I don’t need to be out. Mae is going to handle the chores around here from now on—most of them, anyway.”

“Mae? That… blonde girl?”

He nodded his head and took another sip from his coffee. “I’m old, Ainsley. I can’t do this forever. I pulled out my back twice last month.”

“Who is this girl? Where did you even find her?”

“I put out an ad. She had a good resume and a good attitude.” He took another casual sip from his coffee. Then, he checked his phone. He smiled. “Maybe I’ll watch some golf. I can’t remember the last time I watched golf.”

He stood up and casually sauntered over to the television room. My head was spinning. This was all so… different. I never liked change. I felt like I no longer knew what my life was supposed to be. Was my dad seriously going to just… give the farm to someone else?

I tried to come to terms with it. I tried to convince myself that there was nothing wrong with this new structure. Maybe I could still get the farm, and with the farm, I would get the farmhand who would do the work. After all, owning a farm doesn’t necessarily mean doing all the grunt work, right? My dad was now delegating the work to someone else, and he was still surviving…

But the situation was more grim for me than I realized. It was Friday morning and I’d slept in much later than usual. When I got out of bed, I looked out the window. Mae was driving a round bale to the cows. Downstairs, I could hear my parents talking. “I know it wasn’t the plan,” said my father. “But if he doesn’t want this lifestyle, what are we supposed to do? At some point, we have to make ourselves the priority. He’s an adult, Darlene. He will figure things out the way we had to when we were his age.”

“He’s just not… figuring anything out,” my mom said. I knew, of course, that they were talking about me.

“Maybe that’s because we’ve made it too easy for him. This is all too comfortable for him. He just assumes that it will always be like this, and there will always be someone to do the work for him.”

“I just don’t know…” my mom went on. “Re-mortgaging the house… it seems so drastic. And a thirty-year reverse mortgage! We just finished paying the mortgage off, and I was so sure that I would never have to hear the word mortgage again. I don’t even get this whole reverse mortgage thing.”

“The bank pays us every month, for thirty years, and then, at the end of it, they get the house. We’re most likely dead by that point. Sure, it might be a bit frugal, but it means finally retiring. It means no more waking up at 3:00 AM. It means we can… go on little trips. We use the farm money to pay a farmhand, to keep the farm running, and maybe we get a bit extra to pay for a nice dinner every now and then. We can leave the farm whenever we want to. We can go to Europe finally. You’ve been talking about Paris for thirty-five years!”

“What about Ainsley?” my mom asked, her voice quieting.

“What about Ainsley? He’ll figure it out, Darlene!”

“The plan was to leave him with the farm, without the burden of a mortgage…”

“That was all under the assumption that he wanted it.”

This conversation went on. I could go on and on, and tell you how horribly my parents were crushing my soul, but I think you get the gist of it. They were changing their life plans, cutting me out. The plan to one day leave me with an inheritance was gone. Now, they were going to leave the farm to the bank, and they were going to spend every dollar on themselves.

I looked out the window again, now seeing Mae as she took one of our horses out to groom it. My dad always asked me to groom the horses… and I always had an excuse as to why I couldn’t do it. “I have homework I need to finish,” or, “I hurt my wrist playing basketball.” The reality was, I was terrified of horses.

Later that day, I heard a hollering outside. I rushed to my bedroom window and saw Mae, riding one of our horses out in the field. She was wrangling the cattle back to the barn. She looked like a seasoned pro up on that steed, even roping one of the calfs that was being especially stubborn.

Before the end of her shift, she changed the oil in my dad’s truck, and she put air in the mower tires and changed the oil in the mower, and set up a battery station in the shed for the power tools, after organizing the tools in the old tool bench.

[image: Mae]


She was doing all of the things that my dad had always hoped I would do. He gave me so many chances to figure it out. He showed me how to do all of these things… but when he would explain them, I would zone out and think, ‘There’s no way I’m getting that close to a horse,’ or, ‘I’d rather die than drive the tractor near the edge of the hill like that.’

Mae could do it all—even more efficiently than my father. She had all of my father’s farming knowledge, but she had the energy and vitality of someone a third of my father’s age.


CHAPTER 3
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My parents took their first out-of-town trip the next weekend, to a small resort-spa, three hours away. I was excited to have the house to myself, so I could walk around in my underwear, so I could watch TV whenever I wanted, so I could spend the whole weekend playing video games…

But as soon as I went down to the kitchen, in my undies, I realized I wasn’t alone. Mae was there, waiting for coffee to brew. She turned and saw me, and I froze.
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I covered my crotch. “I’m sorry,” I said. I scurried off and got dressed. When I got back to the kitchen, she was gone. I looked out the window and saw her on the tractor, bringing hay to the cows. She moved fast; she had that tractor in high-gear, and was fearless going over all of those ridges and bumps. She fed the cows in under five minutes. She swapped the box-blade out for an auger, and ten minutes later, she was replacing rotten fence posts in the back field.

She didn’t have a to-do list. My dad didn’t tell her what to do; she just knew what to do. She was like some super-farming-robot.

I bit my tongue. I groaned. She made it look so easy. She was even wearing makeup, not breaking a sweat, not ruining her pretty blonde hair, which was meticulously curled. I could have snapped a photo of her at any moment, and the photo would have looked like some magazine cover.

Meanwhile, I couldn’t lift a square bale without breaking a sweat.

She would finish her duties so fast, and then she would spend the rest of the day ‘improving’ the farm—building new fencing, mowing the yard, weeding the garden.
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And sometimes she would see me looking at her, and she would look at me with this awful look of pity, as if she could tell that I was absolutely useless. I could tell that she wanted to ask me, ‘What do you even do in a day?’

And somehow, her looks were more poisonous than my dad’s. She was about my age, but she had skills. She was strong. She could figure out problems on her own, with relative ease. And, while my parents were out of town, I found out how much money she made.

My dad had left her paycheque in the mailbox. While Mae was prepping an acre out back for planting hay, I looked at her cheque and gasped. She was making a serious salary. What was my father thinking?

I went into my dad’s office and found the information on his new ‘reverse mortgage’. I found some business profit statements. I found a monthly budget that had a sum of all the bills. Long story short, my dad was giving almost every dollar to Mae, so that she could run the farm while he retired.

He really was leaving nothing to me. And with the money that Mae was making, she would easily be able to buy the farm from the bank as soon as the reverse-mortgage was expired. This was probably all going to end up being hers—so it was no wonder that she was working so hard to improve the farm.

And she really was improving it. She spent that whole afternoon painting the fence along the driveway—and the difference was huge. That fresh coat of paint made the property look like it belonged to millionaires.

The next day, after finishing the farm chores, she scraped peeling paint off of our house. She finished an entire wall, and then on Sunday, she put on a fresh coat of shimmering white. Now, from the street, the house looked so vibrant. My parents came back from the resort-spa and gasped. They praised Mae as if she was the second coming of Christ. I just rolled my eyes; if they paid me like that, I would have figured out how to do all that stuff too…

Over the next couple of weeks, the property continued to transform. She built flower boxes for under the windows. She planted pretty flowers in the boxes. She set up a water catchment system for the cows. She replaced all of the rotten boards in the barn, and then put a fresh coat of paint on the barn’s exterior.

She built a cobblestone path from the house to the garden. She replaced the rusty metal ring we used for a fire pit with a nice stone fire pit, and she even got to work building a little aesthetic pergola.
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And what did I get done in that same time? I managed to get from Platinum rank in League of Legends, to Diamond rank. And yes—I knew that wasn’t a real achievement. It wasn’t something that I was actually proud of. I knew that rI was wasting my time playing video games.

My parents talked about her all of the time. During dinner, they would go on and on about how wonderful she was. They would talk nonstop about how much she could do, and my dad would say things like, “We should have hired her five years ago.” One night, he said, “I’m going to give her a raise. It’s going to be a good raise. I don’t want her running off to another farm.”

But I knew the numbers. I knew that a raise for her meant nothing for me…

Nothing. My whole life was apparently amounting to… nothing.

“Want to play League?” I asked a friend of mine, via text message.

“Dude. I’m at work,” he replied. “We played all weekend. Don’t you need to do farm chores?”

Even my gamer friends were making me feel like a waste of skin. “Where do you work again?” I asked.

“Shoe Emporium,” he said.

“Are you guys hiring at all?”

It was an hour before he replied. “I asked my boss. He said they need a weekend guy. It’s part-time. Minimum wage.”

I had to look up online to see what minimum wage even was, and I gasped when I crunched the numbers, truly realizing how much my dad was paying Mae. I felt sick. I realized just how much I’d given up by letting the farm-life slip through my fingers.

I went in for an interview. The manager brought me in the next day for a paid ‘trial’. He watched me for four hours while I tried to do tasks around that shoe store. It was so… mind numbing. I hated faking a smile for customers. During my trial, a fat woman called me an ‘ignoramus’ when I suggested she try on a wider shoe, because she had wider feet. After four hours, I had made… fifty bucks—and forty bucks was then subtracted to pay for my outfit.

