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CHAPTER 1:

Karl Winston was really looking forward to his part-time summer job at the Whispering Trails Guest Ranch in Southern Arizona. Guest ranches, more commonly referred to as "dude" ranches had been around in America since the late 19th century but really took off around the 1920's and had become a mainstay of tourism ever since.

The guest ranch allowed visitors to experience some sort of "old west" adventure usually in a rustic and scenic environment with lots of room for horseback riding and other outdoor activities. Whispering Trails was not the largest of its kind or the most crowded but that was sort of the way they liked it. Unlike some dude ranches there was an adult's only policy and the potential romantic getaway aspects were played up in their marketing materials. It wasn't adult in the sense of being X-rated or a swinger's paradise but it seemed to attract a younger crowd of singles, although men tended to outnumber the women.

Karl had grown up on a ranch, although his family had moved to the city when he was about 14. He was quite skilled at horseback riding, roping and hiking, among other things, all of which had served him well in his job interview for the summer position. It was going to be nice to be back in the saddle again, as it were, and even though the job didn't pay much that wasn't the main reason he was so excited. What made this job so special was that he would be spending the whole summer as a woman.


CHAPTER 2:

Karl had grown up with a certain rugged, manly self-image that sort of went with the cowboy lifestyle. Of course he knew plenty of girls who were just as skilled at riding and other ranch activities so he never really adopted any sort of sexist leanings. He tended to judge people on character and ability not gender.

Sexually he was somewhat inexperienced and unsure of his preferences. Growing up in a sparsely populated area he didn't have a chance to meet a lot of people his age of either gender. As a boy he did have a close friend named Barry and they often swam naked together and wrestled in the water. One time that wrestling had resulted in Karl ejaculating for the first time. Sometimes they would have a competition like a race where the loser had to give the winner a hand job. Once or twice Karl had deliberately lost because he found the sensation of making a penis expel its mysterious liquid kind of fascinating and enjoyable for some reason. It felt nice to have it done to him too so he really didn't attach any great significance to their boyhood sexual experimentation. If his best friend had been a girl they probably would have done something similar.

Later, when he had moved with his family to the city, he found that many people his age were already quite sexually experienced and that his boyhood antics were something he had to keep to himself or risk being labeled a "queer" or a "fag." Homosexuality had never really entered his mind. He figured that he would meet a nice girl someday and get married like everyone was supposed to do. He dismissed his homoerotic adventures as nothing more than childish game playing but the sensation of touching another person's penis had never completely left his imagination.

It was on a visit to his old stomping grounds one summer that he ran across the strange artifact that was about to change his life in a most dramatic way. It was a simple-enough trinket, just a beaded necklace, possibly of Native American origin but he was never certain about that one way or the other. He had found it while out exploring a rather remote canyon, something he always enjoyed doing, and come across a well-concealed cave in the rocks. It was quite possible that no one had been in that cave for many, many years or that they wouldn't have even noticed the little string of beads if they didn't have a powerful flashlight like he did.

He wasn't even sure why he bothered to pick it up since it seemed to be of little value to him. Still he was drawn to it for some reason and was going to stuff it in his pocket but changed his mind at the last minute as he feared it might just fall apart if crushed into a ball. While he assumed that he wasn't going to get rich from the discovery it was an interesting artifact and obviously quite old. He had collected all sorts of odds and ends like belt buckles and spent bullet casings and planned to add this to his personal treasure trove.

Figuring that the best way to transport it safely was to put it around his neck that's exactly what he had done only to be astonished by what happened next. His body convulsed and he felt a shooting pain in his head. He didn't know what a stroke felt like but he guessed that he was having one. Fortunately a moment or two later the physical sensations had passed and he felt completely normal once more. Well, normal aside from the fact the he had turned into a girl.

His logical assumption was that the stroke, or whatever it was, had done something to his brain that caused him to hallucinate this impossible transformation but as time passed and he felt no other physical anomalies he began to wonder whether there might be some other explanation.

Mysticism and magic were no strangers to the American west. Even to this day there were some people who believed in places that contained spiritual properties or that one could possess abilities that rational science would dismiss as folklore and mythology. He had never particularly believed in that sort of thing but he had also grown up hearing a lot of local legends. Perhaps this was some such device, either cursed or blessed or enchanted in some way for some long lost purpose. It had scared him a little but also filled him with excitement.

He had sat down in the cave and removed his shirt, careful not to disturb the necklace. As the shirt fell away he beheld a pair of very female breasts. They were really quite lovely he thought. It felt remarkably nice to swing his torso back and forth and feel the weight of his new bosom swaying along. His pants had remained on but his hand had confirmed what he had expected...the presence of a pussy between his legs.

Knowing that he couldn't very well ride back home like this he reluctantly removed the necklace and wrapped it in a bandana which he placed gently in his saddle bags. The return to male form had been exactly as the first transformation so he had been prepared for the quick pain and minor seizures. At the time he had no idea what he was going to do with this thing ultimately but he knew it was something he had to keep.

Over the next couple of years the necklace was worn only a few times and usually not for very long. Karl just enjoyed looking at himself in the mirror in his female body and generally ended up masturbating before becoming too ashamed and stashing the item away again.

It was after he had graduated from high school and was working in an auto repair shop that he first concocted a plan to wear the necklace in public. He often worked late with a guy named James who liked to brag about how well hung he was and how much of a stud he was with the ladies. Unlike his childhood friend they never had occasion to be naked around each other so Karl had no real way of knowing whether James was hung like a horse or just full of shit. He definitely suspected that his pal was bragging about his exploits and thought it would be fun to put him to the test.

Karl planned to put on the necklace some night when he knew James would be working alone and play some sort of damsel in distress scenario. Calling himself "Carol" he would try to seduce the young man figuring that James would probably not have the slightest idea of what to do when actually confronted with an aggressive female. She would reject him one way or the other anyhow and then wait to see if James bragged about nailing her. It was a silly prank and of course James would never know that Karl knew the truth but it sort of gave him a kick to think about pulling off such a deception. James could probably use a little dose of ego busting he figured.

On the night in question Carol made her appearance at the garage under the pretense of being lost and needing directions. There was no flicker of recognition in James who just saw an attractive young woman standing before him in an otherwise empty building.

"If you're looking for Walker Canyon sweetie you really missed the mark. The turnoff has to be at least 12 miles back," James said sympathetically.

"Oh, I was afraid of that," Carol sighed. "I'm just glad I saw your light on or I might still be driving the wrong way."

"Well I'm glad you did...see the light that is. It gets pretty lonely working in this place at night sometimes. It's a nice distraction to have a pretty girl drop in unexpectedly, even if it was only to get directions."

"Thanks for your help. I guess I better get going," said Carol, starting to feel a little nervous for some reason.

"What's your hurry sweetie? Walker Canyon isn't going anywhere and I'd like to get to know you a little better."

James had said this while advancing on Carol and leaning up against the wall so that one of his arms rested just over her shoulder. She wasn't trapped but he was uncomfortably close. It would be easy enough to slip out the other side away from his outstretched arm but Carol was kind of frozen in place for some reason. Her heart was racing and she began to feel like she was having trouble breathing still she made no move to flee.

"I don't know if this is such a good idea," Carol said softly, trying to avoid his gaze with some difficulty. "I just stopped in for directions you know."

"Well you've got them now," James pointed out politely. "If there's something exciting waiting for you in Walker Canyon you probably better be on your way. On the other hand you might find that hanging around here has its advantages too."

With that James leaned in and kissed her on the lips. Carol wanted to protest or turn her head or run out the door but she allowed her lips to meet his for some reason. A warm sensation ran through her body as they kissed. This was not at all what was expected but kind of hard to resist at the same time. James broke off the kiss first and looked at her with an expression of almost smug self-confidence.

"That wasn't so bad was it sweetie?" he purred.

"No, it was very nice but I think that maybe I should..."

"Relax. No one's going to see us here. We can do whatever we want and I think I know what you really want."

Carol had no women's clothing so she was wearing no bra or panties. She just had on an old pair of jeans with the cuffs rolled up and a plaid shirt with the sleeves also rolled up. There had been no reason to worry about underwear since she was just going to pull the prank and then change back to normal before going home.

Almost in a trance she was hardly aware of the fact that James had unbuttoned her shirt. Her bare breasts tumbled out and James gave a whistle of approval.

"Oh sweetie! Here I was thinking you were just a pretty face but was I ever wrong," said James with a grin. "You're the complete package. And speaking of package I've got something between my legs that I just know you're going to love."


CHAPTER 3:

James unzipped his pants and whipped out his semi-rigid member. The boy had not been lying as he was extremely well-endowed. It was certainly the biggest penis that Carol had ever seen and she couldn't take her eyes off of it. She even gave a little gasp similar to the whistle James had made at the sight of her boobs.

"You can touch it if you'd like," James suggested.

It seemed so funny to Carol the way he made it sound like he was doing her some huge favor but she touched it none-the-less. As she stood feeling his warmth in her hand James began to kiss her again and fondle her breasts. Carol started to stroke his shaft which became completely hard in no time.

Carol's mind drifted back to her childhood friend and the "awards" she sometimes bestowed on him for athletic victory. Those memories only intensified her excitement. Of course the cock in her hand now was much bigger and more intimidating but the basic sensation of stroking it was still the same. The veins and bulges and ridges and heat all so powerful and wondrous.

After a while James took her by the hand and led her over to the back of an old pickup truck that was in the shop for repair. James lowered the tailgate and lifted Carol up so that she was sitting on it.

"Let's see that pink little pussy of yours, shall we?" James said with a smile.

Carol unfastened her jeans and lifted her butt up so that James could remove her pants. James whistled his approval again.

"No panties either. I was right about you. You're not the shy little girl you pretend to be at all are you?"

Carol didn't reply she just watched in amazement as James got between her legs and threw them up over his shoulders. It kind of made her start to fall backwards so she put her arms out for support. James began to rub his hand between her legs before slipping a finger inside her.

"Wet and warm, just the way I like it," said James as he began to run the tip of his prick up and down the folds of her gash.

"I...I don't think I can..." Carol stammered

"Sure you can sweetie. All you have to do is hold on tight. I'll do all of the hard work."

With that he began to push his massive rod inside her and Carol cried out. James stopped pushing it in but didn't pull out.

"Oh, it hurts. It's too big," Carol cried.

"Are you sure you don't want to try at least? I don't have to put it all the way in," James suggested.

"Well, maybe just a little more."

A little more of his cock slid into her hole. The initial pain subsided quickly and Carol encouraged him to go deeper and deeper. James began to fuck her, slowly at first, but picking up steam along the way. Soon Carol began to respond by thrusting her hips to meet his jabs and she began to make little whimpering sounds of delight.

She had never been in a position like this with her legs up at this angle but it seemed to add to her pleasure. Something about being so exposed was very exciting. James had very good access to her pussy this way and was putting it to full use. Any reluctance to accept his size was long gone as she began to beg James to fuck her harder and faster.

When Carol had her first orgasm she was amazed to find that it was nothing like a male one. Instead of the singular feeling of relief and quick lack of interest in proceeding it only made her desperate for more. Her juices were really flowing and it seemed to inspire James.

"You like having that big cock inside you don't you girl?" James grunted.

"Oh fuck yes," Carol replied with a heavy rasp.

"Good girl. I knew you could handle it. You just had to get over the fear."

He was right about that. The more he banged her the more she enjoyed it. She still was mystified that something that big could actually be up inside her own body but it was and she was in heaven.

When it was time for James to cum it looked like he was planning to just deposit his load inside her but Carol wanted to see him ejaculate. That was always the highlight of bringing a guy off she thought.

"Cum on my tummy," she pleaded.

James quickly pulled out and grabbed his dick. He aimed for her stomach but cum sort of goes where it wants to and the first big spurt landed on her left breast. As his dick continued to spasm and jerk James was more or less able to keep most of his goo on her stomach and Carol stuck her finger in the sticky pool and then licked it. She had always licked her fingers after jacking her friend off and she was curious to see if this would taste the same.

James seemed saltier and thicker than she had remembered but of course that was a long time ago and her memory might be playing tricks on her.

After cleaning up in the restroom and getting her clothes back on Carol had departed into the night walking on shaky legs and with a head still spinning. Nothing had gone according to plan and everything in her world had suddenly changed.

Once safely out of sight of the garage Carol had removed the necklace and become Karl once more. The events of that night had set many wheels spinning in motion. Karl had to really ask himself whether he had gone to the garage to play a prank on his co-worker or whether he had secretly gone because he had a little crush on him and knew that he had to be female to be able to act upon it.

That encounter had taken place over six months ago but the memory was seared into his brain. It had been kind of hard to go back to work with James knowing what he knew and he thought about quitting rather than deal with the shame of facing him but he didn't really want to do that. James would no doubt have been shocked to know that Karl looked at him sometimes with lustful eyes and that he was daydreaming about the feeling of hot cum on his stomach.

There had definitely been the temptation to put the necklace on again and pay James another nocturnal visit but he feared that it might only make things worse. James was kind of a cocky son-of-a-bitch and Karl didn't really think he'd make a very good boyfriend even if Carol was a real woman. He did have a gorgeous cock and an easy manner that made having sex with him seem like a treat but there wasn't any future for them so why play with fire?

Karl had come to sort of accept the fact that he could find the male body attractive, even when he wasn't wearing the necklace, but it was still a difficult idea to reconcile in his brain. His childhood fascination with the mysteries of the penis could have easily been dismissed as a natural part of growing up male and trying to figure out the way things worked but he knew he was no less fascinated by the penis today than he had been years ago.

The negative social stigma of being gay was something that he had only really come to understand fairly late in life. He knew that people made fun of anyone suspected of being homosexual but he hadn't realized how deep and violent their hatred could be as well. The film Brokeback Mountain had really touched him on a variety of levels but it also underscored in his mind the importance of not doing anything remotely gay in the eyes of others. Even the fact that the movie had a homosexual theme had meant that he couldn't tell anyone that he had seen it and he had driven to another town many miles away so that he wouldn't be spotted going in or out of the theater.

The necklace was permission to do what he wanted. With the necklace on he wasn't a man anymore so whatever he thought or felt or did in regards to men was all right. The thing about the necklace that had completely surprised him however was that he kind of enjoyed being a girl even without any sexual aspect to it. He absolutely loved the way he looked in his female form and that made him feel better about himself inside even as he struggled to understand his "unnatural" impulses. He also loved the way he felt, especially the feeling of having breasts. Instead of a nuisance getting in his way he adored the sensation of being somewhat top heavy even though those breasts were not exceptionally large.

When he heard about the summer job at the Whispering Trails Guest Ranch he jumped at the opportunity to apply. Well, actually it was Carol who had applied and been accepted without hesitation. It was actually more of an internship with some cash under the table so there were no tax forms to fill out which was perfect. Carol Winston just appeared to be a friendly and attractive young lady with excellent outdoor skills and a knowledge of the country which was exactly what they were looking for. The summer season ran from mid-May to Mid-September, consequently for four solid months Karl would be able to live each hour as a single female in a romantic vacation getaway. There was no rule against having relationships with the guests, in fact if the truth be told the owners didn't mind the idea of sexy ranch hands partnering up with the customers as long as it was discrete and didn't cause any problems. The better looking members of the staff were always featured prominently in any photos publicizing the resort. Sex sells so the implied hint of naughtiness was a welcome boon to their marketing.

