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CHAPTER 1:

I was finishing my first year in college and trying to think of something fun to do over the summer while waiting for the next semester to begin when my high school buddy Al Svenson told me that he was spending the summer on his Uncle Bob’s farm and invited me to go along. Now getting up at the crack of dawn to do backbreaking labor didn’t sound like my ideal way to relax after a stressful school year but he assured me it would be more of a vacation than anything else. He said we could fish or swim or ride horses or just hang out playing video games and his Aunt Edna was supposed this great cook so we’d eat well. Ultimately the two biggest selling points were my desire to see Al again and the fact that it wouldn’t cost me anything as opposed to any other getaway I might have planned.

I figured I could go out there for a bit and see how I liked it. Al was planning to stay for the whole summer but it wasn’t my uncle’s farm and if the whole thing was a total burn I’d just have to come up with a polite excuse and head for home.

Having not really traveled very much it was interesting to get away from familiar territory and see the great American heartland. A lot of it looked like I pictured it but the closest town had a Starbucks and a McDonald’s and there was a Walmart not too far down the highway so it wasn’t all that different than any other town I thought.

When Al picked me up at the airport I was surprised by how much he had grown since I last saw him, or perhaps more by how much he had filled out. We had both been kind of skinny kids of average height when we met in junior high but Al had had grown taller than me by the end of high school and now he was a little taller yet and rather muscular. He still had his shaggy blonde hair and piercing blue eyes from his Scandinavian ancestry but now he looked sort of like a Viking or something.

I had never met Al’s Uncle Bob before but he was his dad’s brother and I could see the resemblance, although Uncle Bob had a little more weathered skin and dressed like a farmer whereas Al’s dad worked in a bank. Aunt Edna was a little younger looking than I would have expected and perhaps a little more attractive than I had imagined but she also dressed the part and had a very folksy and open personality. She insisted that I have something to eat right away and whipped up a totally kick ass meal in no time and I had to agree with Al that she was a fantastic cook.

Al and I were going to be staying in the same guest room, and yes sleeping in the same bed, but I didn’t think anything of that since we had slept in the same bed many times over the years at sleepovers as kids. We were not the only young people in the house as Bob and Edna had a daughter about our age, Al’s cousin Sandra.

When I got my first glimpse of Sandra I was kind of blown away. I thought she was one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen. She had dark hair like her mother and a surprisingly pale complexion for someone who lived on a farm I thought. There was something almost Goth about her but maybe she was just going through a phase or something and wore pale makeup.

“Does your cousin have a boyfriend?” I asked Al as casually as I could.

“Who knows?” he replied with a shrug. “She’s weird. You’re probably better off staying away from her as much as possible.”

It seemed like kind of a strange response to me but she was a family member to him so her beauty would be of no concern and being a girl they probably weren’t all that close. He had never even mentioned her to me before. Of course I wasn’t related to her so her beauty was pretty hard to get out of my head, especially since I knew she was sleeping in the next room.

I’m ashamed to admit that I was still a virgin, although I had come close a couple of times in college, and the thought of having a summer romance with my buddies hot cousin suddenly made this trip seem a whole lot more promising.


CHAPTER 2:

The first couple of days were pretty mellow but I did have to get up early if I wanted to eat breakfast, which seriously kicked ass so it was totally worth it, and if I really wanted to I could just go back to bed for a while. Al was expected to help out a little so I felt guilty about ditching him but it seemed to be more of a token thing anyway. They had plenty of help on the farm which seemed to employ a lot of strapping young men who looked quite healthy and vigorous.

Sandra seemed to spend a lot of time in her room, or just disappeared somewhere so I didn’t see nearly as much of her as I wanted to but the summer was young and I hoped for an opportunity. I certainly couldn’t take my eyes off of her anytime she was near but working up the courage to actually speak to her was another matter entirely.

One night, when Al was already asleep, I got up to use the bathroom and saw that the door was partially open so I assumed the room was unoccupied. As I got closer though I could hear the sound of running water and tiptoed the rest of the way to the door. Peeking in very carefully I saw Sandra, totally naked taking a shower. I suppose it’s kind of silly to mention that she was totally naked because who takes a shower with their clothes on but the nudity struck me more than the action that was causing it.

I knew it was totally wrong to look and turned to go back to my room but I couldn’t help myself. She was gorgeous and watching the jets of water cascading over her perfect breasts was better than any pornography. Without thinking I started rubbing my crotch. I was only wearing boxers and a t-shirt so I could feel my hard dick quite easily through the thin material.

“Well don’t just stand there you pervert, get in here if you want to watch so bad,” said Sandra, totally causing my heart to stop for a moment. “And lock the door behind you.”

I was so ashamed but also so aroused that I just wandered into the bathroom like a sleepwalker. I closed the door and locked it as she had instructed and then just stood there trying not to stare at her totally rocking body.

“So you like to watch, huh. Is that your thing? Peeping into bedroom windows while you jack off or something?” said Sandra.

“No, I wasn’t, I mean I didn’t mean to, I mean…”

“Relax I’m just fucking with you,” said Sandra with a laugh. “Why do you think I left the door open?”

“You wanted me to see you?” I asked in amazement.

“I wanted to see what you would do. From the way you stare at me all the time I figured you wanted a glimpse,” said Sandra.

“Am I that obvious?”

“Yeah, pretty much. But that’s cool. It’s kind of cute really. You want to shower with me?”

“Ah...sure,” I managed to stammer.

“Okay, but I’ll have to turn you into a girl first,” Sandra said casually.

“What do you mean? Like put a wig on me or something?” I asked.

“No like put a spell on you,” she replied.

“You can’t be serious,” I said with a laugh.

“It’s your choice pal but you’re not getting in this shower without tits and a pussy,” she said with a shrug.

“Yeah, okay then make me a girl,” I said calling her bluff.

I saw her lips moving but couldn’t hear what she was saying and then suddenly I felt lightheaded for a moment before I realized that the impossible had happened. I was indeed a girl. My boobs were straining at the top of my shirt and my cock and balls were completely gone. I stared into the mirror and couldn’t believe my own reflection. I was truly a girl, and a pretty cute one at that, not that I was particularly thinking about that at the moment.

“How the fuck did you do that?” I squeaked in my strange new voice. “Is it some kind of witchcraft?”

“Well I call it bitchcraft but it’s basically just straight ahead magic shit,” Sandra replied.

“But that’s impossible,” I said.

“Obviously not dummy since you’re standing there with hooters under your shirt. Now strip bitch if you want to shower before all the hot water runs out.”

I took off my clothes and looked at myself in the mirror again. I looked good. Really good.

“So vain. I thought it was my body you wanted to look at it,” said Sandra impatiently.

“Sorry, it’s just kind of a shock,” I said as I stepped into the shower with her.

We were facing each other and close enough that our boobs were touching, which I found incredibly arousing. Sandra took a sponge and started running it slowly all over my soft wet skin. Then she suddenly dropped the sponge and started kissing me,

“You’re a pretty little thing I must say,” Sandra commented between kisses.

“So are you,” I replied.

“You like having those perky boobs don’t you?” said Sandra as she squeezed my breasts.

“It’s certainly different.”

“Do you ever dress like a girl?” Sandra suddenly asked.

“What do you mean?”

“You know, put on a dress or maybe some sexy lingerie. Get a bra and stuff it with something to make it feel more like real boobs.”

“No, why would you ask something like that.”

“I don’t know, you seem kind of queer to me. And let’s be honest, most guys wouldn’t agree to be turned into a girl that easily just to get in the shower with me. A real man would have just taken off his clothes and hopped in.”

“I couldn’t do that,” I said.

“Right, because you’re not a real man. But that’s okay sweetie I swing both ways and I like you better this way. I’ll bet you like yourself better this way too,” said Sandra as she kissed me again and started feeling me up.

I was a little disturbed by the way the conversation had headed but I was fooling around with a hot girl in a shower so I wasn’t going to complain too much. Granted it wasn’t quite the way I had imagined it in my mind but I was still kissing her and touching her and she was making me feel really good.

“What shall we call you...hmm...Katie I think. You look like a Katie to me for some reason,” Sandra announced.

“Okay,” I said meekly as my body started to do weird and wonderful things.

I was getting tingly all over and feeling warmth inside my body as well as outside. I started making little gulps of air and my heart began to speed up.

“Oh, yeah...baby likes getting her pussy played with don’t you?” said Sandra.

“Uh huh,” I gulped in response.

“Such a sweet innocent face...but the body doesn’t lie. There’s a dirty little slut in you just waiting to be unleashed. Dirty...little...slut.”

The dirty talk was just too much for me on top of everything else and I suddenly felt a jolt in my stomach and then the most amazing sense of pleasure I had ever known. Sandra was rubbing me harder and faster and I grabbed her head and rammed my tongue into her mouth. If this was just a crazy dream I hoped it would last a little longer because I had never experienced anything so intensely wonderful in my life.

“First girly orgasm, good for you baby,” said Sandra. “The first of many I’m sure this summer. Now let’s get you back in your sissy boy body and to bed with you. I’ll let you know when Katie can come out and play again.”


CHAPTER 3:

I was back to being myself as quickly as I had departed and I just quietly put my underwear back on and returned to the guest room. Al was still sound asleep and I didn’t disturb him as I got under the covers, which was a relief because I didn’t want him to know how long I was gone and start asking questions.

I probably should have been more freaked out about the fact that Al’s cousin was a witch but I was still tripping pretty hard on what had just happened to me. On the one hand it kind of sucked that the girl of my dreams thought I was queer. On the other hand I got to fool around with the girl of my dreams in the shower and it sounded like there would be more opportunities to follow.

Yes I had agreed to change bodies rather quickly but that was because I didn’t think there was any way it could possibly actually happen. Like I said before Sandra had kind of a Goth vibe to her so I thought she was just kind of playing a part or something. I wondered what other kind of powers she had. Had she used some kind of witchcraft, or bitchcraft, to know that I was spying on her? Could she possibly read my mind? That was a scary thought.

Well whatever happened it certainly didn’t look like my summer was going to be boring.


CHAPTER 4:

Al showed me how to drive a tractor the next day, and that was kind of fun, and later we went swimming. They had this big ass pond on their property that looked more like a lake to me but whatever you called it the cool water felt good since it was a hot day. There place was so big that you got around it either by riding horses or on this golf cart kind of thing, which we took to the pond, which was also kind of fun to drive.

