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		Discovering Eden

		

		Patrick and Eve turned onto the narrow gravel road from the main highway in their Prius. It stood out among the large pickup trucks many of the locals drove. That was because this was not the big city, but instead the rural west. This was ranch country and Patrick and Eve had recently become owners of a ranch.

		The car kicked up dust as it drove over the gravel. It had not rained for weeks and the ground was parched. The whole reason for them coming out was to assess the ranch and to decide what to do with it. Eve had inherited it from a family member she barely knew. It had passed through probate and now fell to her. However, there was no way Eve would make such an important decision without the advice of her husband.

		She and Patrick had been together for six years and in that time, they had always made their decisions together. They were very much in love and not only did they treat each other as lovers, but also as partners in life together. They were equals, caring not only about their own wellbeing, but of the broader world around them. It was through their small actions that they knew they could make the world a better place, at least a little bit. However, they were always on the lookout for something more substantial that they could do.

		That was where the ranch came in. As city dwellers, they had little interest in owning a large parcel of land hours away from home. But at the same time, they had a special reverence for nature and a simpler life. Selling the ranch and pocketing the proceeds would have been a welcome windfall, but they had hopes that the ranch could be put to greater use. The goal of their visit was to determine if there was any reasonable and rational chance to keep the ranch.

		“Eden Ranch,” Eve said as they passed under a sign that spanned the road. “That seems fitting, I guess.”

		“Too bad my name isn’t Adam,” Patrick responded.

		“It’s not too late to change your name,” Eve countered. “I changed my last name when we got married.”

		“How long are you going to hold that over my head? It’s not like I forced you to do it. You could have kept your own last name.”

		“I know,” Eve said, smiling. “I just like to tease you about it.”

		Just past the sign for the ranch, as they crested a hill, the house and one of the many outbuildings came into view. The house was large, two stories with an expansive floor plan, along with a cellar. It gave off a rustic aura, with its faded wood finishings and wrap-around porch. The outbuilding, which looked a bit like a barn, but more modern in appearance, stood off to the side, its red paint gleaming in the sunshine.

		“Here we are,” Patrick said as he stopped the car in front of the house.

		“Here we are,” Eve agreed.

		Eve and Patrick both climbed out of the car. They found themselves stretching as soon as they were free of the confines of the car. It had been a long drive. Sure, they could keep the ranch and come out for the occasional weekend, but the distance was too far to make the trip regularly. It was unfortunate, but they would either need to give up their lives in the city or find someone to run the ranch in their absence if they were to keep it.

		“Let’s check out the house first,” Eve said. “After that, we can walk the property.”

		“Fine with me,” Patrick agreed.

		The pair walked across the gravel parking area in front of the house. The wood floorboards of the porch creaked under their feet as they walked up the stairs. Eve dug out a key from her pocket and unlocked the front door.

		Despite the ranch having been in her family for years, Eve was not familiar with it. Before it showed up in the will, she had no idea it even existed. The animals that had once roamed the fields had all been sold off or donated to other ranches and farms. It would take some effort to get the ranch up and running again, but it was doable.

		The dust hung in the air inside the house. The furniture had been covered with white sheets, giving the house a ghostly aura. At least the house looked more put together on the inside than it had on the outside. The hardwood floors were sturdy and polished, although hidden under a layer of dust.

		Eve reached for a light switch. A moment later the chandelier above the entryway flickered to life. The chandelier was full of cobwebs. Eve had no idea when the last time someone had been in here. At least the utilities were still working and paid up. Although all of that would need to be researched if they kept the property.

		Eve and Patrick circumnavigated the main floor of the house. Their footsteps left footprints in the dust.

		“It’s got potential,” Patrick said. “I’m guessing it’s just bedrooms and bathrooms upstairs.”

		Eve nodded her agreement.

		“Let’s go check out the property,” Eve said. “But we need to open up some windows to let the house start to air out.”

		The couple made another circle of the house, this time opening every window they could, with the hope that some of the dust would find its way out. Then they stepped out of the house, using the backdoor that led off the kitchen, back onto the porch that fully encircled the house.

		Eve led the way toward the barn-looking structure. On their right was what could have been an orchard at one point, or at least a garden of some sort. The area was fenced in, but only a single tree remained. It was an apple tree, although the apples were unlike any that Eve had ever seen before. They were pink in color. Not that apples could not be pink, but it was not a variety that Eve was familiar with.

		There was no lock on the barn doors. Eve and Patrick each took a side and pulled, the two swinging doors opening wide, the hinges still well-oiled. It would have been expected to see animal stalls, for horses or cows or even pigs. Instead, it appeared that the barn had been sectioned off into rooms. It took a moment to confirm it, but the rooms were actually bedrooms. There were eight rooms in all, sharing a common bathroom and shower space.

