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		Spring In Eden

		

		Jewel arrived at Eden Ranch after dark. It was evening and she had been driving for hours, leaving work as soon as she could to maximize her vacation. It was her first year in the job and Jewel was ready to stop being Ms. Harabuck for a full week and just be Jewel. Not that she expected it to be that easy. Shutting off her teacher brain would be difficult, but she was determined to have the best week of her life.

		Having never done the proper spring break trips when she was younger, Jewel was looking for something more adventurous and outside her comfort zone. Eden Ranch, with all its rumors, certainly fit the bill, although not for its adult activities. The reputation of the ranch made it clear that there would be no children there. Kids were the last people she wanted to see. She already had to deal with 30 rapscallions six hours per day, five days per week. And when she was not actively teaching and disciplining a room full of unruly youngsters, she was grading assignments or planning lessons. This week, however, was an end to that schedule. Jewel wanted work to be the furthest thing from her mind.

		Pulling up into the small parking lot in front of the barn, Jewel found herself being greeted by a tall, dark, and handsome man. He had a rugged quality to him that seemed to fit perfectly with her idea of a ranch. His sleeves were rolled up to reveal well-muscled forearms, his fingers calloused from working the ranch.

		“Welcome to Eden Ranch,” the man said. “My name is Patrick. I assume you are Ms. Harabuck.”

		“Yes, but call me Jewel,” she answered. “I want to forget my last name for the week and just go by my first. If you don’t mind, that is.”

		“Of course not,” Patrick said. Jewel never would have guessed what Patrick had looked like a few months before, back before Eden Ranch had opened to the public. Had she known, she might have decided Eden Ranch was not actually the place for her, but no one was about to tell her about that. And there was no way Patrick was going to share that information. He could barely remember now the man he used to be.

		Jewel could not help but look at Patrick. He was everything she could have dreamed of in a man. He was beyond hot and he seemed both respectful and kind. Then again, she knew she was a guest and not a potential lover. Worse, she noted the glint of a wedding ring on his left hand, a sure sign that he was already taken. That was good for him, but less ideal for Jewel. Not that she was looking for a romantic or sexual partner during her vacation, but she would not have turned either of those down either.

		“If you will allow me,” Patrick said, “I can carry your bags while I show you to your room for the week.”

		“Thanks,” Jewel said as she popped the trunk on her car.

		Patrick did his part, emptying the two suitcases from the back. That gave Jewel time to grab her purse and lock the car. She was sure locking the car would be unnecessary. She doubted there were car prowlers out here. But it was just habit at this point. She had spent so long in the city that it had become second nature to her. That fact was another part of what made Eden Ranch attractive to her. This was a chance to break away from the routine living in the city and get more in touch with nature. She brought several books to read and she fully intended to enjoy the sunshine while sitting out and reading.

		With Jewel’s bags in hand, Patrick led his guest inside the barn. That was where the guest rooms were located. On the outside, it looked like a barn. On the inside, there were no signs of animals or machinery. That did not stop the western theme of the place, however. Everything from the walls to the room numbers on the doors appeared rustic and completing fitting on a ranch. Each door number was surrounded on three sides with a horse shoe, ends pointed up to keep the luck from running out.

		Jewel’s room turned out to be the last one on the right, as she looked at it from the entrance to the barn. But the moment she stepped foot inside her room, she was grateful for the choice she had made in selecting Eden Ranch. The rooms were not just single hotel rooms. They were small multi-level suites. If she really wanted, Jewel did not even need to leave her suite, assuming she was properly stocked up on supplies. She wasn’t.

		“You missed dinner in the main house,” Patrick notified her. “But if you are hungry, there is a nice little diner in town or you can avail yourself of the snacks at the main house. There are fruits available, as well as various cookies and crackers. It is a minor affair, but most people appreciate it anyway.”

		“Thank you,” Jewel said. She had not expected to make it to the ranch before dinner. But a snack bar, especially a free one, was a welcome change from the few other times she had traveled with strange hours of arrival. “I’m sure I will take you up on that.”

		“Here’s your room keys,” Patrick said, holding out two plastic keycards. “If you need anything, you can call the number on the back of the keycard. We don’t have an active night manager, but one of the staff members will wake up if called.”

		“Thank you,” Jewel said. “This is all very kind of you. I’ll let you know if I have any issues.”

		Patrick placed Jewel’s bags on a bench near the stairs. He then stepped out of the suite and left Jewel to her own devices.

		As soon as the door closed, Jewel collapsed onto the bed and sighed. She was finally in a quiet place where nothing could bother her. She was finally in a place where she did not need to be the responsible person in the room. She was finally free.

		Jewel took several minutes exploring her suite. She had not expected to be assigned to the largest room available. When she had booked her stay, she had chosen the cheapest room, one that shared a bathroom with several other guests. That was what she could afford on her teacher salary. After all, spending a week away from home was an expensive prospect. But whether the arrangement was a mistake or she luckily received an upgrade, Jewel was not about to complain about the best thing that had happened to her in the past year. The suite would allow her to truly relax, without feeling like she was just hanging out in her oversized bedroom.

