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To my readers, always


Couples Retreat

(14,850 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Christine

Domestic life: the killer of sex drives, happiness, and any sense of sanity.

Walking around the bedroom, I picked up my husband’s dirty undergarments. His pajamas. There was a hamper in the closest, but Joseph pretended it didn’t exist. Perhaps he didn’t know because I picked up his disgusting, dirty clothing every morning. He had a habit of leaving them whenever they landed.

I balled up the dirty underwear and threw them into the hamper with all my force. It didn’t matter how loudly I sighed nor how much I complained because Joseph wouldn’t change. We moved in together five years ago after saying our vows while standing in front of our families. It had been the most blessed of days—one of the happiest of my life—but there were sayings about reaching a peak.

Joseph and I were falling apart, but I wasn’t sure he even noticed my pain. My silent tears. How I would slam dishes while loading the dishwasher or stare at the lines in the ceiling while he fucked me. Joseph was oblivious to my emotions and only cared about expanding his farm business. His drive and passion for accumulating money was sexy when our relationship began, but the ambition has worn on me over the years. How much would Joseph sacrifice to keep stacking his dollars?

I worked as a personal trainer and left a couple hours after Joseph every morning to head to the gym. Sometimes I would leave earlier to exercise if I didn’t have time after my shift, but Joseph left before me and arrived home after. I cooked dinner, but it had been an evolution. We used to order food a lot, but I needed something to fill my afternoons and found healthy cooking.

When I walked downstairs from our bedroom, a dirty bowl greeted me on the kitchen island. My hands became fists. My nostrils flared as air left them. I picked up the bowl and wanted to throw it to the floor and watch it crash to pieces but couldn’t bring myself to break a perfectly good dish. What would my mother think of me? She would wag her finger and remind me of how tough she had it as a child. How spoiled I had become with a rich husband throwing money at every problem we had.

Normally, money fixed the problems. It had fixed the leaking roof, the broken dishwasher, and my previous emotional uprisings. Joseph would buy a trip to Europe or the Oceania or somewhere else beautiful and exotic. We went to Buenos Aires for a three-day weekend once with only one layover on the way, and we lived in the suburbs of St. Louis, in Bendersville. The tickets must have cost a fortune, but Joseph didn’t mind paying if the trips calmed me. Sedated me. But even trips to exotic countries got old when the root problem wasn’t being addressed.

How many times could Joseph expect me to tell him to pick up his underwear? How many times did I have to remind him to put his bowls in the dishwasher? He didn’t even have to rinse them. 


Every day was chipping away at me, and my sanity had left long ago. I felt like a woman walking through a thick fog, wondering when it would break up. When would the sun appear? How much more of the not knowing, not seeing could I handle?

After making a yogurt parfait for myself, I went to shower and change for work. There was a sandwich shop in the same strip mall as the gym that severed salads I loved. I normally ate lunch there or grabbed a snack from the grocery store in the strip mall.

The water stopped, and I stepped out of the shower. Joseph’s socks under the vanity caught my eye. They were tucked away and hard to see. I picked up the socks from the floor and carried them to the hamper. They stunk against my washed body smelling of flowers and pomegranate. When I dropped the socks into the basket, I screamed. Nobody would hear me, but I yelled as loud as I could. I wanted the windows to shatter so Joseph would have to spend his precious money.

Dropping to my knees, I couldn’t stop the tears. I felt overwhelmed and unheard, like a protester on the sidewalk. Joseph had taken a vow to love me, but he couldn’t love anything except his money. We needed to find a solution, or I would have to find a new life. The more years that passed, the more I realized I could live without Joseph’s money. I wouldn’t mind a female roommate.

I would prefer Joseph as my husband and to raise a family with him, but nothing was guaranteed in life. After a few minutes, I picked myself up and got ready for work.

♦

Joseph

Christine Young is my wife’s name. We married five years ago, and they have been some of the best years of my life. My business quadrupled in size over the last two years alone. Christine understood my needs more than anyone. My agriculture business provided our lifestyle. It gave Christine the big house she had dreamed of when we married. It gave her the large closet with dresses from the nicest stores. The business provided me with money to place in the stock market to watch my money grow.

There was a photo of Christine sitting on my desk. Some days I turned it over when I couldn’t stand to see her gorgeous brown eyes. When I first saw Christine, she stopped my heart. I had to have her like funnel cake at a fair. She wasn’t an easy catch, but I never stopped when I had my eyes set on something.

Now that I had Christine, things had changed. I didn’t see her in the same light as that first year together. The whirlwind. Sex three times a day in the most random places. We had fucked in public restrooms more times than I could count, but that had all stopped when we placed rings on our fingers. I proposed eight months into the relationship, and it had been one of the best decisions of my life, but times were changing. I could feel Christine drifting away from me but was too busy with my business to rectify the situation. Christine was my soul mate. I loved her, but how could she expect me to put her before my work? Didn’t she care about our retirement?

The trips weren’t working anymore either, but I didn’t mind that. Traveling exhausted me. We didn’t have to go anywhere but Chicago and New York and Miami. Those were all direct flights from the St. Louis airport. We could go wherever she wanted in America, but the trips wouldn’t fix our problem. I knew they were bandages over a massive wound, but our relationship needed a quick fix. I loved Christine but didn’t have the energy for counseling. She could take half of the money and the house if she wanted. I could make it back, but we’d have to end the relationship soon. I hated to think about ending things with Christine, but her passive aggressive attitude had to stop.

Tonight was our five-year anniversary, and I didn’t want to think negatively about Christine, but it was possible our relationship had run its course. I wanted to continue, but Christine had to cut me some slack. We would have plenty of time to do whatever she wanted when we were old, if only she could just wait. What were thirty or forty more years?

The new secretary walked by outside of my office. She was blonde, twenty, and more innocent than a pack of bunnies running across a field. I turned down the photo of Christine and went to follow the new blonde secretary (to the copy room, hopefully). I was the boss, and women followed my command.


Chapter Two

Christine

“What do you mean you lost my money?” asked Joseph. He was spitting while he spoke and didn’t notice; one of his many annoying habits.

Another behavior pushing me closer to dialing a lawyer’s number. I had already found three divorce attorneys to represent me and take Joseph for everything he was worth. I was positive the lawyers would fight to take my case: the wife of a successful industrial farmer.

“We had that deal squared away, and you lost it!”

People turned and looked at our table. Joseph was oblivious as he yelled into the phone. We were eating at a respectable restaurant. One I would imagine people saved for special occasions like ours. Today was our anniversary, but Joseph wasn’t acting like it beyond sitting across from me at our yearly date. The same restaurant. Some of the staff recognized us. I wondered what they thought of us. The woman who allowed her husband to spew and yell on a phone. If I didn’t stop him, who would?

“Honey,” I whispered.

He shushed me, and I saw a woman with her girlfriend sit back in her seat and place a hand over her chest. The other one shook her head. Didn’t Joseph realize how he humiliated us?

“You better get me my fucking money, or it’s your ass. No excuses,” screamed Joseph. He slammed his phone on the table and exhaled through his nostrils. I sipped from the flute of champagne. The waiter ran over and refilled my glass after I emptied it in two gulps. Joseph was firing off messages on his phone.

I moved my foot to his under the table and tried to flirt. Joseph jumped in his chair and scooted back. He hadn’t paid attention and bumped a waiter, nearly knocking the young man to the floor. He hadn’t been carrying anything, which saved me from a heart attack. I couldn’t imagine another embarrassment that explosive. I would have to leave and hide my face. People around town knew who my husband was in the business community. At least one other patron had to know who we were.

“Honey, can we please enjoy our anniversary?”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing? I told you, you could book a trip wherever you want in the world and take one of your girlfriends. Take two if you want,” said Joseph. He picked up his vodka and diet cola and took a sip. He hadn’t taken a sip from his champagne. More for me, I supposed.

There was no use in arguing with Joseph. “You can’t go with me this year?”

“Things are tight at the farm. We’re getting ready for summer, and it’s too complicated to take time off right now.”

“But we haven’t gone anywhere in ages. I want to go with you, but I appreciate the present. It was sweet.”

Joseph grunted and typed another message on his cell phone. I wanted to snatch it from him and throw it into the bucket holding the champagne. Maybe he would listen if I destroyed his phone. Maybe he would snap and beat me. Joseph had never hit me before, but our fights could end in throwing pillows, dishes, or fruit from the bowl on the kitchen island.