		“Either this is where the ranch hands stayed or the idea had been to turn this place into a hotel or bed and breakfast.”

		Patrick nodded his agreement. The barn had clearly been built to be living quarters.

		“How would you feel about turning this place into a learning and experience ranch for city kids?” Eve asked. “That could be fun.”

		Patrick had his reservations about that, even if he knew Eve’s heart was in the right place. The funding for such a project would require outside help, especially as neither Eve nor Patrick were experienced ranchers. There was little that they could teach, because they would have to learn it all first. Their ranch experiences had all been from watching television. And the best they had probably come to even touching an animal that might be supported on the ranch was at a petting zoo. Their skills were definitely limited, which meant any project they undertook would require experienced ranchers be brought on and additional funding.

		After surveying the barn, the pair wandered the property, making mental notes of what was there and the potential shape of equipment. The tractor appeared to have sat out for a while. It looked a bit rusty. But the old jalopy of a truck looked in worse shape. Patrick doubted it was still capable of running. The engine had probably seized by now.

		Eventually Patrick and Eve had traversed most of the property, at least getting a visual idea of the size of everything. It was a large tract of land, requiring more than their hour survey to get the real picture. But it was a start.
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		“Phew, I’m thirsty,” Eve said as they returned to the house. They had packed food and water in the car, but at the moment, Eve was more interested in one of the apples. She walked out into the one-tree orchard and picked a ripe looking apple off the tree. She rubbed it in her hands, trying to clean it off. Then she brought it up to her lips and took a bite.

		Apple juice gathered at the sides of Eve’s mouth as her eyes widened in surprise. She savored every flavor as she chewed her first bite. It was unlike anything she had ever eaten before. It was juicy and oh so delicious.

		“How is it?” Patrick asked.

		“Fucking amazing,” Eve said. Using such language was out of character for her, but using it now made it all the more clear that this apple was the best thing she had ever eaten before.

		“That good, huh?” Patrick said, surprised by his wife’s response. “Mind if I try a bite.”

		Eve looked from the apple in her hand to Patrick and back again. She had half a mind to keep it for herself. Sharing no longer seemed like such a good idea, not when she wanted to continue eating the most delicious food she had ever consumed.

		The pink skin on the apple made it stand out in the dry and overly brown landscape. The pink flesh under the skin made Eve question whether it was even an apple to begin with. Not that she cared. All that mattered was how good it tasted.

		Eventually, Eve held the apple out for Patrick to take. She looked almost sad as he took it from her hand and raised it to his mouth. It felt wrong that he was taking a bite of her apple. Not that her reaction made any sense. But it did not have to make sense. It was a primal response. Something seemed to have awoken inside her, leaving Eve to question much of her life while at the same time opening her up to new experiences.

		“Yuck,” Patrick spat as he spit out the bite of apple. “How can you eat that? It tastes foul.”

		“What are you talking about?” Eve said as she grabbed the apple back. “It’s sweet and perfect.”

		“Well, you can eat it then. I’m going to go open the cooler and start eating a real lunch.”

		Patrick stomped off around the house. Eve took another bite of the apple and shrugged her shoulders. There was no accounting for taste. If Patrick could not enjoy the apple, that meant there were more apples for her. And that left Eve feeling much better about herself. A moment later she wandered after Patrick, figuring she could use more to eat than just an apple.

		After pulling out a couple camp chairs from the back of the car, Patrick started making lunch. Among the food they had brought were sandwich fixings. He had already started making sandwiches for the pair of them. He had also pulled out two bottles of water from the cooler. The high sun beat down hard upon them. It was getting hot. It would do neither of them any good to suffer from dehydration on their first day.

		The disagreement over the apple was soon forgotten as the couple sat down for lunch. They pulled the chairs up into the shade on the porch where they could eat and drink without fear of overheating.

		“It’s, like, really beautiful here,” Eve commented as she looked out at the rolling hills in front of them.

		“Like?” Patrick asked, surprised by his wife’s choice of words.

		“Like what?” Eve said, unaware of his meaning.

		“You used the word like in your comment,” Patrick explained. “You said, ‘It’s, like, really beautiful here.’ and I want to know why you added the like.”

		“You must have misheard me,” Eve said. “There’s no way I used the word like in that way. I’m not a valley girl and I never have been.”

		“Whatever,” Patrick eventually said, realizing they were arguing again. “It’s not important.”

		Eve paused and took another bite of her apple. She was alternating between eating her sandwich, drinking her water, and eating her apple. There was something about the apple that she could not understand. There were flavors there that she had never experienced before. If it did not taste so good, she would have questioned if she should be eating it in the first place. After all, she had never seen a pink apple before, at least not on the inside. Sometimes the store-bought apples were partially pink, but that was one of many colors on the spectrum between yellow and red.

