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SNOWY CHARMS
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CLOVER COX


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Adam

I couldn’t believe I lost another girlfriend because of Jacqueline. Were younger women so insecure they couldn’t handle my friendship with an older woman? There was nothing romantic between Jacqueline and me. We had drinks together, went hiking, skeet shooting, and whatever else sounded fun. She was like one of the guys. If only Kathy understood that, but she brought up Jacqueline every time we hung out.

We were eating breakfast in the morning when Kathy brought up Jacqueline again. It led to a huge fight, which I left twenty minutes ago to meet my clients at a home they were looking to buy. They were a married couple in their late twenties. Brett worked at a grocery store, and Carla worked in Information Technology. Carla’s belly was growing by the day.

If you would have asked me five months ago, I would have said I wanted to marry Kathy. That I wanted her to have my children, but that was no longer true. How long could Kathy expect me to have the same fight? I told her there was nothing between Jacqueline and me. The merry-go-round of doubt was making me sick, and today was my last time riding it.

“It’s so great to see you both,” I said to Brett and Carla after I’d pulled up to the house we were seeing. They smiled at me with endless hope in their expressions. We’d seen over twenty houses, and they kept losing the ones they wanted most. Colorado wasn’t an easy market. “We’re going to get this one.”

“Don’t jinx us,” said Carla.

I put my hand over my mouth. “You’re right. Scratch that from the record.”

Brett smiled and nodded as I opened the door to give them a tour of the home. There were a few issues with the house, but it was a sellers’ market. What were they to do? They had a baby on the way and wanted a home as quickly as possible. We wrote up an offer in the kitchen before we left. I told them I would call them when I heard something.

Carla was frowning as we stood in the driveway to say goodbye. “Have faith.” I put my hand on her shoulder and stared into her eyes. She nodded and took a deep breath. They got in their car and hurried away before she burst into tears. I made a note to buy them a fabulous present for their growing family if they got the house.

“Hey, Adam. What’s up?”

It was Jacqueline. I’d called her because I wanted to talk about Kathy. “Kathy and I broke up this morning.”

“Another fight?” Jacqueline had such a seductive voice. She was attractive, too, so I understood why Kathy was jealous, but Jacqueline was my friend. I didn’t want to complicate what we had, even if she was sexy. I was twenty-five. She was thirty-nine. It was a fourteen-year difference, but our ages didn’t matter. Jacqueline was sexy. She could have any man she wanted and wasn’t afraid to share the details if she had one.

“Yeah, we had a fight.” I didn’t want Jacqueline to think it was about her, even though I knew she knew it was.

“Did you want to get a drink and talk about it? I can meet you at our place in two hours.”

“Yeah, I’ll be there.”

“See you then.” Jacqueline hung up. I drove home to change into something more comfortable before meeting her at our favorite bar in town, Rocky Mateo.

***

Jacqueline

What was thirty-nine? I looked good, and nobody could tell me otherwise. Adam could model for any major clothing brand, but I never wanted him sexually. Did I hope people thought he was my boyfriend when we went out? Perhaps. Would I cross the line? Never. We were friends, and friendship was important. As fun as it’d be to sleep with a younger man with a chiseled body, I would take friendship over sex.

I had to finish up some work at the office before I could meet Adam at Rocky Mateo. I was a therapist. A psychiatrist, to be totally honest, but I tried not to prescribe too many pills. Only if a patient would benefit from the medication.

It was growing close to when I told Adam I’d meet him at the bar. I dropped my head and focused on the paperwork I had, flying through it and praying I didn’t make any mistakes. I grabbed my purse and rushed out the door. One plus about Adam was that he was always on time, even though I ran perpetually late.

Rocky Mateo was a cute bar with views of the mountainous landscape from every window. I arrived only five minutes late. Better than my usual. Adam was waiting at a booth when I ran through the doors. The hosts tried to wave me down, but I flew right past them.

Adam stood and hugged me, kissing me once on my cheek. He had gorgeous green eyes and thick, luxurious brown hair. Kathy was crazy to dump him. Adam had been head-over-heels for her until she kept bringing up our friendship. I didn’t blame her for being jealous. I was beautiful, wealthy, and old enough to keep my head on straight.

“Thanks for meeting me. Hope I didn’t mess up your day.”

“Nonsense,” I said and slid into the booth. “You know I’d tell you I didn’t have time if that were the case.”

“Yeah, you know how to communicate, unlike some people.” Adam picked up his glass of water and gulped half of it. I hated seeing him heartbroken, but he had to know he could find another girlfriend just by walking around the bar. That was what my ex-husband would do. He cheated on me as though it were a sport. At least I didn’t catch anything from his antics.

“Adam, you’ll find another.”

“I wanted Kathy, but she’s too insecure to handle our friendship. She brought it up this morning at breakfast.”

“If you need to stop being my friend for love, I’d understand.”

“No, that’s not fair. She should trust me when I say we haven’t done anything.”

I didn’t want to go into therapist mode, but I could tell Adam was hurting and wanted me to tend to his wounds. “What are her concerns about our friendship?”

“She hates how I confide in you. She wants me to share everything with her, but sometimes I want to talk about her.”

“Like now?” Truth be told, I was getting a little tired of hearing about Adam’s fights with Kathy. I was thinking of cutting him from my life, but he was so sweet. So handsome. Who would throw away such a cute accessory? Adam didn’t notice it when we were together, but I did. The jealous stares of other women pawning over my handsome, green-eyed friend. Glaring at me like they wanted to hurt me.

Adam sighed. “I’m sorry, Jacqueline. She’s in the past. What are we eating for dinner?”

“You’re saying you won’t run back to her next week?” I threw my head back and laughed. Adam and Kathy were on and off like a light switch. I put up my hand to call over our server before Adam could reply. He always said the same thing. “Order. I’m hungry.”

Adam told the server what he wanted. I ordered second. We both got a cocktail because it was happy hour. “I’m not getting back with Kathy next week.”

“You can lie to yourself, but you can’t lie to me. Anyway, changing the subject. Did you know it’s my birthday coming up?”

“Ah, yeah. That’s right. What are you doing?”

“I was hoping you’d want to do something with me.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“Skiing. I want to get a suite. Go all out for the big four zero. You’d have your own bedroom and everything. What do you say? Can you get the time off?”

Adam opened his phone and checked his calendar. My birthday was in a couple of weeks, but I was flexible on the dates. I’d cleared my schedule for five days. We could go to the resort for fewer. All I needed was to hit the slopes a few times, enjoy hot cocoa by a fire, and get away from my daily grind. There was nothing like staying in a luxurious hotel, and I only wanted the best for my birthday.

“I could do a few days, as long as this offer I put in today goes through.”

“Okay, let me know when you find out.”

“Will do. Can I bitch about Kathy some more?”

I told Adam he had to wait until I had my cocktail, but the server brought it over a minute later. Adam went on bitching about Kathy, promising it was the last straw. Saying he’d never go back to her. I’d said the same thing about my ex-husband, Louis, more times than I could count, but there was always a last straw. Every couple had its limit.

Had Adam and Kathy reached theirs? I was doubtful, but I supported Adam’s delusion like a good friend. We ate dinner, discussed current events when Kathy got stale, and hugged each other before we went our separate ways. I hoped Adam would come with me to the ski resort as I started my car to head home.