When Al explained that they usually just skinny dipped as he took off his clothes I wondered if Sandra did that too. I had caught a few glimpses of Al changing clothes in the bedroom but this was the first time I had seen his totally naked body so clearly on display in the light of day and it was hard not to be impressed by the transformation. He wasn’t just bigger than before he was totally jacked. I already knew that he had a bigger dick than me because I had lost that bet a long time ago but at least we were much more evenly matched in most things. Now I knew he’d totally kick my ass in any physical contest so I didn’t suggest racing like I might have done a couple of years earlier.

I felt a little envious of his manly physique but it was what it was. I’m sure he worked out but a lot of it had to be his Nordic DNA or whatever. Plus I wasn’t much of a gym rat so I couldn’t imagine devoting the time to try and develop muscles like that. I was more interested in developing my mind in college.

Sandra didn’t turn up for meals very often, which seemed kind of odd since it was her house and we were just visiting, but she was at dinner that night. I tried not to look at her too much but knowing what I knew about what she had on under her dress made it very difficult to act casual.

“So Brett, what are you studying in college?” asked Uncle Bob.

“Well I’m just working on a lot of basic stuff that I have to get out of the way. I haven’t actually declared my major yet,” I replied.

“Probably doesn’t matter because robots are going to take over all the jobs anyway,” Bob groused.

“Now you know that’s not likely to happen, at least not anytime soon,” Aunt Edna scolded. “You’ve been talking about robots for twenty years.”

“Yeah, dad, give it a rest,” said Sandra. “There are some things a robot will never do as well as a human. Don’t you agree...Brett?”

She locked her gaze on mine and I was glad I was sitting down because my legs felt like they were made of butter or something. She had a wicked little grin and I could tell that she could tell how nervous she was making me.

“Yes, absolutely I agree,” I said before breaking her gaze and pretending to be doing something with something on my plate.

Would she ever “out” me I wondered. She obviously got a kick out of messing with with my head. I was so weak, really. I would have done anything she wanted I think. Then I worried about her potential mind reading skills and tried to concentrate on a piece of corn bread.

Later that evening she ambushed me in the hallway and pulled me into her room. I had no idea what she was going to do but I was ready for just about anything.

“You’d like to see me naked again I suppose,” she said.

“That would be nice,” I replied.

“Well I know you like to watch so I was thinking of letting you watch me get fucked,” said Sandra.

“Wouldn’t that be kind of awkward?” I said.

“Well you wouldn’t be right there in the room...exactly. You’d be in that closet watching on a monitor. I’ve got a couple of cameras hidden in here and they can Wi-Fi to a tablet. You’ll get a pretty good show from different angles and of course you’ll probably hear what’s going on too,” said Sandra. “Of course you’ll have to be a girl again.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I’m not going to let some boy hang out in my closet while I’m having sex.”

“Why not?”

“Because maybe I’ll want to have a little fun with you afterwards,” she said with a wink. “Like I said I swing both ways.”

Forgive me dear reader for being such a weak man but the thought of seeing Sandra getting laid was pretty exciting and the thought that I might get to fool around with her again was even more exciting so I agreed to her devious plan. Plus she was a witch and for all I knew if I didn’t do what she wanted she might do something terrible to me.

It was arranged for a Friday night. Al was going to go into town and check out the dating scene while I begged off with some excuse about being too tired or having a headache or something. Sandra was going to hook up with one of the farm hands and I would be stationed in the closet, which at least was fairly spacious so I wasn’t totally cramped.

She made me get naked before turning me into Katie again and kissed me a few times before sending me off to my hiding place. I was hopeful that my nudity implied that she wanted my hot female body again so I tried not to dwell on the fact that I was sitting with no clothes on in some girl’s closet waiting to watch her fuck on a Kindle Fire.

When her partner Jarrod arrived I recognized him from seeing him around the farm. He was ruggedly handsome and really well-built but you could say that about most of the farm employees. I had my choice of three cameras and I could watch them all at the same time or touch one of them and have it fill the screen. I thought it was kind of weird that she had her bedroom set up with all of those cameras but what about this situation wasn’t weird?

Jarrod looked really good naked and his body kind of reminded me of Al’s at the pond but I tried not to focus on that. I was there to watch Sandra and she didn’t disappoint. There was a lot of sexy foreplay and then she climbed on top of his rather big cock and started riding him. She also seemed to look straight into the camera sometimes which made me know she was thinking of me and showing off. That got me even more horny than I already was and without really thinking I started playing with my pussy.

Hearing Sandra’s moans of pleasure just made things all the more erotic. After a while I set the tablet down so that I could pinch my nipples while I fingered myself. I knew I had to remain silent, which was getting increasingly difficult as I got more and more turned on. Then suddenly the closet door flew open.


CHAPTER 5:

“I knew I’d catch you with your fingers up your snatch you little perv,” Sandra said with a laugh. “Now get out here and meet Jarrod. It’s time for you to come out of the closet...in more ways than one.”

Sheepishly I stood up and walked out of the closet. Jarrod was lying on the bed with his big erection sticking up in the air and Sandra was looking at me with a crooked grin.

“Such a dirty little girl. Did it make you hot watching me getting fucked by that big stud?” she asked.

I just nodded my head yes.

“Well I’m not greedy honey. I’m willing to share. Oh, this is Jarrod by the way. Jarrod, this is Katie. Isn’t she just darling?” said Sandra.

“Fuckin’ A!” Jarrod replied.

“Now why don’t we all get on the bed and get better acquainted?” said Sandra.

What was I going to do? Where could I go like I was? I needed Sandra to turn me back into a man, which she seemed in no hurry to do. I suppose if I’m being totally honest I wasn’t in any real hurry either. I was incredibly horny from watching them and from masturbating and now there were these two gorgeous naked people who wanted to be in bed with me so I just got on the bed.

Sandra got on the other side of Jarrod so that he was in the middle and then the round robin kissing started. Sandra would kiss Jarrod and then Jarrod would kiss me and then we went back and forth like that for a while before Sandra leaned over Jarrod to kiss me and now we had another variable at play. While we were doing that our hands got busy and sometimes it was Jarrod squeezing my boobs and sometimes it was Sandra and it all sort of blended together after a while.

The moment that definitely stood out in my mind was when Sandra put my hand on Jarrod’s cock. I had tried to avoid touching it but now that it was in my grasp I started stroking him.

“Good girl,” said Sandra. “You know what to do with a cock.”

Sandra came around and pressed herself quite close behind me. Then she reached around and began to fondle my breasts and made little circles around my nipples with her fingers.

“It feels good to be free at last doesn’t it honey?” she whispered in my ear. “You love having that nice big cock in your hands. What could be better than that? Oh! I know. Having that nice big cock in your mouth. Doesn’t that sound yummy?”

Jarrod stopped kissing me and folded his arms behind his head. He looked very comfortable. Sandra put her hand on my head and slowly pushed it towards Jarrod’s dick, all the while whispering naughty things to me, until my lips were just touching the tip of his cock. Then she just held my head there for a little while until I stuck out my tongue and gave him a lick before opening my mouth and going down on his throbbing manhood.

Once I started sucking I just kind of went for it I guess. I mean the most difficult part was convincing myself that it was okay to put his penis in my mouth so once I was past that there was no reason not to try and enjoy the experience.

I glanced up at Jarrod and saw that he was kissing Sandra but a little later Sandra was taking his cock from me and putting it in her own mouth. Then we went back and forth, like we had done with his lips at the start, until Sandra rolled me over on my back, pushed my legs up in the air, and started to lick my cunt. I was so wet and so horny I was practically delirious and I barely noticed when she stop eating me out and Jarrod climbed between my legs and stuck his cock into my pussy.

“Oh my God!” I squealed in panic. “You’re too big! So big...so big and hard...so hard...oh fuck yessssssssssssssssss!”

Sandra appeared next to me and started sucking on my nipples and I felt like I might pass out or something. What human body could handle this kind of sustained euphoria? When I masturbated as a man it was quick and done. It felt good but it was just really intense for only the few moments that I was actually ejaculating. This was like little ejaculations going off all over my body almost all the time.

“Oh my God...oh my God that’s so...oh fuck...fuck me baby...fuck me hard!” I moaned heavily.

“You’re so queer,” Sandra whispered, “but that’s what I like about you baby. You can’t admit it but your body can’t deny it. Just think about all the cock you can have now. All those hard bodied studs out there on the farm who would line up for a chance to get in your tight little  box. Every time you look at a man now your eyes are going to go straight to the bulge in his crotch and you’re going to wonder what kind of meat he’s packing down there. And just so you know I can tell you from experience that they’re all packing plenty.”

I couldn’t handle it. I thought I was going to scream. I knew I had already cum but suddenly I felt like I was about to cum even harder. I looked up at Sandra with a look of confusion and helplessness but she just kissed me as the next orgasm began to rip through my body.

I am such a little queer I thought, but that’s okay because I’m getting laid and that was my big goal for the summer. And I’m having sex with a girl that I feared was way out of my league. And sure I had to become a girl to do it, and sure I had to suck cock and let a man fuck me, but that didn’t keep it from being awesome. If anything it probably made it better.

“Isn’t she just amazing Jarrod?” said Sandra.

“Fuckin A!” he replied.

That seemed to be about the extent of his vocabulary, at least in bed, but that was fine. He was there for his dick not his conversation and Sandra could definitely talk up a storm all by herself.

When Jarrod was getting ready to finish Sandra had him pull out of me and we pressed out heads together and opened our mouths. Jarrod jerked his pole for a short time and then suddenly hot white fluid began to fly out of the end of his prick. Some went in my mouth and some on my face and it looked like the same could be said for Sandra. It was probably a good thing that our heads were in the way because his cum came out so hard I think it would have hit the wall without a barrier to stop it.

Sandra and I kissed again, which was kind of weird with cum in our mouths, but that just seemed to make it all the hotter. After both taking a turn sucking his slippery dick Jarrod was thanked and dismissed. It seemed a little abrupt but it wasn’t like we were all going to cuddle up for the night together.

Then Sandra and I jumped in the shower for a little cleansing and touching and rubbing but I really had to get back to normal before Al got home.

“We’re going to have so much fun this summer. I’m going to make you a girl as often as I can and you’re going to get so much cock it’ll make your head spin. What do you think of that baby?” asked Sandra.