		If Patrick was bothered by his wife’s behavior he did not show it. Although he was finding each time he looked at her, he found her even more attractive. It was hard to figure out, but she looked really good, really sexy. The last time he had fully thought of Eve that way was on their honeymoon. That had been several years ago. Seeing her now, though, brought back all those great memories, especially those nights when they stayed in the hotel room rather than go out, all because they could not get enough of each other.

		“Any thoughts about what you want to do with the place?” Patrick eventually asked. That was why they had visited Eden Ranch after all. They were there to assess the ranch’s potential.

		“I like it here,” Eve said. “I’m almost, um, tempted to move here. That’s if you are willing, of course. We have to be on the same page about this.”

		Patrick felt that assessment was premature, but he had to admit, he liked the idea of attempting a different style of life. Living in the city was nice, what with the closeness of their friends and the proximity to work. But out here, it felt as if there was a kind of freedom not available in the crowded city. At the very least, the views were better. Yes, the ranch needed some significant maintenance, but they could make it work if they really wanted to. Selling their house in the city would probably fund a lot of what they wanted to do. And Eve had mentioned creating a place for disadvantaged youth to get an outdoors experience while learning the value of handwork. Or at least that was the general idea of it. But such an ambitious program would require jumping through legal hoops that neither of them could fully comprehend at the moment.

		At least Patrick could admire his wife’s idealism. She had always been a progressive thinker, wanting to help the most people that she could. It was her idea to buy their Prius. She wanted to be more environmentally friendly. Not that Patrick did not share her same ideals, but he was a little more cautious, a little more pragmatic. Eve came up with the ideas and Patrick often had to devise a way to make those ideas happen. It was part of what made them such a great couple. They complemented each other.

		“I’m not against moving here,” Patrick cautioned, “but there’s a lot more we need to figure out before we jump to any conclusions. I mean, we don’t even know exactly where the property lines are. Nor do we know what the ranch is zoned for.”

		Eve was washing the last bite of her apple down with a big gulp of water. She set the bottle down with a satisfied sigh. “How about you worry about that and I start cleaning up the house? That’s assuming we’re going to spend the night.”

		“Um, sure,” Patrick said. “We planned for the possibility. But if it’s too much work, there’s a small motel back in town I bet we can get a room at.”

		“You doubt my cleaning abilities?” Eve asked mockingly.

		“Not at all,” Patrick said, knowing any other answer would lead to an argument. They were not a couple who usually argued, but Eve seemed different at the moment. He figured it must have been the excitement of owning a ranch or something similar. He had no idea what the real cause was. Not that Eve noticed anything different about their interactions. She was blissfully unaware that her behavior was any different from usual.

		“Good,” Eve said as she jumped up out of her chair. She put her hands on her hips and stood there in an almost superhero pose. “Time to get cleaning.”

		Eve disappeared inside, leaving Patrick to pick up from their lunch. Not that Eve had made much of a mess. She had devoured her sandwich and picked the apple clean down to the core. And after cleaning up their plates, Patrick pulled out the documents pertaining to the ranch and returned to the shade of the porch so that he could start reading through everything. He had perused them before, but that was before he had seen the property. Now that he had landmarks, it all made much more sense.

		As Patrick read the documents, Eve busied herself with the cleaning. Airing out the main floor had done wonders for the dust in the air. However, it had done nothing for the dust covered surfaces. Not that Eve started there. If they were going to spend the night in the house, her first task was to assess the bedrooms. She supposed they could always sleep out in the barn, as those bedrooms looked to be in better shape, but as owners of the ranch, it seemed proper for them to sleep in the ranch house. That was how it was supposed to be.

		The upstairs was indeed filled with bedrooms and bathrooms. Other than a linen closet, there was nothing else up there. There were five bedrooms in all, an impressive feat in fitting them all in. Eve briefly wondered if the house was bigger on the inside, but she put such notions out of her mind. The house was not special, just well designed to maximize the floor space. Then again, most of the bedrooms were small. That made it easier to fit them all in.

		However, the bedroom at the end of the hallway was anything but small. The master bedroom was huge, giving lots of room for whatever the couple might choose to do. And the large windows that looked out the back made Eve stop in wonder as she looked out toward the mountains far in the distance. The view was incredible. She doubted she would ever get used to waking up with a view like that. Eve smiled, imagining just that.

		The accompanying master bathroom was also impressive. Despite the house looking rustic, the bathroom had at least been recently remodeled. The jacuzzi tub was a nice feature, as well as the separate walk-in shower. This was the kind of bathroom one could have outside the city. Their house in the city was too small to consider having a large bath and a shower in a single bathroom. They had two bathrooms at home, but the second one barely had room for a shower, let alone a bathtub.