I went to my first real shift the next day: nine hours on the floor, helping little kids trying on shoes, having to smell the rancid feet of old men, cleaning bathrooms that were apparently conveniently there for the McDonalds customers across the street, who needed somewhere to unleash their torrents of…

Okay, you get it.

The job sucked. I wanted to cry by the end of my shift. I nearly cried when I got back to the farm and I saw Mae, making nearly five-times what I was making, sitting in a garden, humming, planting flowers. She was being paid a hell of a lot more than minimum wage to be in the sunshine, in the fresh air, with no angry customers around, with no putrid bathrooms nearby.

And I just thought, that could have been me.
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CHAPTER 4
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It was August when my father purchased a camper from a classified listing. He had the camper hauled to our property, and he spent a whole weekend fixing up the inside. He was excited. He was doing it all in secret, saying nothing about what the camper was for. I watched him hauling in vinyl flooring, hauling out old panels. I saw him carrying in a new toilet. I saw him unboxing new light fixtures. I saw him with a roll of wallpaper.

Then, he told us to come and see, so we went to see the big reveal, to see what he’d spent a good twenty-four hours of hard work working on.

“Are we going camping?” I asked, seeing the freshly renovated space. It was cozy. There was a beautiful bed with plump pillows and blankets. The bathroom was small, but it was nicer than the one in our house.
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“Camping?” my dad said, narrowing his eyes. He let out a laugh and shook his head. “No. This is for Mae. She’s going to live on the property. This will be a huge incentive for her: no more commute, no more gas getting here and back. I hope she likes it. Do you think that she’ll like it?”

My mom shrugged her shoulders, because she honestly didn’t care. I shrugged my shoulders because I wanted my dad to think that I didn’t care—but I really did care; I cared a lot. Now, I felt like I was seeing how I would have been treated if I wasn’t such a disappointment. I would have loved to live in a camper, out of the house, with my own little slice of privacy. Even now, my dad had the camper parked in a little wooded nook, far from the house. It was a tranquil little bit of paradise. He’d even made her a small fire pit where she could spend her evenings relaxing.
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I tried to think if my father had ever spent a whole weekend making something truly special for me. The answer was obviously, and sadly, no.

“Cool. Well, uh, I have to get back to… a staff meeting,” I said.

“A staff meeting?”

“It’s on Zoom.” I blushed and then a zipped off. In reality, I had nothing to do. I would probably just spend the whole night playing video games, sleep for a bit, and then go to my mindless shift at the shoe store.

It was the next morning, as I was waking up, that I heard her let out a little joyful scream. “Thank you so much, Mike!” Mae cried. I looked out the window, and across the property I could see her hugging my dad. He gave her the key to the camper. That evening, when I got home from my shift, she was pulling up in her truck, with a large load of her personal belongings.

My role in the family was quickly changing. Before, I was the child. Now, I was like… a servant. More and more often, my parents would call for me: “Ainsley!” I would go down and see my mom holding a plate of cookies. “Bring these to Mae’s camper, would you?”

“Yes, mom,” I would say, and then I would walk the cookies over.

I would take dinners to her. I would bring her clean laundry, clean linens. My dad had me set up a television system in her camper while she was sunbathing on her day off, out by the lake.
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One day, my dad simply said, “Go find Mae and see if there’s anything she needs.”

“Like what?” I said.

“Whatever,” my dad said, quickly getting cross. “She’s a massive help for our family, and the least we can do is treat her with the utmost respect.”

I rolled my eyes, and my dad turned red. “Is there a problem, Ainsley?”

I didn’t answer.

“Because we don’t have to let you live here, rent-free. We don’t have to feed you three meals a day. We don’t have to clean your clothes for you. If asking the workers if they need anything is too much for you, you can ship out, kid.”

I bit my tongue. I produced a weak smile. “I’m sorry,” I managed to say. “I’ll go and find her.”

She wasn’t working out in the fields. She wasn’t at her camper. Her truck was parked there… but I couldn’t find her.

So I checked the barn. I went to the tractor, looking under it to see if she was working on it, but she wasn’t there. I went to the lake; she spent a lot of her free time lounging by the water, in the sunshine—but she wasn’t there either. I scratched my head.

Then, on my way back to the house, I heard a noise, coming from the woods. I paused, and listened. A soft groan crept into the air, and for a moment, I panicked. It sounded like someone was hurt. It sounded like she’d fallen and broken her leg. Maybe she was in too much pain to scream out. Maybe she was pinned under a fallen tree while she was cutting trees for firewood.

I hurried over to the woods. I heard another groan. As I got closer, I could hear fast breathing. I was about to call her name, and then I saw her backside. I saw that her daisy-dukes were down around her ankles. Her tanned ass was perfect and round, and it didn’t appear to be in any distress. She was standing, slightly hunched forward, and tugging on something. But what?

I carefully approached her, remaining silent.
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Finally, I said her name, and she spun around, and that’s when I saw something that didn’t belong. In her fist, down at her crotch, was a stiff, reddened erection. As she saw me, it gushed. She whimpered. Thick white cum spilled into the air and fell to the forest floor. She tried to cover her throbbing tip with her free hand—but a moment later, cum was just gushing between her fingers.

I stood there, shocked, stunned, mortified. Mae was… trans?

Cum dripped off of her knuckles as her face reddened. “Ainsley?” she said.

“H—Hi Mae. I’m, uh, s—supposed to see if, uh, there’s anything you—you know—you need…”

“I need?” she asked. She bent forward, revealing that big cock again as she grabbed her daisy dukes. She pulled them up, awkwardly stuffing her fat slumping penis away. Strangely, she didn’t seem very… fazed by any of this. Being caught and exposed really didn’t seem like such a big deal to her. “I don’t need anything. I know where everything is.”

I was speechless. I just stood there. I looked down quickly at her crotch, and now, I could make out her snake-like bulge. It was so… big. How had she kept this hidden? Or had she been hiding it? Maybe I just never thought to look to see if she had a massive monster-cock bulge in her pants…
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“Look,” she said. “I know you just caught me doing my business—but you don’t have to be so weird about it.” She rolled her eyes. “I’m on my break, and I didn’t want to waste my whole break walking all the way to my camper and back.”

“I—I know. It’s… fine.” I glanced down at the cum-spattered ground.

I thought for a moment that she was pranking me. She was so pretty, so feminine, so thin and petite… okay, maybe I was a lot of those things too, but I was fairly certain I would never be able to look nearly as beautiful and convincing as her.

I was blushing all over. I turned around and ran away. I must have looked so foolish and juvenile. She watched me go. A bit later, I looked out the window and saw her humming peacefully in the garden, which was turning more into a farming operation of its own. She had countless rows of vegetables growing now—more than my mom ever managed to grow. There must have been thousands of cucumbers, thousands of tomatoes, thousands of cabbages, thousands of potatoes.
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She really didn’t look fazed at all by what I saw. It didn’t matter to her… maybe because to her, I was a nobody. Maybe my shock and my opinion was just totally inconsequential to her.

That night, I mentioned what I learned to my dad. I decided not to tell him about the masturbation, but I did say, “Did you know that Mae is trans?”

My dad looked angry, very suddenly, as he said, “Didn’t you ever learn to mind your business, Ainsley?”

“I’m just saying,” I said. “I thought that was… surprising.”

“The only thing surprising is your inability to mind your own business.”

My mom glared at me. They were making me feel not only useless, but like an asshole. So I said nothing more. I wondered if they believed me—or maybe they really didn’t care.

But the fact that she was trans did help to explain her strength. A girl her size wouldn’t be able to lift hay bales like that… but if she had male biology, and male muscle density—that cleared that up.

Then again, I was a male and I was her size, and I couldn’t do those things…


CHAPTER 5
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After two months at the shoe store, I hadn’t received a single raise. Sure, I’d picked up a few more shifts… but the work was just as mind-numbing and the pay was just as terrible.

My dad had given Mae another pay raise. Apparently, she’d managed to streamline the process of delivering meat cows to our usual buyer, cutting costs by about five-percent. My dad decided to give that entire five-percent to Mae, just to keep her happy and loyal to our farm. My dad was truly terrified that Mae was going to accept a job at another farm.

So now, Mae was making even more money than me. She pulled up to the house one afternoon in a brand-new truck. She’d gotten her hair done—a haircut that probably cost more than I made in a week at the shoe store. I saw her making calls on a brand new phone. When I delivered her a plate of dinner that night, I saw that she had a brand new MacBook Pro. On her camper was a Starlink satellite dish; she now had her own high-speed internet connection.

On her screen was a Sketch-Up mockup of a living room… and it looked an awful lot like our living room in our house. “What’s that?” I asked.

She blushed and closed her computer screen. “I just like to mess around with designing houses and stuff,” she said. But I was almost positive that she was already planning to change our house; she was already making plans for when she could buy the house from the bank, once this reverse-mortgage was done with—or once my parents croaked.

My parents were older; they had me late into their forties. Doctors told my mom that I was a miracle baby. Apparently, women don’t generally get pregnant that old. And when I was little, they really did treat me like a miracle baby… until about puberty; then that treatment stopped.