I pulled out my phone to lose myself. I searched for ways to fix a marriage. Joseph was a great man for me. He could handle me when I was hot, and warm me when I felt down. I understood he loved his business, but he had to love me too. I was just as important as adding dollars to his accounts.

Five minutes of searching led me to a page about a couples’ retreat. It was in a town called Mango, Arkansas. The retreat had rave reviews. There were yurts in the countryside of Arkansas, and the retreat consisted of daily yoga, love exercises, and no technology. It required complete attention and commitment. If Joseph and I could do this, we could test our relationship. We needed to know if our love could work or not. I wanted to try this retreat before the weather turned too hot, and the farm swept Joseph away in work.

The food arrived, and we ate. All I could think about was the camp in Mango, Arkansas. A tiny town of only five-hundred people. The retreat was on a farm fifteen miles from that town, and the closest city was hours from it. How would Joseph ever agree to a retreat in the middle of nowhere? Would he forgive me if I told a white lie?

“Honey?” I said.

“What’s up?” I turned my phone to him. Joseph stopped typing and looked up from his screen. “What’s that?”

“A couples’ retreat in Arkansas. Don’t you think we should try it?”

“Sweetie, I just told you how busy I am with work. I can’t be bothered going to some couples’ retreat.”

We were almost finished eating, and I needed Joseph to agree. I didn’t need a trip to Asia or Europe or anywhere else as much as I needed his love. “Joseph, please. Can’t you feel us drifting apart?”

Joseph locked his phone and placed it on the table. It was the first time this evening. Even as he ate, he had held the fork in one hand and his phone in the other. People stared at us. Women pointed and laughed with their girlfriends. Joseph was handsome, but what woman wanted a man who couldn’t give them a hint of their attention?

“I can,” he said. “Isn’t that normal for couples? We’ve been married for five years, and—”

“And you are doing nothing to help celebrate that. Today is about celebrating our love, and you can’t even take five minutes away from your fucking phone,” I said.

“Watch your language, Christine,” said Joseph. I wanted to take my flute and toss its liquid Joseph’s face, but we were already causing enough of a scene.

“You’re one to talk, Joseph. Didn’t you just curse on the phone?”

He stuttered. Joseph cursed a lot more than he realized. The frequency of his foul language had increased with his bank account. It seemed the more money he made, the worst he became, and I had ignored it until now; my breaking point. “I guess I did.”

“Joseph, please. You can work from the farm,” I lied.

“Are you sure?” he asked. He had pulled up a map of Arkansas with the pin on Mango. “This town looks remote.”

“The ad says there is wifi,” I said. I hoped he wouldn’t check the advertisement for the farm. When we went on vacations, I planned them, and he followed me to the airport. If I didn’t plan them, his secretary did. Joseph hated mixing himself with such details.

“Fine. We can go in two weeks for a weekend. Talk to Lucy, and she’ll share my calendar with you,” said Joseph.

“You mean it?”

“Yes, Christine. You mean the world to me, and I want to prove it to you,” he said.

“Thank you, Joseph. Should we get the check so I can give you your present?”

“What present is that?”

asked Joseph. “Why don’t we go home, and I’ll show you.”

“Fine, but let’s buy cupcakes for after.”

“Brilliant idea,” I said. Joseph gave me his credit card, and I called our waiter over to pay. I ordered two cupcakes from their dessert menu while Joseph typed away on his phone. People could stare all they wanted, but my husband had agreed to the couples’ retreat. Now, all I had to do was plan.

Tonight I wouldn’t just stare at the ceiling while Joseph fucked me. I was feeling frisky. Maybe I would even suck his dick. He enjoyed when I did that, and it had been some time. Maybe I would ride him too. Show him how much I appreciated him agreeing to my wishes.

The waiter brought back the desserts and bill, and we left after Joseph signed the receipt. He put his phone away and walked to the door with his arm over my shoulder. I felt like a princess with her prince.


Chapter Three

Joseph

I sat on the bed and watched my wife pack our suitcase. The only thoughts I could summon were excuses to forgo the trip. Cancel it and pretend everything was fine in our relationship like we’d been doing for years. Didn’t Christine understand how hard it was for me to discuss our emotions? Didn’t she know I loved her? We didn’t need this retreat to show us that our relationship had issues. Our relationship was like a used car. Our vacations had been oil changes, but that was no longer enough. Maybe it could run a bit longer without a fix. Maybe our car wouldn’t break down if we skipped this retreat.

“Honey,” I said.

Christine flashed me a knowing look. A scowl crossed her face. “We’re going on this trip, Joseph.”

“But do we really need to spend a weekend with some hippie telling us how to improve our lives?”

“Why do you think there’ll be a hippie there?”

“Who else is going to run a couples’ retreat on a farm in the middle of nowhere? Sounds like a hippie business to me,” I said.

Christine narrowed her eyes and turned back to the pile of clothing she was folding and placing in the suitcase. She was packing one bag for us to share. I had gathered everything I wanted, and she did the organizing. I was rather terrible at placing things in an orderly fashion. Christine had scolded me over the issue throughout the years. How I left my underwear strewn on the floor or a dirty dish on the counter. Her concerns registered with me, but my concerns over the farm business overrode them.

Young Farms was my child until we had children. Christine and I had tried a few years ago, but she went back on birth control after having a panic attack about not being ready. Neither of us talked about having children after that, but Christine often talked about having them when we first got together. I only wanted to give her what she desired. Until she mentioned children again, I would keep my lips sealed and focus on Young Farms.

While I was lost in thoughts about my business, Christine had finished packing. The sound of her zipping the suitcase brought me back to our bedroom. I was sitting in the chair we had in the corner where Christine would often read. She had an office, but it was an empty room she used for mediation and yoga. My office had papers, a desk, a computer, and other office essentials. I could work from home but almost never did.

“I finished. Can you take this to the car? I’ll check the house and make sure everything is squared away,” said Christine.

I took the suitcase and carried it down to the car and placed it in the trunk. We had a long drive ahead of us, but we’d get to Mango, Arkansas by dinner. I hadn’t been to Arkansas since I went to the park where one could hunt for diamonds as a kid. My father took me on a ‘boy’s trip’ with my brother.

Christine stepped outside and locked the front door behind her. I was standing outside the car. It was late spring and a tad hot but not unbearable. Christine handed me the keys, “you’re driving first,” she said.

“You’re sure this place has internet?”

“That’s what the ad says,” Christine said.

My secretary and Christine had handed everything. I hadn’t even checked the website after Christine flashed me the page at dinner on our anniversary. Young Farms wouldn’t crash without me, but I wasn’t sure I could handle days on a farm with no reception while trying to work through the problems in my marriage. No matter what happened, there was no turning back. I started the car and pulled out of the driveway.

♦

Joseph

“Stop here. I think it is the only place before the farm,” said Christine. She was pointing at a gas station that shared its building with a restaurant. I pulled the car to the side and parked at the pump. Christine hadn’t driven a mile. My back hurt, and I wanted to go back to the city. The air was fresh or whatnot, but my phone had one bar. What would happen when we turned down the unpaved road to the farm? We still had twenty miles to travel, and there was nothing but farmland and gravel roads off the highway.

Christine and I stepped out of the car, and she filled the tank while I went to the bathroom. There was one in the restaurant, but the man working made me promise to buy something. I used the toilet and went back outside. Christine was sitting on the trunk and staring out to the swaying grass across the road.

“The man said we have to buy something from the restaurant for using the bathroom,” I said.

Christine sighed. “That’s ridiculous. We bought gas. Isn’t that enough?”

“Maybe there are two owners? There probably isn’t any alcohol on this farm, so let’s get a beer.”

“Fine,” said Christine. She tossed me the keys, and I moved the car. She walked to the door. I held open the restaurant door for her, and the man whistled when he saw Christine.

“Well, good afternoon, Miss,” the man said. He was older and standing behind the bar. There was a younger woman wiping down tables, and a young man in the kitchen. It looked like they might have had a few customers leave before we arrived.

“Mrs,” said Christine and slid onto a bar stool. The restaurant was dark for such a bright day. I took a seat next to Christine, and the man wiped the area in front of us with a rag. It smelled of bleach.

“Not everyday we get a woman as nice lookin’ as you walk in here,” said the bartender.