The transitory nature of the clientele was also ideal for Karl/Carol as it would be unlikely that any sort of long term attachments would be developed in a week or two. Carol would only exist for a season so falling head over heels for someone would only result in heartbreak and frustration. On the other hand it sure seemed like a great way for a gal to have some fun!


CHAPTER 4:

Carol had obviously been required to stock up on some female clothing. Ill-fitting jeans with the cuffs rolled up wouldn't cut it and she definitely needed some underwear and a swimsuit. For the most part the style of her clothes wouldn't be terribly different from what she was used to it's just that they would fit her new body much better.

Her basic "uniform" was a tank top covered by a long sleeve shirt usually tied at the waist instead of buttoned up, snug jeans, boots and a cowboy hat. And of course the necklace. That was never to come off at any time for any reason.

She would be bunking in a cabin with two other girls, Jill and Samantha. Jill was a very bubbly "people person" who was the dancing instructor as well as sort of an activities director. If someone wanted to get a volleyball game going it was her job to round up enough players. Group activities only work if you can actually get a group to participate and she seemed like a good choice for being the one to encourage a crowd. Samantha, or "Sam" as she was called, was a very pretty dark-haired girl who specialized in things like archery and skeet shooting. Everyone had to ride well and there would be plenty of doubling up on routine hotel chores as well. It wasn't going to be all fun and games but that was fine with Carol who wasn't afraid of a little hard work.

Carol would be kept quite busy with the horses, whether leading rides into the back country or giving basic lessons or mucking the stalls. She was also on hand for nature walks or scenic hikes, something she was ideally qualified for.

It was a little daunting thinking about having female roommates when Carol was only "pretending" to be a girl but she hoped that no one would pry too deeply into her past. She figured it was best to just tell the truth whenever possible and simply omit the fact that her stories were all from her life as a man.

The accommodations for the staff were considerably more rustic than the ones for the guests but one perk was the fact that everyone ate together and the meals were outstanding. The ranch strived to create a "family atmosphere" even if it was an adults only environment and smiles were a big part of the job description. That was proving to be no problem for Carol at all who was walking on air just being in her own skin.

While she wasn't doing anything special to try and look sexy she just seemed to have that kind of charisma and charm that men were naturally drawn to. She certainly filled her outfit nicely with appropriate girly curves but her appeal went beyond that for some reason. Perhaps it was the happiness that she was feeling that radiated out to other people but she was finding it very easy to make friends and to make the guests feel quite comfortable.

She wasn't a full-fledged "wrangler" this being her first time on the job but she was sort of an apprentice. The wranglers were kind of a breed apart from the rest of the staff and they were genuine cowboys from way back, with a special emphasis on "boy" as Carol was the only female in their circle.

Right from the start it was obvious to her that she would have to work twice as hard to win their respect. They frequently made sexist jokes about her tits getting in the way or telling her that there was no time to powder her nose and other similar jabs. They were said in a friendly way and in truth they often ribbed each other pretty hard but she was singled out for this special brand of bigotry and it kind of stung sometimes. She was already the equal of most of them but being new and a girl to boot she often felt like a complete amateur.

"So...what do you think of the new guy Josh?" Jill asked one night as the girls were relaxing in their cabin.

"He's all right...if you like that kind of thing," Sam replied, looking up from her book.

"What's not to like?" Jill snorted. "Steel blue eyes...blonde wavy hair...a washboard stomach."

"Which he seems to find an excuse to show off every chance he gets," Sam snapped back. "Oh, he's nice enough looking all right but he knows it and he wants everybody else to know it too."

"Well I don't mind the fact that he finds a lot of excuses to take off his shirt. Now if he could just find an excuse to take off his pants as well," Jill said with a wicked grin. "What about you darlin'? Anybody strike your fancy yet?"

"Oh, I've just been working so hard to win their respect that I really haven't given it a whole lot of thought yet," Carol replied sincerely.

"Good luck with that," Sam tossed in sarcastically.

"Honey you're the only hen in a pen full of roosters. I can tell you right now every one of them is going to try and fuck you eventually," said Jill.

"If not all at once," Sam interjected.

"Now we don't know that that ever happened. It's just a rumor," Jill pointed out.

"What happened?" asked Carol a little nervously.

"Oh a couple of years ago there was a rumor going around about some sort of initiation for the new female wrangler at the time," Jill replied.

"What sort of initiation?" Carol inquired.

"Supposedly it was some kind of a gang bang," said Sam. "The girl never talked and the men were all sworn to secrecy but you know how men are, some of them just can't keep their big mouths shut."

"Don't worry about it too much sweetie. It's probably a load of crap anyway. You don't have to do anything that you really don't want to do. Don't let those guys intimidate you. You wouldn't have gotten that job if you weren't qualified," Jill insisted.

A gang bang? Carol tried to let that one sink in for a moment. What would that entail anyway? What would she do if she was faced with such a thing? It sounded terrifyingly exciting. All those hard bodies on display at the same time. All those cocks standing at attention.

"I wouldn't know the first thing about being in a gang bang anyway," Carol joked, trying to sound like she was laughing off the whole idea.

"Sister you wouldn't have to know a thing," said Sam dryly. "You'd just be along for the ride."

Carol really enjoyed these moments of "girl talk" with her new friends. Both Jill and Sam had worked here before and knew their way around and what to expect so Carol was trying to lean on them for advice. It was kind of eye-opening to find that girls talked about sex and men so freely. There was no reason not to of course but Carol had so little experience being around adult females that she was learning something new every day.

Another thing she was trying to learn was the art of flirting. When she had attempted to flirt with James, in her ill-conceived plan to pull a prank on him, she had kind of frozen up and become tongue-tied. James, having no such problems himself, made all the moves and all she had to do was respond to them. Like Sam had said, she just went along for the ride. Now she was discovering that being a pretty girl in a place full of single men meant dealing with advances of all sorts. She really wasn't sure whether a man was just flirting for a little innocent fun or actually putting the moves on her. She was certainly anxious to hook up with somebody but she didn't want to come across as some kind of a hussy. Her boss had emphasized the importance of discretion so she didn't want to do anything to get in trouble.

As it turned out she would soon have the opportunity to get more sex than she had ever imagined and it didn't require any flirting at all.


CHAPTER 5:

"I've been really impressed by the way you handle a horse."

Bob, the head wrangler had taken her aside and told her that he wanted to discuss something with her in private. Carol was flattered by his praise but not sure what the need for secrecy was.

"Thanks Bob, that means a lot coming from you," Carol replied. "I'm trying my best to fit in."

"I know you are sweetie and that's why the boys and I think it's about time we welcomed you officially. We have a little initiation ceremony that we like to have our new wranglers participate in. It's just a little harmless fun and it means that we think of you as one of us," said Bob.

"Well I heard something about those initiations Bob. Do you initiate all of the new wranglers or just the female ones?"

"I guess you kind of got me there. To be honest it's just for the gals I suppose but we think a tough little girl like you can handle it. You're not shy are you?"

"Not especially."

"Good, that's the main thing. Some gals might be scared off by this kind of thing but I have a felling you'll do just fine," said Bob with a big grin.

Carol didn't know exactly what was in store for her but she figured it had something to do with sex. That was just fine with her really, especially if it meant that she was going to be more readily accepted by the other wranglers. She was tempted to tell her roommates about the initiation but wasn't sure if that was a good idea or not. They made the prospect of a gang bang sound like something to be avoided and might think less of her of they knew she had volunteered so readily without even asking what she was getting into. She figured she could always back out if it looked like something she didn't want to do. Earning the wrangler's respect was something she wanted but not if it came at too high a cost.

At the appointed hour she arrived at the barn and found Bob and five other wranglers waiting for her in a circle. As soon as she was inside one of them went to bolt the door from the inside. Carol was then instructed to stand in the center of the circle which she did without hesitation.

"Now Missy we're all right proud of the way you've gone about your business," Bob began. "And we're all pleased as punch that you've agreed to take part in this little ceremony. Now I suppose you're wondering what this business is all about."

"I was sort of curious," Carol replied calmly.

"Well now what we have in mind for you is a little shower you might say, except it won't be water we'll be showering you with if you catch my drift. This kind of shower you need some big healthy men to provide."

"So what do you want me to do?" asked Carol.

"Your part is as simple as falling off a log. All you got to do is take off all your clothes and kneel down right where you are. We'll do all the hard work," Bob said with a wink. "Now of course if you want to jump in and lend a helping hand I'm sure the boys will all appreciate it but it's up to you. Does that sound like something you think your girlish sensibilities can handle?"

"I think so."

"Good. Boys, let's help the little lady out of her clothes like good gentlemen."

The wranglers moved in closer and many hands began to reach for her clothing. Her hat was plucked from her head and her shirt was unbuttoned from both the top and the bottom at the same time. Someone else had a grip on her boots while her pants were being unfastened. Soon she was down to just her bra and panties but those were also removed in a jiffy. For the most part the hands were busy simply removing her garments but a few times she felt fingers straying over the parts that were already undressed. It was a fascinating sensation and unlike anything she had ever experienced before.

Once she was totally nude she was instructed to get on her knees as the men reformed their circle and dropped their pants on a signal from Bob. Soon six erect men surrounded her. It sort of made her feel like the hub of a wheel with spokes radiating out in a full 360 degrees.

There were cocks of all shapes and size and Carol had certainly never seen so many hard pricks in one place. She felt like the proverbial kid in a candy store. How were they to know that watching men masturbate was one of her greatest secret fantasies? She had always loved the sight of a hard penis, especially when it was ejaculating and it appeared that she was going to get quite a display tonight.

On cue the wranglers began to stroke their rods with a certain boisterous clamor of hoots and hollers as if they were all on a cattle drive or something. There was some good natured ribbing about each other's size or reputation for stamina and at first Carol just turned her neck back and forth to watch the proceedings as best she could.

"Come on little lady don't be shy," one of the wranglers called out. "Help a fellow out won't you?"

Carol accepted the invitation gladly and took the wrangler's stick in her hand. That caused the other men to move even closer to her so she used her other hand to grab another dick. Stroking two pricks at once was a new experience and kind of thrilling. She decided that she had to at least try and pay all of them some attention so she moved her hands around and made a point of giving each and every cock a nice rub down.

This made the men even louder and more boisterous than before and Carol wondered if anyone outside could hear them but her mind was soon pulled back to focus on the forest of manly wood now just inches from her face.

"Come on honey give us a little lick," one of the guys called out and soon the others joined in with similar entreaties.

Carol had never had a cock in her mouth before but the idea had always fascinated her. With no experience she worried that she wouldn't do a very good job of it but under these circumstances it was really more a question of quantity than quality. With a deep breath she opened her mouth and welcomed the nearest pecker to her waiting lips. More shouts of delight followed as Carol tried to go back and forth amongst the throng of manhood, licking, sucking and stroking anything hard and fleshy that she could reach.

As the first wrangler began to propel his sticky load onto Carol's face she tried to catch some of it in her mouth. Soon the others were all showering her with their essence and it coated her all over, front and back. Although she had never heard of the term "bukkake" she was participating in the act in a big way. Originally used in Japanese pornography in the 1980's to get around the restrictions on showing penetration the practice of a group of men ejaculating on a woman or another man had spread around the globe with numerous variations added along the way. Some people decried the practice as a form of humiliation or degradation and no doubt the wrangler's intended some form of male superiority to be implied by this but if so they had miscalculated Carol's reaction.

She wasn't thinking about the symbolism of the act as much as the eroticism of it. Certainly she was a sticky mess at the moment and if she thought about it she might come to the conclusion that it had been a bad idea but at the moment she was pleased and excited. Although no one had touched her pussy she had actually climaxed during the proceedings. This probably wasn't the sort of the thing that the management would condone but the secrecy and taboo nature of it just added to Carol's enjoyment.

Everything about Carol's presence here at the ranch was secret and taboo. Her whole existence was as well. She felt incredibly vulnerable and almost indestructible at the same time. She could stand damn near anything for four months and whatever reputation she made would vanish just as soon as she removed the necklace. It was like playing with house chips. What did she really have to lose?

She got cleaned up in the barn the best she could but needed a shower desperately. The boys had been delighted with her performance and slapped her on the back or swatted her behind as they dressed and made their own exits. She hadn't cried or been repulsed or run screaming from the barn. She was a "good sport" and a "spirited little filly." She enjoyed their praise even if it was for something so totally unrelated to her work or abilities. Having so many strapping young men showing her so much attention was hard not to enjoy. Once you've seen a man with his pants off it's hard not to think of him differently from now on. Of course once a man has seen you licking his cum from your lips he's bound to view you a little differently as well. As Carol would find out that was certainly the case.


CHAPTER 6:

Working with the wranglers had never been better. It did seem like she had finally been accepted as just "one of the boys" at last. However some of them seemed to have some difficulty keeping their minds on their work. Someone was constantly coming up and whispering some sort of proposal in her ear for a late night rendezvous in the hay loft or a "quickie" down by the lake. It was nice to be popular but she worried that she might have bitten off more than she could chew. She had sort of assumed that if she had sex with someone it would be with a guest who would be here one day and gone the next. She was going to be working with these same men for several months and wondered what sort of complications might arise from getting too tangled up in personal affairs, especially since all of them seemed to want a crack at her.

At the same time the feeling was intoxicating. All she had to do was smile at a guy or make some little compliment and this rugged creature would practically melt into a brainless ball of mush. Flirting was turning out to be a lot easier than she had expected and also a lot of fun.

So far she had basically strung everyone along with vague assurances of interest but no firm commitment to action. If a guy stole the chance to slip his hand under her shirt and give her boobs a squeeze or pinched her ass when she walked by she always took it with a smile and a wink that said so much without saying anything. To most women these working conditions would be deplorable and even criminal but to Carol it was sort of just part of the game she was playing. She was just portraying a character out of a pornographic fantasy. Even so it was difficult to know how much to hint at and how much to give away.

The assumption in the barn had been that she was easy and fun but now some of the men were beginning to grumble that she was just a "cock tease." It seemed like whatever she did or didn't do from now on would be watched, judged and discussed. Well there wasn't much she could do about that now. She was just trying to do her job and figure out what this whole female business was really all about.

Jill and Sam tended to stay away from the wranglers as much as possible. They viewed them as horny, rowdy and largely immature, an assessment that was probably pretty accurate on the whole. Jill had something going with one of the guys who worked in the kitchen last year and they were kind of picking up where they left off this season. Sam was a little harder to get a fix on. She spent a lot of her free time reading and didn't say much about herself. Of course Jill was so bubbly and outgoing that she could fill a room with conversation without needing anyone else to contribute much. Carol really liked both of them quite a lot. They had been very friendly and welcoming to her right from the start. Of course girls were in the minority in this place so maybe there was a certain amount of female solidarity involved.