		“I better get to it,” Eve said as she started throwing open windows. Then it was back downstairs to look for cleaning supplies. She would need a broom at the very least. Preferably more than that, but a broom would be enough to start with.

		As Eve got to work, Patrick found himself lazily paging through the documents they had been given when the deed to the ranch had been handed over to them. Luckily, the property was fully paid off. There were no liens against it. As long as they kept the property taxes paid, the ranch was theirs. From what he could tell, the zoning listed in the documents meant they could do almost anything with the property. They could even subdivide it and build houses if they really wanted to. Not that such a move would be good. They were too far away from the nearest town to even think about turning the ranch into a bedroom community for the town. The town, with its 100 or so residents, could not support such a large subdivision. Whatever they chose to do, there would be logistical limits, but otherwise, they were free to do as they pleased.

		Sweeping turned out to be only the first step in making the house livable. Eve quickly found herself on her hands and knees, scrubbing floors. It was hard work, made all the harder by the way her bra seemed to pinch. She had never had an issue with the bra before, but it only seemed to get worse the longer she worked.

		“Screw it,” Eve finally said, exasperated at how uncomfortable she had become. She pushed herself up onto her knees and quickly pulled her top up over her head. A moment later she had unhooked the clasps on her bra and let it fall to the floor.

		Looking down, Eve could see what the problem was immediately. Her breasts seemed bigger.

		“I didn’t realize it was that time of the month,” she said as she pulled her top back on. She had never actually had an issue with retaining water before, but it was the only explanation she could think of.

		Little did Eve realize that her breasts swelling were not the only changes to her body. In addition, her butt had started to expand, just a little bit, and her waist had tightened. Her face and head were changing too. Her lips had swelled a little, giving her a natural pout and her hair had grown out an extra couple inches and turned lighter. Depending on the light, she might be able to call herself a blonde. But those changes went unnoticed as she continued to focus on her work. After all, she wanted to make sure the bedroom and bathroom were spotless before they moved in.
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		Patrick had no idea where the time had gone. He was still reading through documents when he glanced at his watch and saw that it was nearing time for dinner. He had not seen or heard from Eve since they parted ways after lunch. It had been hours.

		Returning the documents to their folder and then stashing that folder in his backpack to keep the papers from blowing in the breeze, Patrick started a hunt for his wife. Luckily, he did not have long to look, finding her toiling away in the kitchen, scrubbing the floors.

		“How’s it going?” Patrick asked, feeling sorry for letting his wife work so hard while he took it easy on the porch, reading and sipping water all afternoon. It had been a pleasant day, even if the documents were often dry. They were still educational, especially considering all they could do with the ranch property.

		Eve looked up and smiled. “I cleaned the master bedroom and bathroom and I’m almost done with the kitchen.”

		“Wow,” Patrick said, taking a closer look at his wife’s work. The kitchen was almost spotless. He would be hard pressed to recognize it as the kitchen they had seen on their first tour of the house. With the thick layer of dust gone, the walls and tile popped with color. “I never knew you were this good at cleaning.”

		As soon as Patrick said those words, he regretted it. He was sure Eve would argue back. After all, she was the primary house cleaner at home and their house never looked this good. However, Eve did not argue back. She did not seem to pick up on the slight at all.

		“Thanks, honey,” she said, oblivious to the backhanded compliment. “As soon as I’m done here, we can start making dinner.”

		It turned out that Eve only needed about five more minutes to finish her work. When she was done, she climbed back up to her feet and put both hands on her hips, letting out a sigh of satisfaction.

		“And maybe after dinner…” she started to say, but stopped, letting her sentence trail off.

		“Maybe after dinner, what?”

		“You know,” Eve said, blushing. “Maybe we can break in the bed upstairs. All this cleaning has made me a bit randy.”

		“Is that so?” Patrick said, now smiling. There was something about his wife at this moment that made her look better than she ever had before. Yes, she was sweaty and dirty from cleaning all afternoon, but underneath all that, there was something about her that he had never seen before.

		Eve shrugged her shoulders, making her breasts push out against her top, her nipples poking at the fabric.

		“Seems that someone isn’t wearing a bra,” Patrick added.

		“Oh, yeah,” Eve said, remembering her earlier predicament. “It was pinching so I took it off. Do you want me to go put it back on?”

		“Only if you want to,” Patrick answered. She had never asked a question like that before. They had never consulted each other on what they wore. They would ask each other what style was appropriate, but they never dictated the other’s clothing. Her asking made Patrick wonder if something more was afoot. Not that he was going to pass on having a horny wife.

		“Oh, thanks,” Eve said, feeling more confident now. It was not that she felt a lack of confidence before, but she seemed to find herself wanting to please Patrick more than ever. She always wanted him to feel good and be happy, but now she felt compelled to make it happen. It was at the heart of who she was now.