CHAPTER TWO

Adam

The sellers accepted our offer. Carla and Brett couldn’t be happier. They gave me a bag of sweets from the grocery store where Brett worked as a thank you. The deal wouldn’t close until after the trip to celebrate Jacqueline’s birthday, so I put my worries aside and my other clients on the back burner to focus my attention on Jacqueline.

On the way to her house, I stopped by the mall. The jewelry store was having a special. I bought Jacqueline a gift I hoped she’d like, even though I was positive it cost much less than a night at the resort. Jacqueline would let me buy some stuff when we went out, but she had no issues with swatting away my credit card. Kathy always expected me to pay. She’d told me on several occasions it was the manly thing to do.

The more time I passed without Kathy, the less I wanted her in my life. It’d only been a week since our breakup, but she was growing smaller in the rear-view mirror as I drove away from our toxicity. When I thought about Kathy, vats of acid spilling atop my skin floated through my mind. I knew what we had wasn’t healthy, but it was hard to run away when the sex was explosive. Each fight led to a makeup session that carried us through a few weeks of happiness.

“There you are,” Jacqueline said when I pulled up to the house that I’d sold her years ago. She was one of my first commissions. The first one I was excited to earn. She had a gorgeous home on the edge of town with mountains as her backdrop. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

“Sorry.” I got out of my car and shut the door. Jacqueline came up to me and wrapped her arms around me for a hug. “I had to stop at the mall.”

“Oh, what did you get?” Jacqueline gasped when I pulled the jewelry-store bag from behind my back. “Adam, you shouldn’t have. What is it?”

“You know I’m not going to tell you.”

“Let’s go inside, and I’ll open it. It’s freezing outside.”

I watched Jacqueline as she skipped toward the door. She wasn’t wearing anything more than a sweater dress and tights. She had on boots, but her legs were probably chilly. It was warm when I stepped into Jacqueline’s home. She had boiled water ready on the stove and poured me some in a mug for tea.

We were sitting at her table off of the kitchen. The main floor had a mostly open layout. Jacqueline pulled the box out of the bag. She glanced at me with her powerful brown eyes, batting her lashes as she rubbed her fingers over the jewelry box.

“Happy birthday,” I said. I picked up my mug of tea and blew on it.

Jacqueline opened the box and gasped when she saw what was inside. It was a ruby pendant on a simple silver necklace. Jacqueline picked up the necklace and held it in the air. “Could you help me put it on?”

“Sure,” I said and rushed to my feet. I unhooked the link and placed the chain around Jacqueline’s neck, feeling hints of attraction for my friend. It’d always been there, bubbling beneath the surface, but I was great at denying it. Losing a friendship over one reckless night of passion wasn’t worth it. If only my dick could feel that way, but it had a mind of its own. I exhaled as I hooked the necklace and returned to my seat.

Jacqueline stared at me with a look I couldn’t decipher. “You said I’ll have my own bedroom, right?” I asked.

“Yes.” Jacqueline nodded, sipping her tea. “We should hit the road soon, or we’ll get there late.”

“I’m ready to leave when you are.”

“Wait here, and I’ll grab my suitcase. You don’t mind driving, do you?”

“Not at all,” I said. It was the least I could do since she had booked us rooms at one of the nicest ski resorts in the state. We packed her suitcase next to mine in the trunk of my car and hit the road. She made me pull over at a gas station before we got too far and filled my tank to the brim. “Thanks,” I said as Jacqueline got in the car with two steaming cups of coffee for us.

“We’ll need these for the drive.” Jacqueline placed the coffees between us. I put my hands on the steering wheel and drove several hours until we arrived at our destination. The hotel had valet, and they took the car off my hands after relieving the trunk of its luggage. “Wait here while I check in.”

I sat on the sofa where Jacqueline had pointed. The staff eyed me, but nobody said a word as I waited for my friend to get our keys from the front desk. My friend. How much longer could I lie to myself when she’d been looking much sexier than usual ever since I placed that necklace around her neck? I loved how she’d been wearing it since the moment she opened the box.

Jacqueline returned with the keys. “We’re all set. Let’s hope our room looks as fabulous as the pictures.”

We went to the elevator and rode it to the suite Jacqueline booked for us. It was even better than the pictures. The suite had a fire burning in the gas fireplace and smelled like the fresh bouquet of witch hazel and pine sitting on a table in the center of the room.

“Did you want to pick your bedroom?”

Jacqueline nodded and explored the suite as I waited by the orange and yellow flowers, smelling their sweet and herbal notes.

“I found my room. Yours is over there.” Jacqueline was pointing to the door in front of the living-room area. I didn’t mind. Whatever she wanted to give me was more than enough. I could never afford such luxurious accommodations on my own.

The room was simple, but the sheets felt incredible. The bed was softer than any I’d ever used. It hugged my body when I lay on it. Jacqueline called, waking me from an almost nap. She had changed when I went out to the living room, wearing a long-sleeve black dress. She had the necklace I got her over the fabric. I loved how she wasn’t trying to hide it. Her lipstick matched the deep red of the ruby.

“Should we have dinner here? I don’t want to head to town.”

“Whatever you want is fine with me. It’s your birthday trip!”

Jacqueline told me to change. I put on a pair of dark denim jeans with a button-up shirt. Jacqueline was waiting on the sofa when I returned to the living room. She looked me up and down before meeting my eyes. I wanted her so badly. Did she want me too, or was I losing my mind? Had she always wanted me?

“You look handsome,” she said. “Should we head downstairs?”

I nodded. Jacqueline told me to go first. Who was I to argue with her? We went to the restaurant downstairs. She told me to order whatever I wanted and got us a bottle of bubbles to share. She had fish. I had vegetarian pasta. We drank hot cocoas and devoured a brownie for dessert. Our conversation was as easy as ever, and my fears we would cross the line of friendship faded as our night continued.

We went upstairs, told each other to sleep well, and went to our bedrooms.


CHAPTER THREE

Jacqueline

I woke up wishing Adam was by my side. Why did he have to be so sexy? Didn’t he know how hard it was not to cross the line sometimes? Didn’t he know how wet I’d gotten when he placed that necklace on me? I clutched the ruby pendant, wondering how long I could deny my urges for Adam.

The sunlight reflected off the snow as I glanced out the window. Flurries fell from the sky. If it weren’t for the fireplace in every room, I’d feel cold and alone. I didn’t know if I could trust another man after all the damage my ex-husband did, but I wanted to love. If nothing else, I wanted touch. Adam knew about some of my random conquests, but those men meant nothing.

I wanted someone to confide in. Someone I could trust. A man who wouldn’t hunt women as though it were a sport. I wanted someone who understood me like Adam. We were friends, so who was to say we couldn’t have more? Many lovers started as friends.

“Good morning.” Adam was standing shirtless in the suite’s kitchen, waiting for his coffee pod to brew. Scents of roasted beans filled the air. “How did you sleep?”

“Well,” I lied. “You?”

“Can’t complain. The bed was fantastic.”

Adam looked at me as though there was more that he wanted to say but turned his attention back to the coffee without saying a word. I took a seat on the sofa and turned on a cooking show. Watching someone prepare food made my stomach rumble. We agreed to head downstairs for breakfast before hitting the slopes.

We ate a light breakfast of fruit, toast, and yogurt. Adam told stories about his past I’d heard before, but I didn’t care to hear them again. The one how he cannon balled into a pool but hit the water the wrong way was a favorite. Thinking of Adam shirtless stirred my pot of yearnings. There was no harm in letting my imagination roam.