The ranch had a very nice pool area that was available for guests and staff alike but swimming pools were kind of foreign to Carol. Having grown up on a ranch swimming was usually done in the great outdoors. A pool seemed kind of small and crowded to her but she soon learned that swimming wasn't necessarily the main attraction of a pool anyway. It was actually a great place to see people and be seen in skimpy bathing attire. Carol had noticed Sam by the pool a number of times but always just reading a book. She had never seen her roommate even dip her toe in the water.

Carol had brought along a pretty revealing bikini. It hadn't especially been chosen for the amount of skin it bared, she just liked the way it looked on her body, but it certainly didn't hurt in attracting attention either. As a man she had never been particularly modest nor an exhibitionist by nature but in her rented body she felt really free and at ease about her flesh. She was still excited by just looking at herself in the mirror so there was kind of a desire to show off her new appearance the way someone else might have done if they had lost some weight or had a new hairdo.

Sometimes Carol just kicked back and enjoyed the sunshine and man watching but one day she decided to get some exercise by swimming a few laps so she jumped in the pool, which was deserted at the time. A little later a man jumped in as well and Carol was actually a little disappointed as she didn't want to disturb a guest with her swimming back and forth as fast as she could. The man paddled over to her and smiled.

"Hey you swim pretty fast," said the man. "Did you swim on your high school team or something?"

"No I've just always liked swimming since I was a little...kid," Carol replied.

She was glad she had caught herself just in time. Taking a look at the man it was a little hard to tell how old he might be. His body looked like a young man but the lines in his face, especially around the eyes made him appear much older. He was probably in his late 30's or even mid 40's or older she guessed but she wasn't a great judge of such things.

"I've done a bit of swimming in my time too. How would you feel about a little race?" the man asked pleasantly.

"Sure, I don't mind."

"I know I'm on vacation and I should probably just be relaxing but I have a pretty competitive streak in me and I always get a little jumpy when I'm just trying to relax. I tend to enjoy things more when there's something on the line," the man explained.

"Me, too. You know, when I was a kid I used to race my friend all the time and we usually put up some kind of wager just to sweeten the deal," said Carol.

"Fine by me. What kind of wager did you have in mind?"

"I don't know. Suggest something."

"Well, I've got a really fine bottle of champagne chilling in my room. If you win I'll give it to you and you can share it with your roommates or your boyfriend or whoever you like."

"And if you win?" Carol inquired.

"If I win you come back to my room and we share the bottle together. Either way you end up with the champagne so you've really got nothing to lose," the man joked.

"Sounds great. How about four laps? Up and back twice?"

"Actually I'm more of an endurance guy than a sprinter. How about eight laps?"

"You're on!"

The race was pretty tight at the beginning with the lead changing hands several times. It was only near the last lap and a half that Carol started to fade while the man seemed to be getting stronger. She made a valiant kick at the end to close the gap a little but she still ended up touching the side of the pool several seconds late.

"That was pretty close," the man said sincerely. "If we had done four laps like you suggested I think you might have beaten me."

"You weren't kidding about having a lot of endurance. My arms were starting to fall off and you were just getting up a good head of steam," Carol chuckled.

"Hey, I'm Parker Bradley by the way. I know, it sounds like two last names but what can you do?"

"Pleased to meet you Parker Bradley. I'm Carol Winston."

"Well Carol Winston shall we go back to my place and pop open the bubbly?"

"Sure, I've still got some free time. Lead the way."

They both got out of the pool and toweled off before putting on their robes and sandals. Seeing him out of the water Carol was even more impressed by his physique. He looked like he had a very strong upper body and well-developed leg muscles too. It was an athletic kind of muscularity not a cosmetic one. He obviously wasn't just hanging out in the gym all day trying to bulk up he looked like someone who enjoyed putting those muscles to good use.

They went to his cabin and it was hard not to notice how much nicer his was than the one she shared with Jill and Sam but that was to be expected. He was paying good money to be here and she was just a hired hand.

"I'm going to hang my swim trunks in the shower," said Parker heading for the bathroom. "I hate to sit around in wet clothing. If you want to put yours in there too please be my guest."

That sounded like a fine idea and while Parker was getting the champagne ready Carol excused herself to the bathroom and slipped out of her bikini. She took a look at herself in the mirror and thought that it was a strange thing to be sitting in a man's hotel room with just a robe on and nothing underneath it but it was an exciting feeling as well.

"You know I've seen you around a few times but today was the first chance I had to talk to you. You always seem to be so busy," said Parker as he poured the champagne.

"They do keep us awfully busy. This is sort of my day off but I still have some chores to do a little later."

"I hope they can keep for a while. Like I said, I'm more of an endurance guy. I like to take my time and see that things are done right."

"That sounds like a good policy but sometimes I've got so many things to do I just end up trying to rush to keep up with them," said Carol.

"Well hopefully I can show you the benefits of my way."


CHAPTER 7:

They hadn't actually finished the bottle of champagne before Parker had made his move and they were both sitting on the bed kissing. They had sipped their wine and chatted pleasantly for a while but Parker obviously assumed that the bet was for more than just a few drinks together and he was planning on collecting his prize in full. That was just fine with Carol who had actually considered losing the race on purpose at the beginning just so that they would end up like this but Parker had won fair and square. Still Carol felt like she was the winner in her own way.

Parker deftly unfastened her robe while they were kissing and slipped a hand inside. He began to cup and squeeze her breasts, which she found to be a remarkably sensual experience. His fingers were firm but gentle at the same time and as his fingers began to tweak and pinch her nipples she found that they were remarkably sensitive, especially the areola, and that her left nipple seemed more sensitive than the right for some reason. It was fascinating to be discovering her own body this way but she was anxious to reciprocate and soon had a hand inside Parker's robe.

She explored his chest a bit and felt how hard his abdomen really was. It didn't seem like there was an ounce of flab on him. It felt as if his stomach had been chiseled out of granite. Working her way down she eventually found his cock and discovered that it was rock hard as well at the moment.

As Carol stroked Parker's member he began to play with her pussy while they continued to kiss and nuzzle all the while. Carol found this sort of mutual masturbation wonderful and probably could have stayed this way until they climaxed but Parker had other ideas.

While Carol was still sitting on the bed Parker stood up and let his robe fall to the floor. Carol loved the way she looked in her female form but sitting there gazing at Parker she thought a well-toned male body was just about the best looking thing in the world. She liked all of it of course but she couldn't keep her eyes off of Parker's erection..

"You seem to be staring at my cock, honey," Parker grinned. "Like what you see?"

"Oh yes."

"Want a closer look?"

"Please."

With that Parker took a couple of steps towards her and stood between her legs. His cock was now practically brushing up against her lips. Carol closed the rest of the distance herself by leaning forward and taking him in her mouth. The initiation hadn't taught her much about how to give head but it had taught her that she loved the feeling of a man's warmth between her lips and on her tongue. While she bobbed like a woodpecker on the top of his prick she reached out and stroked his shaft with her hand. It was wet and sloppy but Parker seemed to be enjoying it.

"Oh, good girl...it's always so nice to find a woman who enjoys giving head so much. And don't worry...I'll take my turn downstairs as well," Parker said warmly.

The more she sucked the easier it seemed to be to take him down her throat. There was obviously some trick to it that she didn't know yet but she was working her way down in little stages. She had never played with a man's balls before but it suddenly seemed like a nice idea. She knew from the experience of being a man that she had to be really careful about how she handled them and Parker responded well to her touch.

After quite a long session of cock sucking Parker pulled out and then gently pushed Carol down on her back. Her legs were still hanging over the edge of the bed and the open robe was still on her body as Parker got down on the floor and buried his face in her muff.

It was a strange sensation but very pleasing. She didn't know her way around her own vagina all that well but Parker seemed to be no stranger to the female anatomy. Using his fingers and tongue and lips he probed and licked and poked in such a skilled way that every part of her inner being seemed to be dancing with energy. When Parker started working the clitoris Carol almost jumped off the bed. It was like having a raw nerve ending in your tooth but instead of causing pain it caused the most incredible bolts of electricity to shoot through your entire body. She moaned and felt herself becoming wet. For some reason she reached for her breasts and began to play with her own nipples. It was all completely spontaneous and wonderful and new.

With a mouthful of her cum as evidence that she had been well serviced it was finally time for Parker to make his grand entrance into her love box. He lifted her legs much as James had done and sort of leaned over onto the bed as he slipped his dick inside her. He wasn't as long as James but might have been a little thicker but either way he felt marvelous inside her.

Those strong arms which had defeated her in the pool where getting another vigorous workout here in the bedroom as Parker strained and grunted and pumped away for what seemed like hours. Apparently his endurance wasn't limited to swimming. Carol climaxed at least once more, maybe twice, who knows? It was all sort of blending together in a delirious haze of contentment. As much as she enjoyed watching a man ejaculate she didn't mind at all when she realized that Parker was finally releasing his load inside her. 

She was positively euphoric as her pussy seemed to tighten up and grasp his throbbing member as it shot hot jets deep inside her. Either he was very potent or he hadn't cum in a while because there was so much fluid that some of it actually seeped out. That was such a lovely thought and such an incredible sensation. She was literally overflowing with this man's essence and she embraced him warmly as he collapsed on the bed, sort of next to her and sort of on top of her at the same time.

They remained tangled that way for quite a while, saying little nothings that she would never remember and kissing from time to time. Suddenly time became an issue and she realized that she needed to get going. It was an awful feeling as she could have stayed like that forever but she did have to get back to work.

Her bikini was still wet so she just carried it and fastened her robe tightly. It felt delightfully sinful to walk around knowing that she was naked underneath but no one else would know. Just her and the man who had just made love to her.

She found it interesting that she thought of it as "making love" for the first time. James had fucked her and the wranglers had...well she didn't really have a word for what they had done to her but this was very different. This was what she would want it to be like if she were a real woman and found a man she adored. It would actually be easy to adore a man like Parker she thought, then tried to knock the idea out of her head as quickly as possible. They were both just passing through here in their own fashion.

Carol made her way back to her room with no robe mishaps and took a quick shower before getting into her work clothes. Having a man cum inside her had been such a pleasant surprise. It was the act of seeing it spurt that had always fascinated her so much but she began to think of that as immature. A woman was specifically engineered to receive sperm in her vagina. It was the natural order of things from the beginning of humanity. It's how she would conceive a child if she were lucky enough to have been born this way.

It was probably the first time that she felt really envious of the female sex. Wearing the necklace had always been thrilling for its forbidden nature and because it gave her the freedom to explore sex with men without shame or fear of recriminations but it had never particularly made her crave a permanent gender change. She had only been a woman for a couple of weeks but she was already beginning to wish the summer would go on forever.

That was something that had never really crossed her mind when she developed the plan to wear the necklace during a part-time job. It had really been all about sex. She knew was attracted to some men on some level and had been forever but there was nothing about being male that had ever particularly bothered her. It was just the way she had been born and until finding the necklace assumed that it was the way it would always be. It hadn't entirely been a picnic working here as a woman as there was a definite sexist vibe about things that made her feel like she had to prove herself all the time but there were plenty of things that she was enjoying as well. She certainly had enjoyed herself this afternoon with Parker and wouldn't mind a rematch with him, in pool or in bed, very soon.


CHAPTER 8:

Dancing was not something that Carol had much experience with but Jill had been on her from the beginning about joining in. Unattached men were far more likely to hit the dance floor if there were plenty of pretty female partners around. Jill was pretty darn good at coaxing the shy and reluctant to kick up their heels and she was no less persuasive with Carol.

There were basically two types of dancing available at the Whispering Trails; contemporary "line dancing" that you might find in any Country bar and more traditional "square dancing" that was offered about once a week and featured a live band.

Tonight it would be line dancing to modern Country music which was fine with Carol because it seemed a little easier to learn. Organized dancing can quickly turn to chaos if the participants aren't too knowledgeable but Jill wasn't the type to let that happen. She always had a few experienced "ringers" to help teach the steps and get everybody in the mood. She had the gift of making it fun and easy to learn and soon Carol was jumping in with some small degree of confidence.

Being a girl certainly didn't make her dance any better but she sure looked better while she was doing it. As she was strutting her stuff and swaying her hips in time to the music it was hard not to notice how many men were watching her or if they were brave enough trying to dance beside her. Not that the other ladies weren't hot. Jill had no shortage of admirers either with her buxom boobs practically popping out of her tight shirt, but there was something so overtly sexy about Carol that she just drew attention.

She felt really fearless in this body, for one thing. If she messed up a step or turned at the wrong time she just giggled delightfully and tried even harder to get it right. She was so much more outgoing and free with her movements. Karl's natural shyness just seemed to melt away when she was Carol and she was having the time of her life.

Apparently dancing wasn't one of Parker's interests and Carol was a little disappointed that he wasn't there. Perhaps it wasn't competitive enough for him she thought. Maybe if it was a dance contest he'd sweep in and bust a move but tonight he was obviously occupied elsewhere. She knew he hadn't gone home yet as she had checked with the front desk so perhaps they would have a chance for another bottle of champagne yet.

As it happened her next sexual encounter would be of a very different variety. One of the wranglers, a guy named Gary, had asked her if she could help him in the tack room. That was the place where things like saddles were kept and Carol wasn't quite sure what sort of help he needed but she was happy to pitch in and met him at the time he requested. To her surprise the place seemed to be deserted so she assumed he was just late. She noticed that one of the saddles had been taken off of its usual hanger and placed in the middle of the room on sort of a saw horse. Possibly they were going to polish the saddle or something but it didn't really look like it needed it.

"I'm glad you could make it," said Gary, his voice startling her.

As she turned around her jaw dropped and she covered her face to keep from laughing. Gary was standing there wearing nothing but his boots, a cowboy hat and chaps, those distinctly western leggings that were generally worn over pants. In this case they weren't worn over anything except Gary's naked flesh. In the crotch gap between the legs Carol could see that Gary was displaying a very impressive erection. It was a comical appearance in many ways and Gary was sporting a goofy grin along with his boner so it was hard to take him too seriously. On the other hand his dick looked like it was all business and she did have a hard time not looking at it.

"I thought you wanted my help," said Carol.

"I do little lady. I've been thinking about you and walking around with this big old stiffy and I need your help to get rid of it so I can get back to work."

"And just how did you figure I'd do that?"

"Well now I know how good you are at riding and you sure are at home in the saddle so I figured you might enjoy saddling up on something else."

With that Gary strolled over to the saddle on the saw horse and took a seat. He grabbed his hard dick and kind of waved it around a few times.

"Come on darlin', mount up," Gary suggested.

Carol looked around to make sure they were really alone. She grinned as she slipped out of her pants and came over to the saddle. It was kind of tricky to get in front of Gary but she neatly swung her leg over the top and Gary adjusted his position to give her some room. He then helped to lift her onto his swollen pecker and she let herself down slowly until she was completely filled with his manhood.

"Yahoo!" Gary almost shouted before realizing that they probably shouldn't be too noisy.