		After carrying her suitcases up to her bedroom, Jewel decided she should take Patrick up on his offer of snacks. She had driven straight through dinner and had not brought any food with her. In fact, the only food or drink she had consumed since lunchtime was the cup of coffee she bought on her way out of town. In hindsight, she should have considered buying a snack there too, but, for whatever reason, she had skimped on it.

		It was a short walk over to the ranch house. Jewel pulled her jacket around her more tightly, feeling the chill of the nighttime spring air. She was certain her stay at Eden Ranch would have been very different had she made the trip in summer. Warm nights would have been welcome. However, she needed the vacation now and she was sure waiting another two or three months would result in a substantially higher room cost, assuming she could book a room at all.

		If it had not been for the barn which housed all the guest rooms, the ranch house would have been the largest structure for miles in every direction. The house was huge, far bigger than Jewel could have ever imagined living in. From her best guess, the ranch house not only served as the meal center of the whole operation, but it also housed the staff.

		The lights were on, making Jewel feel a little bit better as she stepped into the house from the large wraparound porch. She felt like she should have knocked or been let inside. But it was quiet, at least mostly so. Other than a rhythmic creaking noise coming from somewhere upstairs, the house was silent. Jewel never would have guessed what was happening upstairs to create that noise. Little did she realize that it was Patrick, having returned to the house after greeting her so that he could fuck his wife. Just because he was the one on call for the evening did not mean that he was prevented from taking care of his and his wife’s needs.

		The sideboard in the dining room was set with an array of different snacks. Jewel picked up a plate and started to fill it with a sampling of different foods. Interestingly, apples seemed to play an important role in the food selection. Each prepared item included a card with the ingredients list. Jewel assumed that was there to inform people with allergies, but it seemed that each card had something apple related listed among the other ingredients. Not that Jewel was against apples. In fact, she grabbed a whole apple sitting in a bowl, a pink one, and added it to her plate.

		She could have stayed in the house to finish her unofficial dinner. However, Jewel wanted to be alone in a private place. She decided it was best to carry her plate back to her room. She was sure the maid could pick up the dirty dish tomorrow when they came by while she was out. Although in addition to being alone, she also needed to decide on what activities she wanted to do during her stay. Since her stay lasted the entire week, she guessed that would give her plenty of time to sign up for activities later in the week. It would have been different if she were only staying for a couple days.

		Back in her room, Jewel sat down in a comfortable reclining chair and started to eat. “Yum,” she said as soon as she finished her first bite of the pink apple. She had never tasted anything like it before and she was certain she would continue to eat those apples if given the choice. They were too good to pass up.
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		Waking up on her first full day of vacation, Jewel found herself lazily stretching in bed. Sun poured in through the open window of her bedroom, striking her bed and warming the covers, creating the sensation of a nice warm cocoon. Little did she realize in the moment, that her bed really had served as a cocoon of sorts during the night.

		Jewel took a deep breath and let out a long sigh, relaxing for the first time in weeks, if not months. Her mornings had always been frantic mad-dashes out of her apartment, an attempt to get to work on time despite not getting nearly enough sleep. Last night, however, despite being in an unfamiliar room and bed, had been wonderful. She woke up feeling more rested than she could remember from her recent memory. Not even weekends had provided her this level of relaxation before.

		Having gone to bed wearing a loose tank top and cotton shorts, Jewel did not readily notice the small changes that had happened to her overnight. Most noticeable would have been her breasts. They had gone from small to slightly less small. The overall effect was minor, but it remained noticeable, at least for someone who was looking for it. However, Jewel was not looking for it. Therefore, she missed not only her breast growth, but also the small expansion of her ass.

		“Weird,” Jewel said a few minutes later, after having showered. She had tried to put on a bra, but it did not fit as she expected. However, this was not anything to worry her. There was no sense in worrying on her vacation about an ill-fitting bra. She had others. And in this case, that meant a sports bra would do the trick just fine. It was actually more comfortable in her opinion.

		After getting dressed for the day, Jewel made the short walk up to the house for breakfast. As soon as she stepped into the dining room, she stopped and her jaw practically hit the floor. There were a couple people already seated, enjoying breakfast. There was not a set time to come and eat. People could come and go as they pleased. But it was not the other guests that shocked Jewel. It was the cook and her helper.

		She was aware of various rumors about Eden Ranch, about the sexy men and women who worked there. But she had not been fully prepared for what she saw that morning. Sure, Patrick had been hot, but it had mostly been dark when she interacted with him the night before. But the two women ferrying orders out from the kitchen looked like two pinup models. They were curvy beyond belief, with big tits barely constrained in their tied-off tops and sizable asses packed into tight denim shorts and skirts.