		“Why don’t you go upstairs and get cleaned up and I’ll start on dinner?” Patrick suggested. “I already got your suitcase out of the car. It’s sitting by the stairs.”

		“Aww,” Eve cooed. “You’re the sweetest.” She pushed herself up onto her toes and kissed her husband on the cheek. Then she rushed off toward the stairs, wanting to make herself presentable for dinner.

		It ended up taking Eve nearly an hour to return to the kitchen. First she had to get herself cleaned up. The shower worked perfectly. The water got nice and hot and despite the lengthy amount of time the water had sat in the pipes, it came out crystal clear. However, she was far too worked up to make it quick. She could not keep her hands from roving over her body. Her skin felt so much more sensitive, especially her breasts and between her legs.

		Before she knew it, a hand had traveled down across her tighter belly to the junction between her legs. It started with just rubbing her clit while she simultaneously teased her nipples, pulling on them and twisting them in turn. Her breasts definitely were bigger. She had no doubt about that now. But in her current state of arousal, that did not matter. What mattered was that soon after she started rubbing her clit, she pushed a finger up into her pussy. That finger was then joined by a second and then a third. Soon she was fucking herself with her fingers, doing everything she could to get off while the hot spray pelted her sensitive flesh.

		“Oh, fuck,” Eve moaned as the much anticipated orgasm finally hit her. She came with a combination of extreme pleasure and relief. She felt amazing as she came, but at the same time, it was a relief to finally find a release valve for her pent up arousal.

		Not that her orgasm gave her mind a chance to consider her situation or the fact that as she dried herself off afterward that the reflection she saw in the mirror was not the same woman she had seen in the mirror that morning. Her body was curvier, her face more pleasing, and her hair lighter. When she saw her reflection, she just cooed over how good she looked, finding pride in her new features, rather than curiosity or skepticism.

		Once out of the bathroom, Eve needed to figure out what to wear. She knew right away that bras were out. She had outgrown everything but the sports bra she had packed. But this was not a sports bra occasion. Instead, she found a tank top that normally would have been loose everywhere, but now sat tight around her breasts. It was loose around her midriff still, so she scrunched it up and tied it off around her waist, just above her belly-button.

		Eve had never enjoyed showing off her midriff. Yes, she would wear bikinis on occasion, but she always felt embarrassed when she did so and always found ways to cover up when strangers were around. Obviously, Patrick was no stranger, but she was also not spending the evening at the beach or by a pool. However, Eve smiled as she saw how the tank top fit her. It was perfect.

		The tank top was followed by a pair of the sexiest panties she had managed to bring with her. They were bikini cut, which said something for Eve’s normal attire. Now, she felt disappointment at how plain they were. Did she not own any thongs? That seemed like it should be the starting point for her underwear collection, the baseline. She wanted to look her sexiest, didn’t she?

		After pulling on the panties, Eve selected a pair of denim shorts. They were small, but as she pulled them up over her butt, she decided they were not small enough. If she had a pair of scissors, she could have fixed that, but alas, no scissors were on hand. She might ask Patrick if he had seen any. He would surely be able to help her. After all, he was a man.

		Finally Eve was faced with what shoes to wear. Her first instinct was a pair of boots. Cowgirl boots, to be precise. And even more specifically, cowgirl boots with a decent sized heel. After all, she was a sexy girl on a ranch. The boots would fit the situation. Unfortunately, she had brought no boots. She did not even own boots of the type she craved to wear. All she had available to her was a cute pair of trainers. They were cute, but not sexy.

		Dressed, Eve returned to the bathroom to apply makeup. She had brought some, but it was a disappointing supply. She really could not imagine what she was thinking when she had packed the night before. It was like she had never considered wanting to look sexy for her husband, like she did not care about her appearance, that she was one of those nerdy city girls who liked to look plain and boring.

		“Wait,” Eve told her reflection after she had finished applying her lipstick. It was a nice pink color, subtle but noticeable. “What am I doing?”

		Eve looked herself over and a feeling of disgust welled up inside of her. When had she cared about such girlish things? She was a strong and independent woman. She was not a vain and sex obsessed wifey. She was an equal partner, capable of everything that Patrick could do.

		“Well, not fuck a pussy like he can,” Eve admitted to herself as she started to get turned on again.

		“No, stop that,” Eve countered against herself. “I’m not going to argue with myself.”

		But the truth was, as much as Eve had ignored her feminine side for most of her adult life, she still felt the occasional urge to dress up and be admired, to please her husband, to play the role of a submissive housewife. But her rational side had always guided her away from such ideas. It was not practical. It was not proper. It was not her place to act in such a depraved manner.