The whole thing was so silly that Carol had a hard time not laughing but soon she was bouncing away and enjoying the ride thoroughly. Gary was slapping his leg with his hat as she grabbed the pommel for support and soon she was lifting and jerking like a bucking bronco. Any thoughts of laughter had disappeared and the sounds she was now making where little squeals of delight.

Gary stopped slapping his leg and turned his attention to her tits, unbuttoning her shirt and working his hands over her bra. Even with a layer of cloth between her boobs and his hands it felt remarkably stimulating. 

"Damn girl, you're a wild thing aren't you? You love having that big old cock inside you don't you?"

"I do...I so do," Carol said with so much enthusiasm that it was Gary's turn to stifle a laugh.

"Well I can give you all the cock you want honey."

"I don't know about that. I want a lot of cock!"

Now Gary couldn't help but laugh. He stopped his boob play and grabbed her butt cheeks and pulled them apart as he helped her to bounce even harder and faster than before.

"I've never met a gal like you before," said Gary admiringly.

"Believe me, I'm one of a kind."

It wasn't a terribly long ride but it was spirited and inevitably Gary began to cum inside her. This time she wasn't concerned at all about not being able to watch him pop, she had learned how great it felt to be filled with jizz. There wasn't so much that it spilled out this time but that was just as well as they were going to have to clean up the saddle as it was.

As they restored the saddle to respectability they didn't talk too much but Gary did offer some more words of praise for her enthusiasm and for being such a good sport. Word of their tandem ride would probably spread pretty quickly if she knew anything about these wranglers and that didn't really bother her. She knew it meant that they would probably be even more aggressive than usual but she meant what she had said to Gary about wanting a lot of cock. She did want a lot of cock. She didn't have the luxury of being able to fall in love with one man so she might as well take the opposite approach and be with as many men as she could. Making love was beautiful but dangerous so she figured that she better stick to sport fucking.

That night before bed Jill was full of her usual bubbly enthusiasm and praised Carol for her willingness to jump in on the dance floor. Sam seemed a little more subdued, which wasn't all that unusual but Carol had the feeling that she was kind of holding something back.

"Baby girl you were something else out there. I thought you said you didn't know how to dance," said Jill.

"I don't," Carol replied.

"Well you sure enough looked like you did."

"You're just a good teacher I guess."

"You should come sometime Sammy girl, it wouldn't kill you to have a little fun once in a while you know," Jill chided her roommate.

"I hear there are lots of ways to have fun around here," Sam said sarcastically while shooting a glance at Carol.

"Did I do something wrong?" Carol asked, genuinely surprised and concerned.

"No, but you might want to be a little more careful about who you go riding with, that's all," Sam snapped back.

"Now what's this all about?" Jill asked, trying to be the peacemaker. "Are you two gals fighting over a boy or something?"

"No, I just think Carol should be a bit more discrete if she wants to avoid getting a bad reputation," said Sam.

"Well I haven't heard anything. What did I miss?" inquired Jill.

"I guess Sam thinks I've been screwing around too much or something," Carol said sadly.

"Is that a fact? Have you been screwing around sweetiee?"

"I don't know. I've done it a couple of times so far. I didn't think there was anything wrong with that," Carol replied.

"What's this all about Sam?" asked Jill.

"Look baby, the guests are one thing, even most of the staff here keeps their mouths shut but the wranglers are a different type. They brag and boast and from what I hear you're their favorite topic of conversation these days, and it isn't because you're good at your job. Hell, I don't care and I don't judge people but I like you and I worry a little that you're asking for trouble by letting those cowboys use you like a rag doll. The management here walks a really fine line between sexy and slutty. They'd rather imply that anything goes than actually have it be true. From what I hear you've been pretty wild and free with the guys you work with. Maybe you think that's the best way to fit in with a rough male crowd like that but trust me, you're not earning their respect that way, you're only reinforcing their ideas about women only being good for one thing," said Sam.

"I don't think that's true at all," Carol said defensively. "Sure they treat me different because I'm a girl but we've been getting along fine lately. They know I can do the job as well as any of them. If they think I'm pretty too what's the harm in that?"

"Just be careful," Sam cautioned. "You're new here and it's a really small society. If you stop putting out or refuse the wrong guy they can make trouble for you. And whose side do you think the boss is going to be on? Whose story do you think they'll believe? They never believe the girl, honey, that's just the way the world works. You should know that by now."


CHAPTER 9:

There were so many things that Carol should theoretically know by now but of course didn't because she had only been a woman for a matter of weeks. She tried to dismiss Sam's advice as jealousy of some kind. Maybe she was hot for one of the wranglers and was pissed off that her man was paying so much attention to another girl. That would certainly explain things. But Sam didn't seem like that kind of a person at all.

Carol certainly didn't like the idea of one of her only female friends being disappointed in her. She wanted so badly to fit in as one of the girls. And of course she didn't want to get in trouble at work either and possibly find herself out of a job and back to the old cock and balls all too soon. On the other hand she desperately wanted to have as much fun as possible while in this body and knew that she couldn't afford to be too patient or too emotionally involved with anyone. It was a real conundrum.

For the time being she decided to just go with the flow and see what happened. Much to her disappointment she discovered that Parker had gone home. It was undoubtedly for the best but she still felt sad about not seeing him again. Despite his passionate love making it appeared that he thought of her as a convenient piece of ass just like the wranglers did. In fairness she had just wanted his cock and didn't really know a damn thing about the man except that he had stirred some things inside her that were strange and intoxicating.

Jill had a couple of guys on the staff who were vying for her attention but Sam didn't seem to be seeing anyone, unless she just concealed it really well. Carol couldn't understand why that would be. Sam was so pretty and smart it seemed like she would have no trouble finding a guy. Hell, if Carol was still a guy Sam was just the kind of girl he would want to go out with.

It was funny to think about something like that now, under these circumstances. Karl had always liked girls all right he just didn't know too many of them. Because he had a secret fondness for the male anatomy he assumed he was probably gay and destined to live a fairly passionless life. He obviously had a fondness for the female anatomy too but it seemed to manifest itself more when he was the female.

Carol wondered whether the necklace intensified her interest in men or merely unlocked her true desires that were always there regardless of which body she was in at the time. When you spend your whole life trying to suppress feelings that you think are "unnatural" it may be that they are much stronger than you're willing to admit. She wondered what the necklace would do to a guy who was completely straight. She always assumed that most men were completely repulsed by the idea of having sex with men. That's certainly the way men always made it sound. Sucking another guy's cock was a fate worse than death.

She also wondered whether the necklace worked both ways. If a girl put it on would it turn them into a boy? Would that temporary guy suddenly be attracted to women? Why was the damn thing created in the first place? Was it a practical device designed so that one could spy on their enemies or something or was there a sexual component to it all along? Someone must have created the thing and put some kind of enchantment on it for a reason but Carol couldn't figure out what that reason might be. Maybe it was a form of punishment. If a man disgraced himself in battle perhaps he was subjected to humiliation by being turned into a woman for some period of time. Or maybe if you were caught cheating on your spouse you were forced to change roles while everybody lined up for a chance to fuck you. She smiled at that idea. In her case that would have been more of a pleasure than a punishment.

Bob, the head wrangler, had been the one guy who hadn't been hitting on her but now it appeared that he wanted a piece of the action too. They had taken a group of guests out rising and were in the barn later putting the horses back in their stalls when Bob suddenly made his move.

"Little lady I think it's about time you and I got down to business," said Bob sternly.

"Aren't we doing that now?" Carol asked.

"No I mean a little man and woman business. Now I hear you've been giving it up to some of the other boys and it don't seem right to me that I haven't had my turn yet. I am the top hand here, you know."

It appeared that Bob was quite serious. He thought that being the "boss" should have given him priority. Gary had at least been clever and humorous and made the whole thing kind of fun and silly but Bob acted like he was actually entitled to fuck her. That was kind of disturbing and disappointing to Carol. Bob was a lot older than the other guys and she sort of assumed that he was more mature. She also hoped that he just respected her for the job she was doing. She remembered what Sam had said about refusing the wrong guy and began to wonder whether Bob was making a request or issuing an order.

Bob was the guy who made the work assignments. He could see that she was out giving riding lessons or cleaning the stables for the rest of the summer. He could probably get her bounced from her wrangler position and reassigned to housekeeping. He could probably even fire her.

The idea of fucking Bob didn't bother her in the least. She liked him and respected his ability as a wrangler. He wasn't a bad looking guy for his age. His cock would probably feel just as mice inside her as anyone else's. It was just the idea that he took it for granted that she was obligated to put out for him that caused her to have some rebellious thoughts. Obviously it was sexual harassment but she was in no position to go running around filing formal complaints. What was the point of that? She had no legal standing as a woman since she wasn't actually one. Causing trouble would just mean the end of her summer job and that wasn't something she wanted to see happen.

"You should have asked sooner Bob," Carol said as pleasantly as she could. "I didn't think you were interested."

"Oh I'm plenty interested gal. I may be old but I've got plenty of spunk left in me."

"Well Bob maybe we can find a place to put some of that extra spunk."

Carol walked over to where some hay bales were stacked and dropped her pants. She bent over the hay so that she was resting on her elbows and looked back at Bob.

"Is this how you want me Bob?"

"That'll do just fine girly," said Bob as he began to unfasten his trousers.

Soon Bob was right behind her and she felt his hard pole sliding up inside her. That moment of initial penetration was always so exhilarating. Feeling herself stretching to receive that throbbing wand of heat. She was well aware that presenting herself to Bob in this position was a sign of submission. Bob's manhood had been hurt by the thought that the younger men who worked for him had first shot at her so she felt pretty certain that this would go a long way towards soothing his ego.

What did that make her? A slut? A whore? A coward afraid to stand up for her rights as a woman and as a human being? What did she know or care about the cause of feminism? Sex was still a novelty to her and she was interested in experiencing as much of it as possible. She would have let Bob fuck her anyway. She just wished that he had been more polite about it. That sort of seemed like splitting hairs to her.

Bob, for his part, was fucking the hell out her. Each powerful thrust caused her elbows to scrape against the hay, which wasn't a very pleasant feeling but was at least offset by the pleasure she was receiving between her legs. Lots of women have probably ended up with rug burns on their knees or scraped elbows at some point she figured. It's just an occupational hazard.

This was definitely a fuck on the rough side. The uncomfortable venue and the almost savage pounding was also accompanied by a number of rather hard slaps on her ass. She had been a "bad girl" in Bob's eyes and needed to be taught a lesson. For some reason instead of being humiliating it was all the more arousing to Carol. She liked the idea of this "father figure" taking her to task. Even the pain of his blows seemed to turn her on all the more. When Bob grabbed her hair suddenly and yanked it back she felt herself climaxing as she cried out.

"Well little lady...who's the top hand now?" Bob grunted.

"You are Bob."

"Damn right I am and don't you ever forget it!"

It was really all a game she thought. Bob needed this for his own self-image for some reason. Maybe he was trying to prove to himself that he could still get it up and not shoot his wad in twenty seconds. Maybe he had popped a pill before hand to make sure that he wasn't limp when the time came. He knew it was just a matter of time before one of these young bucks took his place as the head wrangler and for a man that probably meant challenging his abilities as a stud too. It was classic animal behavior in nature. The male of the species had to fight a constant battle to remain at the top. Of course it was always a losing battle in the end but one that was contested bitterly as long as there was an ounce of fight left.

Bob fucked her hard and ejaculated hard. She worried for a moment that the poor guy was going to have a heart attack or something. He was drenched in sweat and gasping for air as the final drops of his sticky solution were deposited inside her. He kind of slumped over her back for a moment and Carol actually did wonder if he had died. That would be a pretty hard thing to explain she worried. She'd have to stuff his cock back in his pants and say that he keeled over trying to lift something heavy. Fortunately he was still alive and kicking and removed himself from the hay bale once he had recovered some strength.

"Whooee, little girl I can't recall the last time I had a ride like that!"

"You were incredible Bob. I don't know if I'll be able to sit in a saddle for a while."

"You just relax and take the rest of the day off honey. You've earned it, believe me. I can finish up in here."


CHAPTER 10:

So she had "earned" the rest of the day off by bending over a hay bale and taking a load of cum in her snatch. Bob's feathers were now unruffled and she had probably guaranteed her job security for the duration of her stay. She had probably also guaranteed future employment next year if she chose to come back. It seemed like a pretty good deal for half an hour of what turned out to be quite pleasant activity. Still there was something inside her brain that was nagging at her for some reason.

Carol had never quite realized how powerful a thing the vagina was. As a man who wasn't typically sex obsessed Karl had never had occasion to feel that incredible lust that drives most men to the verge of insanity. He had never longed for a woman with all his heart and soul. Even men were more of a curiosity to him than a fanatical passion. Obviously a woman could exert a great deal of influence over any man who wanted to get in her box. It was something that had trade value. Of course as a boy he had learned that getting your dick wet was the ultimate prize a man could seek but that association obviously was something different entirely. Now Carol was beginning to see how great the desire for sex with a woman could be. Greater than fame or wealth. How many powerful men in history had been brought down by their lust for some woman? Perhaps that's why some men coveted and hated women at the same time. They resented that power that the woman had over them. It made them weak and they hated themselves for that weakness.

Carol really had no idea at this point whether Bob liked her or hated her as a person. He certainly enjoyed her as a piece of ass but did he look down on her at the same time? Ironically while she may have undone all of her hard work to win his respect as a wrangler she had probably secured a more favorable position in his eyes. She was a "good girl" now who had shown the proper deference to her male superior. At the end of the day she was probably always going to be "just a girl" in the eyes of these men and being so she should know her place. Legally they couldn't keep a woman from doing a "man's job" but that didn't mean that they had to embrace the idea.

She had probably made it harder for the next female wrangler who came along and that thought kind of bothered her. She was setting an example of how a woman in her position was expected to behave. That thought had never crossed her mind before. Girls like Jill and Sam probably thought about that sort of thing all the time. The wranglers may be a particularly macho breed of misogynist, fueled in part by the old fashioned nature of their job, but women probably faced similar attitudes all the time Carol guessed.

What a tricky minefield to negotiate. There were always consequences to the choices we made in life. She hadn't thought of any responsibilities of becoming a woman when she decided to put the necklace on for the summer, it was just a lark and an adventure. Now she was part of a different demographic; an easily definable group with issues that related specifically to them. Women had fought many hard battles for the right to vote or own property or the right to choose how they used their own bodies and those battles were continuing all the time. Some were legal issues that were settled in Congress or courtrooms but some were everyday struggles to change perceptions and stereotypes. On the surface it had always seemed so easy to be a woman but Carol was finding that it was much trickier to do it well than she had anticipated.

Of course there was nothing she could do on any grand scale to change the world. She had found a place out in the desert where she could hide out and pretend to be female for a few months. What was the point of having any anxiety over how she was perceived or how she behaved as long as she didn't get caught in her deception or fired from her job? She was just a transient female passing through on her way back to eventual manhood. Getting her panties in a bunch over equal rights was probably just silly. Still she felt a certain solidarity with her fellow females as long as she had the necklace around her neck. She did care very much what the other girls thought of her and she was beginning to care how she felt about herself.