Now, they were treating Mae like she was their daughter, their miracle baby, like she could do no wrong.

“Is that my dinner?” she asked, eyeing the plate in my hand.

I nodded my head. I bit my tongue. I took a deep breath. Then, I snapped. “You know, this farm is mine—not yours.”

She paused for a moment. “What?”

“I mean—it’s going to be mine. Just because my dad has you doing all the farm chores doesn’t mean that you’re inheriting all of this.”

“What are you even talking about, Ainsley?” she asked, with that familiar look of pity on her face, as if she thought that I was such a useless idiot.
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But I saw that image on her screen, of my house with her design laid over it. I knew that she was planning to take over my father’s ‘empire’, and it was inevitable if I didn’t stand up for it. I needed to fight for what was rightfully mine. For years, I was told that it would all be mine. “Don’t play dumb,” I said.

She shook her head. “You’re being a spaz, Ainsley.” She rolled her eyes and took the plate of food. “Do you have anything else to say?”

I bit down on my tongue. She was making me feel crazy. Was I being crazy? Was I being a spaz? Was I just being over-emotional and taking it out on someone who was totally innocent?

When I went to bed that night, I was overwhelmed by a terrible regret. I had a feeling Mae was going to tell my dad what I’d said, and I was already on thin ice with my parents. Oh God, why did I let my emotions get the better of me?

The next day, I woke up with that regret… and also with a hint of motivation. It was that motivation that came and went, that idea that if I just tried a bit harder than before, maybe I could sort my life out, and I could slip back into my rightful spot as heir to that family farm.

I was convinced that I could figure this whole farming thing out.

First, that morning, I snuck down to the basement, where my parents had some home gym equipment. For forty minutes, I lifted the heaviest weights that I could. I knew that it would take a long, long time to build up the strength I needed—but I felt determined.

I drank three big glasses of milk, knowing that I needed that protein. I needed to start packing meat onto my bones.

Then, for the rest of that day, I was like a spy. I watched Mae. I observed how she went about completing the farm chores. I made notes. My plan was to spend a couple of weeks gaining a bit of strength, and learning how to do the farm tasks—knowledge that I would have had if I’d ever paid attention to my father’s instructions.
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I watched how she swapped the box blade out for the mower deck. I watched how she mowed the back pastures. I tried to figure out her technique of lifting square bales when she went to move the new bales into the loft. I watched how she carried herself around the horses. Whenever she looked over at me, I pretended to be on my phone; I pretended to be the useless idiot she assumed that I was.

This went on for a few days.

My ego took another huge blow on the following Monday, when it was baling day. It was a three person operation: one person to drive the tractor and run the baler, one person to drive the truck with the flatbed, and one person to walk alongside and toss the bales onto the flatbed. Mae drove the tractor, my dad drove the truck—and instead of asking for my help, they brought in a temporary worker.

His name was Ray. He was only a little bit bigger than me—maybe an inch and fifteen pounds. I watched from my bedroom window as he grabbed bales by the wrapping and tossed them up onto the truck. He threw a total of sixty bales up onto the truck before they stopped to rest. Meanwhile, I couldn’t toss a single bale.

What was wrong with me?

My dad treated the ‘team’ to lunch in town. They got pints of beer and big, delicious meals. Then, they came back to the farm and did it again, finishing off that back field. Ray went to help Mae in the barn, getting the freshly bundled bales into the hay loft.

Yes—I know that I couldn’t hoist the bales like that… but they never even asked me for my help. They knew that I was home, with nothing to do, and they didn’t ask me for help. Even now, in the barn, with over one-hundred bales to get into the loft, nobody was asking me for help.

Well, maybe I didn’t need to wait to be asked. Maybe this was my chance to show some initiative. I put on my gloves and my boots and I marched out to the barn to help.

I walked in, ready to work, and then I froze when I saw Mae, bottomless, grasping a bottomless Ray by the hips. Ray was bent over, clutching a bale of hay, taking all of Mae’s ten inches deep in his tight asshole. His eyes were closed. He was moaning. Mae was grunting, thrusting hard. She spat onto her cock and forced it deep into him. Ray trembled all over.
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They had no idea that I was there, and I knew that I needed to make my presence known… but I was in too much shock. I just stood there for God-knows how long. I watched every moment as she thrusted harder and harder, making Ray scream out in pleasure. I stood there as Ray burst: his cock becoming erect and then spraying the hay bale with thick cum. Then, I watched as Mae pulled her reddened shaft out and sprayed Ray’s back with her seed.

I was in shock—too much shock to move. Mae looked over at me, and then she narrowed her eyes. She shooed me away, as if to say, ‘Get out of here before you embarrass my date.’ I scurried away, heart racing. I was almost positive that I was dreaming. I even pinched myself.

But it was real. I’d just walked in on Mae fucking the help.

I went back to my room like a scared church mouse. I watched from my window as Ray emerged, getting into his car, and leaving. Then, it took me an hour to gather the courage to go back down, to confront Mae about it.

“What the hell, dude?” she said to me when I walked into the barn. “Why did you just stand there watching the whole time? Talk about being awkward—and a mood kill.”
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“I—I didn’t know what to do,” I said.

“You don’t stand and watch like a perv!”

I was stunned. Again, she was strangely calm about the whole thing—just frustrated with my actions. She didn’t care that I’d seen her getting nasty. She didn’t care that I’d seen her with her big cock out. None of that mattered.

“I came to help with the hay,” I said.

“You came to spy on me,” she said, rolling her eyes. “You have some weird hate-boner for me, and you’re being a weirdo about it.”

“I do not!” I gasped.

“If you really came to stack hay, then come on and stack some hay.”

“Fine. I will,” I said, turning up my chin. I marched over to one of the bales. I took a deep breath. I was sure that I could do it. I grabbed the bale by the strings. I lifted with my legs. I grunted. I eyed the loft. It was far away…

Mae grabbed a bale and tossed it up with a small grunt. I watched her form, her technique. Then, I tried to mimic it. The bale almost made it… But it hit the edge of the loft floor and fell back down.

Mae sighed. “You need to get more momentum,” she said. “Swing the bale back, and then swing it hard before letting go.”

“I’m trying,” I said.

“Try harder—and try again.” She stood there and watched me swing the bale. “Swing it more than that before letting go. You’re stumbling because your stance isn’t wide enough. C’mon—you’re definitely strong enough. You just need to figure out the technique.”

I took her advice while biting my tongue. It wasn’t easy to take her advice, knowing that she was trying to take over my family farm. But when I did what she said… I got a bale into the loft.

I yelped a strange, exhausted victory sound. “I did it!” I gasped. “I did it! I got a bale up there.”

She giggled. “Cool. Now just forty-five more.”
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She got three more up before I managed to muster the strength to hoist another one. I widened my stance. I gripped those strings. I swung back and forth, building up the momentum. Then, I release. Another bale landed in the loft.

“Go up there and start arranging them,” she said to me.

So I went up. Using the same technique, I was able to stack them, six high. My arms were crying out in pain, but I didn’t care, because I was helping. I wore myself to the bone that evening, but we got all of the hay done… and Mae actually seemed happy about the help. “Thanks, Ainsley. I appreciate it,” she said, and then she went off to take a shower.

I went to lay down. My heart was pounding and my muscles were aching—but I’d taken a step towards proving that I could be just like Mae… and if I could be just like Mae, then maybe the farm could be mine.


CHAPTER 6
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Isaw the details of the reverse-mortgage. I read through many pages of the contract my dad had signed. Apparently, there was an option to pull the plug on the reverse mortgage, and it essentially required my dad (or a purchaser) to repay the bank what they’d already paid out in monthly payments, plus a 2% interest. It wasn’t an awful deal—at least not right now. So far, the bank had only made two payments to my father, so if I wanted to buy back the farm from the bank, and assuming I had my parents’ permission, I would only have to muster up about ten-grand.

And, I had about half of that saved from working at the shoe store. I’d spent almost nothing that I’d made.

But I knew it would take longer to make the money, and with each month, the sum would be greater that I would have to pay. I won’t bore you with math, but basically, I would have no choice but to take out a new mortgage to repay the reverse-mortgage payments.

I had to work at the shoe store the next day, but I still forced myself to wake up a few hours early. I made a point of beating Mae to the tractor. I fired it up, and eyed the gear levers. My heart raced as I moved the gears to B and 2—a bit faster than A and 1…

I yelped with horror as the tractor surged, but I resisted the urge to slam on the clutch. I was going to feed the cows, and I wasn’t going to make it into an hour-long affair.

I pierced a bale and spun the tractor around. I screamed when I hit a ridge and the tractor wobbled. But I didn’t stop. I took that bale to the cows, dropped it off, and got the tractor back before Mae was up for her shift.

I caught myself grinning, feeling like this was something I could possibly figure out.

Next, I went to the horse stable. I eyed the many stalls, and could smell the manure. I groaned. I hated poop. I hated horses. I took a step towards one stall, and the horse moved, bumping his gate; it was a loud thud that made my body freeze.