		It took Jewel a moment to put what she was seeing to the back of her mind. It did not matter if the female staff dressed like they were working at a breastaurant rather than a bed and breakfast style ranch. And the more Jewel looked, she had to admit, the women looked fantastic. She could not blame them for showing off as they did. And with the adult reputation of Eden Ranch, there was little concern about sending the wrong signals.

		“Howdy,” said one of the two women as Jewel took her seat. “Lorelei is making apple pancakes this morning, if you want some. If you’re, like, looking for something else, just let me know and I’m sure she can, you know, whip something up for you.”

		Jewel’s stomach grumbled. She had not realized how hungry she was. After her makeshift dinner the night before, it seemed her body was craving a more substantial meal.

		“The pancakes sound great,” Jewel said.

		“Lovely,” the woman said. “I’m Eve by the way. Patrick and I own the place.”

		“I’m Jewel. Nice to meet you.”

		“The pleasure’s all mine, honey.”

		Eve returned to the kitchen to place Jewel’s order. The wait gave Jewel time to survey the rest of the guests at the table. There was a couple down on the far end. From the looks of it, the woman had her hand in the man’s lap. Jewel had half a mind to first look under the table to see what was happening and then to chastise them for it. But then a way of relaxation hit her. She remembered that she was on vacation. And the truth was, as strange as that behavior was, they were not hurting anyone. If Eve did not have a problem with it, then Jewel decided she would let it slide as well.

		The other man at the table gave one look at Jewel and winked. He looked like he had spent a lot of time out in the sun recently. His tan skin and light brown hair gave Jewel a shiver. The way his t-shirt barely managed to stretch over his muscles made it even stronger. She could feel a tingle building inside of her. It was a sensation she almost did not recognize. It had been so long since she had felt arousal of any sort. It actually felt good knowing she was still capable of such sensations, even if simply looking at a hot guy finish eating his breakfast was reason enough to become aroused.

		However, the man, a complete stranger, said nothing as he pushed his chair back and walked out of the room, presumably returning to his room. Jewel had to admit she would not have minded spending some time to get to know him. She wondered if he was single. Then again, being as hot as that, she figured he had to have been taken. Maybe he was on business and just passing through. Or maybe his girlfriend or wife had elected to sleep in and he was about to go back to their shared room and fuck her senseless.

		Jewel shook her head, trying to clear those thoughts away as Eve swept in to clear the man’s place. “Your pancakes will be ready in a minute,” Eve added. “Have some apple juice while you wait.”

		Grabbing hold of the pitcher of apple juice, Jewel poured herself a glass. She was usually not a big fan of apple juice. It always seemed to be too sweet for her tastes. But the moment this juice reached her tongue, she forgot about all of her past experiences. The juice was delicious and it only took a few gulps before she had drained her glass.

		She was already well into her second glass when Eve returned bearing a plate stacked high with apple pancakes. “Here you go, sweetie,” Eve said. “Enjoy.”

		“Thanks,” Jewel said automatically.

		“Anything else I can get you?”

		“No,” Jewel answered. “Wait. Can I ask you a question?”

		“Sure thing, sweetie.”

		“What’s with the apples?” Jewel asked. “The juice, the pancakes, the snacks last night. I don’t understand.”

		“We have an orchard right out back from the kitchen,” Eve explained, pointing through the door into the kitchen and toward the back of the house. “It’s a great place to sit and enjoy the beautiful weather too. I recommend it.”

		With that, disappeared back into the kitchen, leaving Jewel alone with her food and the couple at the other end of the table who now appeared to both be mutually masturbating each other under the table. Eve’s answer did not make much sense, but Jewel was in no shape to argue or ask for more clarification. And she could not deny that the food and drinks were good. The pancakes were delicious. They were the best she had ever had before. And those amazing flavors were enough to chase away the questions from Jewel’s mind.

		After breakfast, Eve found herself feeling aimless. She stepped out of the house and out into the open air, the sun beating down on her face. It was spring, so the sun did not feel hot, just warm. However, she felt like she was rudderless, without purpose. Usually she would have some long list of things to do, even on her days off. But this was different. For the first time in months, she had a day completely to herself with no requirements placed on her. She truly was free.

		It was the orchard that eventually drew Jewel’s attention. She brought a book with her and found a quiet place to sit in the shade and read. It was lovely. And it was even better after Eve delivered a tasty apple drink. Jewel could not remember the name of it, but it contained alcohol and apples. The fact it was not even lunchtime yet did not matter. She was on vacation. Such rules were unimportant.

		“I thought I might find you here,” came a deep booming voice.

		Jewel looked up from her book to see the man she had seen at breakfast. Only this time he was without a shirt. His muscles rippled in the sun. Just the sight of him was enough to make Jewel salivate.

		“Hi,” Jewel said, at a loss for words. Then again, she could not be sure how much she had to drink already. Eve kept refilling her glass before she had quite finished the previous one. That made it hard to count drinks. Not that she knew how much alcohol was in a single drink. All she knew was they tasted good and she was feeling really good. Hot too.