Christine placed a hand on her chest, “Thank you, sir. That’s kind of you to say.”

“Yes, my wife is beautiful, isn’t she?”

“He don’t appreciate you, do he?” asked the man.

Christine glanced over to the young woman who acted like she couldn’t hear our conversation, but the restaurant was too quiet to ignore us.

“Where are the menus?” I asked. This old man had no right talking to my woman like he was. I appreciated my wife just fine. I made the money so she could buy whatever she wanted in the world, but then I remembered where we were. Twenty miles from the couples’ retreat. This man must see couples every day on their way to the farm.

The bartender gave us menus. We ordered beers and a club sandwich to share. Fries came with the meal. The old man chuckled at my tense body and called the order back to the young man. He had thick muscles and tattoos on his neck. A cigarette in his ear. I noticed Christine looking at him through the corner of her eye. The bad boy from the middle of nowhere preparing her meal. What woman didn’t love a bad boy?

“So, y’all headed to the farm?” the bartender asked and popped the tops off two beers. “Everyone who comes here is headed to that wicked farm. Mango ain’t been the same since they opened.”

“What do you mean ‘wicked’?” asked Christine.

“They only rumors, but people say those hippies have magical powers.”

“Magic isn’t real,” said Christine.

“I told you they were hippies,” I said.

“Biggest hippies I ever seen. But I’m tellin’ you those couples change when they go there. There are rumors they use magic to switch bodies.”

Christine laughed. She sounded like she had heard something hilarious. The bartender used a rag to polish glasses while Christine roared. We were all staring at her, but she couldn’t stop.

“What do you mean, magic? That’s not possible,” I said when Christine’s laughter simmered to shorter bursts.

“You can’t believe this man,” said Christine. She slapped me on the shoulder.

“Y’all don’t have to believe a word I say, but I wouldn’t step foot on that farm if I were you,” the man said. The younger one in the kitchen was shaking his head, but Christine hadn’t paid him any attention for several minutes. She was too busy laughing and sneering. The bartender set our sandwich on the counter, “here you go, y’all.”

“Thanks, sir,” said Christine. She had a sarcastic undertone to her voice. The bartender disappeared to the kitchen. He left us to eat our sandwiches and drink our beers.

“Christine, we shouldn’t go to that farm,” I said.

“Joseph, please. We already paid, we’re going,” she said.

“Money is easy to recuperate. I don’t want them trying some magic shit on me.”

“Watch your language, Joseph. We’re eating, and then we’re driving to the farm. I’ll drive the rest of the way if you can’t, but we don’t have a choice. We’re already here,” she said and picked up the sandwich to take a bite.

The men were whispering in the kitchen and shaking their heads. I wanted to say more to convince Christine but knew there was nothing I could say. My actions had led us to this point, and Christine needed this. I had to give her this trip and sacrifice myself to the farm. Magic didn’t exist. There was nothing to worry about. The men had simply heard tales of what was happening on the farm. They hadn’t gone to the farm and lived it first-hand.

“Okay, Christine. You can drive,” I said and picked up a fry. We ate, paid, and Christine started the car to head down the gravel road that would take us to our couple’s retreat.


Chapter Four

Christine

I drove down the gravel road, dust churning in the air around the car. Joseph looked out the window with anxious eyes, but I didn’t care. The bartender was insane and didn’t know what he was talking about because the reviews online for the couples’ retreat were spectacular. Most couples agreed the experience had changed their lives and transformed the relationship. I had my hopes up for these four days. We were running late for the first day but should have time to relax before the introductory dinner.

Placing my hand on Joseph, I rubbed his thigh. His red hair messy from running his fingers through it as he stared at me with his intense eyes. I was driving slowly on the gravel, and we still had several miles to go. Neither of us had cell phone service, but Joseph seemed more bothered by the idea of magic.

“He said they switched bodies,” said Joseph. He was staring out the window again and speaking in a low voice. I couldn’t hear him well over the turning rocks.

“Joseph, honey, please don’t tell me you believe that’s even possible,” I said.

“Weird things happen in the world. I don’t want to die,” he said.

“We won’t die,” I said. Joseph laced his fingers with mine. I hit a bump and had to put both hands on the steering wheel to maintain control of the vehicle.

I drove several more minutes before we arrived to a gate. It was a metal gate with traces of rust and mangoes etched into the metal. “They took the Mango name and ran with it, didn’t they?” said Joseph.

When I passed through the gate, the hairs on the back of my neck stood. What if the bartender hadn’t spewed craziness? After passing the gate, we went another mile before a cabin appeared. There was a huge field, a greenhouse, and several acres of farmed land, but they grew a lot more than corn and soybeans. They had large signs next to the rows, signaling what would sprout there.

“Looks like they might live off the land,” said Joseph. He sounded impressed but terrified. “I wonder if they ever leave.”

“They must have to leave the farm for some things,” I said. There were two cars parked outside the cabin. I parked there, and we got out, leaving our suitcase in the trunk. I wasn’t sure either of us knew we wanted to stay. What were we getting ourselves into?

The door to the cabin opened, and a woman with buzzed brown hair stepped outside. It didn’t matter that her hair was short like a military man’s because her round face was feminine. She had blue eyes that stood out against her porcelain face. She wore a dress that looked like it was made from burlap. I hoped it was linen but couldn’t be sure from this distance.

“Welcome,” the woman hollered and made her way down from the porch. The cabin had a large front porch with plenty of places to sit. The stars must have been spectacular this far into the country.

Joseph and I were standing close. I sidestepped and whispered to him, “maybe these people are wackier than we thought.”

“We can turn around and leave,” he said, but we didn’t have a chance. I was stubborn with money and never backed away from an experience I had already paid for with no chance of a refund.

The woman wearing burlap—it was most certainly burlap once I saw it up close—reached us before I could reply to Joseph. He knew we wouldn’t leave. “Y’all are a little late, but don’t you worry. We have plenty of time. The other couple arrived a few hours ago.”

“The other couple?” I asked.

“We always do this in pairs. Two couples. It said so on the website. My name is Lotana. You must be Christine, and you must be Joseph,” said Lotana. She shook our hands. “Please follow me inside. There are a few details we have to discuss before we start the couples’ retreat.”

Joseph nipped my side as we walked toward the front door, and I resisted laughing. This was ridiculous. Were we really about to take relationship advice from a woman with a buzz cut wearing burlap? I paused before walking inside. Joseph was the one that convinced me to step forward. He had complained but would always go along with something if he knew it would make me happy.

Lotana walked with grace; like she didn’t have a care in the world. There was a lightness to her I appreciated. Like a nun who believed and was at peace. Lotana turned her hand, and a man with dirty blonde hair walked in the room. He was also wearing burlap, and his shirt was a dreadful box shape. It was like they had sewn their clothes together with the scraps from a sack that used to hold potatoes.

“Christine and Joseph, this is my husband Noro,” she said. Noro had tan skin like he spent most of his days outside. “He and I will be your shamans for this retreat.”

“Pleased to meet you,” said Noro. He put out his hand and shook ours. I felt like we should have been doing handstands to greet one another. A handshake felt too western. Too mainstream for Noro and Lotana. They were a different breed. The surrounding air was like water running down a slab of stone.

“You two run this farm by yourselves?”

“We have help when the plants get larger, but yes, we do most things ourselves,” said Noro.

Joseph seemed perplexed. He never got his hands dirty on the farm. He knew how to grow plants and had worked hard in the beginning but paid people as quickly as he could to do the dirty work so he could buy more land to expand his business. Young Farms was a legacy. Something they’d be able to pass down to their children, but it was clear Noro and Lotana didn’t grow more than they needed. They weren’t chasing after dollars like Joseph.

“We understand you’re a farmer, Joseph.”

“I am,” he said.

“What do you think of our farm?” asked Noro. He pointed his flattened hand toward the window that showcased their rows of vegetables germinating and striving to sprout.

“It’s marvelous, but what is this couples’ retreat?”

Noro nodded and disappeared from the room. Lotana stepped forward. Her smile was contagious. I hated how much I loved looking at her round face and buzz cut. I didn’t have the confidence to wear my hair that short. Lotana held a folder in her hand. We were sitting at a desk in the cabin. Their TV and sofa were on the other side of the stairs that occupied the middle of the room.

Lotana took a seat across from us and placed two pieces of paper on the desk. “We just need you to sign these non-disclosure forms.”