Having some unexpected free time Carol decided to wander around the property a bit. As she walked past the cabin that had previously been occupied by Parker she felt a tinge of sadness at his departure but couldn't suppress a smile at the memory of what had gone inside there. She wondered who was in that room now. Maybe another single guy who would enjoy a little spirited competition.

She kept walking and came across Sam giving an archery lesson. Carol had shot a bow and arrow a few times but wasn't much of an expert or anything. She just stood and watched Sam at work and was impressed by her ability. Jill was a great dance instructor but she went about it in a very different way. Sam seemed more calm and professional. Her instructions were gentle but straight to the point. She wasn't trying to be a cheerleader. Jill probably would have made a great cheerleader in high school. Maybe she had been one. She could definitely picture her with pompoms in her hand jumping up and down on the sidelines at a football game trying to generate team spirit. Sam seemed more like the "brainy" girl who would have been the captain of the debate team or something. It was funny how easy it was to toss around labels and make assumptions.

What kind of girl would Carol have been if she had gone to school as a female? Boy crazy hussy probably but who knows? The school slut? The good-time girl who was ready to put out at the drop of a hat? That didn't really seem like the kind of thing one would really want to be known for during their four year stint in high school. Prom queen sounded kind of appealing but more than likely she would have just been an average student doing typical things she assumed. High school had just gone by in a blur anyway so it wasn't likely to have been anything special by being in a different body.

The archery thing looked kind of fun so she wandered over to take a closer look. Sam acknowledged her with a nod of her head but went on with her instructions.

"Can I join in?" Carol asked.

"Sure. Give me a second and I'll get you started," replied Sam.

Soon Carol had a bow in her hand and had strapped on a chest guard. She hadn't really thought about her tits getting in the way but then she remembered hearing somewhere that Amazon women actually cut off one of their breasts so as not to interfere with their archery. That seemed a bit extreme so a chest protector, while not terribly comfortable, was a much better alternative.

"Have you ever done this before?" asked Sam.

"A few times but not for ages," was Carol's reply.

"Well it's not all that difficult really. Why don't you go ahead and take a shot at that target and let me see what kind of form you've got."

Carol took aim and let the arrow fly. It wasn't a bull's-eye but it wasn't a bad shot either. Sam complimented her shot and watched Carol try a couple of more arrows.

"Here, I think this might help..."

Sam got up behind Carol and reached around her shoulders to demonstrate a slightly different angle in which to try holding the bow. Sam probably stayed in this position a little longer than she had to but Carol didn't mind. It felt kind of nice to feel Sam's hot breath on her neck and her breasts pressing against her back. The suggestion worked and Carol nailed the target dead center. She was so happy she jumped up and down with glee which made Sam laugh. It was nice to see Sam laughing Carol thought. She tended to seem so serious most of the time.

Carol stayed for the remainder of the class and really seemed to have a knack for this archery business. Sam seemed very pleased with her new student's success and encouraged Carol to stick with it. Carol didn't object to that idea. It was fun and it was nice to be doing something with one of her roommates. Maybe if she and Jill ganged up on Sam they could even get her out on the dance floor sometime.

"Where are you off to now?" Sam asked as Carol returned her archery gear.

"I don't really have anywhere special to be actually. I was thinking that I probably needed a shower though before I figure out what I'm going to do next."

"Sounds good. Maybe I'll join you."


CHAPTER 11:

"Do you want to flip a coin to see who gets the shower first?" asked Carol as she fished a quarter out of her pocket and prepared to toss it in the air.

"There's no need for that," said Sam, putting her hand on top of Carol's. "There's plenty of room for two in there."

With that Sam turned and began stripping off her clothes. Carol was a little taken aback by the suggestion but they were both girls after all, there was really no harm in taking a shower together.

Carol watched admiringly as Sam got naked. She had such a lovely body. thought Carol. So fit and tan and smooth. She had dark nipples that stood out little buttons and her pussy was completely shaved clean.

"Come on...get those clothes off," Sam insisted.

Carol hurried to catch up and tossed her clothes casually on the bed as she peeled them off. Sam was already in the bathroom turning on the water as Carol finally undressed completely and joined her. Together they got in the shower and Carol felt a rush of excitement as she brushed up against Sam's wet skin.

"Is the water too hot?" asked Sam.

"Not at all. I like it this way," Carol replied.

Carol wondered whether girls did this sort of thing all the time. In school the guys had all showered together in a big open room with many shower heads but they were still pretty far apart in their own space. No one ever came close to touching but in this confined box of a shower it was pretty much impossible not to come into contact with each other. Carol tried to act like this was something she was used to and began to lather up with some soap.

"Here, let me get your back for you," Sam suggested.

Soon Carol felt Sam's soapy hands lathering up her backside. She seemed to be doing a very thorough job and spent quite a bit of time down around her ass. She even worked her hands between Carol's legs and despite her best intentions Carol found it quite arousing.

"Now you do me," Sam instructed.

Carol looked at her for a moment and then realized that she meant return the favor of soaping her backside. There was just something about the way she said it that seemed to imply something else entirely.

As Carol rubbed her hands over Sam's body she was very glad that she didn't have a cock at this moment because it would undoubtedly be embarrassingly hard. On the other hand if she had a cock she would probably be burying it as deep inside Sam as she could get it. For a split second she thought about removing the necklace and taking her chances but she quickly got that ridiculous idea out of her head.

"You never take that necklace off do you?" Sam commented, as if she had read Carol's mind.

"No, never," Carol replied not offering any further explanation.

Suddenly Sam turned around and their breasts touched. Carol instinctively took a step back.

"I'm sorry," Carol stammered as if she had committed some indiscretion.

"Relax silly. It's not the first time I've touched another woman's boobs I assure you. Of course they're not always as nice as yours."

With that Sam reached out and took Carol's breasts in her hands. She made quite an examination of them, praising and commenting as she fondled. Carol simply didn't know what to do. She liked the feeling and was getting incredibly turned on but she still couldn't convince herself that anything sexual was really happening.

"Do you like my tits?" Sam asked.

"They're beautiful," Carol replied sincerely.

"Sometimes I wish they were a little bigger."

"No, they look great on you."

"They are firm, I will say that. Here, feel how firm they are."

Sam took Carol's hand and placed it on one of her breasts. Carol obliged the other girl by inspecting the firmness and concurring that they were really outstanding which seemed to please Sam greatly.

"I hoped you'd like them," said Sam.

Why Sam cared one way or the other about what Carol thought of her tits was still a mystery but a moment later when Sam leaned over for a kiss Carol finally began to understand.

"I like boys," Carol stammered after finding the will to break away from the kiss.

"I do too...sometimes and up to a point. I just like girls better. Men can be real jerks sometimes."

"That's true," Carol chuckled.

"You've never been with another woman?"

"No."

"Would you let me touch your pussy?"

"Okay."

Sam slid her wet hand down Carol's stomach and soon made her way between Carol's legs. As she began to expertly work her fingers Carol let out a little involuntary moan of pleasure. Sam seized the opportunity to lock lips for a much more passionate kiss and Carol was ready this time to respond.

Carol found herself reaching for Sam's slit and though she lacked the same expertise she managed to do a competent job of servicing the other woman with her fingers. They kissed and finger banged each other for so long that the hot water was beginning to run out. Sam just shut off the shower and took Carol by the hand.

Soon they were quickly toweling each other off and then lying on Sam's bed. Sam's skin was so silky smooth even when it wasn't wet. It felt marvelous to Carol just to rub up against it but Sam had more in mind.

Reaching into a dresser drawer Sam produced a big pink dildo and licked it suggestively like she was giving head to a man. Spreading her legs Sam slid the dildo into her own pussy and began to work it a bit. Carol just watched in fascination, completely aroused and confused at the same time. The pink toy didn't stay inside Sam for long as she soon removed it and placed Carol on her back with her legs wide open. Getting down right next to her Sam inserted the dildo into Carol's snatch and began to move it around. Suddenly she flipped a switch and the dildo sprang to life.

"Oh, my God!" Carol half shouted, half giggled.

"I'd like to see a man who can do that," Sam laughed.

The toy both vibrated and rotated at the same time. It felt so damn good that Carol thought she was going to lose her mind or pass out. She didn't quite know what to do with her hands so she just clutched at the bedding with all her might. Soon her legs were shaking and she could feel the orgasm ripping through her whole being.

Sam pulled the vibrator out and licked it a bit before tossing it on the bed. Then her head disappeared between Carol's legs and her tongue was soon lapping at Carol's pussy. Eventually Sam sort of crawled up Carol's stomach and the two girls began to kiss again. Carol could taste her own cum in Sam's mouth and it drove her even more wild with desire.

Eventually Sam crawled back towards Carol's pelvis but this time she had swung around so that her ass was almost in Carol's face. That was enough of an invitation for Carol who didn't hesitate to bury her mouth on Sam's neatly shaved muff. The two girls were so busy eating pussy that they didn't hear the door open.

"Holy fuck!"

Jill was standing in the doorway with a look of astonishment and bemusement on her face.


CHAPTER 12:

Carol had been petrified by being discovered and had looked for something to cover up with but could only find a pillow. Sam just sat on the bed casually looking at the intruder.

"I'll be damned," said Jill.

"I suggest you stop swearing and either join us or give us some privacy," Sam instructed curtly.

"It does look like you're having a ball," said Jill thoughtfully.

"Then strip bitch and get your shapely ass over here."

Jill chuckled and stripped off her clothes. Soon the three roommates were all bouncing around the bed naked, giggling and touching and kissing. It wasn't as intensely passionate anymore but it was a blast to be lost in a sea of pussy and tits. The vibrator got plenty of action in each of them and at times it was hard to tell who was doing exactly what to whom. It didn't seem to matter as it all felt so good.

Carol, the man disguised as a boy crazy slut, was deep in the middle of a raunchy three-way with two very hot young women. The only cock in the room was made of rubber and had batteries in it but that didn't matter at all. It was an incredible bonding experience for the three of them who ended up sort of slumped together in a twisted pile of flesh.

"Maybe we should have done this first and showered after," Carol joked.

"Well I hope you gals left some hot water for me because I'm sure as hell going to need to wash up after this," Jill scolded.

"Relax. It saves water when we shower together," Sam pointed out with a straight face before breaking into a fit of giggles.

They all started giggling for no apparent reason. Nobody had said anything really funny but they were all in high spirits.

"So have you guys done this before? I mean, with each other?" Carol asked.

"Shit no," said Jill. "We've been rooming together for three summers now and I had no idea that Sammy here was a bean licker. I had my suspicions of course but no proof. What about you two? You gals an item or something?"

"No, I just seduced her in the shower," said Sam. "She was just too yummy to resist."

More giggling broke out and the girls then slowly began to disentangle themselves. Sam went to clean off the dildo and Jill put a hand on Carol's shoulder.

"Was this your first time sweetie?" Jill asked kindly.

"Uh huh."

"Well I like guys as a rule but a little playtime with the gals every now and then never hurt anybody I reckon. Just make sure you invite me next time or we'll have to figure out some kind of a signal to put on the door if you want some privacy."

It appeared that maybe women were more free and easy about the idea of having sex with each other. Certainly once Jill joined in the whole atmosphere turned into some kind of a naughty slumber party. Carol was a little uncertain about what it had meant to Sam but she guessed it was just a little "playtime with the gals" as Jill had put it. As a man Karl had viewed any sort of same sex activity as so beyond social acceptability that one was literally risking one's life by doing it but maybe the same rule didn't apply with girls. Carol didn't know enough girls to know one way or the other. What she did know was that it was a blast and that she felt any day as sexually satisfied by this experience as any she had known with a man with the possible exception of being with Parker. She had to admit though that the way things were going when she was alone with Sam felt remarkably similar to her current "gold standard" of fucking.

What a complicated mess this could be. If Carol took off the necklace and became Karl again he could try to have a relationship with Sam but Sam obviously preferred women and might not find Karl attractive with his hairy dick and flat chest despite being the same person as Carol on the inside. If Carol tried to have a relationship with Sam it would be just as futile as trying to have one with a man because she wasn't really a woman at all. On top of that her primary motivation in wearing the necklace in the first place had been to avoid the temptation of homosexual activity and while Sam definitely stirred some deep emotions inside her she assumed that her taste for cock was just as strong as it ever had been.

Where relationships are concerned there's always a risk in pretending you're someone you're not, even if it's not as drastic as hiding your true gender. If you borrow a nice car for your first date and pretend that it's yours you'll have some explaining to do if you actually continue to date that same person. If you claim that you love something you hate because you think it will impress your date you're bound to be stuck with that lie for some time to come. You can pretty much get away with anything for a one-night-stand but once the heart gets involved and a romance develops the truth almost always works its way to the surface eventually. Carol knew in her mind that she had to keep things casual and carefree with no strings attached but in her heart she yearned for something deeper and more meaningful.

At this point Carol had no idea how things with Sam might be going forward. Would Sam expect more intimacy in the future or was this a one shot deal that just popped up out of convenience? It was hard for Carol not to think of Sam differently now but she reminded herself that she had been with some of the guys she worked with and didn't act any differently with them as a result of their sexual activities. The wranglers had all been a rowdy bunch who pinched her ass or tried to steal a kiss every chance that they got anyway so that wasn't going to change whether she slept with them or not. It was different with Sam. They slept in the same room. They changed clothes in front of each other. Sometimes they sat around wearing nothing but a towel or their underwear. It would be pretty hard to avoid Sam even if she wanted to.

Since she still had the rest of the day free Carol decided to take a horse and go for a ride by herself. She had been on plenty of trips now with the guests so she was quite familiar with the layout of the ranch but she had never just gone out riding alone. It seemed like a good way to clear her mind and get away from things for a little while.

Carol loved riding and she loved this country. Some people might have found it empty and boring but Carol thought it was beautiful. This was the kind of place she had grown up in and always missed it. City life had never appealed to her and she always felt like a fish out of water.

After riding for quite a while Carol found a shady, secluded spot and got off to rest her horse. There was a little stream nearby and she let her mount have a refreshing drink of water. As she sat under a tree enjoying the solitude and quiet an idea suddenly gripped her with ferocious intensity. For the first time since she had arrived she took the necklace off and waited for the powerful transformation. Suddenly Karl was sitting under the tree.

It felt funny to have a bra and panties on underneath his clothes but at the moment he was focused on only one thought. He stood up and unfastened his pants letting them fall to the ground. The panties were then hiked down as well and Karl took his cock in his hand.

He started thinking about Sam and her smooth skin and pert nipples. He began to stroke himself as he recalled the taste of Sam's pussy and the way she kissed. He was masturbating furiously now as he remembered the way Sam reacted to having the dildo inside her and tried to pretend that it was his dick bringing her such pleasure instead of some stupid toy.

He didn't last too long and his cum flew out like water from a fire hose. He growled so loud at the moment of his ejaculation that he looked around in embarrassment to make sure that no one had heard him. His horse glanced in his direction but didn't seem too concerned about the cosmetic change. Maybe the horse just knew the truth all the time with some sort of animal instinct.