“Fuckin’ A!” I replied.


CHAPTER 6:

Fuckin A indeed. What the hell had I gotten myself into? And perhaps even more importantly why was I feeling so good about it? Was I just so desperate for sex that I’d abandon my manhood that easily for a chance at a little carnal pleasure? It certainly seemed that way.

I wondered who Jarrod thought I was. I mean Sandra had obviously told him that there was a naked girl in her closet watching them fuck on hidden cameras but who did she tell him I was? Did she say I was a friend of hers or did she tell them that she had changed Al’s guest into a woman? God, if she told him that would mean that Jarrod would know that he had fucked me. How could I even look at the man? It would be so uncomfortable to bump into him out on the farm. And it would probably be uncomfortable for him too since it would remind him that he had put his dick into someone who was really a man.

Calm down I told myself. It was unlikely he knew because that would mean that he would have to know that Sandra was a witch and I doubted that she made that common knowledge. And even if he did know he would have no way of knowing whether I had volunteered to become female or whether Sandra had just cast a spell on me without my consent. Of course Jarrod was hotter than hell but he didn’t seem like a deep thinker so maybe he didn’t question my identity at all. If a naked girl pops out of the closet and starts sucking your cock you might not stop to question the logic.

“So how did it go?” I asked Al when he returned from town that night.

“It was pretty dead,” he replied as he started getting ready for bed. “I ended up just shooting some pool and having a couple of beers.”

When Al took off his shirt I absentmindedly found myself comparing his body to Jarrod’s. Jarrod probably had bigger arms but Al’s abs definitely had more definition I noted. Of course Al was probably five or six years younger than Jarrod so who was to say where their bodies would be at the same age?

It felt a little funny this time when Al pulled back the covers and got in bed with me. Obviously I wasn’t still a girl but I had been just a couple of hours earlier and that memory was still fresh in my mind. I thought I could even still taste Jarrod’s spunk on my tongue but that might have been my imagination.

I couldn’t even begin to imagine what Al would think if he knew what I had done. He’d probably go sleep on the couch if he didn’t just kick me out completely. I was pretty sure he wouldn’t be comfortable sleeping with some queer right next to him. He certainly knew that I didn’t have much luck with women but he also knew that it wasn’t from a lack of trying. I think he’d be pretty shocked to discover that I had not only allowed myself to be turned into a girl but I had enjoyed having sex with a man as well.

Fortunately there was no reason for him to ever know any of that, and if I had any sense at all I’d pack up and go home before things got any worse. But go home and do what? I had been trying to think of something interesting to do with my summer and now I had found it. Sneaking around with a secret female identity and having lots of sex with both men and women seemed a lot more interesting than just binge watching some old TV or something.

I mean how gay could I be? The only reason I allowed myself to be turned into a girl was because it gave me the chance to take a shower with a girl I was really attracted to. The stuff with Jarrod had been pushed on me totally by surprise. It wasn’t my fault that it felt good. I was in a woman’s body and presumably women were supposed to feel good when a man had sex with them. Sandra liked to tease me about being queer or a sissy or whatever but I’d never thought of myself that way. She was just a weird chick with a perverse sense of humor...and a witch to boot.

Sure I got kind of excited about Sandra talking about all the sexy fun we were going to have and cock this and cock that but I just found it exciting to hear a hot girl talking about cock. I don’t know how much I could have done differently to change the outcome of anything so far. And at the end of the day this was all just a relatively harmless short-term adventure. Home and school and life with a penis were waiting for me at the end of summer. No matter what happened over the next couple of months nothing was going to change that.


CHAPTER 7:

“Don’t you look just adorable,” Sandra gushed.

She was putting the finishing touches on an outfit she was making me wear and seemed very pleased by her handiwork. I had on a checkered top that was tied off just under my boobs and only fastened by like two buttons. I had no bra on underneath so it felt like my tits my tumble out at any moment. On the bottom I had some ridiculously short cutoff jeans that totally crawled up my butt and again I was sans underwear. The whole thing was topped off with a cowboy hat that made my attire look pretty much like someone’s sexy farm girl Halloween costume.

“It’s cute, but it’s pretty revealing,” I pointed out.

“Of course it’s revealing. That’s the whole point of dressing like a slut. You want to show as much as you can get away with because it drives men totally bonkers,” said Sandra.

I had gotten a note from Sandra earlier in the day telling me to slip out of bed and meet me in her room at midnight. I tried not to put too much emphasis on the midnight part but since she was a witch it did make me a little nervous. Naturally I went because I was hoping that we were going to fool around again but instead I discovered that she had set up a rendezvous for me in the barn with another farmhand. What could I say? She had already turned me into a girl before she sprang that news on me so I pretty much had to go along with her scheme.

“Why are we doing it in the barn?” I asked.

“I can’t have employees clomping around the house all the time sneaking in and out of my room,” she explained. “Besides it’ll be fun. You’re on a farm. You’re dressed like a farm girl. You’re going to get boned by a farmhand. Try to get in the mood of the thing.”

“Are we going to do anything later?” I asked hopefully.

“I don’t know, maybe, we’ll see. You do make a pretty sweet little lesbian lover but tonight is all about you getting some big fat cock. You want some big fat cock don’t you?” asked Sandra.

“It was pretty fun the other night,” I admitted.

“Of course it was. And this will be twice as much fun, I promise you.”

There had been jokes for years about people having sex with a promiscuous farmer’s daughter, and I certainly looked the part, but the ironic thing was that Sandra literally was a farmer’s daughter and I couldn’t imagine her dressing like this in a million years.

Once I was deemed ready we went very quietly downstairs and out the backdoor. Sandra had a golf cart waiting for us and she drove me over to the barn. I have to admit that I was getting pretty excited as we got closer to the barn. My outfit was kind of silly but it did make me feel very sexy and having discovered how awesome sex could be I was anxious to give it another try.

“Okay bitch hop to it. The boys are waiting for you,” said Sandra once we had arrived.

“Boys? Like plural?” I asked.

“I told you already that you were going to have twice as much fun,” said Sandra.

“I thought you meant that as a figure of speech,” I said.

“It is a figure of speech but in this case it’s literally true as well.”

“What am I supposed to do with two men?” I asked.

“Oh, honey...you don’t have to worry about that. They’ll know exactly what to do with you. You’re just there to enjoy having them do it,” said Sandra. “Now the redhead is Hank and the one with the mustache is Freddy.”

“Why are you doing this to me?”

“I’m not doing anything to you darling, I’m doing it for you. I hoped you would appreciate that. But if you feel that I’m forcing you to do something against your will I’ll turn you back into a guy right now and you can go back to your room and listen to cousin Al snore all night.”

“He doesn’t snore,” I protested.

“That was just a figure of speech,” said Sandra a little dryly. “Now do you want two big studs to double team you or not?”

“I guess I do,” I said a but sadly.

“Then get in there girl and strut your stuff.”

I got out of the golf cart, tried to make sure my boobs were as tucked in as I could get them for some reason, and walked into the barn where I did indeed find two big studs waiting for me.

“Hey,” I said with a little wave.

“Hey,” they both replied almost in unison.

“So I guess you guys know why I’m here,” I said.

They both grinned at me and came over to where I was standing. Hank untied my top and started groping my tits while Freddy stood behind me grabbing my butt cheeks and kissing my neck. There really wasn’t much more foreplay than that as they soon pushed me to my knees and stood in front of me with their large dicks hanging out. I could understand why you would hire a lot of strong young men to work on your farm but I wondered why they all seemed to be so well-hung. Not that I was complaining. If you’re going to have a cock inside you it might as well be a big one I figured.

Obviously in the position we were all in I was expected to give them head but I couldn’t very well fit two of those monsters in my mouth at the same time so I had to pick one to start with and work my way back and forth. I chose to blow Freddy first, for no special reason that I could think of because they both looked very impressive to me, but you’ve got to start somewhere I guess.

Having done this before I had a bit more confidence this time and I think it showed in my work. Instead of just methodically slurping away I tried to be a little more creative, licking some, and stroking some, before going back to sucking. It actually made it more interesting for me and I hoped that it would make it more enjoyable for them.

As far as taste went I couldn’t really detect a significant difference between Hank or Freddy or from Jarrod to either of them so I figured that most men must just be cock flavored. That was fine because it was pleasant and earthy and masculine and I was able to give equal attention to both men without flavor bias.

After a while the boys took me over to a ladder and helped me climb up to a little platform area where they had put some blankets down on top of a bed of hay. When they started to get undressed I did the same, which wasn’t too difficult since my top was already unfastened and I had nothing on under my shorts.

When I saw the two of them standing there naked I must admit that I thought it was a very beautiful sight. Not beautiful in the same way that Sandra was beautiful, or that I was for that matter, but just incredibly attractive personifications of masculine energy and strength. Girls were so much prettier but a man could really be gorgeous in his own way.

Freddy flopped down on the blanket and pulled me down with him and Hank quickly joined the group. Then we had a very different kind of three-way than the one I’d had with Jarrod and Sandra because the guys were very careful not to touch each other any more than absolutely necessary. That was kind of fun because it made me the center of all their attention and I wasn’t used to that.

Strong callused hands explored every inch of my body. I even had a finger poke up into my asshole, which startled me but wasn’t at all unpleasant. I felt both like a queen being pampered by her servants and also like a piece of meat being pawed at by wild animals. I can’t really explain how those two things existed in my head at the same time but they did.

When Hank rolled me over and put me on all fours I knew the time for fucking had finally arrived and I was more than ready for it. Hank took a firm grip of my hips and pressed his cock deep inside me. Freddy watched for a few moments and then went to stand in front of me. Since his dick was so close to my face the message was again clear what I was expected to do so I started sucking.

I had gone from a shy virgin to an adventurous little cock craving slut in virtually no time at all. I don’t think that anyone watching me getting stuffed by two huge pricks at the same time would ever guess at my lack of experience...let alone my true gender. But what was my “true” gender anyway? When I was Brett Carpenter I was a man, but right now I was some woman called Katie. But I was only a girl called Katie because that was what Sandra had turned me into using magic. It was only logical that Katie would think, act and feel like a girl would. If she had turned me into a frog I’d probably be acting like a frog right now. That wouldn’t mean that Brett Carpenter had some secret desire to be a frog it would just mean that he had run across a really messed up witch.