Joseph and I shared a look, and my palms turned hot like they would break into a sweat. “Why do you need us to sign non-disclosure forms?” asked Joseph.

“Well, we would like our treatment to remain top secret. We don’t want to attract any unnecessary attention.”

“You’re a popular couples’ retreat online. What happens if we break the non-disclosure agreement?”

“It is a million-dollar agreement. Do you want to spend a million dollars to tell the world about what we do?” asked Lotana.

“I told you this was a waste of time. And what kinds of names are Lotana and Noro? We want our money back,” said Joseph.

“This retreat is non refundable. You can leave if you don’t want to sign the paper. We told a…” Lotana checked her paperwork, “we told a Lucy all these details, and she agreed to them.”

Joseph turned and looked at me like a wolf in the darkness. I wished I had paid more attention to the details. I had been too busy reading the glowing reviews to focus on the fine print. Joseph would hold this over my head for ages. “Yes, Lucy is my assistant. We can’t do this, Christine. It would be insane,” said Joseph.

I wanted to agree with him, but there was something about Lotana. And Noro. The farm. They seemed to have their shit together on a spiritual level, and I wanted to join them. “I’ll sign the paper. We won’t tell a soul what you do here, isn’t that right?”

Joseph grunted and picked up a pen. Lotana smiled and slid the papers closer to us. We signed on the dotted lines, agreeing we wouldn’t tell the world what we did at Mango Farm’s Couples Retreat unless we wanted to pay Lotana and Noro one million dollars. The contract was simple and easy to read and made the deal clear.

I turned to Joseph, but he wasn’t smiling when he looked back.

Lotana took the papers and filed them away. She gave us two keys, “these are for your yurt.”

“We’re sleeping in a yurt?” asked Joseph.

“They are nice, don’t worry. Go change and shower if you need because we’re doing yoga and then dinner this afternoon. No time to waste,” Lotana said and clapped her hands. She walked out to the car with us and showed us the way to our yurt.

♦

Joseph

Lotana was waiting outside the yurt for us. It wasn’t shabby. The inside of the yurt could have been the feature of a travel magazine, but I had a weird vibe about Mango Farm’s Couples Retreat. There was something off in the air.

“I lied to you before,” said Christine. “The one thing I read was that there was no internet here, and now I want it. What did we sign up for?”

“You’re the one that wanted this,” I said. “You’re the one that agreed to pay a million of Young Farms’ dollars if we leak any information.”

“You should have stopped me,” she said. Christine was rocking at the edge of the king bed.

I had been sitting in a chair on the other side of the room. We had sat in silence for several minutes avoiding eye contact. I went over to Christine and put my arm over her shoulder. “Don’t put this on me. We will survive this. What’s the worst that could happen?”

“Christine and Joseph, we need to meet the other couple. I know you had a long day of travel, but yoga will rejuvenate you. It will help you get over that sluggishness.”

“Coming right out,” I called. “We can do this, Christine. We’re here because of me, and I want to show you how much I love you.”

Christine’s fingers tightened around mine. She had lied to me, but I deserved it after all the lies I had told her over the years. I never cheated nor kissed another woman, but did going out with younger female employees for drinks count? I had done that more times than I could count and knew many of them had eyes for me. They would have gone to bed with me had I asked, but I never did. That didn’t mean we never touched or flirted. Christine always thought I was working late, and she would be sitting up with a cooked meal when I arrived home smelling of alcohol.

Then, Christine would complain, and I would ignore her complaints. I would act out and leave my paperwork in odd places on purpose if she had said too much. Other times it was because I had honestly forgotten to pick up my dirty dishes or dirty clothes.

“Thank you, Joseph. I should have read more about this place before I agreed. This yurt is beautiful, but Noro and Lotana are freaks.”

“Joseph! Christine! Please come out,” called Lotana.

Christine covered her mouth. I was positive Lotana hadn’t heard her and didn’t care if she had. I took Christine’s hand, and we went outside to meet Lotana.

Lotana’s blue eyes were like the clear sky above us. She had a smile plastered to her face, but it didn’t look forced. It was like she woke up smiling every day with the sunrise. Noro had flat lips but looked at peace. There was a chance the hippies had something to teach Christine and myself about life. I was open to their instruction, as long as we could leave afterward. They had a website and past clients, everything should work out fine.

We followed Lotana down a trail. She told us the clearing was about a twenty-minute walk up the path. “How much land do you own?”

“We try to buy more whenever we can, but we have over one hundred acres now.”

“All connected?”

“Yep, we’re hoping to acquire another twenty, but the seller is playing hardball.”

“The bigger you get, the more people will fight back against you.”

“Yes, but we aren’t ones for battle. We only want the utmost privacy for our farm guests and ourselves,” said Lotana. She bowed her head as we walked. We stopped talking as we continued down the path. Lotana walked with the grace of a bird on water.

After eighteen minutes of walking, we arrived to the clearing. Another couple was standing there with Noro. They were black and wearing athletic clothing. The woman had gorgeous cheekbones and braided hair that hung down her back. The man was handsome with thicker muscles than me, but other men never intimidated me. They waved at us as we crossed the field and approached them. Their names were Alex and Jasmine. We shook hands and stood in front of the two open mats.

Noro and Lotana instructed us through an hour of yoga and deep breathing. I felt light by the end. Christine was red in the face. Alex and Jasmine were giggling. They made me sweat out the beer I had drank before arriving, and I felt refreshed. Yoga couldn’t cure Christine and I of our relationship problems, but it was a nice change of pace. I couldn’t remember the last time my body had felt this stretched and loose.

Lotana and Noro led us back to the compound after yoga with the yurts and cabin and common room. We went to the common room, and a woman was cooking. She didn’t make eye contact with anyone. She loaded food onto dishes without turning to greet us. The woman cooking had a long braid of gray hair down her back and tan skin. Lotana and Noro directed us to sit at a long wooden picnic table while they went for the food and spoke to the woman in soft, inaudible whispers.

“This place is weird, isn’t it?” asked Jasmine. She whispered, so Lotana and Noro couldn’t hear her.

“I don’t know what to think of it. Did you all stop at the restaurant on the way here?” asked Christine.

“We thought about it, but no. Why?”

“They told us something,” said Christine. I nudged her. We didn’t need to share conspiracies and start drama, but also Lotana and Noro were walking toward us. Christine folded her lips and sat straight on the bench. There was zero back support.

Jasmine looked like she wanted to hear more but resisted asking as Lotana and Noro took their seats. The older woman walked over with two plates at a time, keeping her head bent toward to the ground. Lotana and Noro didn’t introduce her, and it didn’t seem any of us wanted to ask.

“You all did well in yoga today,” said Noro. “Tomorrow morning, we have a surprise for you all. A treat that will change your world forever, but that is for tomorrow. Tonight, we will share why we came here in the first place after we eat this vegetarian feast.”

Nobody spoke as we loaded stewed vegetables, lentils, and other vegetarian options onto our plates. Christine and I shared glances. The smile never left Lotana’s face. Noro ripped his bread and dipped it in the sauce with the vegetables. I wanted to tell Alex and Jasmine what the bartender had shared, but how would Noro and Lotana react? Was it true? Did they make couples switch bodies? We ate our food, and the woman came back to clear our plates. She brought warm milk ten minutes later, but we had already begun sharing.

Christine and I told the others about our marital problems. When the words left my mouth, I realized how I had mistreated my wife in our sacred home. She wasn’t free of guilt, but her actions had been reactions to my behavior. We were tearing each other down like trees on new development. It was no wonder we had ended up here in Mango. When Christine described my behavior, I knew I needed to take a step back from work. I had a beautiful wife, and she deserved my appreciation. By the time we had shared everything, I was holding her hand. Staring into her eyes. Feeling a connection that had been faulty for years.

“Thank you, Christine and Joseph. Would you like to share Alex and Jasmine?”

Jasmine did most of the speaking. They were both college professors. Jasmine taught painting with a focus on watercolors, and Alex taught history. They both worked at the same university and had a hard time separating their work and personal lives. It was affecting their sex life, and they hadn’t had sex in months. Sometimes, Alex would spend hours reading or Jasmine would spend hours on her paintings. They had a habit of ignoring each other.