Karl was tempted to ride straight back to the ranch and confess all to Sam, well maybe after removing the bra and panties, but realized that it was a crazy and hopeless idea. How do you explain something like a magic necklace? How do you apologize for such a deception. And ultimately what difference would it make? Sam preferred pussy.

The necklace went back on and Carol went to retrieve her horse. What she needed now was some meaningless sex with a man, any man. What she had done with Sam was fun but it had to remain a lark. Just a little playtime with the girls. Male or female her focus had always been on cock. Why try to fight it? If she was willing to be a lesbian she might as well be gay. She had come to this place to be fucked by men. What she really needed now was some big...hard...cock.


CHAPTER 13:

Carol had taken a leisurely ride out into the countryside but she galloped back now with purpose in her loins if not genuine fire. She wanted to purge herself of confusion and angst and just spread her legs to joyously receive some man's seed. She had come here to be a harlot not have her heart stirred.

The first man she encountered upon her return to the main ranch complex was the infamous Josh, he of the steel blue eyes, blonde wavy hair and washboard stomach. Surprisingly he had been the only one of the wranglers not to throw himself at Carol's feet every chance he got. He had certainly been at the initiation and Carol was pretty certain that she had gotten a taste of his dick but unlike the other guys he hadn't pressed her for a repeat performance. Sam seemed to think he was kind of stuck up and full of himself so maybe she was right. Josh probably fancied himself quite the lady's man and didn't feel that he needed to beg for favors. Well, that was fine. This was his lucky day. Carol was ready to fuck and she had him in her sights.

Just to stack the odds in her favor she darted into a storage room and pulled off her tank top. More cleavage on display that way. Then she refastened her shirt so that it was tied off on the bottom and buttoned dangerously low on top. She didn't have a mirror handy but she knew that she must look pretty damn hot right now as she employed her sexiest walk for her "casual" encounter with the unsuspecting cowboy.

"Hey there darlin'," said Carol, employing a slightly thicker drawl than her own natural speaking voice.

"Hey," Josh replied as he glanced up at her.

"You busy right now?" Carol asked.

"Kind of. Is there something I can do for you?"

"Baby, I've just been thinking about all sorts of things that I could do for you," Carol purred as she got close to him and let her finger run down his arm.

"Well, like I said I am kind of busy."

"Like they say, all work and no play makes Jack a dull boy. You don't want to be a dull boy now do you?"

They continued to spar for a little while. Josh was polite but obviously not interested which only drove Carol crazy. What the hell was wrong with this guy? Any other wrangler, even most of the guests or other staff members would have been crawling all over her ass by now. She tried to crank up the pressure by letting her hand stray between his legs. Much to her disappointment and surprise he didn't seem to be hard.

"Hey, I wish you wouldn't do that," Josh protested.

"What's the matter sugar, don't you find me attractive?"

"I think you're very attractive. Every guy on this ranch thinks so too so you shouldn't have any trouble finding someone to take you up on your very generous offer."

"Well that beats everything," Carol whimpered, pretending to cry. "I thought maybe you were just shy or something and needed a little coaxing but you don't find me attractive at all do you?"

"No, it's not that. I told you I think you're very attractive. I just don't find you attractive in that way," Josh stammered.

"Huh?"

"Look, if I tell you something will you swear to keep it to yourself? My life would be ruined if anyone found out. Can you keep a secret?"

"Darlin' if you only knew," Carol answered, dropping the fake tears.

"It's like this...I really don't like women. I mean, I like them fine as friends and co-workers but I don't...sleep with them. I...like having sex with men."

"Well...at least we've got something in common," Carol chuckled.

Despite the tension they both had a good laugh. This was an unforeseen turn of events to say the least.

"Hey, no hard feelings all right?" said Josh as he held out his hand.

"None, whatsoever Josh...and your secret is safe with me," replied Carol as she warmly hugged him. "Believe it or not I actually have some idea of what you're going through. If you ever want to talk about it I'm a good listener. And I'll happily be your beard if you think it might help with the boys."

Damn life was getting weird. Maybe it was always weird but it was just manifesting itself in more obvious ways these days. She was a guy who liked guys so she became a girl so she could fuck guys but she fucked a girl that she would love to fuck as a guy but it was a girl who only liked girls. Now she was trying to fuck a guy who only liked guys. Who knew sex could be so difficult?

The whole thing was getting so confusing that it practically was comical. Poor Josh. At least he had the balls to admit his true desires, even if he didn't dare admit it to another man. Karl had never told a living soul that he was gay. But was he really gay? Just a little while ago he had jacked off thinking about a woman. A woman who was a lesbian but a woman none the less. Maybe Karl was really bi-sexual. That was a term that he wasn't too familiar with and didn't quite know what it meant exactly. Presumably it meant that he could swing both ways. Well if that were the case it probably fit him pretty well, even though his lust was normally directed at guys. Something about Sam had gotten under his skin in a way that no other woman had before.

Carol came back down to earth and put her tank top on again and refastened her shirt. It was almost dinner time and she didn't need to stroll in there looking like the total strumpet she was. So Josh was gay. That was still a tough thing to wrap her head around. He didn't seem gay but then again nobody ever thought Karl seemed gay either. 

She felt like a total idiot for the ridiculous performance she had put on. Her seductress routine was pretty forced and what was that business with the fake tears? Was her pride really that wounded that one man in the world didn't want to jump her bones? God, now who was being stuck up? She was pretty enough while wearing the necklace and had a nice body but she wasn't all that she thought. Sure, she could dismiss this failure as being the result of hitting on the wrong guy but what the hell was she doing behaving like that in the first place?

Maybe it was time to quit, take the necklace off and go home. She had come here hoping to unlock the taboo doors and enjoy some forbidden fruit and that she had certainly done. The problem was that dealing with other people created a whole set of problems that she hadn't really anticipated or prepared for. Her silly plan had been to have some sex and walk away from each encounter as if it meant absolutely nothing to anyone. She had assumed that romance was the only thing she had to worry about but it appeared that every experience had some sort of a ripple effect.

Sex seemed like the most private of activities but people talked and people walked in unexpectedly. People looked at you differently after having sex with you and you looked at them differently. People even looked at you differently if they thought you were having a lot of sex with different partners or with partners of the same gender. While sexual activity was only one aspect of a person's nature it sure seemed to be a big one in defining who you were, at least in the eyes of others.

After dinner she felt kind of emotionally drained and surprisingly tired so she decided to just go back to her room. She would have a full day of work tomorrow, assuming Bob didn't want to bang her again, and she could probably use the rest.

Shortly after she arrived and kicked off her boots Sam came in and sat on the bed next to her.

"I think maybe we should talk sweetie," said Sam in a kindly voice.

"I think maybe you're right."


CHAPTER 14:

"When did you know that you preferred girls?"

Carol and Sam had been talking for about ten minutes when Carol decided that she really wanted to understand what made Sam tick. So far Sam had mostly been kind of apologetic for springing the whole lesbian thing on her the way she did. She hadn't really given Carol much of a chance to make a decision and Sam felt bad about being so predatory.

"Well I always liked girls I suppose," said Sam. "At first my girlfriends and I would fool around and kiss each other claiming that we were practicing for boys but I usually volunteered to play the boy in those scenarios. I was always very interested in sex even from an early age and generally convinced other girls to get naked under any pretense I could think of. We were all just girls and sex seemed silly and mysterious so it wasn't that surprising that we would want to experiment a bit. I'm sure you know how that goes."

"Yes I do," Carol replied honestly.

"When I discovered masturbating it was like a whole new world opened up to me. I could achieve the most marvelous sensations with just my hand or later a dildo. Having discovered this miraculous thing I naturally wanted to share it with my friends so I became kind of the neighborhood sex expert. I think I can honestly say that I helped a lot of girls experience their first orgasm. Sadly, for some of them it was probably their last."

"What do you mean?" Carol asked.

"Well sweetie you of all people must know how men are. A lot of them don't know the first thing about getting a woman off. All they really know how to do is jerk themselves off inside a pussy. It takes some time for a girl to ramp up to speed but a lot of the guys I know are done so fast there's no chance to get the juices flowing."

"So you have been with guys?"

"Oh, sure. Naturally I assumed that was the right thing to do and some guys can be pretty attractive in their own way. I went on dates. I went to the prom. I liked the feeling of being popular as much as anyone. I certainly didn't want anyone to know that I had a thing for girls. It was actually only fairly recently that I met some other women who shared my tastes and actually had some adult experiences. I may have come across like some big experienced lesbian or something but honestly I'm still just kind of trying to find my way," Sam explained.

Carol was fascinated by everything that Sam had to say but she felt terrible that she couldn't open up and be totally honest with her in return. She certainly understood how those young experimental experiences could have a deep and lasting impact on someone. Probably a lot of people did things like that and just put the memory away somewhere as they grew up and began serious adult relationships but obviously with some people it was a memory that lingered.

"Believe me it isn't easy living with the shame and confusion of being a sexual outsider," Sam continued. "I actually kind of envy you the way you're so comfortable with men. Life would be a lot easier if I just found some nice guy that really pushed my buttons."

Carol was on the verge of taking the necklace off right there and then and letting the chips fall where they may but she held onto her composure a little longer. This whole magic thing would be a shock to anyone's system and wasn't something to be revealed lightly.

"Of course that's a pretty awful way to think I suppose," said Sam shaking her head. "Try to have a relationship with some guy out of convenience when the whole time I'd probably still be harboring these deep feelings of lust for other women. I mean when I see someone like you it just churns up all these emotions and urges and I just want to reach out and grab hold. Could I ever really be faithful to a man if my head was constantly being turned by the sight of a pretty girl?"

Carol pushed Sam down on her back and began to kiss her deeply. Suddenly they were both clutching at each other's clothes trying to get them off as quickly as possible. Carol couldn't wait for Sam's shirt to come off let alone her bra so she just yanked it down and devoured Sam's boobs as soon as they popped out to greet her. She was so hungry for Sam, ravenously so. Perhaps it would have been better to be planting a cock in her but there was no time for explanations now or magic tricks. Sam's nipple would probably taste the same either way.

If Sam had taken the lead earlier it was Carol's turn now. Sam hardly knew what hit her. Soon Sam had her pants open and her panties brushed aside as Carol finger fucked her with great intensity. Sam sort of just laid in Carol's arms and looked up at her in wonder. Sometimes they resumed kissing and sometimes Carol went back to sucking on Sam's breasts and sometimes they just gazed into each other's eyes.

The little cries that Sam made were music to Carol's ears. Carol wondered if she made those sounds too. She was usually too preoccupied with her own ecstasy to really take note of the noises coming out of her. She had always loved the crazy grunts and groans that men made during sex but Sam was singing a very sweet tune at the moment. It was almost like crying but you could tell it wasn't a sound of distress. It was the sound of a happy girl being fucked and it's like no other sound in the world.

"Oh God...oh God I'm cumming so hard, I'm cumming so fucking hard," Sam moaned.

"Good baby, just come all over my hand. Soak your panties with cum. I want to make you cum over and over and over again," Carol half whispered into Sam's ear.

"Oh kiss me! I need to kiss you so bad!"

Carol obliged and they kissed for ages while Sam continued to ripple with orgasmic delight. When they had finally finished Carol rested Sam's head on the bed and pulled her boobs back into her bra.

"Don't you want me to do you?" Sam asked in a very soft voice.

"No that's all right honey. I just needed to fuck you right then. I'm good. I hope you didn't mind."

"Are sure you haven't been holding out on me?" Sam asked with smile. "I think maybe you've been a lesbian all along and just didn't tell me."

"No baby it's just you. I can honestly say in all sincerity that had I been sitting here with a cock and balls I would have wanted to fuck you just as bad. I wanted to make you cum. I wanted to see the look in your eyes as you creamed your pants. I wanted to make love to you and these were the tools I had handy."

"I'm not sure I really understand you."

"Welcome to the club."

Jill came in not too much later so they had narrowly escaped detection this time which was probably just as well. Carol didn't really want playtime as much as time alone in Sam's pants.

Poor Sam...poor Josh...poor me, Carol thought. Love is love and sex is sex and who cares who sticks what in what hole as long as it gets the job done and everyone goes home happy? Why should there be such hang ups about what one is supposed to be attracted to or who one is supposed to be with? In an open-minded world Sam would be free to lick pussy and Josh would be free to do whatever it is that Josh enjoyed doing with men and Carol...well Carol wouldn't even exist. Karl would probably be stroking a lot of cocks and maybe sucking them as well. As far as being fucked up the ass...well that was something that would probably take a lot of thinking about before trying.

Of course Sam was throwing a major monkey wrench into the whole thing. It wasn't like the lust Carol felt for her made her desire dicks any less. It wasn't like a "cure" for her other urges. It was really just another layer of complication added to an already complicated situation. The truth of the matter was that she was falling in love with Sam and she knew it. Girl body, boy body it didn't seem to matter she just wanted Sam. Sam seemed to want her but "her" was the operative word. Sam wanted the girl she knew as Carol not the guy who was secretly inhabiting that body. Every time Carol touched Sam it was sort of a violation of her. Sam felt really bad about pushing Carol into lesbian sex but Carol was an adult and free to choose to call it quits at any moment. Sam hadn't been given any choice at all concerning Carol's true identity. Every kiss was a kind of a lie and Carol hated the thought of lying to anyone but especially Sam.

Somehow she was going to have to sort all of this out and make some sense of it but at the moment she honestly couldn't see how. Her biggest fear had been falling for some guy she could never be with but now it looked like she was doing the exact same thing but with a girl. Sam had basically described her own situation. Even if Sam were to meet Karl and they somehow hit it off Karl would probably always be yearning for some man meat. They'd each be denying a very real part of their nature. Maybe they could come up with some sort of a compromise and allow each other to indulge on the side but there was still no guarantee that Sam would have the slightest interest in Carol if she suddenly popped back into her male body.


CHAPTER 15:

The idea of becoming female temporarily had obviously been to try and either bring some clarity to Karl's somewhat uncertain sexual orientation or at least satiate a curiosity that had been lingering for years. Now Carol was going to try the abstinence path.

She knuckled down on her work and politely fended off any advances that came her way from the wranglers. It was always done with a wink and an unspoken promise of good things to come but so far she had managed to resist the need to actually fulfill any of those promises.

Sam was a tougher situation because she lived with her. She couldn't help but see her often even though Carol was making a point of not being alone with her any more than necessary. It was especially hard to do since their last sexual encounter had been so spontaneous and passionate but that was all the more reason to try and let things cool down a bit.

It was during this period of relative isolation that Carol began to realize how much she enjoyed being female, despite all the problems that had come along with it. Every day she felt a little more at home in this body. She had assumed that it would kind of be lame being a girl except for the aspect of being a vessel to receive a man's sperm, but she kind of liked the way she felt these days. She was certainly more outgoing as a woman and seemed better equipped to handle complex situations like this without going to pieces. Dealing with the rampant sexism was a pretty bitter pill to swallow but she had a feeling that if she had handled things differently at the start she might have been able to nip some of that in the bud.