		“Folks call me Herc,” the man said as he sat down to join her. She briefly noticed that he had not asked to join her, but that was a fleeting thought, swimming upstream against her arousal and her inebriation.

		“I’m Jewel,” she replied. “People call me… I’m Jewel.”

		She was about to turn red from embarrassment, but then she saw how Herc smirked at her. That alone was enough to push away all her concerns, including those that wondered why she was having such a hard time thinking all of a sudden.

		“You must be new,” Herc said. “I haven’t seen you around before.”

		Jewel nodded her head. “I got in last night. It’s spring break.”

		“An attractive college girl like you decided to come to Eden Ranch alone instead of hanging out with all your friends at the beach. I find that hard to believe.”

		Jewel giggled at Herc’s mistake. “I’m not in college anymore. I’m a teacher. It’s my first year.”

		“And I bet you’re a great one. A girl like you probably has already caused a couple divorces, dads who can’t get a little hottie like you out of their heads.”

		Jewel was not entirely sure what Herc was insinuating about her, but she was finding it more and more difficult to disagree with him. Her gaze was lost in his eyes. And in those few moments she managed to pull her eyes away from his, she found them traveling over his body, enjoying the sight of his strong arms and chest. She almost wanted to reach out and touch him, making sure he was real.

		The pair sat in the orchard for most of the day. Herc fetched them lunch as a bit of a break. They each had an apple to top it off.

		For Jewel, her book was quickly forgotten as she found herself drawn deeper and deeper into her connection with Herc. She could not explain what it was, but there was something about him that seemed to set her on fire. She had never been this turned on around a man before, especially one she had just met. Not that he was the sole reason she had made hardly any progress in her book. Little had she realized she had been reading the same two pages for roughly half an hour before Herc had approached her.

		It was late afternoon by the time Jewel finally got up the confidence to make a move. “Why don’t we go back to my room and have some fun?” She swayed gently back and forth, unable to hold herself steady after spending the bulk of the day drinking.

		“Soon,” Herc said. “But you’re not ready yet.”

		“What do you mean I’m not ready and stuff?” Jewel said accusingly, slurring her words slightly.

		“You’re a nice girl, but you’re not a proper woman yet,” Herc said plainly. “Maybe another time.”

		With that, Herc got up and walked toward the barn. Just as he reached the edge of the orchard, he stopped and looked back at Jewel. She had no idea how much she had changed over the course of the day. Her breasts had continued to grow. Her lips had plumped up as well. And unlike many of the women who ate the Pink Rose Apples, her hair had not lightened, but had instead darkened, giving her a lustrous head of dark hair.

		“I’ll see you tomorrow,” Herc said before he turned and walked out of sight.

		Jewel was left to sit there, flabbergasted. How could Herc not see how ready she was? How could he not understand how aroused she was? How could he not fuck her?

		Before Jewel could get up the nerve to go chase after Herc, to demand that he fuck her after spending all day getting her wound up and horny, Eve came out with another drink. Jewel accepted it happily, almost forgetting that she had been about to go chase after the hottest man she had ever had the pleasure of knowing. And after that drink, the rest of Jewel’s day was a bit of a blur. All she knew was she ended up back in her room, tucked into bed, ready to sleep the night away so she could enjoy another day at Eden Ranch.
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		Jewel woke up the next morning feeling refreshed. The fact she had spent the entirety of the previous day drinking seemed to have no affect on her the following day. However, that did not last for long.

		“What the hell?” Jewel practically screamed as she sat up and felt the weight on her chest for the first time. She looked down to find her tank top stretched across her chest, her breasts having gained considerably in size. There was definitely no way her bras would fit now. She doubted even her sports bra could do the trick.

		Jewel climbed out of bed and stepped in front of a mirror to get a better look at herself. She had not paid much attention to her appearance previously. Then again, she had never had a body before that demanded such attention. But the moment she saw herself, weary her tight tank top and little cotton shorts, she knew that everything in her life had changed. She vaguely recalled the compliments Herc had given her while they sat together in the orchard. Had he seen her like this? How had she not recognized that her breasts were growing or that her butt had expanded?

		However, Jewel found herself growing wearing of questioning what had happened and for what reasons. The longer she stood in the front of the mirror, a new sensation filled her, one of pride and vanity. She might not understand why she looked the way she did now, but she had to admit, she looked good. She looked better than good.

		“You look damn fine, girl,” Jewel told herself as she ran a hand down her side, tracing the curve of her body, from just beside her large breasts, inward to accommodate her narrow waist, and then back out again as her hips flared out.

		And it was true. Every word of it. She did look fine. She looked hot, even just standing there with bed hair and wearing her pajamas. But as much as Jewel enjoyed looking at her new reflection, her growling stomach told her she needed to go get ready so she could get breakfast.

		As the hot spray of the shower hit her sensitive skin, Jewel was reminded of how she felt yesterday. She remembered how she had almost begged Herc to fuck her. And the more she thought about it, it was little wonder people called him Herc. He reminded her of Hercules. His strength and almost god-like attractiveness was enough to make any girl go weak in the knees. She gave little thought to how that was a new sensation for her as well as her hands started to roam across her body.