“Thank you for sharing, Alex and Jasmine. We all have problems in our relationships,” said Lotana. “Noro and I have issues of our own to work through, but what works is communication. Activities work too, and we’ll start one tomorrow.”

“What is this activity? You all are acting secretive and creeping me out,” said Jasmine. She played with her thin braids. Jasmine had a sophisticated beauty like china plates sitting within a glass cabinet. Alex and I were lucky men.

“All good things come to those who wait. If you all don’t mind retiring to your yurts for the night. We will ring a bell and begin early,” said Noro.

We left the common area and went back to our yurts. Noro and Lotana went back to their cabin. The countryside was quiet compared to back home. Christine put on music, and I couldn’t help but kiss her. Press my body against hers. Take her on the king bed.


Chapter Five

Christine

Joseph and I had scrumptious, toe-curling sex last night. It was as though we were trying to fuck away our problems; prove we didn’t need this couples’ retreat. I could still feel his tongue brushing against my clit if I closed my eyes. His dick hitting my spot. My moans. I hoped nobody heard me. Maybe Alex and Jasmine had fucked. Maybe they broke their dry spell.

Lotana or Noro was ringing a bell outside to wake us. I had no idea what time it was, but my body still felt light from last night. I wanted to lie in bed and remember how Joseph had spent hours pleasuring me. Not that he didn’t get pleasure from it, but last night was different. He had focused his attention on me like never before. Joseph turned to me in bed and smiled, “guess we have to get up. We should have fucked like that before coming here,” said Joseph.

“You know I still would have made us drive down to Arkansas,” I said.

“That’s true, but I would have had a better argument.”

“Rise and shine, campers. We have to get an early start!” hollered Lotana. She was standing close to the yurt. The world felt miles away inside the yurt. It was our private oasis. No sounds of motors or sirens or construction. Nothing but birds chirping through the day and insects at night.

Joseph and I pulled ourselves out of bed and put on jogging pants and t-shirts. It wasn’t cold outside, but I didn’t want any ticks attaching themselves to me. I wore long socks under the pants too. Joseph kissed me before we stepped outside. It was like our first year of marriage. His lustful eyes. The kisses before every task. I hadn’t realized how much I missed this side of Joseph. The man who took his time to pleasure me with his tongue before pleasuring himself. Not that I didn’t love getting fucked by him, but his tongue could do so much more.

“There you are,” said Lotana. Alex and Jasmine were standing outside of their yurt. They looked exhausted. Maybe they had sex. Jasmine and I smiled at each other. Lotana raised her hands in the air, “today is the beginning of the rest of your lives. The experiences you all have at this retreat will bond you for life. Couples can’t share our secrets, but they share the success they had at this retreat.”

“What are we going to do?”

“When Noro and I met, we were backpacking in South America. We lived there for many years before moving back to the States, but around the third year of our marriage we were having issues in our relationship.”

We were all nodding along and had stepped closer to Lotana. She was standing between the two yurts, speaking loud enough to hear, but I felt far from her. Lotana waited until we were in a circle around her to continue.

“While fighting on a hike one day in the middle of nowhere, a woman came out and spoke to us. She offered to help us with our relationship issues, and we experienced the same journey you all will now.”

“The rumors are true?” said Joseph.

Lotana smirked and turned toward the path. She curled her hand and waved it for everyone to follow. “We will go to the clearing again.”

We followed Lotana. Alex and Jasmine walked in front of us holding hands. Joseph kept eying me from his peripherals. He looked afraid, and I felt it. I couldn’t meet his eyes without wanting to turn around and run back to the car. We had our keys. We didn’t have to learn the surprise. The expression Lotana had given Joseph when he asked about the rumors was enough to know.

We arrived to the clearing, and the woman from dinner last night was stirring a clay pot sitting on a metal grate above a wood fire. She was staring into the pot, not making eye contact. I hadn’t met her eyes once. I wondered if she was from around here or South America. Noro was standing by her and watching us walk toward them.

“Please kneel, and we’ll serve you.”

The four of us shared a look, but Lotana encouraged us to sit. There were four pillows on the grass for our knees. The older woman poured liquid from the pot into four bowls that Noro and Lotana passed out. She didn’t speak nor look up from the pot.

I took the hot liquid. Lotana instructed us to blow on it and drink the liquid as quickly as possible. It had an earthy taste like dirt, but it wasn’t impossible to drink. There were some herbaceous undertones that made it easier to digest. It took us five minutes to drink the liquid. Lotana, Noro, and the woman joined hands and started chanting in a language I didn’t understand.

Jasmine, Alex, Joseph, and I sat on the pillows and watched. I focused on the older woman, but she never met my eyes. She stared at the grass. Her words sounding the most native. They flowed the best, but Noro and Lotana did well.

After a couple minutes, Noro went over to Jasmine and Alex. Lotana came to us. She instructed us to lie on the grass with our heads on the pillows and hold hands.

The second I touched Joseph’s hand, an overwhelming tiredness took over my body. I looked over to Joseph, and his eyes were already closed. The older woman hadn’t stopped chanting. The last thing I remembered was Lotana patting my forehead and taking my bowl away, and then I drifted to sleep.


Chapter Six

Joseph

I didn’t remember leaving the field, but we were back in the yurt when my eyes fluttered open. When my eyes parted, it was like looking in the mirror. A hallucination. Was I in the desert staring at a mirage? Reaching out my hand, I gasped when I noticed my fingers painted with nail polish. No hair on my fingers. They were skinnier than normal, and the person lying next to me was… me.

I shook my body, thinking it was a dream. When Christine opened her eyes (in my body), she screamed. It was a deep rumble compared to her feminine yelps like when grease splashed up from a frying pan while she was cooking. Christine put her hands in front of her face. The dark, auburn hair on her arms shined when she twisted it in the light.

“The bartender wasn’t lying,” I mumbled. I reached my hands down and touched my breasts. Christine’s breasts. She looked at me as I fondled her body.

Christine slapped my hand. I don’t think she realized her force in my male body and sent pain through my feminine arm. Christine was a personal trainer but kept her body thin. Tight. Much tighter than I had been. I couldn’t stop touching myself, but Christine wasn’t having it. “Stop treating my body like that, Joseph!”

“How does it feel having a penis?” I asked. Christine had always loved my dick. She treated it with compassion when she got on her knees. Not that she had been doing that much recently, but Christine knew how to use her tongue. Her lips. My lips? Would I have to be the one getting on my knees now? I still had all my memories, and I had objectified women like new cars. Would people do that to me now? Would men look at me like a piece of meat with a hole and a clit? I reached in my pants and touched my new pussy. Christine slapped my shoulder. “What?” I asked.

“What the fuck happened to us?” she asked. “I can’t live in this body.”

“What? You don’t like it? I know I’m not in as great of shape as you, but it’s not that bad,” I said.

“You know I love you and your body, but this is insane. How will we return to our old selves? I can’t live like this forever,” said Christine.

“Have you even touched my dick yet?”

“It was hard when I woke up. That was part of the reason I screamed. Feeling it pulsing in my pants. We have to let the world know Lotana and Noro are doing this. We can afford the million dollars,” she said. It was weird hearing my voice with her words. I would never think telling the world about this farm was worth a million dollars. Lotana and Noro had to have a way to turn us back. I didn’t believe they would just convert us without having an exit plan, would they?

“Christine,” I said and placed my hand on her male body. “I know spending that money might seem worth it, but it isn’t. We have to work through this and—”

“And nothing, Joseph. I want my body back,” she said.

“Why don’t we see what Lotana and Noro have planned for us?” I asked, not wanting to deplete my account of a million dollars. We had the money but not much more. Spending a million or more on a lawsuit would break us. This retreat had been Christine’s idea, and she had to live with it. Plus, I didn’t mind my new body so much. It was less hairy, thinner, and my breasts were fun to touch. Maybe even better than playing with my dick. I would have to spend some time in this new body to decide what I enjoyed more.

Christine and I slowly crawled our way out of bed after agreeing to not overreact. We didn’t have cell phone service out here, and there wasn’t wifi to use. We held hands and stood at the yurt’s door. I turned to Christine and said, “let’s make the best of this. I’m here because of my behavior, and you picked this place. I assume you had a good reason for choosing this farm because you don’t make decisions without information.”

Christine nodded. It was strange looking at my wife in my old body, but we had been warned. But who would believe switching consciousnesses was possible? I hadn’t, and now I was here in my feminine body and ready to take on the world.