Now I have nothing against frogs and have no idea what kind of idyllic life they might lead sitting around on lily pads and eating insects or whatever they do but I think I probably preferred being a horny bitch getting serviced by two incredibly hot men at the same time.

We went for a long time. Whenever I thought one of them might be getting ready to finish they seemed to kick into another gear. At one point they even changed places and went right on drilling me like they could go all night.

Eventually Hank started to grunt and I felt the first drops of his semen leaking onto my tongue. A moment or two later he was groaning pretty loudly and putting a serious amount of cum down my throat. I had sampled Jarrod’s jizz but this was my first full load and fortunately it wasn’t too sticky to get down without gagging.

Then it was up to Freddy to bring our party to a close but he didn’t seem in any hurry to do so. Not that he wasn’t hammering my snatch like a maniac but he just had crazy stamina or took some really powerful erection pills.

Finally he let me have it and I would love to have seen him busting his nut into a glass because I think he would have filled it up and had it overflowing but I was happy enough letting him fill my pussy.

Hank gave me a playful slap on the rump as he pulled out and that was basically that. We all got dressed and exchanged a couple of pleasantries and then I headed out the door and jumped into the waiting golf cart.

“Aren’t you going to ask how it went?” I asked after we had driven along in silence for a few minutes.

“Oh I know how it went darling, I watched the whole thing. It was very entertaining,” said Sandra.

“Yes it was...thank you for that,” I said.

“Well...somebody’s finally being honest with herself,” said Sandra.

“Yeah I think maybe you’re right.”


CHAPTER 8:

I just decided to stop fighting the obvious. I liked it when Sandra turned me into Katie and there was no point in trying to deny it. Who was I trying to impress anyway? The only real problem was the fear of getting caught and the fact that Sandra wanted to hang out with me more but the only reason I had even come there was to hang out with Al. I found myself blowing him off sometimes when he wanted to go do something and then I would rush over to Sandra’s room and we’d make out or she’d have me try on a bunch of clothes or teach me how to apply makeup or something. And of course she hooked me up with the guys on the farm, usually in the middle of the night.

Then one evening after I had spent some quality girl time with her while Al was back in town hoping to get lucky again I was expecting to be turned back into my male self but Sandra gave me a weird look.

“Come on, change me back. I need to get to my room before Al comes home,” I said.

“You know what I was thinking? I was thinking that it would be totally amusing for Al to walk in and find you naked in his bed,” said Sandra.

“That doesn’t sound amusing that sounds horrifying,” I said.

We kind of went around in circles a bit before she reluctantly turned me male again and I got the hell out of there before she changed her mind. I got into my boxers and t-shirt and climbed in bed and a few minutes later I could hear Al coming into the house. Then right before he opened the bedroom door I felt a now familiar sensation and realized that Sandra had turned me into Katie without even being in the room.

I panicked and looked for a way to escape but I couldn’t think of one so I dove under the covers just as Al walked in. I had my back turned to the door and the covers pulled up about as far as I could get them and pretended to be asleep. It was pretty dark in the room and Al didn’t turn the lights on so I prayed that he would just go to sleep fast so that I could slip away and get Sandra to stop screwing around.

Everything was going okay until Al was under the covers. Suddenly I felt a strong tug on my concealment which caused me to roll over and face him, now partly exposed.

“Hey, stop hogging all the blankets...what the fuck?”

I sat up and covered my breasts with my hands, even though they were covered already by my t-shirt. I tried to scrunch myself into a little ball and wished that I could disappear.

“Who the hell are you and how the hell did you get in here?” asked Al.

“Ah...I guess I wandered into the wrong room,” I said weakly.

“What? What are you talking about?”

“It’s kind of a long story and you probably don’t want to hear it so please just let me go and try to forget this ever happened,” I suggested.

“Brett is that you? It is you isn’t it?”

“Nope, my name is Katie, so I think I should probably just run along now and…”

“Oh holy shit! This is Sandra’s doing isn’t it?” said Al. “She thought it would be hilarious to turn you into a hot chick and get my hopes up just to dash them.”

“You know about her...abilities?” I asked.

“Hell yeah. Hard to have a cousin who’s a witch and not know about it,” said Al.

“So does that mean that you…”

“No, it’s all on her mother’s side of the family. Her mother is a witch too. This is so like her. I’m going to go have it out with her right now,” said Al as he threw the covers back and sat up.

“No, please don’t do that. I don’t think she meant any harm she’s just got a weird sense of humor,” I said.

“You don’t mind that she turned you into a girl?”

“It’s not exactly the first time. She’s been doing it pretty much since I got here,” I admitted.

“Why?”

“She sort of caught me watching her in the shower and it just sort of took on a life of its own I guess. We’re actually pretty good friends now.”

“So you were in on this?” said Al.

“No, not at all. She said it would be funny and I said it would be awful and I thought I was safe when I got back into the room but then she changed me anyway just before you came through the door,” I explained.

“Yeah I could see that as her idea of funny. She’s knows I’m out trying to meet girls and she knows what a hick town this is and that I’d come home all frustrated and think my luck had changed before she pulled the rug out from under me. Some big joke,” said Al.

“Well maybe your luck has changed. I don’t want you to be frustrated,” I said.

“What are you saying?”

“Well...I’ve done it before. I’m not a virgin anymore.”

“You’ve had sex with a guy?”

“Yeah...sort of.”

“How do you sort of have sex?” asked Al.

“Okay yes I’ve had sex with a guy. And I...I liked it.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, I know. So did you mean it when you said I was hot?” I asked.

“Sure, of course, but I didn’t know it was you,” said Al.

“Now that you know do you still think I’m hot?”

“Yeah, obviously. You’re really hot.”

“I think you’re pretty hot too,” I said. “So if you want to, you know, do something…”

“And this isn’t just part of the joke? You’re not just setting me up?” Al asked suspiciously.

“I’d never do anything like that to do,” I insisted.

“And you really don’t mind if we do it?”

“No, I don’t mind. I think it might actually be kind of cool if you made love to me,” I said.

“And you’re not doing it because you feel sorry for me. I don’t want a charity fuck.”

“It’s not a charity fuck,” I said as I pulled off my shirt cross hand as Sandra had taught me. “I really want you inside me.”


CHAPTER 9:

Al took his shirt off right after I removed mine and we got closer in bed together. Soon we were kissing and it felt incredibly natural to be doing so. Since I had started screwing other men I had been wondering what it would be like to have sex with Al and now it was actually happening. I felt his strong arms embracing me and I thrilled to his touch. It was nice not being jealous of his body or feeling somewhat inferior. I could just enjoy his masculinity and offer him my soft feminine body with no shame.

“So who was it?” Al asked as he caressed my bosom.

“Who was what?” I sighed.

“Who did you do it with?”

“Oh...just someone Sandra hooked me up with.”

“Someone from here? One of the farmhands?”

“Ah, yeah I guess so.”

“Which one?”

“Do you really want to get into that?” I said as I reached down and put my hands in his shorts. “Wouldn’t you rather think about doing it with me?”

“Oh fuck yes!” he replied.

I felt like I really was turning into a girl. You want to get out of a tricky conversation just grab a man’s cock. Men are so easily distracted that way.

“God, you’re all so big,” I commented as I stroked his hard on before realizing that I had just opened the can of worms again.

“What do you mean all?” asked Al.

“I mean you’re all big now. You’re tall and jacked and you’ve even got a big cock,” I said.

“That doesn’t scare you does it?”

“No, I’ll try to manage it.”

We both took our pants off at about the same time and Al spread my legs open and began to rub my pussy.

“That feels nice,” I moaned.

“Let’s see how you like this,” said Al as his head suddenly disappeared between my legs.

It kind of surprised me that the first thing he wanted to do was lick my pussy but it was a very pleasant surprise. Sandra had licked my pussy and she seemed really good at it but Al was no slouch in the cunnilingus department either. Maybe it just ran in the family or something.

“Oh...oh...you’re really good at this,” I said. “You’re making me so wet.”

That seemed to inspire him and he increased his efforts even more which got a great response from me as he was starting to zone in on my clit.

“Oh baby...I am so ready for you to fuck me,” I said.

I guess he was ready for that too because he stopped licking my gash and got ready to put his cock inside me. I knew it was an incredibly strange thing for us to be doing but when I looked at him preparing to penetrate me it all seemed so natural. We were just a man and a woman who had a mutual attraction who were sharing an intimate moment. The fact that we were friends made it kind of sweet. It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to bond in a way that we never would do as two men.

He started out very slowly, giving me the whole length of his pole and letting it sit there for a moment before pulling it back up again. I don’t know whether he was trying to be gentle because he thought I would be intimidated by his size or he was just warming me up but either way it felt amazing.

One thing about the slow fuck is that you do really get to appreciate the size. It seems to take forever for that thing to make its round trip. When things are in a frenzy it’s all just about the friction and a guy might only be giving you a few inches because he’s moving so fast. That was great too but if a guy’s got the length why not show it off a little?

“I’ll say this for my cousin, she certainly did a great job in turning you into a girl. You’re one of the hottest girls I’ve ever seen,” said Al.

“One of?” I teased.

“Well I didn’t want you to get too smug,” Al joked in return.

“Well I already know you’re smug so I guess there’s no harm in telling you that I think you’re gorgeous,” I said. “God, how did you ever get to be so muscular?”

“Just kind of happened I guess.”

“I’m glad it did.”

Al fucked me for a good long time. He mixed up the tempo and moved my legs around into different positions and really demonstrated that he knew what he was doing which impressed me. Neither one of us were exactly chick magnets a few years ago but Al had obviously had a lot more success now that he was this ripped Scandinavian god. All the guys who had fucked me so far were hunky dudes with big peckers, and most of them had prodigious stamina, but Al had all of that plus some mad skills between the sheets and I felt like a very lucky girl to be given this demonstration of his prowess.

In the end we were both madly bucking and jerking as hard as we could, as so often happens it seems, but when Al started to cum I almost felt sad. I had absolutely loved being locked together in such deep passion and I didn’t want it to end.

“I guess you’ll be wanting to go get my cousin to change you back now,” said Al.

“I’m in no hurry. I kind of want to just cuddle up with you for a while if that’s okay with you,” I said.

“That’s more than okay,” he said with a grin.