I grabbed the manure shovel. I had a wheelbarrow nearby. I opened the gate. “Okay…” I said softly. “Just… don’t mind me.” I tried to scoop the shit, and then the horse moved again. I yelped. The horse spun fast. I jumped. Then, the horse kicked back and I screamed. I fell down and scrambled out of the stall.

Now, the horse was running out the stall. It darted back and forth down the aisle. I screamed and made myself small against the wall, praying the horse would calm itself down.

Then, the horse stopped. I peeked up, hearing laughter. Mae was standing there, holding the horse by a lead. She couldn’t stop laughing. “What on earth were you even doing?” she asked.

“I was… going to clean the stalls.”

“With the horse in the stall? Who does that? Here… I’ll show you how to do it—and how to keep the horse calm.”

She walked by me and demonstrated. She called the horse over to the gate with a treat in her hand. Then, she slipped the harness gently over its face, clipped on a lead, and then opened the gate. She walked the horse down to a clip on the wall. She clipped the lead and then returned to scoop the manure out. After dumping the wheelbarrow out back, she scattered down some fresh stray, filled the horse’s water bucket, and led the horse back after giving it a brush. She managed to do it all in about seven minutes. “Now you try,” she said, pointing to a silky black horse.
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I was mortified. “I—I actually have to get ready for work.”

“Just muck the stall, Ainsley,” she groaned. “Quit being a pussy.”

I gasped. I looked at her and saw that she was giggling. “Fine,” I growled.

I started the process. I took a treat, called over the horse. When the horse went to eat the treat, I screamed and retracted my hand. “It’s not going to bite your fingers, you goof,” Mae said. “Try again.”

This went on for fifteen minutes, until I had the courage to slip that harness on. Surprisingly, the horse let me do it. It even let me clip on the lead.

More terror came as I opened the door. My body was filled with dread. I was expecting the horse to burst out, knocking me over, crushing me with its massive bodyweight… but it just trotted out casually.

I did the rest easily: clipping it, mucking the stall, brushing the horse until it was silky all over. Then, I walked the horse back.

“Not so hard, right? But you need to get faster. I’m normally done all of these horses by now.”

I had to go to work. I wanted to stay and pick up some more tips, but I needed to make money, to buy back that farm.

Again, I was jealous after a long day serving rotten customers, when I saw Mae in a bikini, pulling weeds out in the freshly seeded hay field. She looked so peaceful. She had music playing through a little Bluetooth boombox. I’m not saying her job was easier than mine, or that she wasn’t working hard. But her job was undoubtedly better than mine.
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I grumbled under my breath. I watched her for a while, seeing which weeds she was picking and how she was disposing of them (she fed them to the goats two pastures over). So I got my gloves on and went out into the field, to my own spot, and started pulling weeds. It wasn’t quite as easy as she made it look. There were thorns, and the roots were deep, so it took a good deal of muscle to yank them out.

She eyed me from about fifty yards away: a curious look. I even caught her giggling at me. I think she was laughing at my technique. But it didn’t matter because I was there to send her a message: I was going to figure this all out, and I was going to take her position.
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I just needed time to get it all down.

I was exhausted, but I knew I had to keep it up. I woke up at 3:45 AM. I fired up the tractor and fed the cows. Mae was still sleeping when I got into the horse barn. Carefully, I mucked each stall and brushed each horse. Now, it was 6:00 AM and Mae was strolling out of her camper, stretching her arms into the air, with a smile on her face.
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But I was determined to prove that I was progressing. I went straight to the chicken coop. There were many eggs to collect—and lots of poop to clean up. I got to work…

And again, she was giggling behind me. “It’s a lot easier if you let the chickens out first.”

They’d been flapping around my head, making me yelp—and pooping into my hair.

“Right…” I said. I let them out. I kept scrubbing while Mae put the eggs into a reusable carton that was nearby.

“So, are you trying to prove something?” she asked. “Your dad pays me to do all of this. You don’t have to do it.”

“Well,” I said. “This farm is going to be mine one day, so the way that I see it, it’s basically my responsibility to make sure it all gets done right.”

She giggled, and then she nodded her head. “Yes, of course,” she said with a sarcastic tone in her voice.

“What? You don’t think that I can handle it?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“Then what are you saying?”

“What makes you think I’m saying anything, Ainsley?”

Mae was a fountain of knowledge, and a pretty good teacher too—but there was something about her that made me so furious: the way she always rolled her eyes, that sarcastic tone that she was always using… it was all so infuriating.

“I have to go to work,” I groaned.

“Thanks for the help, Ainsley,” she smiled.

And I must admit that I was pretty angry with her—and with myself—when I got home from a particularly shitty day at work, and I saw her in a bikini, tanning by the lake. “Mae isn’t working,” I said to my mom, who was in the kitchen, baking cookies.

“She finished her chores early today, so she’s taking the afternoon off.”

“She only finished them early because I spent three hours out there this morning doing them!” I snapped… but then I calmed myself down. I knew that it was my choice to do the chores. I knew that I wasn’t going to get anywhere being a whining baby.

So for the next few days, I tried my best not to complain. I got up at the same time each morning: 3:45 AM. I dragged myself to the tractor, I fed the cows, I mucked the horse stalls, I brushed the horses, I collected eggs, I cleaned the chicken coop. After a few days, I was fast enough to milk a few cows before Mae was up… Mae showed me how to properly milk a cow. She carefully taught me the technique, and I appreciated that… but I was still determined to take her job from her.

I went to work. During my breaks at work, I would lift heavy boxes in the back room: shipping boxes filled with shoes. I was getting stronger. I was forcing myself to eat more too, and I’d surprisingly put on nearly fifteen pounds.

And I was doing a good job of stopping my frustrations from making me dramatic and over-emotional. Though there was one day when I got off work early, around 1:00 PM, and I got back to the farm to see Mae by the lake, in a one-piece bathing suit, swimming and relaxing with a drink.

I walked over to her. “Is this what you do all day?” I asked, feeling my face turning red. “Every day I get off work, you’re just… relaxing.”

“Well it’s the end of the busy season,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. “There’s only so much to do—and you keep insisting on doing my morning chores for me.”

“They’re my chores,” I said stubbornly.

“Instead of whining, why don’t you just relax? Maybe you need to take a break.”

I took a few deep breaths. I hated how calm she was being about all of this… but maybe swimming would be nice. I couldn’t remember the last time I sat by the lake, and just… took in some sunshine. It was supposedly one of the last nice days of the summer, with a cold fall around the corner.

I went to the house and changed into a bathing suit. I went back to the lake. Then, as I was about to jump into the water, I saw Mae looking at me. Her gaze moved down my body, and I felt strange. I looked at the water and saw my own reflection—and I saw, for the first time, muscles on my body.

No, I wasn’t jacked, but I was bigger than I’d personally ever been. I had ab definition—and small pecs. I had little bulging biceps. And maybe, for once, I looked a bit like a man.

I swam. It felt good to just wash away a summer of stress. Then, I got out of the lake, and she was looking at me, looking at my body, seemingly ogling me. No woman had ever looked at me like that before.

And I noticed something: a bulge in her tight one-piece. It was… throbbing… growing. It was thick and long, and she wasn’t even trying to hide it.

I turned red all over. I looked away. I was too shy to talk. I just kept my eyes on the lake, and sat in silence. My heart raced, knowing that Mae was… attracted to me.

I had the day off the next day. We had a big day on the farm: turning everything over for the fall season. There were many tasks to be done, so my father brought in Jeff, a guy my age who lived four farms down. Jeff was well-built, spending lots of time in the gym. Within seconds of seeing Mae, he began flirting with her, and he was glued to her all day, helping her with every task.

We had to load a truck with fifty square bales, for a big delivery to a major client. We had to load up ten cows to be processed. We had to start the process of winterizing the barn and the chicken coop.

I was thrilled when my father came to me and asked if I would help. No, there was no pay in it for me—but his faith in me meant the world. I jumped to my feet and got to work. I helped to toss bales onto the flatbed. I fed the animals while Mae, impressively, mounted a horse to corral the cows into the animal trailer. She was a tremendous rider. When she got off the horse, she smiled at me and said, “This weekend, I’ll teach you how to ride.”

I turned red, and then got back to work.

I spent most of the day installing insulation in the chicken coop. Mae did the big important tasks. Jeff helped Mae. My dad drove the truck to his clients.

Then, at the end of the day, I went to find Mae, to ask her if I needed anything special to ride the horses, and then, through her camper window, I saw Jeff on his knees, giving her a wet, sloppy blowjob.

I paused. Mae was smiling, head thrown back. Jeff was deep-throating her thick cock. Saliva was running down his chin, dripping onto his thighs. He was grasping her thighs with both of his hands. Her fat ball sack was slapping his chin.

I stood and watched for longer than I should have. I couldn’t believe a big, tough guy like Jeff could be so… submissive. But Mae just seemed to have that way with guys.