♦

Christine

The day had passed in a slumber, and waking up in my husband’s body was the single strangest thing to happen in my life. The dark reddish-brown pubic hair I saw in the shower. The penis hanging from my body. I loved Joseph’s member, but as a woman on the receiving end. I had never dreamed of having it on my body. Maybe I had wondered what it felt like to have a penis, but here we were. I had to wonder no more.

Alex and Jasmine were also in a state. We were sitting in the common room after Lotana had collected us. We had been wandering around the farm in our new bodies when she found us and brought us here.

“We will sue you,” said Jasmine who had the consciousness of Alex. She slammed her hands on the table.

Lotana smirked. She had an innocence nobody would accuse of crime. “You signed a contract that prevents that. You can pay a million dollars and spread the word about what we do, if you’d like. We have an exit plan. But you came here for a reason, Alex. Isn’t that correct?”

He sighed. He didn’t carry Jasmine’s body the same way she had. There was a large cloud of uncomfortable energy floating over him. Jasmine’s body. I felt betrayed by Lotana, but would I have continued if she told me we would really switch bodies? Would I have left Bendersville to drive hours to Mango, Arkansas? I doubted I would have.

“Yes, I came here to work on my relationship with Jasmine,” he said and pointed to his old body. Jasmine, who was in Alex’s body, feigned a smile and dropped her head to the table. The older woman was in the corner cooking food. It smelled delicious, but she still hadn’t made eye contact with me. I wanted to meet her eyes. See into her soul.

“I apologize for deceiving you, but that’s how we get people to agree. The results are spectacular, I promise. We wouldn’t have near perfect reviews if it weren’t for the successes of our farm. I want to tell—”

“Can you turn us back?” cut in Alex.

“I was just about to say that, Alex. But before you all turn back, I would like you to explore your partner’s body. How is life in his or her shoes? How does it feel to be the person on the other side: sexually, emotionally, physically? Tonight, I want you all to make love.”

Jasmine shrieked. I clutched my chest. My penis felt so foreign. Large and awkward. When it had pressed against my boxers upon waking up, I wanted to rip it from my body. I didn’t know if I could fuck Joseph. Myself. My old body.

“You can’t expect us to do that,” said Alex.

“If you love each other, this shouldn’t be an issue. You two are the same souls. What does it matter who has which body?” asked Lotana. Joseph opened his mouth to speak, but Lotana put up her hand. “We can talk in the morning. Please, enjoy your dinner and rest. You will need it for what comes next.”

I had no idea what Lotana had planned for us, and I didn’t want to find out. Lotana left the room and left us alone. I’m sure everyone was thinking. Their thoughts running like cars around a racetrack. Nobody spoke. The older woman served us food without making eye contact. We ate.

After we finished eating, the older woman cleared our plates without speaking. I wasn’t sure she understood English; not that we had shared anything.

“So, I guess we should head back to our yurts now?” asked Jasmine. She looked frightened.

“I guess so,” I said, not knowing if I could go through with this. Joseph took my hand and squeezed it. We stood from the bench and said goodbye to Alex and Jasmine outside. They went to their yurt, and we went to ours.

♦

Joseph

Christine lay atop me in my old body. She had my pectorals. My light reddish-brown body hair. She still had the same personality under it all, but she was me. My old self, and I was her. I touched the breasts on my chest, trailing my hand down my abdomen to the wetness between my legs. My body responded to Christine’s touch as she pushed my hair behind my ear and stared into my eyes. She smelled of pine and a hint of parsley from dinner.

“How do you feel?” I asked. She had my square jaw and golden brown eyes. I had always found myself attractive. It was the body and face I had been given at birth, but my personal interest was never conceited. Never a sexual attraction to myself. I looked good for the ladies and stayed in decent shape for my wife. I thought it had been enough to keep my arms thick and muscular, but she needed more from me, and here we were. Staring at our old bodies from the other. Maybe it didn’t matter who was in which body if we had each other.

“Nervous,” she said.

“Why?”

“This hard dick on my body. What do I do with it?”

I reached my hand up and grabbed her thick dick. It felt heavier than I remembered, and my pussy reacted as I touched it. As I stroked her shaft. She groaned and let out a deep moan that rattled my ears. I almost never heard myself when I used to make that noise in my old body, but it sounded sexy when she did it. When she was inches from my dripping pussy.

“Does it hurt?” I asked wanting to slide her dick into my pussy. Wanting to feel how it felt for a woman, but I was fearful it would hurt too much. What if I couldn’t handle my old dick? What if she was too big? How deep was my pussy before it hit a wall?

Christine reached her hand forward and touched my cheek. She kissed my lips. Her dick slid along my pussy lips and made it wetter. Hungrier for a filling. “Only sometimes. Should I do what I like most first?”

“What’s that?”

Christine moved her body down and went under the sheet. When her lips connected with my clit, it was like someone performing a private concert on the saxophone. I felt like a woman sitting atop a piano singing a song. A woman with a good voice, not the one I had. The moans leaving my mouth were involuntary. Unmeasurable. Her tongue had my mind in the stars.

“Fuck, Christine. Fuck me. Please,” I said. I didn’t know what came over me, but I was a campfire without chocolate and marshmallows. A pussy without a dick.

Christine eyes sparkled as she looked into my eyes. Her lips glistened from my pussy juices. All this time I had been on the other side and hadn’t contemplated how Christine’s body reacted to my touch. I was self-centered and concerned about my orgasm and not hers, but she wanted to pleasure me in a way I almost never did for her. I used to enjoy eating Christine’s pussy but stopped doing it as often after she had stopped sucking my dick.

While sliding her uncovered dick up and down my pussy, my body felt like a bridge loosing its cables. I grabbed her dick and forced it into my pussy. When it stretched my walls, pain trickled over my body. But it was a welcome pain. One my body knew how to solve. As Christine thrust in and out of my pussy, the juices grew heavier and provided the lubrication we needed. Her dick was hitting my spot, sending waves of pleasure over my body. Now I understood what they meant by a ‘spot’.

“Right there, baby,” I said. My eyes closed, rolling into the back of my head. My mind was learning the wiring of a female body. How the pussy connected to the mind. Christine used my old dick and rocked in and out of her old opening. We were one soul, two bodies.

Christine wrapped her hands around my back. She was on her knees in front of me. My legs wrapped around her back. She pulled me into her arms, causing her dick to fill me completely. “I love you,” she said.

“I love you, too,” I said. Our eyes closed, and our mouths met for a kiss. With my eyes closed, it was like I could have been in my old body. I could have been the person on the other side. The man, but I was the woman, and it felt just as good getting stretched as it did doing the stretching. Maybe better? With Christine’s dick in me, I could have been on a beach in the Mediterranean. Waves crashing onto the sand through the open villa window. I could have been standing at the peak of a mountain. How would it feel to have my pussy licked there; with a cold breeze blowing past us? Would it tickle? Could I handle it?

Christine broke our kiss and looked down to our connected bodies. Her raw dick sliding in and out of my wet hole. Her thick arms hardened as she lifted my legs into the air and pushed her dick into me as deep as she could. My head arched on the pillow. My teeth clenched my bottom lip. Christine had a tight hold on my ankles as she fucked my pussy.

My thoughts dissolved as her dick filled me. Left me empty and filled me again. The orgasm building inside of me was like going to the top of a roller coaster. I focused on the growing warmth in my body. My mind and body connected like never before. When I was a man, it had been about me. My needs. My dick and how wet it felt. How it slid.

I opened my eyes, and Christine was watching me while moving her hips. I wrapped my legs around her back and thrust her deep into my hole. She buckled, and her hands fell to the mattress by my sides.

“How does it feel?” she asked.

“Amazing. For you?”

“I don’t think I can last much longer. So much harder to cum as a woman,” said Christine.

I lifted my head to her ear, slightly straining my back, and said, “fill me.”

Christine bit her bottom lip and went back to position, picking up her stride. It wasn’t long before a series of grunts left her mouth and I felt a hot liquid enter my pussy. When Christine pulled out, some cum followed. My pussy was wet and sticky. I was hot and moments from cumming.

It was as though Christine had read my mind. We had thrown the covers off long ago, and she moved her head down to my pussy. Her tongue brushed along my clit, and I gripped the sheets for balance. For a sense of being. Her tongue expertly went from my clit to my pussy, pulling me to the peak of the mountain. My climax.