We kissed a little bit and then I snuggled up next to him and put my head against his firm chest. I felt so warm and safe and content. Usually when the sex ended there was kind of an awkward moment before getting dressed and getting the hell out of there so it was nice just to bask in the afterglow for a change.

“You know it’s pretty late. She’s probably already gone to sleep. I could just stay this way the rest of the night if you didn’t mind,” I said hopefully.

“Baby you can stay this way for the rest of your life and I won’t mind.”


CHAPTER 10:

I didn’t want this situation with Al to be a big thing but on the other hand I kind of did want it to be a big thing. It was foolish to act like this had any future since we both knew that I’d be turning back into a man at the end of the summer but that night as I drifted off to sleep I couldn’t help but have a little fantasy about becoming Al’s lover. We could do all of the fun things we had planned to do but they would be even more fun if we had sex too.

When I woke up I was very relieved to find that Sandra hadn’t turned me back during the night. I was actually kind of worried that she might do it to me at a very inappropriate moment but maybe she did just fall asleep when I didn’t show up demanding her to change me.

“Good morning beautiful,” said Al as he began to wake up. “I guess I wasn’t dreaming.”

“No, but it was pretty dreamy,” I replied.

“I guess you should probably go see Sandra now and have her change you back,” said Al.

“Yeah, probably. But there is one thing I’d really like to do first,” I said as I scooted down and bent over his dick.

He was pretty hard already but a little stroking got him the rest of the way there and then I lowered my head and began to lick his shaft from his balls to the tip. That seemed to wake him up rather quickly.

“Whoa...you know how to do that?” he said in amazement.

“It’s not all that hard to figure out,” I replied.

“I mean, I guess I never imagined that you’d…”

“What? That I’d want to suck your big cock? That I’d want to take all that delicious man meat into my mouth? That I’d want to look into your eyes as I drained your balls?”

“Ah...yeah...I guess I didn’t expect that,” he said.

“Well I don’t have to do it if it makes you uncomfortable,” I teased.

“No, no, no! I just thought that...well...fuck it, who cares what I thought. Please continue. I’ll try to keep my mouth shut.”

“Well I think I’ll open my mouth and let it slowly glide down onto your big...throbbing...manhood.”

The last word was a little muffled because my head had already gone down on him but I think he got the general idea of what I was saying. I really surprised myself by how easy it was for me to be a vixen. Talking hadn’t been a big part of my other experiences with men and I had no idea where all that dirty stuff was coming from. I was usually pretty tongue tied around women and no matter how much I prepared my lines in advance it usually just all went to shit. I guess I was just becoming more comfortable being Katie and kind of gaining confidence as I did.

“Oh...oh fuck...that’s so fucking amazing baby,” said Al.

I liked hearing him call me baby. We obviously didn’t talk like that to each other as guys but he obviously wasn’t thinking of me as a guy at the moment. It could have all gone very differently. We could have called each other “dude” or “bro” and played it all for laughs. That certainly would have made it easier to look back on it as one of those remember when we did that crazy thing kind of things. But instead we made passionate love and we didn’t shy away from the fact once we got started. I appreciated that because I wanted more than just another sport fuck. Don’t get me wrong, those were great, but they were just random hookups. I didn’t want just lust I wanted affection and I got that last night.

“I’m getting pretty close if you want to do something,” said Al.

“I’m doing exactly what I want to do,” I said while taking his dick out of my mouth for a moment.

Then I smiled at him and went in for the kill. I started playing with his balls and really working his shaft and in just a few moments I was rewarded with a big mouthful of his seed. I kind of swished it around in my mouth like it was a wine tasting event and smacked my lips before letting him see me gulp it all down. The look on his face was priceless but I wasn’t quite finished.

I licked him as clean as possible and then put his cock back in my mouth and took it as far down my throat as I could go. I didn’t manage to take all of it but I’m sure he enjoyed seeing the effort I made.

Then I really did have to go see Sandra because I was starving and I couldn’t very well go to breakfast as Katie.

“That was kind of a dirty trick you played on me,” I said when I was in her room.

“And yet it’s taken you this long to come here and ask me to change you back,” she pointed out rather smugly. “I take it cousin Al was not offended by your sudden feminine transformation.”

“No, but he figured out pretty quickly how it happened,” I said.

“I’ll bet he did. And yet he fucked you anyway.”

“Who said he fucked me? All right, he fucked me, so what?”

“Nothing. I’m delighted it worked out so well for both of you. I thought maybe all that macho male crap would get in the way. People get so wrapped up in labels that they miss all of the pleasure they could be having,” said Sandra.

“Did you want him to fuck you?” I asked.

“I was pretty sure you wanted to fuck him. I just wasn’t sure how he would feel about it but all’s well that ends well.”

“What if I wanted to fuck him again?”

“Do I hear wedding bells?” she teased.

“Don’t be a bitch just tell me what I’d have to do,” I said.

“I can do pretty much whatever you want me to do. I am a witch after all.”

“Can you make me a girl for the whole summer?”

“Easy. Once you’re a girl you’re a girl until I change you back. It’s not like Cinderella and the spell’s going to wear off or something,” said Sandra.

“But how would I explain that I had just become female?” I asked.

“I’d just tell my folks that you want to be female for the summer and the rest is pretty much up to you.”

“So they wouldn’t think that was weird?”

“My dad married a witch who came from a long line of witches and their daughter is a witch too. You don’t think that’s pretty weird?”

“I better talk to Al about this first,” I said.

“Probably a good idea since you’re sleeping in the same bed and all.”

“Well change me back now because I really just want to eat breakfast and I don’t want to get into some big family drama.”


CHAPTER 11:

I did want to talk to Al and I did want to eat breakfast but I also wanted some time to think about what I was doing. When I asked her how I could be with Al again I thought she would suggest that we pick some convenient time and she’d change me for the night or whatever and we’d kind of play it by ear. Obviously that was still an option but now that she had mentioned just being Katie for the rest of the summer I was kind of thrown for a loop.

I figured it would be a secret thing like fucking the farmhands but Sandra made it sound like Uncle Bob and Aunt Edna would be fine with me just switching gender and being some girl named Katie from now on. They would obviously know that Al and I were lovers and I wondered how they’d feel about their nephew hooking up with a temporary woman.

It would be a very difficult thing to admit to Al that I wasn’t just the victim of one of Sandra’s pranks but that I was truly embracing the experience of being a woman and as a woman I had some pretty strong feelings for him that I wanted to explore. I wasn’t sure that I really had the courage to be that honest. Even so I felt like I had to try so after breakfast I sat down with Al and shared my thoughts.

“I can totally understand if you don’t want to talk about last night like...ever...but I want you to know that I have absolutely no regrets and I thought it was a wonderful experience that I’ll cherish forever,” I said.

“You know if you said that to me when you were a girl I’d probably kiss you right now,” said Al.

“Do you want me to go change?” I asked. “I will if that will make this easier.”

“That’s okay. I can still picture you as a girl. I kind of knew it was you anyway for some reason. I guess we’ve just known each other for so long.”

“Look, Sandra told me that she could make me female for the whole summer and that your aunt and uncle would probably be cool with it. I think it sounds pretty exciting but I need to know what you think,” I said.

“Well that’s quite an unexpected turn that I didn’t see coming,” Al joked.

“Me neither but it sort of is what it is I guess. I never really had sex before I was turned into a girl and then I started having great sex and it was kind of hard to turn it down when it was so easy to get. Then we had sex and it was even better than that other sex and now I can’t think of anything I’d rather do than have sex with you as much as I can,” I confessed.

“So just how much sex have you had?” asked Al.

“Do you really want to get into that?” I replied.

“I’m just curious. It’s not like I’m jealous or anything but you did seem pretty experienced last night,” said Al.

“Well Sandra and I had sex with Jarrod, and I had sex with Hank and Freddy at the same time, and I had sex with a couple of other guys and a lot of sex with your cousin.”

“But you want to stop having sex with all those other people and just have sex with me?” asked Al.

“Yeah, I really do. Well, maybe I’d still want to have sex with your cousin but she’s a girl so that doesn’t count.”

“Hell I’m flattered. It sounds like you were doing pretty well without me.”

“Yeah but that was all meaningless and with you, well, we’re friends and all so it felt different. I liked that,” I said.

“I did too,” said Al.

“So I guess I should go tell Sandra to turn me into Katie,” I suggested.

“Yeah I guess so. No point in putting it off if you’ve made up your mind.”

So that was that. For two awkward guys who didn’t want to admit that they might have feelings for each other I thought it went pretty well. And my slutty past was all out in the open now so I didn’t have to try and hide anything from Al.

“Well I can’t say I’m surprised,” said Sandra when I told her what I wanted to do. “I knew you were queer from the moment I met you. I’m glad you’re finally waking up to it and doing something about it.”

“Okay, okay you don’t have to rub it in. I like being a girl and I like having sex with men...and sometimes women too,” I said. “If that makes me queer than I’m good with that.”

“Don’t get your panties in a bunch bitch I’m on your side,” said Sandra with a laugh. “Which reminds me, you’re going to need some clothes if you’re spending the rest of the summer as Katie.”

“I agree, but I can’t wear that crazy farm girl costume all the time.”

“But you look so cute in it.”

“I just need some normal clothes like a normal girl would normally wear,” I insisted.

“Okay,” Sandra said with a mock heavy sigh, “but there’s no reason you have to dress like a nun. You’re an attractive young girl there’s no reason not to flaunt that a little.”

Sandra turned me into Katie and dug up an old pair of jeans and a sweater that fit me okay and then we went into town together and did a little shopping. The selection wasn’t great bit I just needed something to start with. As Sandra pointed out I could order anything I wanted online.

It was a lot of fun doing girl stuff with Sandra although we did get some kind of strange looks. I don’t know whether that was because we were two hot girls or whether Sandra had a reputation for being weird or maybe a combination of both.

“Hey, you’re a witch. You can turn men into women. Can’t you just wiggle your nose or whatever and produce whatever clothing you want?” I asked at one point.

“Jesus, everybody’s knowledge of witchcraft seems to be formed by watching old reruns of Bewitched,” groaned Sandra. “I don’t wiggle my nose I chant incantations, and I usually do it as silently as I can because it sounds like nonsense. I cast spells that I’ve learned but that takes time and you can’t just Google it. If I knew a create clothing spell I’d use it, but that would take all the fun out of shopping.”

“So out of curiosity if you only know a limited number of spells why do you know a gender changing one?” I asked.