Two days later, I noticed that the UPS delivery truck had been stopped in our driveway for a long while. When I went to see if the drive was okay, I saw, in the back of the truck, Mae pumping her fat cock into his ass while he moaned, stomach flat on the ground.

I gasped and ran off.

Mae ordered pizza to her camper one night. The pizza guy pulled up, and then he didn’t pull away. I took out my binoculars and saw, through a slit in her curtains, the pizza guy bent over the counter, being rammed hard from behind.

It wasn’t just men, but women too. Mae met the daughter of the neighbouring farmer, home from college for a couple of weeks. The same day they met, I saw the girl sneaking across the field and slipping into Mae’s camper. The camper rocked side to side for hours.

Mae also fucked the vet that came to clean the horses’ teeth—she fucked her right in the barn, doggy-style, while all of the horses watched. It was graphic, with a messy, sticky ending.

My second riding lesson with Mae came around the middle of October. The first lesson was a bit of a disaster, with me almost crying a few times when the horses suddenly moved.

I will admit it: I was terrified of horses. I didn’t trust them. They’re huge creatures, capable of doing a lot of damage to the human body.

I was still scared going into the second lesson, but determined to get over my fears. “I made something for you,” Mae said to me.

“What?”

“Well, you struggled to stay upright on the horse last time. Your body kept… sliding over the sides. I don’t know if it’s a core strength issue, or just a technique issue, but we’ll work on it. For now, I made this.”

She dragged out a saddle, which looked normal at first, and then I noticed a glint of black silicone, right in the middle of the saddle.

“What the hell is that? Is that… a dildo?”

“It’s a small dildo, Ainsley,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It’s, like, not even four inches long. Calm down. And yes, it would go into your bum—okay? I know it sounds a bit weird, but it’s so small, you’ll hardly feel it, and it will stop you from sliding around. It’s glued down to the saddle with no-more-nails; it’s not going anywhere.”

“I am not taking a dildo in my ass!” I gasped.

“Calm down,” she groaned. “I even made you these special jeans.” She blushed and showed me the jeans, with a hole right in the ass. “It’s not as humiliating as you think. It’s actually kind of genius, if you think about it.”

“I’m not doing that.”
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She glared into my eyes. “Ainsley,” she said. “Don’t be whiner again, okay? Let’s just do the lesson. Get over your insecurities. With a dab of lube, you won’t feel a thing. It’s the world’s smallest dildo.”

I don’t know why, but I felt like I had to just do it. I felt pressured. I felt like she would judge me if I didn’t do it. It was a strange sort of peer-pressure that I hadn’t felt in years. There was something about the way that she was looking at me.

I awkwardly took the pants. “Just because I’m doing this, doesn’t mean anything.”

“What is that even supposed to mean, Ainsley?” she asked, rolling her eyes.

“I just want to learn to ride, so I can corral the animals the way you do.”

“I know,” she said. “Now change, so we can do this.”

I put on the embarrassing pants. She squirted some lube onto that dildo and gave the dildo a quick hand-job. Then, she stepped up next to me and helped me up.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I groaned.

“Get over yourself,” she said. “Sit on the cock—that’s exactly where your body should be.”

“Don’t call it a cock,” I groaned.

I felt the tip of it touching my butthole. I suddenly had second thoughts. I groaned. “I—I think I want down,” I said. Then, the horse took a suddenly step. I panicked and clutched hard, and then I accidentally sat, taking the whole shaft up into my ass.

I gasped.

Mae giggled.

She mounted her own horse. “We’re just going to do some trail riding, to get you comfortable.”

I was speechless. I could feel a ribbed cock in my bum, and as the horse began to follow Mae, I felt it pumping me. I was bouncing enough to make the shaft slide in and out, in and out.

Mae kept looking back at me, giggling. I tried to keep my composure, but I was being ‘fucked’ by a dildo, essentially.
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“Oh God,” I kept whispering. We got onto a rocky trail. It got bumpier and bumpier. Mae, after giggling, looked back at me and then gave her horse a little heel-kick, making it run forward. My horse pursued. I screamed. The bumping intensified. I was now being fucked hard by that dildo.

“How does that feel, Ainsley?” she called back, giggling.

“F—Fine,” I said, trying to act casual. The dildo was, actually, helping me to remain centred. And after about fifteen minutes, I felt like I was getting the hang of it. Mae pulled up next to me and ran me through basic horse commands. By the end of that lesson, she had me running around barrels—though not nearly as intensely as she could.

“You’re not hopeless,” she said to me, as if it was a compliment.

She looked so brave and so confident up on her horse.
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She had a natural look, her hair messy, no makeup on her face—yet somehow, she still looked so… graceful and pretty. But after our lesson, she said, “Want to go get a beer with me in town?”

“Okay,” I said, not thinking much of it. She went to her camper to shower up. When she came out, she’d transformed.
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Mae was radiant, with her long blonde hair down, silky smooth, and her beautiful eyes glistening with sparkling eye-shadow. I stuttered like an idiot at the sight of her. She was wearing this amazing blue dress, with a skirt that covered only one leg. “Let’s go,” she said.

I felt like an idiot, dressed in a t-shirt and ripped jeans. We went to the bar in town. Every guy was ogling her—none of them had any idea that she was packing a ten-inch snake in her little panties.

We sat down and she stared into my eyes. “You’ve put on a lot of weight in the last few months, Ainsley. I’d say close to twenty pounds.”

“Yeah,” I said, trying not to get too distracted by her low cut dress.

“When I first met you,” she said, and then she paused to giggle. “When I first met you, you were so… frail.”

I turned red. “I’m a late bloomer.”

“You really are figuring this farming stuff out,” she smiled. “I’m proud of you.”

I smiled.

Then, she turned it around. “But, like, I’ve been doing this my whole life. I grew up on a farm twice this size, and I had twice as many tasks.”

I paused, trying to understand what she was trying to tell me.

“It will take at least a decade to really learn how to run a farm, Ainsley.”
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“I’ll figure it out. Don’t worry about me.”

“I’m sure you will. You seem very motivated.” But now, it was looking like she was trying not to giggle. “But… Look. I just wanted to talk to you about your dad.”

“What about him?”

“The farm—as you know—is his. I know that you feel like taking it over is your birthright… but that’s not actually reality. There are no laws that give you that right.”

“I know. I’m going to buy it from the bank.”

She stared at me, looking at me as if I was some injured animal.

“What?” I said.

“Your dad ended his deal with the bank. He took the rights back to the farm, with a six-month mortgage to repay the payments he made over the last six months.”

I paused. Why did Mae know so much about my father’s dealings with the bank? “Who told you that?”

“He did,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Because… I made your dad a deal, and he accepted it.”

“What?” My heart fell into my stomach. Was she messing with me? Was I having a nightmare?

“In six months, once your father owns the farm outright, a lawyer is going to draw up a… private mortgage contract. What that basically means is, I’m going to pay your parents every month until they pass away. Once they pass, I will… take over the property and the business.”

“What!?” I snapped. “You’re a liar. You’re lying to me!”

“Don’t make such a big deal out of it, Ainsley. I’m just telling you because I think you’re sweet, and I want you to know the plan.”

“How much are you paying per month?”

“Two thousand.”

“That’s all!?”

She nodded her head. “Your parents could, theoretically, live another thirty years—that would be over $700,000 in payments.”

“What if my parents, like… die a month after you sign the deal? Then you just get the whole property and operation for… a couple grand?”

She stared at me. “Your parents are healthy for their age, Ainsley. They aren’t dying in seven months.”

“They aren’t going to live thirty more years either! This is horseshit. You’re robbing my family.”

She rolled her eyes: that classic Mae eye-roll. “Your dad will also get fifty-percent of the farm’s profits for the next ten years, and then thirty-percent after that. We worked out all of the details. Basically, I take over the farm and pay for your parents’ retirement. They will keep living on the property, if they want to—and you can too, as long as you help out with chores. It’s a good deal, Ainsley.”
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“But—But the farm belongs to my family.”

“Yes, it does…” She awkwardly looked away. “It does for… the next six months. Then, I will technically own it, with conditions, until your parents pass away. Lawyers are already working on making the documents ironclad. Don’t try to muck up the legal process. It will just waste your time and money, and mine.”

“Is that why you brought me here? To tell me that I’m… some sort of… serf?”

She giggled. “I wouldn’t own you, Ainsley. You wouldn’t be a slave. It’s not like I could sell you. But I guess that is a really pissy way to describe living rent-free on my property...”

“It’s not yours…” I said. “This… deal doesn’t exist until the bank releases the property to my dad, okay? My dad still has six months to come to his senses—and he will come to his senses when he sees that I’m perfectly capable of running the farm. And, by the way—where are you even getting the money to pay him two-grand each month?”

She blushed.
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“Is that just some of the money he’s already giving you? What a bunch of horseshit.” I stood up and stormed out of the bar, leaving her alone.


CHAPTER 7
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Over the next few weeks, I tried my best to prove to my father, and to Mae, that I was more than capable of running that farm. But Mae easily made me look like a fool.