		It was not long before Jewel found herself in a full-blown fantasy, one hand mauling her big boobs and the other tracing circles around her clit. And that fantasy was simple. She was out for a ride when her horse threw a shoe. She did not know what to do. That was until Herc showed up. He got down off his horse, promising to make everything better. Somehow, that required him laying her down in the tall grass as the two horses grazed happily off to the side. His cock, his glorious cock, fucked her like she was a woman in heat. And the moment he came inside of her, she came too, her orgasm crashing through her body as she continued to stand beneath the hot spray.

		“Fuck,” Jewel said as she stepped out of the shower on shaky legs. The orgasm had been intense, stronger than anything she had ever felt before. Then again, she had never been so wound up before. So much had changed in her life in such a short period of time. The only question was whether this was just her body finally relaxing after years of stress, from both college and then entering the workforce, or if this was becoming a new normal, a new Jewel. Was she showing temporary luster or would she forever shine as the new and libidinous woman she seemed to have become?

		Whether it was pure chance or intended timing, Jewel did not see Herc at breakfast that morning. The couple from the day before were once again at the breakfast table. This time, the woman was sitting in the man’s lap. And there was little question as to what they were doing. The moans and sighs from both of them were enough to make it obvious that his cock was inside of her, that she was riding him as they ate their breakfast together.

		Had Jewel witnessed such a scene only a day before, she would have said something. But now it was different. Now, Jewel found herself almost jealous of the woman. She wanted to ride a big hard cock. She wanted to ride Herc’s cock.

		Breakfast had been another apple fueled affair. Jewel did not even notice how there were different apples for the men and the women. The men ate these bulging apples with blood red skin. The women, on the other hand, were given pink apples with pink flesh. The differences seemed to reflect the differences between men and women. The red apples projected strength and dominance. The pink apples projected softness and suppleness, feminine qualities that Jewel found herself agreeing with more and more.

		The rational part of Jewel would have argued that such gender characterizations were incomplete. It was not so simple to define men and women in such a manner. Creating two buckets ignored the wide spectrum of differences in the world. However, Jewel had a hard time identifying with such an inclusive view of the world. She saw herself in the pink apple. She saw herself as a beautiful flower. She saw herself as pretty and submissive. And she desired a strong man to lead her, to command her. Those two sides of her were battling in her mind, but with each bit of apple she consumed, her ability to rationalize her actions grew weaker and weaker.

		However, once Jewel returned to her room, she felt as if a veil had been lifted from before her eyes. Suddenly she was able to see clearly.

		“This is wrong,” she told her reflection as she once again found herself standing in front of the mirror. “I’m not supposed to be like this.”

		Unfortunately, Jewel could not imagine how she could make a change outside of stopping herself from thinking about sex. But that was easier said than done. At least it was when her pussy was practically juicing at the thought of a big hard cock filling it.

		“Stop it,” Jewel said, chastising herself for her weakness. And from everything she could determine, it was weakness. It was a matter of mind over matter or, in this case, mind over body. Her body seemed to have developed cravings and she needed to stand strong against them. She needed the will power to deny herself the pleasure her body craved.

		As much as Jewel wanted to fight her urges on her own, she knew she needed to distract herself. That was the best way to win out. She turned her attention to the various activities available to guests of Eden Ranch. She needed to find something that required her to think and act, something that required enough focus where her thoughts could not just devolve into sexual fantasies. That was what she feared.

		“Horseback riding,” Jewel said once she realized the answer to her quandary. It had been years since she last went horseback riding, having learned at a summer camp over 10 years ago. She was sure she would be rusty, but she knew how to do it. And her being rusty was the perfect answer for her problem. Riding would require all her focus. She could not get distracted by her body’s urgent needs when she was too busy keeping the horse going the direction she wanted it to and at the speed she felt comfortable traveling at.

		Once the activity was decided upon, Jewel marched out of her room and out toward the stables. The stables were a recent addition to Eden Ranch. With the barn converted into guest rooms, a new structure had to be built to house the animals that lived on the ranch. There were horses as well as cattle, although the cattle spent the majority of their time out in the fields grazing. But it was the horses that Jewel was interested in.

		“Excuse me,” Jewel announced as she stepped into the cool shade of the stables. A man poked his head out from one of the stable stalls. He was handsome and muscled, like Herc and Patrick. Why did all the men at Eden Ranch look like studs? Then again, the women seemed to look like bimbos, so there was definitely a theme going. “I’m seeing if I can borrow a horse for a ride today.”

		“Of course, little lady,” the man said. “My name’s Sergio and I think I’ve got just the horse for you. You have much experience riding?”

		Jewel noted the way Sergio looked her up and down as he spoke to her. His eyes seemed to gravitate toward her chest, which if she was honest, was looking pretty good. Despite not wearing a bra, her enlarged boobs remained perky, almost projecting off her chest rather than hanging.