My body stiffened while I came as a woman for the first time. My eyes darted side to side. I felt paralyzed with joy. Heat. Lust. I dug my nails into Christine’s masculine chest and dragged them down. Christine collapsed atop my body when my legs stopped squeezing her face. Her face near my belly button. Her fingers caressing my sensitive lips. I reached over and touched her hard body.

We laughed, kissed, and fell gently to sleep.


Chapter Seven

Christine

When I awoke the next morning, the male body encasing me didn’t frighten me as it had the first time. I was becoming accustomed to it. Fucking Joseph last night had been exhilarating. Cumming as a man was easier than opening a bottle of wine without a corkscrew. I could get used to having that orgasm. And the muscular, masculine body.

Turning to Joseph, it was strange seeing my old body. I missed my feminine curves but not as much as I would have thought. I loved the experience of living in Joseph’s old body. Did I need to go to the gym in his body? Could I keep my job as a trainer? Joseph had muscles but had let his age (and gut) catch up with him. I could work off the extra and get more clients at the gym. The men always had it easier.

“Good morning,” I said.

Joseph’s eyes fluttered open. They were big and brown with long lashes. He looked beautiful in his femininity. Fucking him in my old body had been one of the best experiences of my life. Watching the orgasm build within him as I slid my dick in and out of his pussy. He had been dripping for my dick. It was wet, slick, and breathtaking.

“Morning,” Joseph said. He was wearing nothing. He wrapped his hairless leg over my body. His left breast touched my chest. His arm draped over my pectorals.

“Did you enjoy last night?”

“More than you know,” he said.

Before I could respond, a cowbell sounded outside. Lotana’s voice followed it calling ‘rise and shine’. I wanted to lift Joseph atop me and bury my face in his breasts to ignore the woman’s voice commanding us to rise.

“What do you think they have planned now?”

“Who knows with them,” I said.

“Time to wake up and come outside,” called Lotana while ringing the cowbell. It was loud and powerful and traveled throughout the room. Joseph and I groaned but climbed out of bed and got dressed for the new day. Putting on men’s clothing was still strange, but it must have been weirder for Joseph. He didn’t seem to mind. I noticed him examining his breasts in the small mirror; pushing them together and letting them fall. Joseph and I finished getting ready and walked outside.

The weather was warm for the morning, like it would turn into an inferno by noon. Lotana was standing between the two tents wearing her burlap dress. I wasn’t sure she ever changed.

“Good morning, campers,” said Lotana. She smiled with ease. Her blue eyes sparkled in the morning sun. “We have a special surprise planned for you today.”

“More than this?” asked Alex, who was still in Jasmine’s body. He waved his feminine hands along his curves. His dark skin looked waxed with moisturizer.

“Alex, how was your lovemaking?”

Jasmine laughed in a deep voice, covering her mouth. She still had the most gracious movements in her male body, like a ballet dancer on the stage. Like a swan on the lake. Her eyes showed how much she enjoyed their night together. Alex turned to his wife, staring at his old body, and their connection was clear. Nobody could deny it.

Alex didn’t reply to Lotana, and she continued, “I’m guessing you all had a good night. Noro and I experienced what you all did, and it changed our lives. We understand our methods aren’t conventional, but they work. Couples leave here and don’t look back. They find themselves in ways that weren’t possible outside of our retreat. Do you disagree?”

Alex said nothing. Jasmine curled into his feminine body and placed her head on his narrow shoulders. They looked at peace and in love. Joseph and I closed the small gap between us and interlaced our fingers. Watching Alex and Jasmine was infectious, unavoidable.

“Right then,” said Lotana. Noro was walking toward us from the distance. She waved at her husband and pulled two rolls of paper from her dress. She handed one to each of our groups. “These are maps that will lead you to the next surprise.”

Noro reached us and hugged his wife. There was a sense of ease in the air when they were together. I wished I could hold Joseph with the same care, but this experience was already bringing us closer. I could feel it in our touch. The affection running through our bodies; exchanging itself through the palms of our hands.

“The next part of your journey will bring you even closer together. When you arrive at your destination, we want you all to embrace nature and listen to it. Eat it. Explore one another,” said Noro.

Alex raised his hand, “what do you mean?”

“You will see when you arrive at your destination. Please, go with the flow. We will come for you later with the help of our friend,” Noro said and waved to the older woman. She was standing by the entrance of the common room. She was like the shadow under a tree.

Joseph spoke up. He had my old voice but his same clumsy gestures. “Will there be a way to reverse all this at the end?”

“We already answered that, but yes. You can reverse it now and leave if you wish, but we recommend continuing with the journey.”

I didn’t want to leave without seeing what came next. I squeezed Joseph’s hand, not realizing my strength. He squealed and narrowed his eyes in my direction. “Sorry,” I muttered. “But I want to continue.”

Joseph exhaled and lowered his head. He wouldn’t argue with my wishes. We were here because of his actions. His neglect to our marriage for the sake of making money. He had put his business gains before my happiness.

Noro and Lotana stood close together. Lotana spoke, “there are instructions on your map. Each couple will travel in opposite directions but end up in the same place. You all may not see each other where you land, but that is fine. We expect it. Please, try to enjoy this experience and remember that you all are doing this to understand the other better. To love the other more fully. There is no right or wrong way to love, but you came here to try. Best of luck to you all and enjoy the hike.”

When Lotana finished speaking, she left before we could ask further questions. She and Noro disappeared with the older woman into the common room. Alex and Jasmine looked at as while we stared back at them. They dropped eye contact and opened their map.

“Guess we should do the same,” said Joseph. He took the map from my hands and unrolled it. There was a dotted line that led through the property. When I looked up, Alex and Jasmine had disappeared in the opposite direction. Joseph turned to me, standing a head shorter. “Should we head out?”

I nodded, not knowing what to expect. Noro and Lotana had swapped our minds, something I hadn’t thought was possible until they did it to us. Joseph must have noticed my hesitation. He took my hand.

“We can do this, Christine. They can turn us back when we return.”

“But how do we know where we will go?”

“I trust Noro and Lotana, do you?” he asked me. It was strange looking at my face, but my being had changed once Joseph’s mind entered my old body. I must have changed his body in the same ways. Joseph pulled me down the trail, and the doubts evaporated from my mind.

We were walking along the trail; the surrounding foliage rustled in the breeze. The day was growing hotter even though leaves covered us in a blanket of shade. Bugs buzzed and swarmed around us. The hair on my body felt thick with the first layer of sweat. I didn’t understand how Joseph didn’t shave all this hair. It felt disgusting. I missed my moisturized skin free of body and facial hair.

“What does the map say?” I asked. We had been walking for at least thirty minutes, and I was growing thirsty. We had drank the one bottle of water we brought. Neither Noro nor Lotana told us how long the trail was. Their land was only so vast. I didn’t want to reach the end without knowing.

Joseph stopped walking. I was thinking about how dry my mouth felt. My crusted lips. How long would we have to stay outside? “Christine, do you see that? It can’t be…”

“See what?” I asked, lifting my head. In the distance, there were several pots with small trees growing from them. It looked like a fruit, but I didn’t recognize what kind.

“That’s impossible,” said Joseph. He took off in a sprint, and I ran to catch up with him. When we arrived to the trees, I recognized the fruit growing on them. Joseph reached out his hand and touched one. “I can’t believe it. How are these growing here?”

I turned from the tree and looked forward. Little remained of the trail before it opened up from the woods to a clearing. Sun filtered through the foliage, but it changed to a strange shade of blue toward the trees. It looked more like the surface of the ocean than a patch of grass. There must have been clouds in the sky.

“Where are you going?” asked Joseph.

“Don’t you see it?” I asked.

“Wait for me, Christine. I’m picking some ripe mangoes.”

♦

Joseph

I grabbed mangoes from the trees and chased after Christine. My breasts bounced as I ran with the mangoes clutched against my chest. Seeing mangoes growing in Arkansas was unreal, but they looked healthy and cared for. They grew in pots and had an abundant amount of fruit.

When I reached the clearing, the half-covered sun hit my skin. It reflected off the grass and made it appear blueish like the ocean. Christine was spinning in circles on the field. She had taken off her shirt to expose her hairy chest. She kicked her legs in the air and moved like a gliding bird.