“Oh that’s been in the family for generations. Supposedly great, great, great Uncle Somebody-or-Other was gay as a maypole but couldn’t admit it because he’d get burned at the stake or something so he did the next best thing and turned himself into a woman so that he could marry the man of his dreams and lived happily ever after or some shit so now it’s a family tradition and it’s one of the first things we learn,” Sandra explained.

“That sounds kind of romantic,” I said.

“Of course it does because you’re just as queer as Uncle Whatever,” Sandra quipped.

“Well you’re bi-sexual. Doesn’t that make you queer too?” I said.

“Of course I’m queer you little sissy bitch. Takes one to know one. And I find that story romantic too so let’s get your cute ass back to the farm and start making your man happy.”


CHAPTER 12:

Al did seem quite happy to see me and I was incredibly relieved to find out that he had spoken to his aunt and uncle and explained the whole situation. From now on it would be as if I had been Katie all along.

“And they were totally cool with that?” I asked hopefully.

“Well Aunt Edna was but I’m not sure Uncle Bob was completely thrilled but he married a witch so he knows better than to get in the middle of a bunch of witchcraft stuff,” said Al.

“Sandra calls it bitchcraft,” I said.

“Whatever you call it I’m all for it if it makes you as pretty as you are,” said Al as he kissed me. “And my aunt seemed really stoked about it for some reason.”

I had a feeling I knew why. If gender swapping romance was such a big part of their family legacy then Aunt Edna probably had a soft spot in her heart for a tale of young love brought together by magic. I mean what’s the use of knowing a gender changing spell if you never have a chance to use it?

I did feel a little funny going out on the farm knowing that a number of the workers there would surely recognize me as the girl they had fucked but on the other hand they knew me as Sandra’s friend so it wouldn’t be odd for me to be hanging out there. Hopefully if they saw me as Al’s girlfriend they wouldn’t try to hit on me but it was kind of weird to act totally casual around someone when you’ve had their cock inside you and knew what their cum tasted like.

It was totally crazy but Al actually seemed a little nervous around me at first. It was kind of cute in a way. To me Al was just good old Al but he was definitely seeing me as this whole new mysterious creature called Katie.

Being another hot day Al suggested we go swimming again and I quickly agreed. He also suggested that instead of taking the golf cart we could ride horses out to the pond. I thought that sounded very romantic but I didn’t have much experience on a horse but Al assured me that he would pick out a gentle ride for me so I agreed to his plan.

Even though I had argued against wearing my sexy farm girl outfit it seemed somewhat appropriate under the circumstances and it was worth it when I saw Al’s reaction. His eyes practically popped out of his head the way my boobs were practically popping out of my top and the cowboy hat was a good look for horseback riding I thought.

I’m sure my mount was gentle but I still got jostled around a bit but that wasn’t totally without its own rewards because it kind of got me aroused and I could sort of see why girls were so often obsessed with horses.

When we got to the pond we stripped like before but this time I could free ogle Al’s beautiful naked body and he seemed to have no trouble admiring mine. I felt so wonderful and free being naked in the great outdoors in a body that I was really proud to show off.

This time I let him challenge me to a race that I knew I would totally lose even though he gave me a huge head start because I wanted to see him trying to impress me with his athletic prowess and I wanted to make him feel manly. I obviously knew the way men’s brains worked and I knew that their sexuality was very much wired to their sense of masculinity. Al certainly didn’t need me to make him feel like a man but I wanted him to know that I recognized that and appreciated it. Despite the fact that we had grown up as boys together I wanted Al to know that I had happily surrendered to his male dominance and willingly embraced my new femininity.

After the race I swam over and gave the winner a big kiss and let him fondle my breasts for a while, which seemed like a pretty good consolation prize to me.

“I guess I should have given you a bigger head start,” Al teased.

“It would have to be pretty big I think. You caught me and passed me up like I was standing still,” I said.

“You’re just getting familiar with your new female body,” said Al graciously.

“You seem to be getting pretty familiar with it too,” I said with a grin.

“Well it is a pretty great body you know.”

“You don’t think my titties are too small? I know you always like those chicks with huge balloon boobs,” I pointed out.

“Your titties are definitely not small and in fact I think they’re perfect,” said Al.

“Yeah, I kind of like ‘em too,” I admitted. “Of course I just have to haul them around you’re the one who has to put them to good use.”

“Like this?” he said before proceeding to suck on one of my nipples.

“Yeah...just like that,” I said contentedly.

Suddenly I felt my lower body being lifted up and then lowered down onto something very hard. Al was probably strong enough to have managed that move on dry land but under the water it was completely effortless.

“My goodness, I didn’t even know you had an erection,” I said.

“I think I’ve had a perpetual erection ever since you became female,” he replied.

“Well according to those ads on TV you should see a doctor if it lasts more than four hours,” I joked.

“Maybe I should do that.”

“Of course the easier solution is that you just fuck me until you cum,” I suggested.

“You’d do that for me?” he said teasingly.

“Naturally. I’d hate to see you suffering.”

We were saying all of this witty banter while he was already in the process of fucking me so it was pretty silly but still fun. We kind of needed to reinvent the way we talked to each other and I for one kind of enjoyed the change. Anyone can fuck but finding someone who “gets you” and shares your sense of humor is really special. And when you add fucking to that it makes the whole thing even better.

It was funny that the first time we came to this pond I was desperately trying not to get turned on by Al’s naked body and now here I was joyfully riding his cock. I liked it much better this way and I’m sure Al did too. I had no doubt that Al had little trouble attracting women at home but being stuck out here in the boondocks he was developing a serious case of the blue balls, which I hated to see. I was very happy that I was here to provide him the relief he needed...and that I needed too now that I knew what sex was like.

After Al had cum inside me we just sunned ourselves on a big rock. Sometimes someone would comment on something and something we just kind of kicked it. Sort of like a frog I thought, but much nicer because frogs had kind of a weird mating thing that didn’t sound like as much fun as the way humans did it. And green wasn’t a really flattering color for me anyway.


CHAPTER 13:

Being a woman brought with it certain aspects of life that I had never really had to deal with before. Body hair, for example, wasn’t something you had to deal with when you were a man or only a woman for a few hours. Every time Sandra zapped me into existence I started with kind of a clean slate. Now that I was doing the girly thing around the clock the hair on my legs and under my arms was continuing to grow.

My little bush of pubic hair wasn’t totally obnoxious but since Al liked to go down on my muff it seemed like the least I could do was keep it neat and trimmed. Plus I liked the way Sandra’s snatch looked with just a hint of pubic hair and wanted something similar.

“Sure I’ll show you how to keep your beaver look edible and fresh,” said Sandra with a grin. “Did Al ask you to trim it?”

“No, but I don’t want him to have to ask,” I replied.

“Good girl. That’s using your noggin,” Sandra chuckled. “The last thing you want to do is give your man an excuse to not lick your pussy. Men can be such jerks about that sometimes. That’s one of the things I like about girls. They’ll eat each other out at the drop of a hat and ask for seconds.”

“So I’ve learned,” I said with a grin.

“So now that you’re officially dating my cousin does that mean your cunt is his exclusive property?” asked Sandra.

“I did tell him that I might sometimes want to still fool around with you,” I said. “And I’m not sure that we’re officially dating. I mean we’ve never said anything about that one way or the other.”

“So you’re just living with him, sleeping in the same bed, and forsaking all other cock but you don’t know if you’re dating him?”

“Not officially/”

“Honey, you gave up your manhood to be with him all the time,” Sandra reminded me. “Now I have no idea what kind of twisted relationship you might have going on but I can definitely tell you that you’re dating. Now get those clothes off and get in the shower so we can get that va-jay-jay kissing clean.”

I thought having Sandra show me how to shave my bush would be kind of sexy but it was actually more terrifying. I would never have let a razor get anywhere near my crotch as a man and I could almost feel a phantom penis recoiling in horror. In the end it wasn’t so bad and I loved the way I looked and figured that Al would too so it was all worth it.

The thing I had never really thought about before was how much more work a woman tended to do to look pretty and stay healthy. Other than my mother telling me to clean under my nails when I was a kid I never gave my fingernails much thought, other than to clip them when they needed it. To a woman fingernails are this whole big thing. Sandra had these long nails that were often two-toned, either black and white or black and red. There were whole businesses devoted to fingernails and people even got their nails pierced.

All the hair and makeup and clothes and feminine hygiene stuff was a bit daunting for someone coming into all of it completely from the outside but when you looked fabulous you felt like a million bucks.

Once my snatch was trimmed Sandra insisted on giving it a test drive and I really didn’t try to resist. I totally got off on oral sex, whether giving or receiving, and I was fortunate to have two people who were so good at muff diving. Afterwards I returned the favor, which seemed like the least I could do after all her help and I was able to present my neatly trimmed pussy for Al’s close inspection that night and I’m pleased to say that I passed with flying colors.


CHAPTER 14:

I was a little nervous one day when Aunt Edna said she wanted to see me in private. She was Al’s aunt so that made her sort of the defacto parental figure here. Plus she was also a witch, which made her somewhat terrifying in general. I couldn’t imagine what I had done wrong but fortunately my summons was not to rebuke me.

“Now I’m guessing that you don’t have much experience in the kitchen but if you really want to impress a man it helps to be a good cook. Now I know you probably think that’s silly and sexist and old fashioned, and Sandra never wanted to learn either, but I know how much Al loves peach pie and I’ll bet he would be knocked off his feet if he knew you had baked one for him,” said Edna.

“Gosh, I’d love to learn if you’ll teach me,” I said.

“Certainly my dear it would be my pleasure,” she replied.

So Al’s Aunt Edna taught me how to make the perfect peach pie. There was something about being on a farm that just made that seem like the right thing to do. Putting on a frilly apron and getting cooking lessons from a maternal figure made me feel incredibly female. The fact that we were on a farm made it even more like a Norman Rockwell painting or something.

I couldn’t picture Sandra ever wearing an apron or puttering around in a kitchen checking to see how the crust was rising on a pie and I got the feeling this was kind of a vicarious joy for Edna to pass on a tiny piece of her culinary skill to a surrogate daughter. I wondered whether my mother would have tried to teach me to cook if I had been born a girl and how I would have reacted to that. I was certainly having a good time now but I was also desperate to do anything that would help me feel more like a woman.