“Did you want anything else?” I asked, ready to hit the slopes. We hadn’t driven all the way out to the resort for nothing.

Adam threw back the rest of his coffee. “I’m fine. Let’s get outside before it gets too busy.”

We were both early risers, so we were some of the first people outside. There were others, but it got much worse as the day approached noon. We didn’t go on the most challenging slopes. We were mid-level skiers and took the appropriate routes. It wasn’t long before we both got bored with taking the lift and riding down.

“What else can we do?” asked Adam, tapping his chin. We were standing at the bottom of the hill, staring at the lift with dread in our eyes. “We could go on a hike. There are a lot of trails around here,” he said.

“Sounds better than sitting around the suite,” I said.

“Are you sure? It’s your birthday. We can head to town for shopping.”

“Nonsense. Let’s enjoy nature. I can shop anywhere.” We returned our skis and followed the signs to a trail near the resort. Nobody was on the snow-covered trail, and it felt eerie as we walked deeper into the trees. The pines had snow all over their green, thorny leaves. The other trees were missing their foliage.

If we looked up to the barren trees, we could see nests birds had abandoned sitting among the branches. It was quiet as we walked along the trail. Adam walked slower the deeper we went into the woods. I turned to look over my shoulder at him. “Are you nervous?”

He shrugged and cast his eyes to the side. “Not really.”

“Don’t tell me you’re such a city boy that you can’t handle a little nature.”

“It’s not that. We’re just so alone. It’s crazy.”

“People are on the slopes. Nobody uses the trails.”

Adam stopped as he looked around. We could see far into the trees since they didn’t have their natural coverings. “Do you think there are murderers out here?”

I looked around but saw nobody. The woods seemed rather lifeless apart from us. “I suppose it’s always possible, but we aren’t even a mile from the resort.” I pulled out to check my phone and still had full bars. “We still have cell service. We’re good.”

“Okay, but we’re turning around if you lose service.”

“Deal,” I said.

We continued down the trail another mile or so before we were both feeling ready to turn around. The map we had said there was another trail that looped back to the resort about another quarter of a mile ahead, so we walked until we found the fork in the road. Adam took the map from me, making sure the trail led back to the resort. I could tell he was growing tired of the walk. The nature.

“If this trail doesn’t take us back, I’ll be pissed.”

“We’ll make it back,” I said and placed my hand on his shoulder.

Adam grunted, but he continued forward. We followed the trail, neither of us sure where it’d lead. To our surprise, the walk was much more enjoyable after we’d turned the corner. We saw small animals scurry through the snow. It made us jump every time, but it also made us laugh. Adam held me after I’d nearly fallen to the ground when a white rabbit appeared out of nowhere, glancing at us before hopping off in the opposite direction.

Did Adam know how incredible it felt to be in his arms? Did he know how powerful his fingers felt as they touched me? Those fingers stretching my pussy would be everything. Euphoria, but I couldn’t let myself get carried away in fantasy.

“Jacqueline, look at this. What do you think these are?”

I turned as I crashed down to reality. Adam had his back to me. “What did you find?” If only Adam had dropped his pants when he was shirtless in the suite. Pushed me against the wall. Wrapped those muscular hands around my soft breasts. I wanted him to hold me against the wall and fuck me. He had the strength to do it. I wondered if he’d fucked Kathy like that. She was crazy to have dumped him.

“Some kind of fruit or berry. I don’t know. Come look,” he said.

I pushed the fantasies from my mind and ran through the snow to him. Adam moved out of the way to reveal a red fruit hanging from the tree. There were all alone. The rest of the tree was bare. I placed my hand around them. Their long stems reminded me of cherries, but the shape of the fruit looked like a blackberry. They looked delicious, but I knew better than to eat some random fruit.

Adam had his phone out, slapping it lightly on the side. “It’s not working. I had service a second ago.”

I looked at my phone and was also without service. “We will have it when we get back to the resort.”

“Should we take these with us?”

I narrowed my eyes and leaned back. “Why would we take them?”

Adam looked at me as though I’d asked the dumbest question in the world. “So we can eat them…”

“Why in the world would I eat those when there’s food at the resort? I don’t know what those will do. They might be poisonous.”

“How can you say that? They look harmless,” he said.

I turned and walked away from Adam. He’d lost his mind. There was no reason arguing with someone who wanted to eat random berries in a forest. He called after me to wait for him, but I wanted to get back to our suite with its fireplaces, kitchenette, and all the comforts of an extravagant vacation. Nature was fun, but I wanted to sit in the suite drinking hot drinks and watching flurries blow around through the window.

We got back to the resort, and it felt like walking into an alternate reality. Every window in the building had an incredible view. We were taking off our jackets when I realized Adam had the fruit from the forest. “What are you doing with those?”

“I had to take them. Let’s wash them off and eat them.”

“Why would I eat those when there is fruit downstairs?” I spoke in an exasperated voice. Maybe it was our age difference, but I was too old to take such a stupid risk.

Adam pulled out his phone. He searched and searched but couldn’t find an exact match for the berries he’d taken from the forest. I told him he was crazy when he washed them off in the sink and patted them dry with a paper towel.

“Weren’t you the one who was afraid of nature? Why would you want to eat random fruit? It could be poisonous.”

Adam shrugged with a careless expression, looking horribly stupid and unattractive for a second. All he had to do was look like that a few more times, and I would lose all interest. “They could be delicious.”

“You’ve lost your mind. I’m going to my room.” I stood from the sofa and went to my bedroom to change into something more comfortable, putting on a pair of jeans and a thick, cushy sweater with equally cozy socks. The sweater was white. The ruby pendant looked incredible against it. My jeans had a light wash, and I would wear a pair of boots with them if we left the room.

Adam was sitting on the sofa. He had a bowl filled with the berries from the forest on the coffee table. He was flipping through channels. I watched with horror as he reached for a berry and guided it to his parted lips. “Stop,” I screamed, but Adam didn’t listen.

He popped it in his mouth, chewing. I covered my mouth. Adam turned and looked at me after he’d swallowed the berry. “They’re delicious. Come try one,” he said and patted the sofa next to where he was sitting.

“No. You’re crazy.”

“Perhaps, but I’m the one eating a delicious fruit.”

“Your peer pressure won’t work,” I said and went to our kitchenette to heat water. “Would you like some tea?”

“Sure. I’ll take some,” he said. He popped another berry into his mouth, and I would have been lying if I said it wasn’t making me jealous. They looked like some of the best berries I’d ever seen, but I still didn’t understand why they were growing in the forest in the dead of winter.

I fixed two mugs of black tea and took them to the coffee table. Adam took his, leaving the bowl of berries mostly filled and looking as tempting as chocolate-covered strawberries. “You don’t feel anything? Not sick at all?”

Adam placed his mug on the coffee table and turned to me. “Nothing,” he said. Adam reached for a berry and guided it to my mouth. “Open wide.”

I didn’t know what happened. Before I could stop myself, the berry was sliding down my throat. It tasted as sweet as cotton candy after an initial burst of sour. Like deconstructed lemonade. I picked up one from the bowl, telling myself I was a foul for eating an unknown fruit.

“They’re delicious, aren’t they?”

I glared at Adam, hating that he’d brought the tempting little treats back from the wilderness. “That doesn’t change the fact that what you did was dangerous. Crazy. You could have poisoned yourself.”