		“It’s been a few years since I was last on a horse,” Jewel answered truthfully, trying to remain focused on her goal. It would do no good to get herself distracted and start propositioning the man helping her. She was that horny. “But I always felt it’s a bit like riding a bicycle.”

		Sergio nodded his head. “I can see that. Let me get you set up with a saddle and gear and then we’ll see how you do riding around the yard. If I feel you’ve got the skills necessary to handle Buster, I’ll open the gate and you can take him out for a nice ride, maybe down to the stream. I’m sure he’d love a trip down there to sip the cool water.”

		“Perfect,” Jewel said. She did not realize that her actions lined up with her fantasy from the shower earlier that morning. She was at least succeeding in not giving into her fantasies. That was a start.

		It did not take long before Sergio had gotten Buster ready for a ride. The horse was calm and mellow, making for a good option for the inexperienced Jewel. She might remember how to ride a horse, but it had been long enough that she had no muscle memory for it. She would need to be careful and not behave overly confident.

		Once Buster was ready, Sergio helped lift Jewel up into the saddle. She had at least remembered to wear pants, knowing how the saddle could chafe. Although she had to admit her pants were fitting a little tighter than she had remembered, especially across her ass. That was even more true as she sat in the saddle for the first time in more than a decade. However, despite that lengthy time in between experiences, she could remember a similar feeling, being up high with her legs straddling the back of the horse.

		Sergio walked Jewel through the basic commands and before she knew it, she had Buster trotting around the yard. It was fun. It was just what she needed to keep her mind off of her body’s desires. That was except for one thing. Jewel’s lack of bra left her buoyant breasts to bounce and bound within the confines of her top, far more so than they would have before. They felt even bigger than they had during her shower, which was an oddity by itself. Her boobs were not supposed to grow like that.

		“Screw it,” Jewel whispered under her breath. There was nothing she could do to solve the bouncing breasts problem. At least they were not uncomfortable. That was important.

		“I like what I see,” Sergio said as Jewel brought Buster to a halt right in front of her supervisor. Admittedly, Jewel found herself pushing her chest out a little more after hearing that he liked what he saw. He was hot and somehow that made his opinion mean more to her. “You can take him out, but be sure to be back before dark. I’ll even pack you and him some lunch.”

		“Thank you,” Jewel said as Sergio retreated into the stables to pack a saddle bag for her.

		Jewel guided Buster to follow him, but she stopped him before he went into the stables. It was not time for him to return to his stall. They were going to go on a little adventure, exploring distant parts of the ranch.

		Sergio returned shortly with a bag that he threw over Buster’s backside and connected to the saddle so it would not slide off. “Your lunch is in the left bag, Buster’s is in the right bag.”

		“Got it,” Jewel said with a smile.

		“Now go have some fun,” Sergio added. “And don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

		Jewel waved and guided Buster west. That was where most of the Eden Ranch land was. It was where the riding trails were. However, Jewel was wondering what Sergio might and might not do. He was a very handsome man. If he had taken his shirt off, she would have gone goo-goo eyes for him and probably found herself unable to speak. If she had found her voice, it probably would have been so she could beg him to suck his cock or something similar. She had never done anything like that before, but she bet he had a big cock.

		“Stop thinking about sex,” Jewel said, chastising herself again. Luckily the requirements of riding, as well as the fresh morning air, were enough to mostly keep her mind out of the gutter.

		They were not traveling very fast. It was more like a leisurely stroll than a serious trip. But Jewel found herself falling into a happy rhythm, partially set by the way her breasts continued to bounce in her top.

		Eventually they reached a small creek. Jewel stopped Buster and just sat there for several minutes, listening to the babbling water. It was nice and calming. But Buster started to grow restless. She worried about him for a moment, but then realized he was hungry. A moment later, her own stomach grumbled, reminding her that it was probably lunchtime.

		“I guess this is as good a spot as any to stop for lunch,” Jewel said, as much to herself as to Buster.

		Sliding off her mount, Jewel first dug into Buster’s lunch. Sergio had packed a blood red apple along with some carrots. Between those and the grass, Jewel figured Buster would be happy.

		“I wonder,” Jewel said as she held the apple. The apples she had eaten were all pink. She had yet to try the other apples. “You wouldn’t mind if I took a bite, would you?”

		Jewel did just that, taking a small bite of the large apple.

		“Yuck,” Jewel said as she spat out the bite of apple. It was completely unpalatable. However, Buster showed his interest and she held it out to him to eat. “As long as one of use likes it.”

		After Buster finished eating the apple, he stepped forward and bent his head to drink from the stream. That gave Jewel the opportunity to explore what Sergio had packed for her.

		“Pink apples,” Jewel said. “What am I, a horse?”

		However, Jewel was not about to turn down the gift and go hungry. And before she knew it, she had finished her first apple and had already started to eat a second. They were considerably more tasty than the red apple Buster had eaten.