Obviously I felt like a woman because I looked like a woman and sounded like a woman and dressed like a woman but I had never lived as a woman before and I wanted to fit in. I wanted the whole female experience, whatever the hell that might be, so I think I was attracted to anything that made me feel more feminine.

The pie certainly looked good when it came out of the oven but the real test would be when it was served after dinner. I knew it wasn’t likely to be terrible, since Aunt Edna had guided me every step of the way, but I was still nervous all through the main meal. When Edna served the pie I was really on pins and needles and finally I got my answer.

“So how does everyone like the peach pie?” she asked casually.

“Delicious, as usual,” said Uncle Bob.

“You always make the greatest peach pie in the world Aunt Edna,” said Al.

“Should I tell them or do you want to?” Edna asked me.

“Tell us what?” asked Al.

“Katie here made the pie,” said Edna proudly.

“Well I had a lot of help of course,” I quickly added.

“Oh God,” said Sandra as she rolled her eyes. “She’s a guest, mother, not a kitchen slave.”

“I didn’t mind at all. In fact I really enjoyed doing it,” I said.

“Well you did it very well young lady,” said Uncle Bob.

“What’s next mother? Are you going to teach her how to knit?” asked Sandra sarcastically.

“If she’d like to learn,” Edna replied.

“Gag,” said Sandra, making the gesture of sticking a finger in her mouth.

Later when Al and I were alone in our room he swept me up in his arms and lifted me off the floor.

“I can’t believe you baked that pie for me,” he said smiling broadly. “That’s so thoughtful and so awesome.”

“Like I said I had a lot of help,” I replied modestly.

“Fuck, I can barely make microwave popcorn without burning it and you’re in the kitchen baking pies. I had no idea you had this flair for domestic skills,” he said.

“Neither did I but it was kind of fun. And practical too. You can save a lot of money if you can cook your own meals instead of dining out all the time,” I pointed out. “And just out of curiosity why are you holding me in your arms anyway?”

“I don’t know. Don’t you like it?” he asked.

“I like it just fine but I don’t know what I’m doing up here.”

“Kissing me hopefully,” said Al.

“That I can do.”

And I did.

“A woman who looks like you who can cook…” he started to say.

“Learning to cook,” I corrected.

“Learning to cook. I should probably marry you right away before someone else swoops in and scoops you up.”

“Don’t think you have much to worry about there,” I said with a laugh.

“You don’t like the idea of marriage?”

“I like it just fine but unless you’re planning to get a divorce by the end of summer I don’t think it’s a very practical idea,” I said.

“Who says you have to change back at the end of summer?” asked Al. “Does the spell wear off or something?”

“No, it’s kind of a fire and forget thing. I’m a girl until I ask your cousin to change me back,” I said.

“So don’t ask.”

“I have to go back to school.”

“So go back as a girl. What are they going to do about it?”

“My family is expecting me to come back as a boy.”

“So it’ll be a surprise for them.”

“You can say that again.”

“I know it’s probably just wishful thinking on my part but it’s not to at least daydream about it. We just make such a good couple. Isn’t it kind of cool to think about us being married someday, maybe having a couple of kids?”

It did sound very cool, although the part about the kids kind of threw me for a loop. Not because I was opposed to having children but because it was just such a crazy thing to think about. I was still trying to get the hang of putting a bra on.

Fortunately Al had absolutely no trouble getting my bra off, which he did shortly after depositing me on the bed. Then he flopped down next to me and I leaned back against his chest.

“So is that the kind of daydream you like to think about?” he asked as he stroked my hair.

“Of course I do,” I replied. “When I was in the kitchen with an apron on baking you a pie I thought how wonderful it would be if we had our own little house someday and you’d come home and I’d have dinner on the table like some married couple from some old sitcom. I can’t think of anyone I’d rather spend my life with than you. But jeez, I haven’t been a woman all that long yet and thinking about doing it forever is a really big decision.”

“I know honey, and I’m not trying to pressure you into anything,” said Al. “You just make me so happy.”

“And you make me so happy too...so why am I feeling kind of sad?” I asked.

“Probably a hormonal thing,” Al joked. “You are prone to mood swings more than you used to be.”

“Damn, I was hoping that I was just imagining that,” I said.

“It’s okay babe, it’s not like I’ve never been around a woman before.”

“And you should be around women. Real women who can give you the home and family you want and deserve,” I said.

“I’m with the woman I should be with right now, that’s the main thing. I’m happy and in love and I don’t want to spoil that by worrying too much about what might happen in the future. Sometimes things have a way of working themselves out,” said Al.

“I love you so much baby,” I said, choking back the tears. “I didn’t want that to happen. I just wanted to have a little fun with your super hot body and your amazing cock. I never planned to complicate everything by falling madly in love with you.”

“Well just because we’re in love doesn’t mean you can’t have fun with my super hot body and amazing cock,” he joked.

“How did we get from me being happy that you liked my pie to me crying because I might not be able to have your babies?” I asked.

“I don’t know, but maybe we should stop talking and just fuck for a while,” he suggested.

That actually did sound like a very good idea so I rolled over and got on all fours and waited for Al to mount me.


CHAPTER 15:

I really loved taking it from behind, which was kind of ironic because I also really loved looking at Al while he fucked me, but it was a pretty awesome position and I found myself drawn to it whenever I wanted to feel especially feminine. Missionary position was more romantic but doggy-style felt more like mating, which I guess was kind of on my mind at the time.

It was the kind of position where you were saying here I am, come and take me. There wasn’t a lot of ambiguity about it aside from which hole the man was going to put his dick in but you didn’t usually get on your hands and knees unless you were looking for a lost contact lens or waiting to get boned.

When Al put his cock inside me everything got so much better so quickly. I wasn’t really thinking about pies or the crisis in the Middle East or much of anything other than how wonderful it was to be a woman with a pussy that the man she loved could penetrate. Life was so simple when you broke it down to that.

I treasured my friendship with Al and we obviously had loved each other as buddies but there had always been this big barrier there. If something terrible had happened to him I’m sure I would have said something like that sucks, I always loved the guy and when I went away to college we shared a “bro hug” and a quick “love you man” before I departed but I really did love the man and letting him put his penis inside me was a terrific way of expressing that.

I had no idea what would happen to that friendship at the end of summer if I did have Sandra turn me back into a man. I’d probably go back to college and there was a very real chance that we would just sort of drift apart again, maybe longer this time, maybe for good. I was pretty sure that I would still love Al and would want to give him my body but Al would still be Al in my eyes. He was attracted to a woman he knew as Katie who had great tits and a cute face and a tight pink pussy. I had accepted the fact that I was queer but it was a lot to ask a man to become gay for you.

Women don’t seem to be as uptight about that. Sandra certainly didn’t have a problem with that. She could enjoy men or women or both at the same time but when Hank and Freddy double teamed me they were obviously terrified that they might accidentally touch each other. When a guy got dumped because his wife or girlfriend discovered that she was a lesbian nobody was really shocked but a man dumping his woman for another man seemed almost unthinkable.

Suddenly an idea popped into my head. I hadn’t done anal yet but Al did seem to like to stick his fingers up my butt so I assumed he was kind of suggesting that he’d like to stick something bigger up there. It occurred to me that even if Al rejected me physically once I was a man again there was a very real possibility that I would still be attracted to men and I was curious to know what anal sex might be like.

“Baby, do you ever think about my ass?” I asked over my shoulder.

“Sure, I think about it all the time. You’ve got a sweet little booty,” said Al as he swatted my behind for emphasis.

“No, I mean do you ever think about fucking my ass?”

“Are you saying you want me to fuck your ass?” asked Al.

“Only if you really want to. I don’t want to make you do something you don’t want to do,” I said.

“Wow, first the pie and now this and it’s not even my birthday,” Al said with a laugh.

I went to get some lube then got back into the same position I had been in before. This time when Al mounted me he just moved his dick up a little bit and found my anus all slippery and ready for him. When he started to press in I quickly realized that my ass wasn’t just another pussy but I found the difference to be kind of exciting.

“Are you sure you want to do this baby?” asked Al.

“Well you’re kind of doing it now so I’m a little curious to see where it goes,” I replied.

“If it’s too uncomfortable or painful or something let me know and I’ll stop right away...unless of course I’m just about to climax because I don’t think I’ve got that much control,” said Al.

“I just like having you inside me baby. I always feel more complete that way.”

I got into it more and more the more Al drove it into me. I probably shouldn’t have been thinking about anything other than the moment we were sharing but I did have kind of a vision of me as a man on all fours taking his big cock up my ass and I thought I could be totally fine with that but again it seemed doubtful that Al would ever find my bare male butt anywhere near as appealing as my female one.

I noticed that Al didn’t last as long as usual which I attributed to the uniqueness of the act and the tightness of my asshole and perhaps even the sounds I was making because I was getting pretty noisy near the end. I definitely felt the same sense of happiness and achievement I always felt when I made Al cum and figured that my ass was now in play for future sessions.

“So what made you want to try that?” asked Al while we relaxed together afterwards.

“I don’t know,” I replied, not wanting to tell him that I was sort of test driving being gay. “I thought you might like it.”

“Of course I’d like it. I don’t think most men would turn down that offer,” said Al.

“Well I just thought that maybe you’d think of it as sort of a gay thing or something,” I said.

“You suck my dick and I never think of that as a gay thing. You’re a gorgeous girl that’s all I think about.”

“I just meant that since you know me as someone other than a gorgeous girl…”

“Oh, I never think about that in bed,” said Al. “I see a beautiful woman that I’m madly in love with. You’re like this whole different person.”

I was happy that he saw me as a beautiful woman and even happier that he was madly in love with me but kind of dashed any hopes I had that my gender wouldn’t be a deal breaker for us. I certainly couldn’t blame him. He was straight, why wouldn’t he prefer fucking me as a woman? And honestly if he hadn’t turned into such a smoking hot stud muffin I might never have even thought about having sex with him as a man or a woman. That seemed kind of shallow but physical attraction is a powerful thing and people like what they like.

Sometimes I fretted about the future so much it gave me a splitting headache but I was too addicted to the life I was living to even consider cutting it off before it got any worse.


CHAPTER 16:

“So why do you stick around here?” I asked Sandra one day when we were just kind of hanging out sharing a little girl talk. “I mean you don’t really seem to be into farming and this town is kind of dull. None of this seems to be your cup of tea.”