I sat several yards from her and placed the mangoes to my side. “Christine, don’t you want to eat a mango?”

Her eyes locked onto mine, and she moved toward me while flapping her arms. I tucked my legs under my bottom and dug into a mango with my nail. We had no equipment. I hoped we wouldn’t get lost without a way back to the yurts. Surely Noro and Lotana wouldn’t leave us out here alone. They told us they would come for us.

“You trust those mangoes after what they did to us?” she asked. Christine took a seat next in the clearing. The sun was hot but didn’t burn. The air was thick but tolerable. “I don’t understand how they could grow them in Arkansas.”

“Just eat one, Christine. What’s the worst that could happen?”

Christine rolled her eyes and sat down. She crossed her legs and bent her back. I passed her a mango. She dug into it with her manly hands. Her fingers thick with a light layer of hair. Christine opened the mango and sucked on the yellow-orange fruit. I did the same. We sat in the field and enjoyed the wet sweetness against our tongues. “These are delicious,” I said.

Christine nodded in agreement. Her lips shined as the liquid from the fruit clung to her lips. I leaned forward, unable to resist, and kissed her lips; tasting the sweetness. Christine wrapped her hand around the back of my neck and tugged on my hair. My nipples hardened at her touch. I felt them rubbing against the fabric of my thin bra.

Pulling harder, Christine leaned into the kiss. She pulled my hair from its ponytail, letting it fall down my back. Her touch made my pussy come to life. It was like an alarm without a code, and Christine had the piece I needed between her legs.

Christine climbed atop me, and I fell gently to the grass below. Christine gripped my breasts as she kissed me. As my back pressed into the ground. As my pussy went from dry to wetter with each passing second. I had never imagined a woman could feel so empty. So desperate for something to fill her. I wanted nothing more than for Christine to press her weight against me and fill me with her rod. Her manhood.

It was like she was reading my mind as she undressed me in the open field. We were alone. Free. Nature surrounded us, and we couldn’t see any hint of civilization. We were in a clearing by ourselves; without restrictions. Even if Noro and Lotana were watching, I didn’t care. They could see Christine make love to me because I needed her. My pussy was hot for her touch.

Christine and I were naked in a minute. The breeze tickled my naked body, but I couldn’t laugh with Christine’s manly body hovering above me. Towering over me and blocking me from the sun. All I could see was her hard dick. The precum leaking from it. All I could think was how I wanted her inside of me. How my pussy had taken over my thoughts. My desires.

“Fuck me,” I said.

Christine put my legs in the air and rubbed her dick along the folds of my womanhood. My opening. I touched my wife’s pectorals. It didn’t matter she had my old body. We were the same, and now I understood why I had fallen in love with her all those years ago. I understood how her body worked. How I needed to please her in the bedroom.

Before entering me, Christine moved her head down my clit and worked her magic. She had my back arching before I could resist her touch. She had the heat in my center raising like a thermometer reading a flu. I wouldn’t last long with her tongue working over my womanhood.

Seconds before I almost exploded and lost myself, Christine moved her lips. She replaced her tongue with her dick and filled me with her manhood. She fucked me in the open field, using her entire length. Holding me while she thrust in. Pulled out. The sun beat down on our naked bodies. My back pressed into the soft ground beneath me.

“Fuck, Joseph. How do you ever last?” asked Christine. I could tell by the lines in her face she was getting close. I wanted her to cum in me. Fill me with her seed. I spat on my hand and moved it down to my clit. Christine moved her body away from mine so I could touch my clit better. It was sensitive, and rubbing it felt as good as jacking off; if not better.

“Cum in me,” I said. I was getting close while rubbing my clit. Closing my eyes, I felt Christine’s dick against my pussy walls. I squeezed around her manhood. She moaned, her rhythm slowing. “Cum for me, Christine.”

Christine picked up speed and fucked me like that for a minute before her dick expanded in my pussy. She grunted and let out her milky load. I took a few more seconds to rub my pussy before my body exploded with sensations. Christine’s dick still deep inside me. My pussy walls expanding and contracting on her dick.

“I love you,” she said. She collapsed against my body and rolled to my side. I snuggled into her thick arms.

“I love you too,” I said. We were naked and in the field, but I had never been as comfortable. I didn’t even remember drifting to sleep.


Chapter Eight

Christine

Upon waking up, the dark sky surprised me. I had no idea where I was. I heard the crackling of a fire and saw a blanket of stars above me but couldn’t ground myself. My location was a mystery. As the seconds passed, I noticed my body was naked. Under a large piece of fabric; scratchy and a dark color. There was still a penis between my legs, and the memories of fucking Joseph floated into my mind.

His body took shape around me as I came back to the present. As reality registered around me.

“Hey,” said Joseph. He was sitting next to me with his arms on my leg. His heat traveling through my hairy skin. I wanted to feel his pussy again. I wanted to feel the ejaculation of a man, but my old body was calling too. My feminine scents. My long hair. The outfits I could wear.

“Hi,” I said, staring at my old body. Joseph was naked too. His breasts hidden by the fabric covering our bodies. When I took my eyes off of Joseph, my surroundings came into focus. Alex and Jasmine were sitting yards from us, and there was a fire between us but at a point like a triangle. I hadn’t noticed Noro and Lotana standing behind the fire. The gray-haired woman was standing by a smaller fire and stirring a pot.

Alex and Jasmine wiped their eyes with their fists. They must have been out like us. I wondered if they ate mangoes. Where had their map led them? Joseph nudged me, and I wrapped my arm over his thin shoulder. I pulled him close to my masculine body and tightened the thick fabric around us.

Lotana stepped in front of the fire, and Noro followed her. They both wore clothing made of burlap. They gravitated toward each other, and Noro held Lotana much like I was holding Joseph.

“Welcome back. You all had quite the rest,” said Lotana. She had stepped forward, and Noro watched her with admiration. “We are pleased that each couple ate the mangoes. You wouldn’t believe how hard they are to maintain here in Arkansas, but we have the best help,” she said and looked toward the older woman. The older woman smirked and continued stirring the pot. “This clearing rests between the two where you all explored your bodies. The mangoes have a way of making our guests frisky. There must be something magical about them.”

Noro grinned as Lotana winked at us. “Tomorrow morning, you all will leave and return to your lives, if you choose. All of your problems might not have been cured overnight, but we hope you will have a better understanding of your partner and where they come from. How they feel. We hope this retreat will have a lasting effect on your relationship. Before we continue, please take a moment to talk with your partner about how to apply this journey to your life after this,” said Lotana.

Joseph and I turned to each other. We were without words for several beats, but I started first. I explained how we got here: Joseph leaving his dirty underwear everywhere, him putting his business before our relationship, and his occasional lack of attention in the bedroom. Joseph listened to my concerns and nodded along as I spoke. He held my hands.

“I will do everything I can to be present for you, Christine. I never want to lose you,” he said. His words came from my old lips, but they still meant everything. I knew this retreat had changed us for the better and I would miss living in his body and his easy orgasms, but we had to return to our lives.

Alex and Jasmine were talking. When they fell silent, they looked in our direction and smiled. We smiled back at them. They appeared relaxed and content. Joseph turned his head and rested it on my shoulder.

Noro stepped forward, holding Lotana’s hand. “You all have taken huge steps toward bettering your relationship. There is nothing more cleansing than living in your parent’s skin. Being them. Experiencing life on the other side.”

We all nodded along to Noro’s words. The fire behind acted as a captivating background. The woman in the shadows stirring a pot. Lotana spoke, “we know you all signed a confidentiality agreement, and we stand by that. No couple that has visited us has yet to break the agreement, so we can continue to operate. We hope you all will do the same and allow more couples to experience the wonders of Mango Farm.”

“But we have a confession, don’t we?” said Noro.

Lotana nodded. “We have the reversal drink ready,” she said and waved toward the old woman in the shadows. “But it is your choice to return to your old bodies. You only get to transform and reverse once in your life. Noro and I never returned to our old bodies after our transformation, but we know the recipe for the reversal drink. If someone breaks our agreement and we disappear, you may never find us again. The choice is yours,” she said. Lotana and Noro walked over to the woman in the shadows to wait.

Joseph and I stared at each other. He squeezed my hand. I squeezed his. Steam swirled up from the pot the older woman was stirring. We had to make the hardest decision of our lives, but whatever we chose, I knew I would love Joseph for the rest of my life.
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