She started waking up when I woke up. I would get into the tractor to feed the cows, and she would manage to feed all of the horses and muck all of the stalls before I finished.

When I went to do the chicken coops, she would complete five other tasks, as if they were as easy as farting into the wind. When it came to farming, Mae was like some sort of superhuman. Even my father would watch her in awe. She knew so many tricks. She could single-handedly attach any PTO machine to the back of the tractor in mere minutes. She drove that tractor like some Japanese drift-car racer. She could bush-hog entire fields faster than I could mow the grass in front of the house.

There was no beating her, no matter how hard I tried. I would go to stack bales, but the task would already be done. I would go to milk cows, but the milk would already be bottled and stored. On my way home from town, I noticed a few rotting boards along the highway, but by the time I got some boards from the barn and loaded them in the truck, Mae had already finished replacing them.

I was starting to wonder if she was even human.

Mae could do anything, and she looked damn-good while doing it. I watched her combing the driveway while doing her makeup using the tractor’s rearview mirror. She could put in a twelve-hour day and still have the energy to fuck the brains out of whatever hired help cam to the farm.

I overheard my father on the phone with a lawyer, validating everything Mae had told me. My father really was enamoured with Mae—so much so that he was willing to give her everything he’d worked towards.

But I didn’t stop trying. I continued waking up early. I continued eating beyond my comfort level. I continued lifting weights, even when I was exhausted. I was learning. I was getting better. And even though Mae knew that I was trying to beat her, she would still take time to show me how to do tasks, making me feel completely conflicted over the whole situation.

I wanted to hate Mae… but she had a good side. She was a kind teacher. And she was beautiful.

It was late in November when I saw her looking over at me, while we were power-washing the horse stalls. She smiled at me, with a sultry look in her eyes. I think it was because I had my shirt off, after a horse let out a messy fart with me standing behind it (let’s leave it at that). Yes, for the first time ever, I had abs. I’d packed on some decent weight. And Mae had that intense sexual appetite.

I tried to ignore her glances, but they became harder and harder to ignore—especially when I noticed her rock-hard bulge in her tight blue bodysuit.
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“You should be focussing,” I said.

“I am focussing,” she said, letting her gaze move down to my crotch. She bit her lip. She wasn’t just a pro at farming. She knew how to seduce a person. She seduced damn-near every person who came through that farm. And now, I was feeling that same lure. She was intoxicating. My palms were starting to sweat.

I bent over to grab the pressure washer, and she came up behind me. She touched her hard bulge between my ass cheeks. It was warm. I could feel her throbbing. I froze. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction.

“I’m not into that,” I said, remaining strong.

“Are you into this?” she asked, dropping to her knees. She threw her long blonde hair back and then grabbed the front of my belt. I just stood there, looking down. She plunged my shaft into her mouth and sucked, blissfully sliding her tongue around. I moaned.

I couldn’t resist her. It was just a blowjob, after all… There’s no harm in a blowjob, right?

She purred while she sucked. She bobbed her head with elegance. She used that tongue like nothing I’d ever felt before, sliding it around my girth, tickling my tip.

“F—Fuck,” I groaned.

She looked up at me with those flashing eyes. She smiled, almost seeming to rub it in my face. “Your pre-cum is really sweet,” she said. “You should probably lay off the sugar.”

I blushed. Then, she stood up. She took our cocks and touched them together.

“I—I said I wasn’t into that,” I said.

“But I am,” she giggled. “Touching dicks isn’t going to make you gay, Ainsley. Relax.” She mashed our tips together, and it felt so good.

Then, she turned around. “I don’t usually do this,” she said. “But I guess I’m feeling nice.” She bent over slightly and used her hands to pry her ass cheeks apart, showing me her tight asshole.

I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. I moved in. I pressed my throbbing tip into her bum hole. She moaned softly. She looked back at me with those glistening eyes. I pushed into her. She yelped. “I want to fuck you so badly,” she purred at me.

I ignored the comment. I began thrusting into her. And I wish I could say that I lasted long… but I came almost instantly. I think I lasted four thrusts, and then I stopped as my cum gushed out.

“Oh my God,” she gasped. “That’s it!?”

I turned red. “I’m sorry,” I said.

“If that’s it… you have to let me fuck you.”

“I—I’m not into that,” I said.

“You can’t just leave me with that. I got… a few thrusts, and now I have an ass full of cum. The least you could do is bend over for me.”

And there was that peer pressure again. She had a way of making a man go submissive. I bit my tongue. I remembered saddle. The saddle didn’t hurt… maybe this would be fine. Maybe I could just… make her happy.

So I turned around. I took a deep breath. I clutched a stall gate. I closed my eyes, bending over. She bounced over to me like an excited bunny. A minute later, I had a cock in my ass, stretching me out, making me scream out. I clutched that stall door so firmly, digging my nails into the wood. She pushed every inch of her veiny cock into my body. “Oh my God! It’s so fucking big!” I cried.

She forced it deeper and deeper and deeper. I was shaking all over. Then, she began thrusting. She used every inch with every thrust. My legs were going weak. My eyes were rolling towards the back of my head. It felt… nice. Okay, I’ll be honest—it felt amazing. It was only a minute before I was screaming out with uncontrollable pleasure.

I felt saliva running from my butthole, down my thighs—or maybe it was a mix of saliva and pre-cum. She grunted with each thrust. She grabbed me by the hips to stop me from falling over, because my legs were so weak now.

“Harder!” I cried. “F—Fuck me harder!”

She fucked harder, making that stall door rattle.

It felt so, so good. I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted to feel every inch of her.

My cock was hard again, throbbing, begging to cum once more. The smell of her perfume, mixed with a bit of sweat from a hard day’s work… it was all so much to handle.

“Fuck me faster,” I groaned.

She did.

We were loud. We were sweaty.

Finally, she bellowed and came, deep inside of my body. I groaned, slumping over that stall door. She stumbled back, letting the cum spill out of me.

Then, we both looked over at the same moment to see my dad standing there, pale. I’d seen my dad disappointed in me before—but never like that.

Now, he looked utterly devastated. I was speechless. Mae tried to talk. “Mike,” she said. “I—I can explain.”

My dad turned around and left. Mae looked at me, stunned. I felt sick. I had no idea what was going to happen… but I had a good feeling that I was going to be kicked out.


CHAPTER 8
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My dad didn’t speak to me for days. And Mae’s treatment wasn’t much better.

I ran into Mae in the barn, looking pale and upset. “What’s wrong?” I asked.

“You dad pulled the deal,” she said.

“Did he fire you?”

She shook her head. “I think he’ll let me keep working, but he mentioned that he’s going to put this place up for sale.”

“W—What?” I asked.

“Sorry, Ainsley.”

I had so much to say, but I couldn’t think of any of it. She was just silent now, looking like her life had just been turned upside down—and I suppose her big plans had been spoiled, because of one little romp.

A few days later, I saw the realtor putting the sign up on the property. ‘BUSINESS INCLUDED’ the sign read. My dad really was going to sell it all—to some stranger. I went online to see what he was asking.

1.5 million.

I was stunned. He was undervaluing everything, trying to get a quick sale. But it was far more than I could afford with my lousy shoe store pay. It was even way more than Mae could afford with her good salary.

And my father knew that whoever bought the farm would instantly fire Mae. He knew that she was being paid way, way more than a usual farmhand. Unfortunately for my father, he couldn’t fire Mae without just cause, and he couldn’t cut her pay legally—unless, again, he had just cause. And catching your employee and your son engaging in intercourse during off-hours is not just cause.

But it didn’t matter. Selling the property and the business was the ultimate solution: my father gets enough money to retire, Mae likely loses her job, and I get the ultimate punishment for being a disappointment.

My parents told me to stay away from Mae. “Let her work,” my mom said. “We pay her to work here, and we don’t want her to be distracted.”

Of course, Mae stopped voluntarily improving the property; there was no longer any incentive for her to paint the house, repair rotten shingles, plant cute flowerbeds… Now, Mae just focussed on doing her tasks as laid out in her job description. She fed the animals, cleaned the stalls, brushed the horses, and she managed the pastures and fields. When finished with her tasks, she would go to her camper, and I was forbidden to go over to speak with her.

My father used an upcoming open-house as an excuse to banish Mae from the property during off-hours. “No one can be here while we show the property. Maybe you should move back where you were before,” he said to her down in the kitchen, while I was up in my room.

“I sold my condo,” she said.
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“Well, you’ll have to find somewhere else, because you can’t live here now.” And then, that same day, my dad listed that camper online, for sale, for the same price he paid for it, despite the many upgrades. He just wanted to get rid of it. Apparently, the sight of it made him angry. Two days later, it was picked up and hauled off by a couple who lived just down the street.

My father sent a message to my phone, apparently too angry to speak to my face. “Rent is now due at the start of each month. You’re expected to pay $1,000, plus your share of utilities.”

“I hardly make that each month,” I replied.

“Then find a place you can afford.”