“I know I bitch and moan and roll my eyes at my parents a lot but I really do love them and my mother is still teaching me the craft. And in a way I feel kind of safe here. People think I’m weird but they know that and they’re used to it by now,” Sandra explained.

“It’s funny, I go to school in a pretty big city and I thought coming here would be a drag but I’ve grown really fond of the slower pace and the tranquility of farm life,” I commented.

“You thought it would be a drag but you came here anyway.”

“Well...Al asked me to…”

“And you’ve always been totally fucking in love with the dude so of course you came just to be around him,” said Sandra.

“I guess that makes me seem pretty pathetic,” I said.

“No, it makes you seem pretty awesome,” Sandra replied. “I mean turning you female let you live out all your secret queer cock craving fantasies but you didn’t know that was going to happen and you came for Al all the same.”

“I cum for Al a lot these days,” I tried to say while suppressing a giggle.

“You’re such a whore!” she teased as she threw a pillow at me. “You don’t have to rub it in. I saw your pussy first you know. Hell, I gave you your pussy.”

“I know, and I can never thank you enough for that,” I said suddenly becoming serious again.

“You obviously haven’t had your first period yet.”

I hadn’t but I was due soon and even that didn’t freak me out anymore because it was just a natural part of being a woman and I wanted to get used to everything that a woman experienced.

“Well I can tell you’re happy and I think you’re really good for Al. I can be a total brat to my cousin but I do care about him and I want him to be happy. I had a feeling you might be just the ticket,” said Sandra.

“Wait a minute, are you saying you planned this whole thing? You deliberately wanted to hook me up with your cousin?” I asked.

“No, even I’m not quite that devious, but your body language totally gave you away from the start and I have an instinct for these things. When I suggested that you surprise my cousin by being a naked girl in his bed I sort of thought you’d jump at the chance and when you got cold feet I did force the issue,” Sandra confessed.

“But that could have ended in disaster,” I said.

“Yeah, it could have, but it didn’t. Now you’re all lovesick and the world is all hearts and roses and even living on a farm seems cool to you,” said Sandra.

“Just out of curiosity can you turn somebody into a frog?” I suddenly asked out of the blue.

“No I can’t. Who do you want to turn into a frog?”

“Nobody. It’s just a silly thought that popped into my head,” I replied.

“I can turn someone into a snake, but gross, who wants to be a snake? That’s kind of why you learn that one, in case someone’s really fucking with you. But feel free to threaten Al with it if he’s ever a total asshole. He knows I might do it just for kicks so you can probably keep him in line pretty easily with that one.”


CHAPTER 17:

Apparently I wasn’t the only one who was charmed by life on the farm because Al started spending more time actually working and learning from Uncle Bob how the whole thing operated while Aunt Edna taught me about cooking and other domestic chores. Interestingly I found out that she also handled all of the financial aspects of running the place like bookkeeping and accounting.

We still had plenty of free time to do whatever we wanted but I really enjoyed putting on that apron and learning a new recipe and it seemed like I had a real aptitude for it. Sometimes I’d make lunch and take it to Al in a picnic basket and we’d go find some shady place to eat under a tree. I always loved watching Al work up a sweat with his shirt off. Actually I enjoyed watching all of the guys on the farm working up a sweat with their shirts off but that was just eye candy. I was Al’s woman and everyone knew it so they kept a respectful distance.

“You know my aunt and uncle have been talking about retirement,” said Al one afternoon when we were having our picnic lunch.

“They seem too young to retire,” I said.

“Well they’re not talking about doing it right away but they are trying to plan for the future. Sandra doesn’t have any interest in farming but it is a very profitable business and it’s been in the family for ages so they’d like to see it continue,” said Al. “I’ve been thinking about maybe taking some time off from school and sticking around here a little longer so that Uncle Bob could teach me how to run the place. Then I could possibly transfer to the State University out here. They have a great agricultural program and I already have some idea how we might modernize things a bit and possibly make the farm even more profitable.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” I said.

“It sounds like part of a great idea but it’s only a great idea if you’re part of it,” he said. “Do you think you could ever be happy living on a farm...being a farmer’s wife?”

“Honey I think I could be happy just about anywhere if I was your wife but there’s still the little problem of me being a man,” I said.

“Well I guess I’m asking you to give that up. I’d take care of you and protect you and do everything in my power to make you happy. We could start a new life out here where everyone already knows you as Katie Carpenter. And you could transfer to State U as well and there wouldn’t be any weirdness about having to explain to people why you were now a girl. It’s probably not the life you ever imagined living but I think it could be a good one,” said Al.

“How does Sandra fit into the picture? I mean it’s her parent’s farm, wouldn’t she stand to inherit it someday?” I pointed out.

“She’d always be a partner but since she doesn’t care about running things she’d get a share of the profits to do whatever she liked with. As long as I don’t run the business into the ground she should be pretty comfortable,” said Al.

“I wouldn’t let you run the business into the ground because I’d be doing the bookkeeping,” I said. “Edna’s already been showing me some of the basics but I think I’d probably want to study economics in college.”

“You know I can’t help but get the feeling that we sort of walked into a setup here,” said Al with a smile. “I thought I was just coming out here for a visit but it looks like I might end up with a farm.”

“Yeah I know. I came out here with a penis and it looks like I might end up with a vagina,” I joked.

“Well that part’s a definite win-win since you like having a vagina and I like putting my cock in it.”

“That’s the best part of having a vagina,” I said as I unfastened his pants and pulled them down.

“So in theory the idea of sticking around here with me isn’t completely out of the question?” asked Al.

“No I’ll definitely take your proposal under advisement,” I said as I wiggled out of my panties and hiked up my skirt before climbing on top of his seriously erect member. “Of course a little incentive might be good so why don’t you show me what I’d be missing if I didn’t take you up on this offer.”

I suppose my heart knew before my head did that there was no way I could ever go back to being a man now. That boat had sailed. I had thought that maybe it was all about wanting to have sex with men and that I could keep my old identity and covertly suck cock on the side without disrupting my life too much but I didn’t want to be in the closet and I wanted to be a woman for more than just the sex.

I had really found myself as a female and was growing in confidence and happiness everyday. Since most people are never going to have the chance to experience the kind of total instantaneous gender transformation that I was experiencing it’s a little hard to put it into words other than to say that being a woman just seemed right for me. No I hadn’t spent my life dreaming about it or wishing for it like some people but now that I’d had some time to live as a woman I couldn’t imagine living without being one.

And then there was Al, my big lovable stud of a boyfriend. He was a good man and I was sure that he’d make a good husband and father someday. That had to count for something. I had no idea what my parents or other friends and family members might think but at some point I guess you just have to live your own life and seek your own happiness without worrying about the approval of others. Plus putting a little physical distance between my old life and my new one might help in the transition.

“Did you ever imagine you’d be stretched out on the ground on a farm someday while I rode your cock?” I asked.

“No I can honestly say that I never imagined that,” Al replied.

“Me neither, but it’s totally awesome isn’t it?”

“Oh yeah, there’s no doubt about that,” said Al.

“I think it might also be totally awesome to be your wife someday,” I added.

“Agreed. I guess my incentive plan is working pretty well,” Al joked.

“And if we wanted to have a couple of kids that would be totally awesome too. I mean if you’re going to keep the farm in the family we should probably have a family to carry on the tradition,” I said.

“That’s very pragmatic of you considering you’d be carrying those kids around inside your body for nine months while all I had to do was give you some sperm to work with,” said Al.

Not so long ago the thought of giving birth would have scared the hell out of me but a lot of things had changed and motherhood now seemed like an incredible journey. A whole new world was opening up to me and that was very exciting even if a lot of it probably seemed mundane on the surface. I had never pictured myself living in a rural environment, let alone being a farmer’s wife, and obviously I had never imagined that I’d become a woman but now that it was happening I couldn’t believe how happy I was.

Of course there was nothing to say that my whole life was being decided in an instant. Maybe we wouldn’t turn out to be great farmers and we’d have to turn the management over to someone who was or maybe we’d do it for a while and then go off on some other new adventure. We were both young and the world was full of possibilities. Obviously some of the best possibilities were things you never even thought about until they appeared. Certainly becoming a woman and falling in love with my best friend was a perfect example of that.


CHAPTER 18:

To say that my family was surprised when they learned of my life changing decision was a bit of an understatement. Their heterosexual son had gone away for the summer and somehow undergone a complete gender transformation and was talking about marrying a man and living on a farm. I don’t think you’d have to be a prude or a bigot to find it difficult to process that information. Thankfully my family was neither prudish nor bigoted but they were concerned that I hadn’t simply lost my mind so Al and I took a quick trip home to meet with both of our families and explain the situation.

I think the fact that it was so painfully obvious that we were so much in love and totally happy helped smooth the transition greatly. And the fact that I was finally motivated about something and seemed to have a plan for my life probably helped as well.

My relief came from the fact that I was just as comfortable being female in my old surroundings as I was at the farm. I had worried a little that the farm was just this magical fantasy place and such a total departure from my normal life that I wasn’t thinking clearly but that certainly didn’t appear to be the case.

I think Al’s family had it a little easier. Even though they had been told that I was really Al’s old buddy Brett Carpenter they just saw a pretty girl named Katie who seemed to have a good head on her shoulders, appeared to love their son very much, and would probably be giving them grandchildren someday.

There would be hoops of fire to jump through to formalize my new identity and mountains of paperwork to climb to accomplish everything we were planning to do but that was just a matter of putting your head down and plowing through it, which I suppose was an apt way of looking at things for a farm girl.

Of course farming was like life in general; a lot of work, a lot of hopes and a lot of unforeseen variables. We would plant our seeds in the ground, tend them and hope for a bountiful harvest just as Al would no doubt one day plant his seed in me and we would hope to grow a strong, healthy and happy family. And I have to say that having a couple of witches as in-laws might come in handy someday if things didn’t go so well. A little dose of that magic had already done wonders for me.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I have no idea why I did a farm-themed book this time other than somebody making a comment to me about farm girls being sexy. I thought if farm girls are sexy than a boy who becomes a farm girl could be super sexy. I usually have a much better explanation for the inspiration for a book but the ideas come from everywhere and sometimes you just have to run with it to see where it leads you. Hope you enjoyed it!


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html


ALSO BY STACEY ZACKERLY:
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