		Yet, there she stood, glammed up as best she could, looking like she almost belonged on a ranch, the sexy cowgirl. And despite all the warnings to the contrary, Eve could not help but smile. She liked the way she looked. She liked how her boobs stretched her tank top. She liked how a few inches of skin was bare between the bottom of the tied off top and her top of her shorts. And most of all, she could imagine herself wearing a hat to complete the picture, something with a wide brim to keep the sun out of her eyes, a cowboy hat. Or, since she was a girl, a cowgirl hat.

		Alas, there was no hat to be found. Although there were other rooms that needed cleaning. There was still a lot she needed to do on the ranch to get it in a fully livable state. Luckily, the sheets that had covered all of the furniture had kept everything in good condition, making her cleaning job easier.

		By the time Eve was bouncing down the stairs to join Patrick in the kitchen, she had forgotten all about her concerns about her behavior and her appearance. She knew she looked good and that helped her feel good. And the truth was, she was already starting to feel her arousal build again. She could only hope that Patrick would be up for some fun before bed.

		Eve was greeted by a wolf whistle from her husband as she stepped into the kitchen. He had just finished setting the table, laying out a meal fit for ranchers, at least those from an Italian background. Not knowing what they would find when they arrived at Eden Ranch, they had kept their meal planning simple, especially given the probability that they would need to find food in town. Luckily, their simple meal plan worked for what was available to them.

		“You look great,” Patrick said as he pushed in Eve’s seat, pushing her closer to the table.

		“Thank you,” she replied. “And thank you for making dinner. I feel like I should have done that, or something.”

		“You were cleaning all day,” Patrick said, very much enjoying the view of his wife. He noticed many of the small changes in her appearance. He had seen them before, but given her state after an afternoon of cleaning, he could not be sure of what he had seen. Now he was certain something had changed. Only, he could not understand why. All he knew was he liked what he saw. “It was the least I could do.”

		“I’d offer to reward you for your cooking, but I’m, like, famished,” Eve dug in straight away, piling a large helping of spaghetti onto her plate, followed by spooning a large ladle of sauce over it. From there she dropped a large load of salad onto the plate and topped it off with a large slice of garlic bread. What that reward was, went unsaid, but Eve could not help but smirk as she imagined herself on her knees under the table with her lips wrapped around Patrick’s cock. She had given him a few blowjobs over the years, usually for special events like birthdays or when he graduated from college. That had been a special night, in fact, because after she sucked him off, he had eaten her out as a reward for graduating herself.

		“Save a little room for dessert,” Patrick said. “I’ve got an apple in the over for you. I saw how much you liked it.”

		“Ooh, I can’t wait,” Eve said, already salivating over the chance to eat another delicious apple. She could not understand why they were so good or why Patrick thought them so foul. Either way, she was not going to turn down a chance at another.

		The food was delicious, as expected. And when the apple came out of the over, coated in brown sugar, Eve was in heaven. She dove into the treat as if she had not just eaten a full meal.

		“Oh, yum,” she practically moaned after her first bite. “This is so good.”

		The apple did not last long. And once she had finished it, she sat back, finally sated. But once she sat back, Patrick got a front row seat as his wife slowly started to transform in front of his eyes. He watched as her breasts pushed further out, stretching her tank top. He watched as her lips plumped up even further. He watched as her nose shrank and her cheekbones rose. He watched as her hair grew longer and lighter still.

		“Holy shit,” Patrick finally said.

		“What?” Eve said lazily.

		“You changed.”

		“What do you mean, I, like, changed?” Eve asked. She sat up straight and tried to determine what Patrick was talking about. She felt no different from before, except now she was full.

		“Your breasts, your hair, they changed.”

		“Let me see,” Eve said as she pushed herself up from the chair. It was then that Patrick could see what else had changed on his wife. Her butt was bigger, actually filling out the previously loose shorts. Her waist had somehow narrowed too, even after she ate that large meal.

		Eve walked into an adjacent powder room to look at her reflection in the mirror. The room had not been cleaned, but the mirror was still functional, if a bit dim. But the moment Eve spotted her reflection, she started to immediately primp, fixing her hair and retying her tank top so that it fit more snugly around her waist.

		“Oh my god, what just happened?” she finally said, realizing once again that her body had changed.

		Patrick appeared at the door to the powder room to check on her. “I think it’s the apples.”

		“You’re right,” Eve agreed. “I can’t believe it. What kind of apples could do this to someone? I’ve never heard of anything like this before.”