I was being kicked out. He knew how much I made when he sent that message. I asked my mom what she thought, and she just turned her head down and refused to look at me. “Respect your father’s wishes,” she said softly.

It really did feel like my life was falling apart around me. There was nothing I could do about it. My father was furious… So I moved out.

I moved in with my friend. He only had one room in his apartment, so I slept on his couch. He wasn’t charging me to stay there, so I bought all the groceries, and I stayed on top of keeping the place neat and tidy.

When I went back to the farm, to get my things, I saw Mae in the field. She looked… broken.
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Her joy was gone. She was just going through the motions. She looked at me and was hardly able to produce a smile. Then, I walked up to her. She turned red and looked around nervously. “I can’t talk right now—not while I’m working.”

“I just want to talk for a bit,” I said.

She shook her head and started to walk away. Then, she called out an address. “22 Highway Seven… After work!” She ran away from me, terrified that my father would see her with me.

Then, that night, I pulled up to a small trailer that was parked next to a decrepit farmhouse, about five kilometres from my family farm. The place was overgrown. Weeds were trying to swallow up that old camper. I would have assumed it was abandoned, if there wasn’t a light on in the camper. “Mae?” I called out.
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A loud metallic creak came as she pushed open the old rusted door. Somehow, the nasty property made her look so much more beautiful: an intense contrast between the rusted and broken, and the radiant and beautiful.

“Hi,” she said softly. “Just, uh, do me a favour and don’t mention to your dad that you came here. He’ll fire me.”

“Can he do that?”

“I don’t know if he can, but I think he knows that I wouldn’t go to court to fight him over it. It’s just better that we… keep it between us. Come on in.”

The camper had an unpleasant smell: a bit sour, but masked by Mae’s endless attempts to clean the place. It was tidy, but old, with peeling wallpaper. “I’m sorry there isn’t much room,” she said.

“It’s fine,” I said.

“It hasn’t been the same with you gone,” she said. “Your dad has been… well, I’ll just say it: terrible. But… the pay is still good. He can’t really change that. I would quit if the money wasn’t so good. But right now, I’m managing to save a lot.”

She leaned on the counter and smiled. It wasn’t her usual smile. She wasn’t quite as perky now.
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“I guess we really pissed my dad off,” I said.

“I don’t get it,” she said. “I mean—I can sort of understand why your dad wouldn’t want you being with a trans girl. But to just… blow everything up like that. He’s pissed at me too. He didn’t even answer my message, when I asked him if he could give me the number of the people who bought that camper. I left my mom’s necklace that she gave me when I was kid, in one of the bathroom drawers. I want to get it back—but he’s, like, not telling me, as if he’s punishing me.”

“It is what it is, I guess,” I said.

“I’m sorry about your farm,” she said. “I, uh, know that you thought it would be yours one day… and I feel bad for dealing behind your back with your dad. It wasn’t anything personal. It was just… a really good opportunity for me. Owning a big farm like that… it’s a dream of mine, but it never seemed like a possibility until your dad mentioned it to me.”

“You’d make an amazing farmer,” I said.

She smiled, blushing. “Thanks, Ainsley. You’re shaping up into a decent farmer too. You still have a lot to learn—but you’re getting there.”

“It just sucks…” I said. “I mean… my whole life, they told me that the farm would be mine one day. And, like—I’m not looking for a handout. I’m not looking for some easy pass at life. But it’s hard to be told one thing, and then it all gets pulled away at the last minute. If I would have known my dad was just going to sell the farm, I would have… I don’t know—worked harder in school. I would have explored different interests. Maybe I would have taken a computer programming course…

“Oh, who am I kidding? When I thought that I was going to be a farmer, I never put in any effort to learn about farming. I guess I can’t really blame my dad; he spent eighteen years trying to make me interested in farming, and I put in no effort. I probably don’t deserve the farm.”

“And I probably never deserved it either,” Mae said.

“You deserved it more than me.”

“No,” Mae said. “Just because you don’t know how to farm—if someone tells you they’re giving you something, then they should live up to their promise.”

“Maybe… But it’s irrelevant now, because my dad is selling the farm. He literally took out a loan to pay back the bank, so he could list the property immediately. He’s selling it for half a million less than market value, just to get as far away from the memory of me as possible.”

I stretched my arms into the air, closed my eyes, and took a deep breath. “It’s weird. I feel worse for you than I do for myself. I just hate the way that you were treated. I mean—he’s my father. He can be an asshole to me. But you… you were so good for him, and he’s willing to drop you so fast.”

When I opened my eyes, I saw a curious expression on Mae’s face. She was staring at my stomach. Apparently, my shirt pulled up and showed my abs while I was stretching, and the sight of my abs had her strangely… hypnotized. “Mae?” I said.

“Huh?” She shook her head and blushed. “I—I’m sorry. It’s just… When I met you, were we so skinny. And now you’re so…”

“I’m still skinny.”

“You’re not a twig anymore. You have… abs…”
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I blushed. I noticed a hard bulge in her little daisy-duke shorts. “Are you seriously aroused right now?”

“What can I say, Ainsley? You’re my type.”

“Apparently everyone’s your type,” I said, rolling my eyes. “And… I know we had fun last time… but that’s not really something that I’m into... chicks with, uh… dicks.”

She turned dark red and scowled. “I like to fuck. Is there something wrong with that?”

I blushed. I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I watched her as she grabbed the button of her daisy-dukes. She opened her pants and pulled out her veiny meat. She just let it hang there in the open for a moment, before saying, “I’m not going to be able to focus until we get this over with.”

I stuttered. I looked at her throbbing cock. I felt so hot. I laughed nervously.

“Suck my cock, Ainsley,” she said.

I submitted. I dropped to my knees. I closed my eyes and put my lips around her girth. There wasn’t much in the way of hesitation. I always considered myself as straight as straight comes… but the sight of her cock made my head spin. Somehow, there was nothing masculine about her fat, veiny dick. It was wholly feminine, even when it was throbbing and rigid in my mouth.

I sucked her long length as she grew and hardened. I sucked warm pre-cum out from her tip. I grabbed her swelling ball sack and massaged it in my hand. I let her thrust her monster shaft down my throat, a bit deeper with each penetration. I gagged a little—and she liked that.

I let her lift me up and bend me over her tiny bed. I let her yank my pants down, and I let her penetrate my ass with her saliva-covered finger. She fingered me for a few minutes, pushing knuckle-deep, getting me wet, stretching me out, adding in a second finger, and then a third.

Then, she rolled me over. She spread out my legs.
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I whimpered. She pushed her warm, throbbing meat into my butthole. “Oh God,” I moaned. I let my head fall back. She pushed deeper and deeper and deeper.

It felt so good. I let her fuck me for the next twenty minutes. Each thrust was harder than the one before it. It felt so, so good. I moaned loudly. I felt every inch of her inside of me. She fucked me hard enough to make my cock spew cum all over my abs. She took her cock and slapped it down into my warm cum. She smeared it all over her length and then pushed her shaft back into me. I heard the wet gushing. I felt my own cum mashing out from my tight hole.

I trembled. I whimpered. I squirmed and screamed.

Then, she pulled out and sprayed cum all over me. It felt so good, being showered with her warm seed.

She bent over me, pressing her breasts against my cum-covered chest. We stayed like that for a long time, cuddling, kissing.

Then, she made a curious comment. “You’re such a liar.”

“What does that mean? What am I lying about?”

“Not liking chicks with dicks,” she said. “I let you get away with a lot, Ainsley. I’m not totally dumb.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, feeling a bit frustrated now. Because I wasn’t lying: before her, I’d never had any interest in cocks—on men or women.

“I heard you creeping around my camper many times, Ainsley. I let it slide because you’re cute—but I’ll be honest; it was a bit creepy.”

“I still don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“I literally heard your camera snapping pictures once when I was coming out of the shower.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about!” I said. “I’m not some pervert. Yeah, I caught you messing around a few times—but it’s not like I was stalking you.”

She stared into my eyes. Then, she rolled her eyes. “It’s okay. I’m not mad about it. I’m just saying, you weren’t always subtle.”

I was getting angry. I didn’t appreciate the accusation. It turned into a fight. “I’m not obsessed with you, Mae. I never took pictures of you naked. I’m not a weirdo.”

“Whatever,” she said. “I really don’t care. My whole life, guys have acted repulsed by me, and then they do weird things, like break into my phone to download nudes—shit like that.”
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I was too angry to take the accusations. “Whatever,” I said. “I’m leaving.”

She rolled her eyes, and that was the end of that meeting.

Two days later, I went back to the farm, to collect the last of my things. My father saw me coming, and managed to vanish. He was still furious with me; he still had no interest in seeing me, as if he wanted to pretend like he never had a son.

I was heartbroken, but I was getting used to that heartbreak. I almost felt… numb… almost.

I collected my things, stuffed them into the car that I was borrowing from a friend. Then, driving home, I saw the camper parked in the driveway of the people who bought it. I remembered Mae mentioned her mother’s necklace, so I pulled into the driveway and went to the door of the house.