		“If it isn’t the jewel of Eden,” came a familiar male voice.

		Jewel looked up to see Herc on horseback, riding shirtless. Her jaw hung loose as her eyes fixated on his broad chest. She really did not think such men could exist naturally. And yet, it seemed like every man at Eden Ranch was a stud like Herc. She was completely tongue-tied as memories of her morning fantasy started to bubble up into her consciousness.

		Herc dismounted his horse and stepped toward Jewel. “Let me get a look at you,” he said as he reached out and gently ran his fingers up her arms.

		Jewel stood there, ramrod straight, thrusting her chest out, hoping she met his approval. All thoughts of fighting against her body’s urges had been forgotten, replaced by an overwhelming need to please this man. She wanted nothing more than for him to take her.

		“Yes,” Herc said in approval. “Yes, I think you’re coming along quite nicely. You might even be good enough to fuck.”

		Jewel continued to stand there, not fully comprehending what he had said. She was still caught up on him being there and how good he looked with the midday sun glistening on his bare skin.

		“You want me to fuck you, right?” Herc asked.

		It was a question that seemed to have an obvious answer in Jewel’s mind. That answer was yes. No matter what her rational side tried to tell her, no matter what the voice inside her that recognized that everything that had happened to her was wrong, she still wanted this. Her body was screaming for it, but the more she thought about it, the more she wanted it herself. Never before had Jewel been a woman who could sleep with such a stud.

		No, that was not right. Sex with someone like Herc was not sleeping with him. That was too formal. This was fucking. She was going to get fucked by Herc. She wanted to get fucked. She wanted him to fuck her.

		Jewel nodded her head.

		“Good,” Herc said. “I’m about to rock your world.”

		In her fantasies, she was lying in the grass as Herc made passionate love to her. But that was only a fantasy. The reality was much more visceral, it was more animal, it was more satisfying.

		Before she knew it, Jewel found herself on her hands and knees. Her pants had been practically ripped off her body. Herc had pulled them off and thrown them somewhere into the distance. She did not know where, but then again, the location of her pants was of no real concern to her in the moment. Instead, she was presenting herself to the man of her fantasies, arching her back to better highlight her derrière and her wet and waiting pussy.

		Herc saddled up behind her, getting down onto his knees, having already removed his pants himself. He grabbed Jewel by the hips and positioned himself at her entrance, his cock teasingly close.

		“What do you want?” Herc asked.

		Jewel looked over her shoulder and wiggled her butt, trying to entice him. She had never wanted anything more than to feel his cock in her pussy. This was the moment she had been waiting all her life for. She just had not known it before.

		“I want to hear you say it,” Herc demanded.

		“I want you to fuck me,” Jewel cried out. “Fuck my brains out. Fuck me like a dumb fucking bimbo.”

		And that was exactly what Herc did. He pushed his hardened cock into her pussy, filling her up like she had never been filled before. Jewel’s eyes rolled up into the back of her head as he started to saw in and out of her, starting slow, but gaining speed and force with every stroke.

		“Fuck,” Jewel moaned as the pleasure built. This was not her first rodeo, but she had never felt anything like this before. She had not even cum and she would have already described this as the best sex she had ever had. And it was not even close.

		“That’s right,” Herc said. “You’re turning into an Eden bimbo now. This is who you are. You’re just some hot slut who wants to fuck. You’re too dumb to think for yourself. You’re a bimbo who needs a man to think for you. And you’re happy for it. This is your perfect life. You welcome giving up your life as a thinking woman. You’d rather be a hot chick on her knees without a fucking thought in her head. Except thoughts about fucking.”

		Jewel knew she should have been mad. She was betraying everything she had believed. Education was supposed to be the route to success. But now Jewel was finding that belief changed. Who was she to be a teacher? She was not smart. Her thoughts did not matter. She was a bimbo now. She needed to look sexy and hot so she could fuck. There was not much more to it than that. Jewel had discovered a fork in the road that was her life and she was electing to take this new path, to be the bimbo, all so she could continue to feel the pleasure that was flowing through her body, emanating from her pussy. She was forever changed.

		“I’m gonna cum,” Herc roared.

		Jewel never would have imagined having sex outside like this. Someone could see them. But that did not matter anymore. It was not her place to choose the location. That was what the man was for. Her only job was to make sure she was ready when the time came. And was she ever ready.

		“Do it,” Jewel moaned as she felt him pass the point of no return. “Fill me up. Cum in my pussy.”

		And that was exactly what Herc did. As his balls emptied inside her, Jewel came too, her arms barely able to hold her up as orgasmic pleasure flowed through her body, stronger than anything she had ever felt before. Her vision turned white as all her senses narrowed to the simple delight of the cock cumming in her pussy.

		Jewel seemed to lose herself in the moment. Her memories short circuited, almost as if she blacked out for a moment. When she returned to her senses, she was sitting beside Herc. Her pants were still nowhere to be seen. Her top had been removed, leaving her naked. Herc sat beside her, idly playing with one of her nipples. She looked down, seeing her now large breasts. Jewel did not have it in her to stop him. Not that she wanted to. Herc could do anything he pleased with her body. He was a man, and a stud at that.