		“I don’t know,” Patrick said. But while he tried to play the role of concerned husband, he could not deny the lust building up inside of him. He had never seen his wife look so good before. He had never wanted to fuck his wife more than he did right then. “If we had better cell reception I could look it up on my phone…”

		“Shut up,” Eve said. “We need to fuck, now.” As Patrick had become more and more turned on by the sight of his wife, Eve had found herself getting more and more aroused herself. Looking over her shoulder, she could see the animal lust in Patrick’s eyes. That told her all she needed to know. It confirmed her own feelings and sensations. Thinking could wait. Sex was more important.

		And just like that, the couple left the dirty dishes on the table and scurried upstairs to break in the bed and bedroom.
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		Eve woke up next to her husband and sighed. Light was pouring in through the open curtains. In the city, they never would have considered having sex with the curtains open, but out here, there was no one around to see them. They could do whatever they wanted. They were free.

		Having slept in the nude for the first time since their honeymoon, Eve reveled in the soft sheets sliding against her sensitive skin. Whatever had happened to her had left her feeling better than ever. What was more, she had a hankering for two things. The first one was close at hand, the second one would at least require her to put some shoes on to satisfy.

		With that in mind, Eve dove underneath the covers, her mouth watering to fulfill her desires of the night before. Patrick needed to be properly thanked for cooking dinner last night, especially the baked apple.

		His morning wood was already evident as Eve wrapped her plump lips around his cock. He only grew harder as she worked her magic upon him, bobbing up and down, coaxing him to full hardness as she worked to pleasure him to the best of her ability.

		Patrick had not been awake when Eve started her work, but the feeling of her lips wrapped around his shaft was more than enough to wake him from his slumber. Soon he had tossed back the covers and watched as his wife fellated him. But Eve took her time, working to prolong his pleasure. Too long for his tastes. Before the end, he had grabbed his wife by the hair and fucked her mouth, enjoying every moment before he blew his load into her waiting mouth.

		Eve had never been a swallower before. She usually preferred to take his cum on her face than have to swallow it. But this morning, it was all different. Eve happily swallowed down his cum as he pumped it into her mouth. A small dollop even escaped the corn of her mouth and slowly flowed down her chin. When she finally let him free with an audible pop, she sat up and licked her lips, then pushed the escaped cum into her mouth with a finger.

		“Yummy,” Eve said.

		“Good morning to you too,” Patrick said. “Do you want me to make breakfast or have you had your fill?”

		“Actually,” Eve said, looking embarrassed. “I, um, was kind of thinking I wanted an apple for breakfast.”

		“Are you sure?” Patrick asked, surprised at his wife’s confession. “You know what the other two did to you.”

		“I know,” Eve said. “But I kind of like it. I never felt sexy before. At least, not like this. I just kinda want to see what the final result will be, you know?”

		Patrick smiled. His rational side was screaming at him that this was wrong, that they should drive back to the city and get her checked into a hospital, that he should take a sample of the apples to the university to have them analyze it. However, he had to agree with Eve. He had never seen her look so good. He had never seen her enjoy sex so much. And he had certainly never received a wake-up blowjob in the entirety of their relationship. Yes, he wanted her to eat more apples too. And they had not done anything bad to her. She was sexier in body and in mind. Her speech was less sophisticated, but he did not really care what she said as long as she kept sucking his cock on a regular basis.

		“Sure, go for it,” Patrick finally relented.

		“Thank you,” Eve said before giving him a quick kiss. Then she jumped out of bed, pulled one of Patrick’s t-shirts over her head, and slipped her feet into her trainers. Then in a flash she was hurting down the stairs and out through the back door.

		“Oh, yes,” Eve moaned after taking her first bite of apple. This was what she needed. The cum had been nice, but this was a real breakfast. So what if it gave her big boobs and blonde hair? Both those things could be pretty sexy and sexiness had just become an important part of Eve’s life. There was no way she was ever going back to the woman she had been before. This new Eve was here to stay.

		By the time Eve returned to the house, her lips and face still wet with juices from the apple, Patrick was already at the kitchen table eating a bowl of dry cereal. Their meals had not required much refrigeration. The milk would likely have gone bad if they found the house in an unlivable condition.

		Patrick looked up to see his wife’s figure already filling out more. Her breasts pushed against the shirt she wore, causing the hem to rise up higher and threaten to reveal her bare pussy. Her hair continued its path toward blonde, lengthening again in the process. But more notable was the look in Eve’s eyes. Before all this had started, she was an intelligent woman. She had a fire in her that could sometimes make her come across as prickly, although Patrick had long ago fought past that aspect of her personality. Now, however, Eve did not show the same bright-eyed curiosity. The drive to be independent and self-sufficient had been largely replaced with lust and a desire to please with her sexiness.

		There was no doubt that Eve was a different woman now. And as long as she continued to eat the apples, for breakfast, lunch, and dinner every day, she was well on her way to becoming a bimbo cowgirl, the type of sexy woman who would appear completely at home on the ranch, tending to all the desires and needs of her husband.