Of course it really didn't matter whether she liked being a girl or not because she wasn't one but it was an interesting thing to discover about herself. She seemed to fit the world better in this role. Was that the purpose of the necklace? Perhaps it wasn't a gender swapping tool but a device that revealed something about your true nature or your inner self. It was some kind of powerful magic whatever it was.

Now that Josh's secret was out in the open they were actually starting to become pretty good friends. The young man opened up more and more about the pain he had experienced realizing that he wasn't like everyone else. He seemed relieved to have someone to talk to who wasn't critical or judgmental. Carol understood completely and her heart really went out to him.

Here was a guy who looked like every girl's fantasy man who actually worked as a cowboy. How much more rugged and masculine could you get? He wasn't the effeminate sissy who got bullied and beat up at school he was the star athlete who had girls falling at his feet. Like Karl he had tried to force himself to be heterosexual in the hope that he could fuck some sense into himself but at the end of the day it was always disappointing. He couldn't shake his natural longings no matter how hard he tried.

Perhaps if he had been more effeminate coming out would have been easier in a way. If people already thought you were gay and treated you accordingly how much worse could it get? But the world he lived and worked in was not going to be forgiving or understanding in the least. His family would disown him and his friends abandon him and good luck ever getting a job like this again. Carol could at least be initiated with wads of cum dripping all over her body but these guys would never accept Josh's kind of difference. Carol was always going to be beneath them because she had a pussy but Josh would be beneath their contempt.

Although Josh never asked her to pretend like they were romantically involved the simple fact that they were spending a lot of time together did the trick anyway. What other possible reason would Josh have for wanting to hang around the pretty female wrangler so much if he wasn't sticking his dick in her? It might have actually worked too well as some of them were starting to get a little jealous but Josh was the sort of man that any woman would want to take to their bed so they couldn't really blame him. He was just one lucky son of a bitch.

It also helped Carol to maintain her abstinence because everyone assumed she had partnered up with one guy. Josh didn't look like the sort of man you'd want to tangle with over a woman so a lot of the wranglers found somewhere else to dip their wicks. There was no shortage of female guests who had "fuck a real cowboy" on their bucket list and of course other female staff members as well.

Carol loved her job and loved the ranch and loved just being female but she started to get a little horny after taking time off from intercourse. Sex as a female had turned out to be something pretty awesome and she hated to think of the rest of the summer going by without getting laid again. Of course she was torn between the desire to be with Sam and the desire to just have her brains fucked out by some guy in a casual roll in the hay. Still it was so hard not to think about Sam when she was just sleeping in a bed across the room from her. Every time Sam went into the shower Carol had a burning desire to go in there and join her. So many times Carol and wanted to climb into Sam's bed and take her the way she had the last time. She wanted desperately to hear those sounds of pleasure and see that look of love.

It was also kind of hard to keep finding excuses not to be alone with her without seeming ridiculous. She didn't want to hurt Sam's feelings, God knows that was the last thing in the world she desired, but she was terrified of her own feelings and didn't know what else to do.

While walking across the guest cabin area one afternoon Carol stopped dead in her tracks. Coming out of one of the rooms wearing a robe and sandals was the unmistakable manly shape of Parker Bradley. 

"Well this is perfect timing," Parker beamed as he caught sight of Carol.

"You're back," was the best thing Carol could manage in reply.

"Just for the weekend I'm afraid. I thought it wasn't very sporting of me to slip away without giving you a chance at a rematch."

"I don't have my bathing suit on," Carol pointed out.

"I can wait. Just come over to the pool whenever you can. I'll be there I promise you."

Carol waited until Parker was out of view and then ran headlong for her room. She dashed inside and tore off her clothes as quickly as she could. She hadn't been planning to go to the pool but nothing was going to stop her now. After getting into her bikini and finding her robe she had to conduct a frantic search of the room to find both of her sandals. One had ended up under the bed somehow and she pulled it on as fast as humanly possible and shot for the door.

As she got closer to the pool she slowed down and made her arrival in a more casual and ladylike fashion. Parker was already in the water taking some lazy backstrokes. Carol's heart raced as she watched his finely tuned muscles cutting through the water with such ease. She soon joined him and Parker got right down to business.

"Same wager as before?" Parker asked.

"That's fine by me," Carol replied.

"Should we make the race a little shorter this time? It might be to your advantage."

"No, I like a challenge."

"A woman after my own heart in so many ways."

The race began and it was largely a replay of the previous contest. Carol held her own or even took the lead in the earlier stages but once again Parker's stamina proved to be too much for her. Ultimately she didn't care this time anyway. She was determined that short of drowning Parker was going to win this race, still she knew his pride would be hurt if she didn't make a strong showing so she gave it all she had and finished a little better than before.

"You've been practicing," said Parker.

"I think you just bring out the best in me."

"I think we can both say that about each other. Perhaps we should go put that to the test over a bottle of champagne."

"Why not? You won again you should collect your prize."

"No hard feelings I hope."

"Not yet but I expect to feel something hard very soon."


CHAPTER 16:

The champagne actually went unopened at the start. There was really no need for formality at this point. Even their bathing suits didn't make it to the bathroom and just ended up landing somewhere on the floor.

After kissing and touching for quite some time Carol managed to break free and tried to crawl up on the bed but Parker was right behind her. She tried to turn over on her back but Parker held her where she was on her hands and knees.

"I think I like you just fine this way," he said. "It seems like the perfect way to celebrate my conquest."

With that he was inside her and Carol was delighted to be breaking her vow of chastity. From this angle Parker could really plow the depths of her pussy and he was making the most of it. She wanted to watch and looked around for a mirror but couldn't really find any way to catch a glimpse of him other than looking back over her shoulder. She loved watching his muscles straining and his powerful body in motion. She always appreciated how much work men had to do to really fuck properly. 

Carol wondered what Parker must have been like 20 years ago. He was an incredible stud now but back in his prime he must have really been something. On the other hand maybe he was a 98 pound weakling who got tired of having sand kicked in his face so he buffed out later in life. It was hard to picture anyone ever kicking anything in Parker's face. He was probably always a total stud muffin. Of course if he had even more endurance a girl might not be able to survive.

For a moment she wondered what it would be like to have sex with Parker while not wearing the necklace. She wouldn't have a pussy of course but this position would still work just fine for ass fucking. Maybe accommodating a man in her true body wouldn't be all that different.

"Fuck my ass baby," she suddenly grunted over her shoulder.

"Are you sure?"

"Oh yes, stick it in my ass."

So Parker stuck it in her ass. He probably assumed that she did this all the time so he wasn't being especially gentle. At first Carol thought she had made a terrible mistake and was going to beg him to take it out but after a bit of discomfort it started to go much better.

I could get to enjoy this she thought. It might be nice to present my ass to some guy and let him go to town on my butt. I already know how to give head pretty well.

It was strange to be thinking about gay sex while Parker was boning her bottom but everything was pretty strange in Carol's world these days, especially when it came to sex. She didn't know much of anything about man on man screwing but projected herself into the receiving role. It was pretty damn awesome to have a man, especially one like Parker, doing the penetrating. She felt very happy and at home in this position right now.

Instinctively she reached back and began to finger herself but it was hard to remain upright supported by only one arm so she let herself fall on the bed with a hand between her legs and another clutching at the covers.

Parker suddenly pulled out of her anus and turned her on her side. He slipped in tight behind her and lifted her top leg a little as he moved his dick back to her pussy. He felt so warm against her back and she tried to press up against him even tighter. She liked the way it felt with her leg suspended and figured that Parker must have done this a few times before. He always seemed to know what would feel good or just the right moment to make a switch.

Eventually Parker was getting ready to finish and Carol decided to show some initiative by flipping around so that her face was down by his pelvis. She half lifted her torso up using both hands and got her mouth open just in time to receive the first wave of semen that came splashing from his cock. He was thick and potent again and she had her work cut out for her swallowing such a load but she knew she was up to the task. She wanted to grab his cock but she was afraid of falling over again so she let her mouth do all the work. As Parker was nearing the end of his delivery he moved his dick closer so that she could get more of it between her lips and she was very happy for the opportunity. Nothing like licking up the last few drops from a beautiful hard prick that was about to take a much deserved rest.

"I'm glad you came back," said Carol as they reclined on the bed together.

"Me too. I wasn't sure about this whole ranch vacation thing at the start and I'm still not sure it's my first choice of a destination but meeting you made it all worthwhile. Maybe we could take a little trip sometime where you didn't have to work," Parker suggested. "New York, London, Paris, whatever you liked. My business takes me quite a few places. It might be nice to just have some time for fun."

Holy shit this was a tricky spot! If he really meant just taking a trip somewhere why couldn't she wear the necklace again? Oh, passport for one thing. Hard to go to London or Paris without that. Well, maybe somewhere in the United States. He'd be registering at the hotel and they'd probably be taking a taxi or renting a car or something when they wanted to go somewhere so she wouldn't need a driver's license. She could probably get away with being a girl for a weekend or a week or two or whatever it was as easily as she was doing it now. But then what?

She had no idea what Parker might have in mind for her. She honestly didn't know a damn thing about the man. Had he really come back specifically to see her? If that was the case why didn't he say something before he left the first time? She just happened to bump into him today as he was heading for the pool. She was an employee of the ranch, it wouldn't be that hard to leave her a message for her or something.

Did he just want a fun traveling companion to bang in between business calls or was he suggesting something more romantic? Not that she could fulfill any sort of long term romantic needs but it was kind of good to know where she stood with the guy before jumping on a plane with him.

"You're just teasing. You don't really mean you'd want to take me to Paris," Carol said with a friendly poke in his ribs.

"It would take some work to iron out all the details and I have no idea what you're schedule is like but I don't think it would be out of the question if you were up for it. You seem like an adventurous girl. I think we could have some fun. Of course we'd have to be discrete. It's not the sort of thing I'd want my wife finding out about."

"Your wife?"

"Yes, didn't I mention I'm married? Oh, well it's no big deal really. As I said I travel a lot in my work so I frequently find time to squeeze in little trips like this one without her becoming too suspicious. She probably knows I have flings here and there but as long as I don't make it too obvious we can usually keep the peace. She's pretty comfortable in our big house and living off my income so she isn't anxious to rock the boat but if she really wanted to nail me in a divorce she could hit me pretty hard. Is that a problem for you?" asked Parker.

"No, I don't suppose so. I guess I never really thought about you being married one way or the other," Carol replied.

"I'm probably old enough to be your father. I wouldn't imagine a young beauty like you would want to get tied down to some old man anyway. But we seem to have a good time together so it just makes sense that we might have an even better one if you weren't having to squeeze me in on breaks."

"But you'd be working."

"Probably, but not necessarily. I can almost always grab a weekend here and there like this one where I'm totally free. And it's not like I'd expect you to just sit around the hotel waiting for me anyway. You could take my gold card and go shopping or to a museum or whatever you liked. It's a private account my wife doesn't know about so I'm not worried about strange charges turning up on our bills," Parker explained.

"Well it's something to think about at any rate."

It was something to think about indeed. On a lot of levels. It was so freaking tempting even if she was going as a mistress or a kept woman. Shopping in New York on somebody else's credit card? Wow, that was kind of hard to imagine. It was appealing but a little unsettling at the same time. It kind of sounded like she would be sort of a paid escort. She had the feeling that if she asked for a certain amount of money he'd probably pay it. It was more polite to hand her a credit card but it basically amounted to the same thing.

As for the infidelity aspect of the situation that was a little harder to wrap her head around. That was new territory entirely. She just sort of assumed that the guests who were here on their own were single but maybe that wasn't the case as much as she thought. What was her policy on extramarital affairs anyway? It was easy to have romantic notions about love and lasting commitments when you're young but this was obviously a more mature couple who had lived and made a home together and placed that as a higher priority than fidelity. At least Parker obviously did. Still he was hiding it from her, he didn't say that they had an open understanding or anything. The female aspect of her brain found it hard not to think of that as kind of shitty.

For someone who looked at her situation from the outside they would probably have a hard time thinking of Carol as a particularly moral person. She was perpetrating a deception on everyone by pretending to be female by the use of magic, she had willingly engaged in all manner of sexual activity with partners of both genders including a couple of group sex sessions and she had been with a total stranger she had known for all of half an hour. Still at her core was a person who really hated dishonesty and wanted to be a good person. Being in this place in this body seemed to bring out some kind of wild side of her that was hard to control. She felt like she was becoming a sex junkie or something.

Fortunately she had to get back to work soon so she would have some time to think things over before giving Parker any sort of definite answer. Maybe she could figure out what the hell she really wanted and how she was going to go after it.


CHAPTER 17:

"Sam, there's something I've been wanting to tell you for the longest time but it's going to sound absolutely crazy and even if I convince you that it's true there's a strong possibility that you'll freak out or get me fired or call the cops or something."

Carol had finally worked up the courage to sit down with Sam and lay her cards on the table. Sam looked at her with a bemused expression but didn't say anything.

"You probably wonder why I always wear this necklace, even to bed. Well there's a very good reason for that. You see...it's got some sort of enchantment to it that allows me to be the person you see now," Carol explained.

"Okay, this is getting even weirder than I anticipated from your preamble," Sam joked.

"Yeah it's about as weird as it gets. You see I found this thing in a cave one day when I was out just kind of exploring. I put it on because it looked old and I was afraid it would break if it stuck it in my pocket. Well, much to my surprise I turned into a woman almost instantly."

"Meaning you were..."

"I was a man before that. A man named Karl Winston. I had no idea that the damn thing had any magical properties. How would I? I don't really believe in that kind of shit very much."

"So you're saying it changed you permanently?" asked Sam.

"Don't I wish! No, it only works while I'm wearing it. As soon as I take it off I turn back into a man again."

"Why did you say you wished it was permanent? Didn't you like being a man?"

"I sort of assumed that I did on most levels but I've always had kind of thing for guys...sexually I mean. I never acted upon it before, well not since I was a lot younger, but I knew that it was something I craved. And then I met you and I wished I could be female forever because you like girls. And more than anything I've just enjoyed myself so much as Carol that I don't really like the thought of turning back."

"Well, you're right that it's going to be kind of hard to convince me because I tend to be a sort of cynical person anyway, as you've probably figured out by now. You're saying that if you took off that necklace right now you would turn into a man right before my eyes?"

"That's exactly what I'm saying."

"So why are you telling me this? It obviously wasn't something that I was going to guess," said Sam.

"Because I hate the feeling of deceiving anyone. You especially. I really like you Sam, that's why I've been so distant lately. I've been afraid of falling in love with you because I can't be the woman you want and deserve, at least not all the time. Hell, I don't know if you even want something like that with me but I know how I feel and it was just tearing me up inside."

"But I thought you liked guys," Sam pointed out.

"I did. Well, I still do. It's just that I have feelings for you that are unlike any I've ever had for any other woman before. Feeling the way I do I thought I needed to tell you but if I didn't tell you the whole truth it could have been a real disaster. Not that this probably isn't headed that way anyhow."

"Okay I'm intrigued. Can you show me the transformation?"

Carol just nodded her head and stood up. She made sure to lock the door. Hopefully if Jill showed up she would make enough noise outside to give Carol time to get the necklace back on. Very carefully Carol removed the necklace and waited for the brief but intense feeling to hit her. A moment later Karl was standing in the room in her place.