“But I didn’t,” he said with a devilish smirk. He lifted his arms and placed his hands on the back of his head. I hated how cocky he looked, but I also wanted to get to my knees between his legs and rid him of his trousers. How would his cock feel as it slid between my closed lips?

“That’s not the point,” I said as I ate another berry. I picked one up and guided it to Adam’s mouth. He opened wide without protest, moaning at how great the fruit tasted. “You’re crazy,” I said and laughed.

“A little. Are we doing dinner in the city tonight or eating here?”

“What did you want to do?”

“The restaurant here is nice. I wouldn’t mind skipping the car ride.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, resisting the urge to snuggle up against Adam. I had moved closer to him and nearly placed my head on his shoulder before I snapped back to my place. My back was so upright it hurt.

We got ready and went to the restaurant downstairs when we could no longer ignore our hunger. The berries were delicious, but they didn’t fill us. We had a delicious dinner, and I forgot all about the berries from the forest by the time we went back to the room to watch movies.

“Thank you for celebrating my birthday with me. You’re a great friend,” I said before going to bed.

“Are you kidding? I’m so happy I’m here.” Adam wrapped his arms around me and gave me a bear hug. “I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep tight.” Adam planted a kiss on my forehead.

“Night.” I stood motionless in the living room as my body calmed itself after Adam’s kiss. I could still feel where his lips had pressed against my skin. My body tingled until I drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER FOUR

Adam

I tossed and turned, unable to sleep well. I didn’t know if it was something I had at dinner, but I ended up running to the bathroom several times until the symptoms vanished like fog with heat. I slept for the rest of the night as though the ill feelings had been nothing more than part of my dream.

The morning came around, and I thought Jacqueline and I would spend another day hitting the slopes. We could head to town to try a restaurant there. Or we could sit around in our fabulous hotel room. Everything was great until I rolled out of bed and realized I was in the wrong bedroom.

Things went from bad to worse when I went to the bathroom and saw Jacqueline staring back at me. The voice that left my lips wasn’t mine. It was hers. I ran the coldest water I could and splashed it on my face, praying I was still dreaming, but nothing changed no matter how much water I splashed my face.

There were blues and pinks in the sky from the rising sun as I stormed around the suite to find any signs I’d been placed in some sort of simulator, but I couldn’t find any differences. Everything was how we’d left it the night before. How it’d been before I went to sleep in the other bedroom of the suite.

My hopes of being stuck in a nightmare shattered when I heard a husky scream from the bedroom where I’d gone to sleep. My old self exited the room. It was the wildest thing in the world seeing myself from eyes other than my own. I watched my old lips as they parted, and another scream rang my ears.

“What the fuck is going on?”

“Jacqueline?”

“Yes,” she screamed. My old voice sounded different from what I thought it had. It was like hearing a recording of myself. “Who else would it be?” She ran up to me and handled me with her muscular hands.

“Be careful with those,” I said and pushed her off of me. Jacqueline had my old body but didn’t realize how strong she had become. “You’ll hurt me. How would you feel if you bruised your body?”

“How can you talk like everything is okay, Adam? You’re in my body!”

It was too much for me to process. I needed coffee before we had any type of serious conversation. Had our minds switched? Our souls? Did people have souls? I didn’t know what to think as I stumbled over to the coffee machine and fixed myself a cup. “You want one?”

Jacqueline told me she didn’t before slumping her shoulders and walking over to the chairs by the window. She sat in one and faced away from me. I fixed my coffee and went to sit next to her. She looked at me with the saddest eyes I’d ever seen. Even though she was in my body, I still saw her soul through my old green eyes. I still saw the woman who wore the ruby pendant around my neck with pride after I’d given it to her. I saw the person who was my friend.

“We will figure something out,” I said and reached out to Jacqueline.

She looked at my hand as though it were made of garbage but took it anyway, sighing as she gazed out the window. “Could I have a sip of your coffee?”

I passed my paper cup to her. She took a sip of the steamy liquid as she glared at the mountainous backdrop. “I don’t know how this happened, but I bet it had something to do with those damn berries.”

Her idea sounded as crazy as waking up in someone else’s body. “You can’t be serious.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know. It sounds crazy,” I said.

“This is crazy, Adam. I’m in your body!”

“So, does that mean you’ll see me naked when you use the bathroom?”

Jacqueline sighed. “Yes, I guess it does.”

“You know what else that means?” I asked and glanced at Jacqueline, taking my coffee back from her to take a long sip.

“You better wipe that smirk off your face,” she said. “The only reason you’ll see me naked is because we’re in this crazy situation.”

“Speaking of the bathroom. I could use one,” I said as my stomach rumbled. Maybe Jacqueline’s body wasn’t as used to coffee because it was running through me.

“Ugh, me too. Whatever happens in the next hour, we’re not talking about it.” Jacqueline got up from her seat and raced to the bedroom I’d been using. I went back to hers with my coffee and downed the rest before using the bathroom. I washed my hands and stared at my new feminine self in the mirror, telling myself it was no problem to see Jacqueline’s naked form. We were friends. I’d seen plenty of naked women. What was the big deal?

I lifted my shirt from the bottom, pulling it over my head and tossing it to the side. I was wearing a bra I didn’t put on. At least I knew how to take them off. I pulled the straps over my shoulder, turned the bra around, and unhooked it while looking at my new body in the mirror.

My areolas were pink, thick, and perfect. I lifted my breasts and squeezed them, amazed by how soft they felt. How alive they were beneath my dainty fingers. I shook my brown hair, staring at myself with a fierce expression. I felt like I should be walking on a runway in Milan.

What could Jacqueline have thought of my old body? Was she standing in front of the other bathroom mirror staring at herself? Was she touching the dick I no longer had?

My dick. Denial was a powerful force, but the truth was more persuasive. In the back of my head, I knew my dick had been replaced. How could I deny the truth when an hourglass figure and pillowy breasts stared back at me in the mirror? I pushed down the yoga pants I was wearing. I took them off along with the panties Jacqueline had worn to bed, and what I found was better than any treasure chest of gold could ever be.

My feminine body was gorgeous, naked except for the ruby pendant on a chain around my neck. I’d always loved being a man, but nothing compared to the smoothness of my new body. I ran a hand down my chest, over my breasts, past my bellybutton, and down to my pelvic region. My hand pressed against my pussy, making me moan as I increased the force against my womanhood. Each touch made me throb with desire.

It was insane, but I felt like I needed something to penetrate me. My body felt hungry, like I hadn’t eaten in days. I was weak. Desperate. So desperate that I couldn’t help but slip a finger into my pussy.

The pleasure wasn’t as intense as I thought it would be until I touched my clit. I fingered myself as I rubbed my clit, undoing myself with each touch. I dropped to my knees in the middle of the bathroom. My hair fell into my face. My brown locks covered my unfocused vision. I could have been anywhere. Nothing mattered but the intensity between my thighs.

How did this feel so incredible? I thought men had it made for so long, but I could barely move my fingers as the blinding pleasure coursed through my body. Standing on my knees, I threw my hair back. I forced myself to focus, as though I was walking through a desert storm. Sand flowing, twirling around me like a tornado.

I fingered myself and rubbed my clit as a pressure built within me. A pressure more intense than the bottom of the ocean. I felt more stuffed than an overfilled tire. My body exploded with ecstasy as I rubbed my button. I bit my bottom lips as my helpless body vibrated. The vibrations sent me to a different world. A world where I was a woman. Had been a woman. Would always be one.