I knew the owners; they’d lived there a long time. “Hi Macy,” I said when the woman answered.

She smiled. “Hi Ainsley,” she said. “What’s new with you?”

I explained that Mae’s necklace was in the camper, and asked if I could grab it. “Of course,” she said, so she walked me to the camper and we started looking for the necklace. I found it at the back of a drawer. Then, as I was about to leave, I caught a gleam as the sunlight came in through the sheer curtains. I paused.

“What is it?” Macy asked.

“What is that on the wall?” I asked. I walked up to the wall and ran my fingers over the wallpaper, feeling a small, glossy bump. It was a polka-dot pattern: cream background with black dots. But one of the dots seemed off.

I grabbed a knife from my pocket and scored the paper. “Hey!” Macy cried out.

“Wait,” I said. “There’s something…” Then, we both gasped, seeing a small camera, with wires hidden in the wallpaper. I pulled on the wires, ripping them out from the wallpaper. They led to a little box that was hidden in the wall. And that box had more wires, which led to more hidden cameras.

“I—I don’t like this,” Macy said. “Who put those there?”

I felt sick. My heart was in the pit of my stomach. “M—My dad,” I said.

I went back to the farm. When my dad saw me, he got into his tractor and puttered off into a field, which was perfect, because I wanted to search the house.

I went right to his office. I began to search through his desk, his office closet, and then his computer. It didn’t take long to find the files, by searching his hard-drive to see which files were created most recently.

He had thousands of photos taken in that camper, of Mae changing, showering, going to the toilet, masturbating, and having sex with various people. My father had been stalking Mae. He’d been fawning over her, fetishizing her. He had closeup photos of her penis, taken with a long-lens camera—and that camera was there, in his office. There was an SD card in the camera, so I popped it out and put it into the computer. Sure enough, there were photos of Mae, taken from outside the camper window, at night, looking in.

There was space on the SD card, so I moved a bunch of the files from the computer onto the card. I took that card home and made a few copies. I dropped one copy off with the police and one off with Mae. “I’m sorry he did this,” I told her.

“D—Did what?” she asked, taking the card.

I wasn’t able to explain it; it was too painful, to think that my father was capable of being so… evil.

I didn’t even tell you the worst of it, and I’m not sure I can bear to explain the details, given that it involves my own father. But there was a video on that hard drive, with Mae seemingly drugged and unconscious, and my father entering the scene; I’ll leave it at that. I didn’t have the stomach to watch, and neither did Mae, but the police did watch it.

My father was arrested the very next day. He was held for three weeks without the possibility of bail, and then a judge decided he could be out on bail until court. But bail wasn’t cheap, and my mother couldn’t post it without selling the house first. So the price of the farm dropped dramatically: a serious fire-sale.
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The price of the farm was so low that Mae gave me a call. “How much money do you have saved up?” she asked.

“Not a ton. About… fifteen-thousand.”

“That might be enough,” she said. “Would you be willing to co-sign on a mortgage? I don’t think we’re going to get a stellar deal… probably a lousy interest rate, and we’ll be locked in for, like, thirty-five years… but I just talked to a mortgage-broker friend of mine, and together we can probably qualify to buy the farm.”

I didn’t believe her until that afternoon, when we got together to meet the mortgage broker. She submitted an application with some banks, and one of the banks actually came through with a pre-approval. So we put in an offer—what our real-estate agent called an ‘anonymous bid’. We knew my father would never let us buy the farm, but this way, he had no idea.

We low-balled, knowing how desperate my father was to be out on bail. They accepted, since our offer didn’t include any conditions—no house inspection, no well inspection, no septic inspection. I already knew the state of the place. Also, part of our offer (which made it better than the other offers they were getting), was that the ‘deposit’ was the entire down-payment, which they needed for bail.

My dad got out of jail, and we got possession of the farm almost immediately. When my dad found out that we bought it he was furious. He sent Mae a death threat, and got himself locked up again.

I was sad that my mother chose my father over me. I don’t think I’ll ever understand why. She wouldn’t even look at me. She stopped messaging me… Maybe my father forced her to do it, or maybe she just agreed with him.

I knew that I now had to go on without them. The cord had been cut, and now, I had two options: do the work, or fail. My dad wasn’t there to pick up the slack. I couldn’t just sit around and play video games while someone else kept putting food on the table.

Luckily, I had Mae, and Mae knew farming. I didn’t want to rely on her, even though she was totally capable of handling the workload. I knew there would be days that she would be sick, or just not feeling up to it. I wanted to help. She was an amazing teacher. In a matter of weeks, I felt like I knew so much. She helped destroy me fear of animals, my fear of the tractor, my fear of the cows and the roosters. She taught me tricks to muck stalls faster. She showed me how to properly push a wheelbarrow.
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Yes, maybe my dad tried to teach me the same things when I was growing up. Maybe I should have listened. Maybe things would have turned out a lot differently if I listened; he wouldn’t have ever hired Mae. If Mae was never hired, he would have never crept her like a pervert and gotten himself arrested. Maybe the farm would have been given to me, as promised.
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But there’s no sense in wondering ‘what if’. In the end, it turned out that my destiny was to own that farm. And owning the farm with Mae was so, so much better than owning the farm on my own.

THE END


WANT HOTTER PICTURES?


Want to see the NSFW photos from this story? Head on over to Patreon and check out the exclusive SHE’S A STUD gallery of steamy images.

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


NEWSLETTER
KEEPING UP WITH NIKKI CRESCENT


JOIN NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST!

Thank you for picking up one of my books! Chances are I’m in the process of working on another one! Hey—Did you know that you can read my whole catalogue free if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s true! If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

I have started this little newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away EXCLUSIVE CONTENT FOR FREE. The sign up takes about four seconds (seriously). I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR NIKKI CRESCENT’S MAILING LIST NOW!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser:

http://eepurl.com/O3CKz


FEMBOY ACADEMY


[image: Femboy Academy]


So many people email me to ask about real-life feminization. Well, it just so happens that I’ve worked out a whole new course, available exclusively on Patreon. Join the ranks of many deeply-satisfied students, share assignments, and become the femboy of your (and many, many men’s) dreams.

Join Femboy Academy on Patreon


FIND ME ON PATREON!


I really hope that you’re enjoying my work! I’ve been fortunate enough to make this my full-time job for the past couple of years, though it hasn’t been easy. There’s a lot of financial uncertainty as a full-time self-published writer.

I would feel tremendously blessed if you would venture on over to my Patreon page and consider supporting me there. I think you will be excited by what I have to offer: a community, free book chapters, pictures, contests, commissions, free stories, advanced releases, and much more. It’s the only way to get your hands on these exclusive titles:

THE PUNISHMENT

FORCED

TWINS

LORI’S LAST FUCK

THE GIRL TWIN (A Full-Length Novel)

TRANS CAM WHORE

GETTING READY FOR PROM

DUBIOUS CONSENT

PETRA’S FRISKY PHOTOSHOOT

JILLIAN’S 14 INCHES

THREE WISHES

HIS BIGGEST FAN

TRUTH OR DARE

ONLY GIRLS GET A RIDE

WEREWOMAN

ROOMMATE DARES

GETTING THE JOB

MASSEUSE

HIS NEW GIRLFRIEND

CHEER FOR THE TEAM

SWAPPED BY A GENIE

SHAMELESS SHEMALE

GENDER SWAP ON TOP

ABDUCTION DREAMS

NEW GIRL IN TOWN

THE OPERATION

And for as little as a dollar per month—is that even a quarter cup of Starbucks coffee?

Be the gorgeous, filthy doll you know that you are and come hang out with me:

https://www.patreon.com/nikkicrescent


ABOUT THE AUTHOR


[image: Nikki Crescent]


Nikki Crescent is a young writer from the golden prairies of Alberta, Canada. She spent her schooling years lost in her own imagination, writing everything from articles, screenplays, comic books, and short stories. Obsessed with the idea of love, fascinated with sex and captivated with the art of writing, Nikki decided to become a writer of erotic romance.

Nikki Crescent is a top-selling writer of romantic and erotic fiction with over two hundred and fifty titles across many sub-genres. Her fiction work has found her on Amazon's best-selling charts many times over.

And yes, Nikki is a trans girl; she began transitioning in her early teens.

OEBPS/image_rsrc155.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15R.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc163.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc151.jpg
BEST SELLING AUTHOR OF TRANS FICTION
NIl KK I CRESCENT

SHE’S A STUD

A FIﬁST TIME WITH A TRANS GIRL TALE






OEBPS/image_rsrc15J.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc156.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15S.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc164.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15U.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc166.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc153.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15F.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15K.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc152.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15T.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc165.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc154.jpg
N =

p
ln“lcess Publlsh‘"g






OEBPS/image_rsrc15E.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15V.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc167.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





OEBPS/image_rsrc15M.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc169.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15C.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15N.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc16B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc16A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc159.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc160.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15W.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc168.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrc15P.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc161.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc158.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15G.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc16D.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15Y.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc15H.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc157.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc162.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc16C.jpg