		“Sweetie,” Eve said as she circled around the kitchen table until she had come up behind Patrick. She reached out and placed her hands on his shoulders, gently starting to knead his muscles. “Do you think you, like, have the energy to fuck me before I get started on more cleaning. I’m really horny.”

		“Sure, babe,” Patrick said confidently.

		He pushed himself up from his seat and turned to face his wife. He pulled her close and bent down to kiss her hard on the lips. She melted into his embrace, returning his kiss with all the fire that she could muster. Then, without warning, Patrick broke the kiss and turned her around. A moment later she found herself bent over the kitchen table, her expanded ass presenting itself to her husband.

		“What are…” Eve started to say, not understanding Patrick’s intentions. However, her words got lost as she felt his cock suddenly at the entrance of her pussy. She squealed when he entered her, his hard shaft penetrating her most intimate spot, filling her in a way that she had never felt filled before. It was not just getting a cock inside of her, it was a submissive act, a fulfilling act, of getting fucked from behind by her husband, the man she most loved in all the world.

		Patrick found his rhythm quickly, thrusting in and out of his wife’s wet and eager pussy. His hands took hold of her hips, making sure she stayed put while he hammered into her from behind. After already blowing one load into her mouth less than an hour before, he had more stamina for a second bout, this time with him in charge, setting the pace.

		Eve was in absolute heaven. The night before had been fantastic. The blowjob had been spectacular. But this was better yet. It seemed the more apples she ate, the more she gave herself over to her new reality and accepted that she would become little more than a bimbo cowgirl, the better the sex was, the better her life was. How could she have ever thought being smart and independent was the way to go? Giving up her intelligence and independence to become sex on legs was the best decision she had ever made. She was so grateful for the apples and thankful that she had eaten that first apple without knowing the power that it would hold over her. She never would have been in this position otherwise.

		Even with Patrick’s stamina, he could not last forever as he fucked his wife hard and fast from behind. Her moans had grown more desperate as her arousal built higher and higher. Her climax got closer and closer, making it all the harder to stand not cumming. Finally, Patrick’s cock twitched inside of her. She would have known that twitch anywhere, having had his cock inside her many times before. Now, however, it was with relief that she felt it, knowing that he was about to cum.

		And cum he did. Patrick let loose an animalistic roar as he buried his cock in Eve’s pussy, his shaft surging with cum. Eve could imagine that his cock was like a firehose, blasting her full of his seed. If she had not been on the pill, she surely would have gotten pregnant with the torrent of cum that shot forth and filled her.

		Eve had no idea if it was his cum or if it was his orgasm that triggered it, but soon she was cumming too. Her arms spasmed at her side, knocking over the plastic bowl that had once contained his breakfast. Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as her vision turned white. It felt as if fireworks were going off all around her, bright flashes of orgasmic pleasure erupting at random throughout her body. She had never felt anything like it before. But she also knew she could never go long without feeling that good again. Eve was hooked. She was addicted, not just to Patrick’s cock, but to the orgasms he could provide her. Her shower play had paled in comparison. This was what she was meant for. This was who she wanted to be.

		After finishing, Patrick slumped back into his chair, tired from his exertion. Eve continued to lay there on the table, recovering from her own orgasm, not yet able to stand. She glanced over at her husband and noticed a sense of gloom on his face with his downcast eyes.

		“What’s the matter, honey?” Eve said sweetly, her voice higher pitched than it had been the day before.

		“I’m just trying to figure out what we’re going to do,” Patrick answered. “You’ve changed so much.”

		Eve managed to push herself up off the table and then slid down onto Patrick’s lap. She wrapped her arms around his neck and let her head rest on his shoulder.

		“For the better, right?” Eve asked. “Because I, like, feel better and stuff. Can’t we just stay here and make the ranch work again? Who cares about going back to the city when we can fuck and frolic in the clean open air?”

		Patrick was not so sure about frolicking, although he did like the image of a busty Eve doing just that in the orchard between apple-based meals. And the fucking was fantastic. It had been less than 24 hours and their new sex life had made their previous lives together make them appear as monks and nuns, almost at least.

		“You know what?” Patrick said, making his decision. “You’re right. We’re staying. I’ll figure out the details. We’ll sell the house and quit our jobs and move out here full time.”

		“Oh goodie,” Eve squealed before she kissed Patrick hard on the lips. “It’s gonna be super great. I’ll cook and clean and you do the heavy lifting. Then every night you can fuck a little bit more of my brains out of my silly little head.”

		“How can a man say no to that?” Patrick asked. They had made their decision. Now began the hard part. They had to make that dream a reality. But with Patrick leading the way and a bimbo at his side, they felt like they could do anything. Eden Ranch would live again.
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