What harm was there being a woman when my orgasm felt this good? It took me a full minute to pick myself up from the floor and shower.

***

Jacqueline

Was I cursed to live in this Adonis body forever? As fit as Adam’s body was, I knew I wasn’t willing to do whatever work it’d take to maintain his form. I didn’t have time to spend two hours in the gym every day. My patients needed me. People relied on me. How would I ever be able to work when Adam was possessing my old body?

I blamed those damn berries from the forest for switching us, but there was no way to know. Was it the room? Was it something we drank? Did a ghost visit us in the night and switch our souls? My mind ran with possibilities, but I couldn’t relax until we did something about our new forms. As gorgeous as Adam’s figure was, I knew I wanted my old body.

After what could have been hours, or minutes, I picked myself up from the bed to take a shower. I’d been in a state of panic since waking up and couldn’t keep track of time. I ran my hand through Adam’s brown hair, staring at the only feature of his body that was mine. The eyes. I could see my soul behind them. How had it happened? I stripped naked and observed myself in the mirror.

Adam had a gorgeous dick. Better than any of my exes ever had, but I didn’t want it. I wanted the body my clients knew. The face on my driver’s license. There were so many implications of switching bodies that made me panic if I thought about them too long. Ever since waking up in Adam’s old body, I had felt no sense of calm.

The hot water from the shower helped. The scents of the soap soothed me, but they were only temporary fixes. Every time I felt my new dick was like a shock of electricity. A reminder of what had happened while we were sleeping. I washed myself and dried off to put on clothes as quickly as I could. Once I got dressed in jeans and a sweater, I felt a little more at ease about my predicament.

Adam was waiting in the living room. He was wearing a pair of jeans and a sweater, too. The only problem was that he was wearing them in my old body.

He looked at me, pushing his hair behind one ear. “How are you feeling?”

“I don’t know,” I said. Every time I heard the unfamiliar voice leave my lips, it startled me. Everything was upsetting me. I’d be a sloppy puddle of tears if I were alone, but if I were alone, this probably wouldn’t have happened. Why was I being punished for trying to have a nice birthday with my friend?

“Come here, Jacqueline.”

I went over to Adam and sat next to him on the sofa. He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me close. “I don’t know what’s happening, but we’ll figure it out. Together.”

His fingers dangled past my nose, and I smelled a hint of pussy on them. “Did you finger yourself?”

Adam looked at me, his cheeks turning redder than lava running down the side of a volcano. “Why would you say that?”

I grabbed his hand and pressed his fingers against my nose. “Because your fingers smell like my pussy. Not a lot, but damn Adam. How could you?” I stood because his arm felt like fire on my shoulders. I crossed the room and went to the window, glancing out to the mountains with my arms over my flat chest.

Adam stood and came up behind me. He was shorter now. It was so strange looking down at him. Even though he had my old body, I could see him behind those brown eyes. I saw Adam staring back at me as I scowled at him. He was there in my old skin. What would I do if we stayed this way forever?

Adam wrapped his arms around me as I placed my head on his shoulder and cried. I balled as he rubbed my back. His hands felt so tiny against the expansive space of my broad shoulders. I wrapped my arms around Adam and pulled him close. He was my friend, and we were in this crazy mess together.

I gained control of my tears and went to the coffee machine to fix a cup. “I think I have a headache from not drinking coffee. Does that usually happen to you?”

Adam grinned and nodded. “Yes, drink some before my body goes haywire. It doesn’t know what to do without coffee.”

The machine beeped as I opened it and added a coffee pod. “How do you live like this?”

“Once you drink the coffee, your head won’t hurt.”

It killed me every time Adam opened his mouth to speak. He had the voice I once had. When would this nightmare end? I took deep breaths as I waited for my cup of coffee to fill. Adam sat on the sofa and flipped through channels. “How can you act so normal?”

He glanced at me with a sad expression. “I’m worried, but I’m not going to panic over it. Stress kills.”

Adam was right. I grabbed my paper cup of coffee and returned to the chairs by the window. TV didn’t interest me. I preferred watching the nature from the window. An occasional bird flying through the sunny sky. Snow reflecting vivid sunlight from its smooth surface. “We should go back to the forest.”

“To look for more berries?”

“You think I’m crazy, Adam, but I’m not.”

“Fine,” he said. “We can go outside, but we should probably call each other different names if others are around. What if I called you Jacq?”

“Jack?”

“Like your name, Jacqueline, but shorter.”

“And what about you? What girl's name would you want, Adam?”

Adam glanced out the window at the snow-covered mountains. “Blanca,” he said.

“I like it. I’ll call you Blanca whenever we are outside of this hotel room.”

“Deal, Jacq.”

We bundled up to avoid frostbite on the nature walk and were out the door within the next half hour. We skipped breakfast. I was too anxious to eat. “I hope we find more berries.”

“Have faith,” he said.

We planned to take the trail in the reverse direction. It took longer than I expected to find where we had exited the trail the day before. I led the way, nearly running as we got deeper into the woods. “Where did we find the berries?” I could hear the hysteria in my voice but couldn’t stop myself from charging forward. “Blanca, hurry!”

“I’m coming.” Adam wasn’t running. He was growing smaller in the distance as I charged forward. I needed to find more berries. I needed my old body. If I stayed in Adam’s body, would I have to sell houses? Would I have to stay in his house? Drive his car? What would become of my life?

My vision blurred as my heartbeat quickened. My arms went numb. I felt like I could have dissolved like snow in the spring. I could have become a river of my former self. What was I without my body? What did my soul mean if it wasn’t in the body I’d always known?

“Jacq! Breathe!” I felt Adam rubbing my shoulders, but he could have been anyone. I didn’t know my left from my right. The snow beneath my knees could have been hay. It could have been a pile of leaves. “Everything will be okay. Breathe.”

I listened to the sound of my old voice. “There you go. Breathe out.” I exhaled, feeling the first sensations of cold around my knees. “One more time, Jacq. Inhale… and release.”

“I’m sorry,” I said.

“It’s okay. Let me help you to your feet.”

I nodded as I took Adam’s hands. He pulled me to my feet. We walked around for the next hour and found no berries. By the time we got back to the resort, I no longer felt panicked. My anger had subsided. As painful as it was, I was accepting the possibility I would have to use Adam’s old body for the rest of my life. If so, becoming a hot man in his twenties wasn’t the worst punishment in the world.


CHAPTER FIVE

Adam

Jacqueline and I switched rooms after we got back from the hike. She took my old clothes, and I took hers. We were both worried about what life would be like if we couldn’t change back to our old bodies, but I was trying my best to stay calm for both of us. I also knew that my orgasms would be incredible if I stayed in Jacqueline’s body.

The day had passed. We’d both seen each other naked. We both had to use the bathroom, take showers, change clothes. There was nothing we could do about of obligations of our physical bodies.

I left my room and went to the living room after an afternoon nap, recovering from the fact we hadn’t found berries. I didn’t know what changed us, but I would have tried anything to give Jacqueline her body. “Should we head to the city for dinner?”

“You want to go to town like this?” she asked.

“I just want to get out of the hotel. As nice as it is, we need to release some steam.”

“I know you’re right, but it makes me anxious thinking about being around others. What if they notice?”

“We look exactly as we always have. What would they notice?” I asked.