		“How long are you staying for?” Herc asked.

		“What?” Jewel said, her mind still not working at full speed. Not that full speed interested her anymore. Thinking in general seemed overrated.

		“How long until you leave the ranch?” Herc asked, rephrasing his original question.

		“Um, until Sunday,” Jewel answered. “Next Sunday.”

		“The full spring break vacation,” Herc said. “I like it. I’m only here for another couple days. That means we don’t have much time.”

		Herc handed Jewel an apple. She was not exactly hungry, but she could not turn down a gift from him. She took it and took a bite. She threw her head back, enjoying the wonderful flavors. These apples, whatever their name, were the best apples she had ever eaten. Deep down, she had pieced it all together. It was the apples that was doing this to her. They were responsible for turning her into a bimbo, or at least leading her down that path. But that only made Jewel want to eat them all the more. She wanted to be sexy. She wanted to cast off her worries and stress. She wanted to be a bimbo. Now that she had experienced this life, she could not give it up. The sex was simply too good.
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		Jewel was a happy bimbo by the time she left Eden Ranch. And she was definitely all bimbo now. Her body had been completely transformed, but her mind had changed too. She was no longer the teacher looking to spend a week away from the classroom. Teaching was beyond her now. Her only coherent thoughts involved looking as sexy as possible and finding men to throw herself at.

		It had been great spending her bimbofying days with Herc. He was a complete stud of a man and he kept her well fucked. He also had played a role in helping her find her new style. Jewel had no idea what she had been thinking in her old life. She honestly felt like an entirely different person than the one who showed up at the ranch that first night.

		Since she became a bimbo at Eden Ranch, she found herself, with Herc’s help, adopting a western theme to her style. But unlike Eve and the other bimbos on staff, Jewel did not go for the tied off top look. That was plenty sexy, but Jewel wanted to be different. Luckily, Herc had helped her find some nice tops, tank tops with a plunging neckline and an A-line hem that revealed her taut midriff. The tops with fringe along the hem were her favorite.

		Jewel’s choice of pants, shorts, or skirts followed most of the other bimbos on the ranch. Shorts were her favorite, cut so short that her pockets hung below the cuffs. Yes, it was a slutty look, but Jewel was not about subtlety. She was a bimbo first and then a slut. And the way she saw it, there was no use pretending to be anything else. There was no use hiding it either. Instead, she owned it, proudly. If someone called her a bimbo as an insult, she’d look that person in the eye and smile, because it was true.

		But after Herc left, Jewel found herself a happy bimbo, jumping around between cocks. The ranch hands, Sergio and Wolf, would have been fantastic fucks. She was sure of that. But it seemed the Eden Ranch staff were the monogamous types and they had all paired up. But Jewel was not ready to settle down yet. She had lived for too long as a boring woman. Now she was a bimbo. She was sexy and fun and she wanted to experience that kind of life to the fullest. Luckily, there were plenty of eligible men staying at the ranch to satisfy her needs. And after she got them to eat those blood red apples, they started to turn into the kinds of studs she needed to satisfy her, the kinds of men who would order her about and were strong enough to put her in her place when she acted out.

		But even that had to end. Jewel could not stay at Eden Ranch forever, as much as she would have loved to do so. She was only a guest and she would need to return to her old life. But her old life was no longer tenable. She was a bimbo now. She was neither smart enough, nor professional enough to be a teacher. But just because one door had closed to her did not mean others had not opened.

		Her first stop upon returning to the city was to visit her principal. He was middle aged and divorced, but still kept in good shape. He was on stud, but he had power. He had the power to help Jewel find her way in the world.

		“Jewel, is that you?” the man asked when she showed up unannounced on his doorstep.

		Jewel giggled in response. “Uh huh.”

		“What happened to you? Did you get surgery or something?”

		Jewel pulled her shoulders back, pushing out her now prodigious chest. He could not help but look down into her cleavage. That was kind of the idea. She liked it when men looked at her body. It gave her value.

		“I went on vacation like I planned, but I got turned into a bimbo and stuff.”

		“Um,” the principal said, unsure how to respond.

		But Jewel took the initiative. She pushed him gently inside, closing the door behind her. Then with her long-nailed fingers, she took hold of his head and pulled him toward her, kissing him. She was sure after tonight he would be able to find her teaching replacement. After that, she was less sure. However, Jewel was certain her new bimbo life would work out. Between her sexy body and her predisposition toward sex of any kind, she was sure she would land on her feet. And if she stumbled, she could always go to work at a breastaurant or as a bikini barista. She might not be very good at those jobs, but she could make up for it by looking hot. Life was so much easier that way. She just needed to trust her body and the men around her and she was certain everything would work out for the best. She was happy and healthy and she was loving being a bimbo.
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