"Holly mother of pearl!"

"That's one way of putting it," Karl said trying to force a smile.

"So you're all man under there?" Sam inquired suspiciously.

"Aside from the female underwear, yes. I'm not a magician or an actor so I can assure you that there's no way I could be faking this."

"I'll be damned. I didn't know what to think of your whole crazy story but now that I see you like this I still don't know."

"I don't blame you."

"So if I put that thing on I'd turn into a man?" asked Sam.

"I have no idea. I've tried guessing what the true power of this thing is but I'm not sure. I don't know if it works with everyone or works the same. Your results may vary."

"Okay put it back on again. I think I'd be less freaked out talking to you as a woman."

Carol did as she was requested and after an adjustment to get her boobs seated properly in her bra again sat down on the bed next to Sam.

"Pretty strange, isn't it?" Carol said with the understatement of the year. "Are you going to turn me in? I can't say that I blame you if you want to blow the whistle on me. I probably deserve it."

"Oh baby you don't deserve anything like that. You found this crazy necklace and you wanted to have some fun with it. I can understand that, especially since you wanted to have the kind of fun you had denied yourself for so long. Hell I can think of a number of women I've met in my life that I'd be tempted to put that thing on in order to bang them. What I'm having the hardest time dealing with is the idea that you'd find me so appealing when you obviously were having no trouble being with guys, which is I assume what you were hoping for."

"You're different, what can I say? You make me want to be straight for some reason."

"Now that is something I don't think I've ever heard before," Sam chuckled. "I have heard it the other way around a few times of course. So you think that you'd have the same feelings for me without the necklace that you do when you're wearing it?"

"I already know I do. I went out riding the other day and stopped in a really remote area and took it off so that I could masturbate as a man while thinking of you. Sorry if that freaks you out or anything. I just kind of wanted to see for myself how I would feel."

"You know it's hard not to be flattered. It's incredibly brave to open up so much about a thing like this. I'm guessing that you've never told anyone else that you were gay," said Sam as she let her hand fall on Carol's leg.

"You're right about that but I'm not sure that I am gay when I look at you. Well, I guess when I look at you in this body that's pretty gay but you know what I mean."

"So you're probably bi-sexual. That's cool, there's nothing wrong with that. I'm not a man hater by any means I've just always found it easier to be attracted to women. It kind of sounds like we're in the same boat."

"You know, you haven't said how you feel about me," Carol pointed out.

"I adore you sweetie. Of course I've been adoring you as you are right now. The idea of you as a guy takes some getting used to I suppose. As a man you look different and you sound different..."

"And I don't have a pussy."

"And you don't have a pussy," Sam laughed. "I assume you have a cock, which can have its advantages I suppose. The main thing is whether I could find the real you in you in that other form. I know it probably sounds shallow but I really like you the way you are now."

"Well I don't mind being a girl for you but obviously I have to be a guy much of the time like at work or around my family. Legally I'm a man named Karl Winston so I can't really go girly 24/7 but my pussy is only a wardrobe change away. If you liked me better that way I can just be Carol for you as much as I can."

"Wow, that's a pretty amazing thing to hear someone say. That's making a pretty big sacrifice for someone," Sam pointed out.

"I don't know, it kind of sounds like fun. I like being female so it's not so much of a sacrifice. I mean you'd be the one who would have to put up with me being some kind of weird Jekyll and Hyde character. It might get confusing," Carol joked.

"What about your interest in guys?"

"Cross that bridge when I get there I guess. All I know is that when this job is over and we both go back home I don't want to say goodbye to you forever. I want to be able to stay in touch and hopefully see each other sometimes. Whether I'm a man or a woman at the time remains to be seen I suppose."

"I want that too. I've never been big on relationships or long term commitments so I tend to take things slow anyway. I definitely want to remain friends even if it's not exactly the way I figured it might be."


CHAPTER 18:

A great weight had been lifted from Carol's shoulders. It wasn't an end of her secret by any means as she still had a couple of weeks left to go in the season but having had a chance to share her story with Sam and receiving a generally favorable response really lifted her spirits.

She had sort of unfinished business with Parker and did see him one more time before he left again. Although she hadn't really intended to have sex with him she ended up giving him a quick blow job, which was kind of an accomplishment as Parker didn't tend to do anything sexual very quickly. Still she worked his shaft aggressively and fiddled around with his balls and managed to almost completely deep throat him which seemed to hasten his climax. It was definitely the best cock sucking she had ever done, she figured, even if it was a rush job.

In the end Carol gave Parker her email address, which of course was actually Karl's, and suggested that Parker drop her a note if he seriously wanted a travel partner sometime. She made no promises and they planned no dates but the option was left open. It would be up to him to make the next move.

As for Sam the two girls spent as much time around each other as they could. Having sex together was always a little tricky to co-ordinate as they had to both be free at the same time and certain that Jill was occupied. They did find one afternoon where they had a few hours together and decided to get a couple of horses and go for a ride. They brought along a picnic lunch and went to the secluded spot Carol had discovered the day she took off the necklace and masturbated. The spot wasn't specifically chosen for that reason but Carol knew it was private and that there was water there for the horses.

They were both feeling a little sad that the summer was ending soon but they were also anxious to see what the future might have in store for them. Away from this place they might be able to find a little more privacy and they could experiment freely with Carol's dual nature.

After lunch Carol pushed the dishes aside on the blanket they had spread out on the ground and took Sam in her arms. She gently laid Sam on her back and went to work pulling off her pants. As her panties came off Sam lifted her legs back and Carol plunged between them. They had enjoyed a pleasant lunch but this was the meal Carol had really been longing for.

Soon Sam was moaning and clutching at Carol's head. Suddenly Carol felt a movement on her necklace and realized that Sam was trying to reach for it.

"Hey careful there," Carol cautioned. "You might knock my necklace off."

"That's what I'm trying to do," Sam replied. "Take it off."

"What?"

"Take it off."

Carol was stunned for a moment but slowly removed the necklace and felt the conversion working its magic.

"Now fuck me," Sam ordered.

It wasn't easy squeezing out of those tight female jeans but Karl did as he was told and was sporting a very nice erection once he had wriggled free of his pants.

"Are you sure?" Karl asked apprehensively.

"Fuck me already. Do I have to beg?"

Karl fucked her. He had a bra on and was wearing some lip gloss but his hard cock was definitely all man as it went to work between Sam's legs. It felt fantastic to be inside her like this. Sam unbuttoned her top and Karl pulled her bra down so that he could squeeze her tits. Sam began to make that delightful whimpering sound which gave Karl a great deal of encouragement. He was not a master in the sack with women like Parker was but he was filled with passion and confidence at the moment.

Somehow Sam managed to flip Karl over so that he was on his back and she was riding him but he wasn't quite sure how that tricky maneuver had been accomplished. All he knew was that he was clutching Sam's boobs while she hopped up and down on top of him.

Sam bent over to kiss Karl and Karl had to adjust his angle a little to keep it inside her but nothing was going to prevent him from servicing her pussy now. They were kissing so frantically that they accidentally bumped their teeth into each other but it didn't slow them down even for a second.

"I think I'm going to cum. What do you want me to do?" Karl gasped.

"Oh shit, what was I thinking? Just pull out and cum on my stomach or something baby."

Karl pulled out and sat upright with his dick in his hand while Sam sort of squatted on top of his legs. His cum went pretty much straight up like a fountain and probably got as much on himself as on her. It was so ridiculous looking that they both ended up laughing.

"Damn, I haven't fucked a guy in so long I wasn't even thinking about not being fixed. That's one nice thing about being a lesbian, you don't worry about getting knocked up," Sam chuckled.

"That's okay. Believe me, most of my sexual experiences as a man have ended with me having a dick in my hand anyway."

"Hey, you're not bad looking you know?" said Sam, taking a good look at Karl for the first time. "You're kind of cute for a guy, I mean once you get past the lip gloss and the eye liner but it sort of suits you anyway."

"Thanks...I think. What in the world made you want me to take the necklace off?"

"I don't know. I was pretty warmed up by your pussy licking and we didn't have a dildo handy so it seemed like a good time to try out this whole guy/girl sex thing."

"That is one advantage I suppose. I've always got a built-in dildo handy. It doesn't rotate or anything but hopefully it will do in a pinch."

"Let me see that thing," said Sam grabbing his now partially flaccid dick. "So that's what was inside me."

"It was a little harder at the time," Karl pointed out.

"Yes it was. That's so trippy the way that works."

"I've always thought so. I suppose that's where my fascination with the penis really stems from. It's such a weird thing to have this part of your body suddenly springing to life without even having to touch it sometimes."

"Well that was definitely the best sex I've ever had with a man," Sam said with a grin. "Assuming that you really are a man and that this just happened and that I'm not just having some kind of a weird dream."

"No I'm pretty sure it really happened and I'm pretty sure that I really am a man...bra notwithstanding," Karl replied. "However I think I better fill that bra back up pretty soon in case somebody accidentally stumbles upon us."

"Does it hurt when you change?" Sam asked.

"Just a tiny bit for a second but it's more like a tingle really. I'm used to it."

"I just may have to try that thing on myself sometime to see if it turns me into a man. I think that would be really wild," said Sam.

"Sure...just as long as you let me suck your cock."

"I've got to say that a relationship with you would certainly open the door to some very unusual possibilities."


CHAPTER 19:

As the season came to an end it was a pretty emotional time for just about everyone. Carol had gotten very close to a number of people in her four months on the ranch and it was going to be hard to say goodbye. Her crazy experiment had worked in the sense that nobody ever suspected a thing. She was just a "gal" named Carol as far as anybody was concerned, except of course Sam who had been taken into her confidence.

The wranglers were all very nice to her and made sure that she knew they hoped she'd be back next year. How much of that was due to her wrangling skill and how much due to her sexual exploits she couldn't really say but she hoped that she had made some kind of a good impression that didn't involve being showered in cum.

Ironically she didn't end up having as much as sex as she had planned to but much of the sex she did have was quite memorable, although sometimes for very different reasons. The real shock was that she had experienced sex as both a man and a woman and that it had happened with the same person. That was not something she imagined even being a remote possibility when she signed on for this adventure.

She had definitely confirmed that she really liked cocks and liked to make men cum. She had even managed to picture herself in scenarios where she didn't have to be in a woman's body to enjoy that but she wasn't sure if that was something she would pursue right away once she was back in her male identity, especially now that Sam was in the picture. Maybe someday Sam really would try on the necklace and Karl would have a chance to see what that whole scene was all about with a trusted friend who could keep a secret. That was certainly a less scary thought than just going out into an unknown world and trying to pick someone up or be picked up.

Parker was still at the back of her mind. He was a married man which made it easier to dismiss anything that happened as casual sport fucking but it also meant being part of an affair and in some ways selling herself for some guy's convenience. Maybe it was all just talk and she'd never hear from him again anyway. And if she did she could decide then where her life was at and how she felt.

Josh was particularly hard to part with because they had become very good friends despite their awkward starting point. He seemed like a really good guy and Carol hoped that he'd be able to find happiness somewhere someday. She gave him her email address and told him to keep in touch. People say that all the time but so often it never really happens. They had both been rookies this year but maybe they would come back next season. It was sure a hell of a way to spend a summer.

Jill was also on the email list but Carol had a feeling that she probably wouldn't hear from her again. Although she had joined Sam and Carol for a three-way Carol got the feeling that she had only done it on the spur of the moment and out of her great bubbly enthusiasm for anything wild and fun. As Carol and Sam got closer together Jill was a little shut out at times and Carol felt bad about that. Jill was a total blast to be around and brightened every room she entered. Maybe they'd do lunch sometime and have a few laughs or something.

As it turned out Sam lived fairly close to Carol's home which was quite convenient. Apparently she worked at an upscale coffee shop during the off season. That would probably become a favorite hangout now even if fancy coffee had never been a particular passion before.

Karl would be looking for a job. He might be able to get his old job back at the garage but wasn't sure that he really wanted to work with James every day. It just created a weird dynamic to be around someone all the time who has fucked you and doesn't even know that he had. Something would turn up.

His family knew that he had been working at the ranch and would probably be full of questions that he could more or less answer truthfully. Obviously they didn't know he was working there as a girl but the job was the same either way. The sex stuff wasn't something you'd be likely to tell your family anyway. And if anyone asked if he met any nice girls he could honestly tell them about Sam. If things went well they might meet her someday. That was kind of a nice thought, not because it made him feel less gay but because it was the first time he had met someone he cared that much for. Certainly it would be easier than bringing home someone like Josh for family dinner and introducing him as his boyfriend but that really wasn't the issue.

Karl kind of wondered why he had chosen to tell Sam about the necklace instead of Josh. Josh was gorgeous and they had become very good friends and if there was any man he would have wanted inside him it was Josh but there wasn't that same special spark for some reason. He'd gladly get on his knees and suck Josh's cock in a second but Sam was different. There was no explaining it really. Maybe he was afraid that Josh wouldn't take it as well or worried that he wouldn't find Karl attractive. In any case he felt that he had made the right choice.

Being female was probably going to be a much bigger part of his life from now on and that was both scary and thrilling. The more times he wore the necklace the greater the risk of something going wrong or some accident occurring or being caught in some situation with no good explanation. On the other hand it completed him in a way he had never anticipated. In many ways he was both Karl and Carol. He could function quite well in either body and never felt odd or out of place either way. Most bisexuals probably didn't have a magic necklace that let them hop in and out of bodies as they pleased so Karl knew he had quite a gift being able to live on both sides of the fence. Maybe someday there would be no desire to gender swap anymore and he would finally figure out what he really wanted but that day was still off in the future. He was still very young and curious and searching for answers. That was at least one thing that he had in common with a great many people.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

Magic jewelry again! I do seem to like that idea. Maybe it's because my earrings don't seem to do anything magical other than magically disappear all the time.

For the record I must state that in no way am I trying to imply that the activities portrayed at this dude ranch are typical of any such resort anywhere. Most of these places are, as far as I know, quite wholesome family vacation destinations. I created the dude ranch of my sexy dreams. If you book your next vacation at such a place expecting a non-stop orgy I think you will be very, very disappointed so don't take this as a travel guide.

I always enjoy writing about the complexities of gender identification and sexual orientation because those things aren't always as clear cut as much of the world would like to believe. People love to label things and make them fit neatly into stereotypes but humans have a way of breaking free of those boxes and confounding mainstream ideas. I try to keep my stories pretty light-hearted but I always hope that I'm not trivializing someone's genuine pain. My work tends to be more about fantasy wish fulfillment and of course eroticism.

I haven't been preaching my safe sex mantra as much lately so I think I should jump in and say please, please, please by careful! Bareback sex is just hotter to write about and the "money shot" is kind of hard to pass up. It's just a story and a fantasy and intended to stimulate people it's not a handbook of human sexuality.

There is definitely the potential for a sequel here as Karl/Carol continues the search for true identity and hopefully love and happiness. I like my characters to ultimately have happy endings. I hope everyone gets the life they want or as close to it as possible.
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