Jacqueline sighed. “I don’t know. It’s an irrational thought, but I can’t help but think everyone can tell we switched bodies when they look at us.”

“You know they can’t, though. Didn’t you make a list of restaurants you wanted to try in town?”

“Yeah, but—” she started.

I cut her off before she could finish. “You’ll be happy once we’re out. Don’t worry about what others think. We’re in this together. You and Me.”

“Okay, let’s go before I lose my nerve.”

We had one of the taxis waiting outside of the hotel drive us to town. Nobody looked at us any differently than normal, but I noticed a lot more women scowling at me. They would look at Jacqueline first and then scowl at me. It was the craziest thing I’d ever seen. I told Jacqueline about it as we got settled at a table at a restaurant in town.

“Yeah, I know.”

“What do you mean, you know?”

“It’s because they think I’m not pretty enough to be your girlfriend. They think Blanca is too old to have a man like this,” Jacqueline said and waved her hands over my old body. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. How could women think Jacqueline wasn’t pretty enough to be my girlfriend? Her body was banging. She was freshly forty but looked better than many women ten, fifteen years younger than her. She had a plump pear ass. Gorgeous breasts. A trim waist.

“They’re jealous of you,” I said.

“Doubtful. Young girls think they rule the world.”

“They’re foolish.”

Jacqueline shrugged and picked up her menu. I stared at her square jaw. Her green eyes. I could feel a yearning stirring in my feminine body for her touch. Those thick, manly hands. It was weird being attracted to my former self, but Jacqueline had her own flare with the body. Her mannerisms were as they’d always been.

We ordered drinks and an appetizer of fried cauliflower. We talked about our theories to explain how we’d switched bodies after the server disappeared. I liked hers about ghosts switching our souls at night, but I had no idea what to believe. Maybe the resort was haunted. Was it some sort of magical test? Would we switch back to our old bodies and forget anything ever happened?

“Should we look for more berries tomorrow?” Jacqueline asked with a frown.

I sipped the cocktail I’d ordered. “Why don’t we forget tomorrow and enjoy tonight?”

“How can you expect me to enjoy tonight when I don’t even know if I’ll be able to keep working?”

“That’s my point, Jacq. Don’t worry about what you can’t control. Worry about that drink touching your lips. My body can handle it.”

“Mine can’t. Don’t drink like you normally do. You’ll make yourself sick.”

“Come on. Let’s throw caution to the wind,” I said.

“What the heck,” Jacqueline said and threw back her entire drink. She put her hand in the air to call over the server. He raced over and took Jacqueline’s second drink order. I was only halfway through mine but got another one. We ate dinner, drank far more than we should have, and stumbled out of the entryway after I paid with Jacqueline’s credit card.

I’d had one less drink than her because the fourth one made me wobbly. My new body couldn’t handle what I was used to drinking. Jacqueline was slurring her words. “Don’t get used to using my card.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” I said. The restaurant had called us a cab. Each swerve of the road made my stomach queasy. I could feel the drinks from dinner sloshing around in my tummy. I gripped the side of the car and grabbed my midsection. “Man, I hope we get there soon.”

Jacqueline turned to me with a concerned expression. “Are you feeling sick, Blanca?”

I closed my eyes and ignored the sensations flowing through me. Each turn took me closer to the edge. Sent bile inching up my throat, but I managed to keep it down by the time we arrived at the resort. Jacqueline took the purse I’d been carrying with her things and passed the driver some cash.

“Let’s get you upstairs.” Jacqueline helped me to the elevator with her firm body. I clung to her as we ascended in the elevator. We stumbled to our room. It felt like coming home when we walked through the doors. I collapsed on the sofa. Jacqueline grabbed the ice bucket and went down the hall for ice. She fixed me a cup of water when she returned. “Here,” she said and passed me the cup. “I told you my body couldn’t handle what you’re used to drinking.”

“Don’t remind me,” I groaned. Each sip of the water had me feeling better.

“Did you want to watch something?”

“We could. Maybe a movie. Do you mind if we order some snacks from room service to settle my stomach? We can pay using my credit card,” I said.

“Sure.” Jacqueline grabbed the menu from the table overlooking the mountainous landscape. We ordered warm pretzels, dips, and some dessert to share. They also had cranberry juice that sounded delightful in my current state. Jacqueline told them to bring her up more tea bags, which were complimentary.

We flipped through channels and landed on a lighthearted mystery movie that was just starting. Neither of us had seen it, and the description sounded interesting. Jacqueline grabbed the blanket from her bedroom. We both got under it.

“If only our vacation didn’t have to end. Then it wouldn’t matter we were in the wrong bodies,” said Jacqueline.

“Wouldn’t that be the dream? I wish I never had to work and could live here forever, but I’m not sure they’d allow that. My latest theory is that the room is magical, and we’ll lose all memory of swapping bodies when we leave.”

“Anything is possible. I won’t count it out,” she said.

Someone knocked at the door. I jumped. There was no way to pause the movie, but no crime had taken place. They were setting the scene. Introducing the suspects. I watched as Jacqueline walked to the door. Her broad shoulders flexed as she grabbed our order from the hotel worker. She gave him a cash tip.

“These should help settle your stomach,” Jacqueline said and placed the pretzels on the table. We each ate one, and they were exactly what I’d needed.

The carbs calmed my tummy. I ate most of the order. Jacqueline didn’t seem to mind. We had other snacks as well. We ate and watched the movie, getting pulled in by the gossip and clues. Who did it? Who killed grandpa? Our bodies got closer as the movie progressed.

There was something about Jacqueline I found irresistible. Her smell. The way her muscles flexed when he moved. She was so manly. I was so feminine. We were like a lock and a key. Did she want to penetrate me? Even if her dick wasn’t small, I would make it fit.

I placed my hand on Jacqueline’s leg under the cover and looked at her. She looked at me. Her green eyes piercing a hole into my confidence, but we couldn’t let this moment pass. Didn’t she want to know what it felt like to have sex as a man? I was dying to experience the sensation as a woman.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Why use words when I could show Jacqueline what I wanted? Words only confused what didn’t need to be said. I pushed the cover from her body and got to my knees between her legs. My brown hair fell into my face as I moved my hands to the button on her jeans. I looked at her, asking permission with my eyes.

She gave the slightest of nods.. It was the answer I needed. Why would she want to pass up this opportunity? We could wake up in the bodies we used to have and forever regret not acting.

Jacqueline lifted her hips as I pulled down her jeans. Her dick sprang to position. She was rock hard. I was wet. It was the craziest feeling in the world, but I was gushing for Jacqueline’s strong, masculine body. I needed her. “Fuck, you’re sexy.”

She looked at me with glazed eyes. “You don’t even know how good you look. Take off that shirt,” she said.

Her commands made me even wetter. I wanted her to tell me what to do. Where to bend over and what to grab. I would do whatever she said. I took off my shirt and tossed it to the side. “Take off my bra,” I said.

She did. She about ripped it off, but she was the one who’d paid for it. What difference was it to me? I had nothing on above my waist besides the ruby pendant I’d bought for Jacqueline. “I love how that ruby looks on your chest.”

I pressed my arms together to make my breasts bigger, as many women had done for me in the past. Jacqueline growled as her eyes focused on my breasts. My eyes were focused on her erection and massive balls. I wanted her member in my mouth. I wanted her cum running down my chin. My pussy was throbbing, and I felt like a dirty little slut who was desperate for some dick.

I stood in front of Jacqueline and unbuttoned my jeans, pushing them to the floor. I placed my hand flat over my pelvic region as I stared into Jacqueline’s eyes. She wrapped her hand around her dick as she watched me move my hips from side to side. “Are you going to dance for me?”

I bit my lip and nodded. I bent over in front of Jacqueline and flipped through channels until I reached a smooth jazz music station. It was impossible not to stare at Jacqueline’s thick, throbbing cock when I turned back to her, so I didn’t even try to pretend I wasn’t. I watched her stroke herself as I reached my arms into the air, dipping my hips with the beat. Jacqueline watched with hungry eyes as I turned my ass to her, bending over to balance myself on the coffee table.

She moaned as I bounced my ass up and down in the air, teasing her. “Fuck, that pussy looks good.”

Her voice had dropped several notes. She sounded like a different person, and each time she spoke… Each glance of her eyes… Everything she did got me wetter and feeling more desperate to slide that dick into my pussy.

Jacqueline smacked my ass. The sound bounced off the walls and made me shake my ass faster. I looked over my shoulder at her as she beat her dick. “Take off your shirt,” I said in a weak moan.

Jacqueline revealed her gorgeous body. Her abs tightened with each stroke of her cock. “Fuck, I need that pussy. Do we have condoms?”

“They have them downstairs. Let me call,” I said and ran to the phone. I wiggled my ass for Jacqueline as I waited for the front desk to answer. I told them we needed condoms to our room. The sooner the better.

Jacqueline told me to grab the robes from the bathroom, so we’d have something to wear to open the door. When I got back to the living room with the robes, Jacqueline told me to get on my knees between her legs. I didn’t hesitate to fulfill her request. I dropped to my knees and grasped the base of her cock.

“You’re so big.”

“Put it in your mouth,” she said. She threaded her fingers into my hair and gently guided my mouth to her dick. I parted my lips. Her shiny head entered my mouth. Her salty precum touched my tongue. Its taste made me wet with desire. I moved my closed lips up and down Jacqueline’s staff. Her thick rod vibrated in my mouth as her fingers massaged my temple. I lost myself in the movement of bobbing my head.

I reached between my legs and pressed a flat hand against my throbbing pussy. When would the condoms get here? I didn’t know if I could last another second without feeling Jacqueline in my pussy. I slipped a finger into my hole as I sucked her dick, but it wasn’t enough. Her dick was what I needed. I was a greedy little slut and overdue for my fucking.

Jacqueline and I stared at each other as I lifted my lips and wrapped a hand around her dick. She bit her lip and moaned as I stroked her cock. Neither of us blinked as I moved my hand up and down her member, making her toes curl and pop.

A knock on the door interrupted us, but it was a pleasant surprise. We told the person on the other side to wait as we put on our robes. “You ready?” she asked.

I sat on the sofa. I wiped my mouth and crossed my legs. “More than you know.”

***

Jacqueline

I opened the door. A young man stood on the other side with a box of condoms, like he’d done it a million times before. I snatched the box from him, handed him a five, and yelled goodbye before slamming the door in his face. He’d understand. What man didn’t act a little crazy when pussy was on the menu?

Adam threw open his robe and revealed his gorgeous, womanly body. He rubbed his hands down his sides, tracing the curves of his hourglass figure. I stood by the door, pulling my robe over my shoulders. I let it fall to the floor. Adam reached between his legs and touched his beautiful pussy lips. They looked so wet. So soft. They were calling my name.

I held my dick and walked across the room. I moved the coffee table out of the way, not knowing how Adam and I got to this point and not caring. His body was calling me like the scents of a holiday dinner. I walked over to the sofa, grabbed Adam’s hand, and led him to my bedroom.

He fell to the bed. I lifted his legs into the air. I pressed my lips against his smooth skin. My dick rubbed between his pussy lips, soaking up his juices. Adam’s back arched each time my tip brushed his clit. He reached out and ran his nails against my hard chest. It was like I could feel the testosterone flowing through me as I held Adam’s legs tight against my body. I was his man. He was my woman.

I squatted in front of Adam. He placed his legs on my shoulders as I went in for a snack. He tasted better than ice cream against my tongue. His pussy lips were soft. Wet. His scent made me wild with desire. I had to have him. I had to fill him. “You like that?” I asked with one finger in Adam’s pussy and another on his clit.

“Fuck, you’re going to make me cum.” His voice was pleading. Begging me to enter him before I made him explode. Before he could no longer handle me inside of him.

I opened the condoms. I rolled one over my dick, which felt natural and insane at the same time. My natural instincts guided me, and everything in my being was telling me I needed to be deep inside Adam’s pussy. I needed to get my dick wet with his gushing, slippery hole.

I lifted Adam’s legs against my body as I positioned my dick in front of his hole. “Fuck me,” he said in a whisper. He reached out and grabbed my sides, trying to move me forward. My dick brushed his wet pussy. I could already feel its warmth and didn’t know how long I would last when just the outside of his opening felt so incredible.

“Slowly,” I said as I held the base of my cock. My tip was against his hole. “Take a deep breath.” Adam did as I said, and I entered him when he exhaled.

He moaned. He reached out and gripped the sheets by his side as I slid deeper and deeper into his hole. “Fuck, you’re so big. Oh, my goodness.” Adam was hollering. His head thrashed. I did nothing to silence him. I encourage him to scream louder. “You feel so good. Fuck. Shit. Fuck me.”

Each whimper brought me closer to an orgasm. Adam’s breasts swayed from side to side as I slowly thrust my dick in and out of his hole. He moved his hands from the sheets to hold his breasts, but I hated how he was covering his nipples. I pulled out of Adam and glanced down at my stiff, glistening dick. It was rock hard and jumping as Adam climbed to his knees. “What’s wrong? Did you cum?”

“Almost,” I said and smirked. “Turn around and come here.”

I moved Adam to the edge of the bed, dropping his hips. I wrapped my arms around his chest and slid into his pussy from behind. He was so warm and tight and open for me as I slid around in his hole. I moved my hand from his breasts to his clit, pressing two fingers against his button. My touch made Adam holler as I fucked his hole and rubbed his clit.

“I won’t last,” he moaned.

I nibbled on his earlobe before whispering into his ear. “Cum.” Adam screamed as his body stiffened. He gripped my wrist, but I moved my fingers enough to tickle his clit. “You can cum more than once. Breathe and ride the wave.”

Adam listened, and I fucked him until he came two more times and was begging me to stop. I knew the feeling when pleasure could become so intense it felt painful. I pulled out of Adam and turned him over on his back. He threw his hands above his head and put his legs against my body. I kissed his body before stepping away, ripping off my condom.

Adam watched as I stroked my dick. “Why don’t you come down here and catch this cum?”

He moaned and crawled off the bed, getting to his knees beneath me. He stared at me as he parted his lips. I stroked my cock and stared into his green eyes, hungry to coat his face and tongue with my milky cream. Adam moaned as I beat my cock, feeling my balls tighten as I worked myself to an orgasm.

“Yeah, give me that cum.” Adam’s voice was so feminine, soft, and slutty.

“Say it again.”

“Give me that cum. I need it.”

“Fuck,” I grunted and shot streams of my warm goo all over Adam’s feminine face. He laughed as more and more left my dick. He was covered by the time my streams became an ooze.

Adam licked his lips and told me he loved how it tasted. He stood, grabbed my hand, and led me to the bathroom. We washed each other before climbing into my bed. I held him as we fell asleep.


CHAPTER SIX

Jacqueline

I awoke the next morning hoping we’d switched back, but I knew that wasn’t the case when I saw Adam’s long brown hair. His small body. My hairy one. I rolled onto my back and sighed. As amazing as the sex had been, I wanted to get back to my old body before heading back to town.

Adam stirred a few minutes later and woke up. I saw a flash of disappointment cross his face when he realized we hadn’t switched back to our original bodies. “I know,” I said.

“We can’t give up hope. Did you want to look for berries?”

“What’s the point? We didn’t find anything yesterday.” I hated sounding pessimistic, but my hope was fading. I was already planning a future where I had to sell houses and teach Adam how to treat patients in my free time. There was no way I could go through all the schooling again in his body. I would jump off a bridge or something crazy if I had to do that much homework again.

Adam moved his body toward me, but I turned away from him. He wrapped his feminine arm around me, but I didn’t want to hear it. What could he say to make us change back? There was nothing.

“Hey, don’t give up hope. Let’s take a walk. We never know what we’ll find.”

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll let you fuck me before we go,” he said.

He couldn’t see me, but a grin spread across my face. We were both naked. We hadn’t put any clothing on after our shower. I turned to Adam after a few beats. I ran my fingers through his long brown hair, staring into his rich brown eyes. “Let’s fuck, and then we can go.” I was already rock hard. I’d woken up with a boner, and it hadn’t gone down since my eyes popped open.

“What are you waiting for?” Adam asked and threw the covers from his gorgeous hourglass figure.

I grabbed a condom, rolled it over my dick, and fucked Adam in several positions around the bedroom until we came with him in doggy style, my dick deep in his pussy from behind. We showered together and dressed while stealing glances of each other, knowing no matter what happened, our relationship had forever changed.

***

Adam

We had breakfast at the resort before heading out to the trails. We decided to take a different trail than the one we’d tried the day before. Its entrance was on the other side of the resort from the trail where we’d found the berries. Neither of us were positive if the berries had changed us, but searching was better than nothing. It was all we could do.

“I hope we find something,” said Jacqueline.

I nodded. As incredible as it felt to cum as a woman, I didn’t want to psychoanalyze people. Not to diagnosis them. If I was analyzing anyone, I wanted to study how they reacted to a home, its features, its price. “Stay focused. The berries could be anywhere.”

“Okay. Zipping my lips now.” Jacqueline mimed like she was zipping her mouth shut and throwing away the key. I turned and led the way, feeling anxious that I’d be stuck in a woman’s body forever. We continued down the path, heading deeper into the woods. Jacqueline and I both had maps, but we weren’t looking at them much. We were focusing on the trees. Studying each branch, desperate to find the fruit that was like a mix of cherries and blackberries.

We saw nothing. Nothing as our feet left marks in the fresh snow. There were only a few animal tracks, but I saw nothing as I looked from tree to tree. Where could the berries be? We walked for a mile before either of us said a word.

“What if we don’t find any berries?”

I sighed. As much as I hated it, I was giving up hope we’d ever return to our former bodies. “Who knows what we would do?”

“Blanca,” Jacqueline screamed. Her eyes focused on me, signaling she wasn’t happy with my question. “Don’t say that. We have to find berries.”

Jacqueline ran for several yards until she had to stop to catch her breath. I went after her, wrapping my arms around her shoulders. “We will find some.”

I didn’t believe myself, but I would lie to Jacqueline if it made her feel better. Why should she have to suffer when it’d been my idea to pick the berries and eat them like a fool? I should have been the one to pay, so I did. I went off the trail. Jacqueline didn’t notice until I was several feet into the thick of the forest. “Blanca, where are you doing?”

The forest’s snow was untouched, much deeper than it was on the trail almost nobody used. I didn’t care what was beneath me. I had to find the berries for us. My eyes scanned every tree, blind to the surrounding world. My mind could only focus on the goal at hand: finding berries.

Minutes later, after standing still to catch my breath, I heard Jacqueline hollering after me. “I found some! I found some!”

I turned. She was yards to the right. I ran to her as quickly as I could. She pointed at the sky when I stood by her side. I swallowed. The berries were high in a barren tree. “How do you think we’ll get those?” There was no way I could climb the tree in my womanly body.

“Will you catch me if I fall?”

“No, but the snow might. You’re going to risk my body for some berries?”

“Would you rather I do that or live in your body forever? Don’t you want your youth back?” asked Jacqueline.

We weren’t too far apart in age, but I felt a tightness in her body I didn’t remember in my own. I wanted age naturally and live the same amount she had, but deep down, I was hoping she would be by my side as I traversed through those years. Not as my friend, but as my girlfriend. My lover. “Okay, but don’t get hurt.”

“I’ll try my best,” Jacqueline said and got ready at the base of the tree. She jumped and wrapped her legs around the trunk. I turned away, so I didn’t have to watch as she used my old body to race up the tree to the berries. Jacqueline’s ragged breath and her feet scraping bark were all I heard. I prayed she wouldn’t fall and damage my former face before we could eat the berries. Jacqueline cheered, which made me turn my attention to her. “I got some.”

“Okay, put them in your pocket and come down then.”

“Don’t be such a wuss,” she said. Jacqueline laughed as she held on to the tree, shimmying down the trunk with slow movements. She made it to the bottom of the tree without hurting herself, causing me to exhale a sigh of relief. She pulled the berries from her pocket. They were the exact ones we were looking to find.

“Let’s get inside, wash them off, and eat them.”

“I’m one step ahead of you.” Jacqueline stuffed the berries back into her pocket and ran toward the trail. There was no way I could keep up with her now that she had such long legs.

She waited for me on the trail. We walked back to the resort, feeling much lighter than we did when we had departed in the morning. Our roomed felt cozier than I remembered. Jacqueline gave me the berries, and I washed them off and placed them in a bowl. It was like we’d gone back in time.

“I really hope these berries work,” said Jacqueline.

“Me too,” I said.

Jacqueline picked up a berry from the bowl and popped it into her mouth. I did the same. We stood around the kitchenette and ate from the bowl of berries. We stared at each other as we chewed, neither of us knowing what would happen. All we had was hope. All we had was a possibility to return from where we had come. How long could we keep up the charade? Being at a resort on vacation was one thing, but our lives were completely different back home.

We picked up the last two berries. I was moving mine to my lips before Jacqueline stopped me. “Feed me yours, and I’ll feed you mine.”

“Good idea,” I said.

We linked our arms together and popped the berries into each other’s mouth. Our eyes met. We were both longing to return to our old bodies as our arms touched, but nothing happened. We sighed and broke our bond after several moments had passed.

“What are we going to do?” I asked and collapsed to the sofa. I pushed my fingers into my thick brown hair, dropping my head to focus my eyes on the floor. “Nothing happened.”

Jacqueline came and sat next to me. Her touch soothed my anxiety. She didn’t have the answer. I’d been so strong. I had calmed her the last time, but my worry was boiling over as I shook my head and stared at the feet of the coffee table. “Don’t give up hope, Adam. We changed while we were sleeping last time. Maybe it’ll happen that way again.”

“Yeah, I guess.” I didn’t know what to think. I hadn’t expected an instant transformation when I ate the berries, but there was something disappointing about not knowing how we even ended up in the other’s body in the first place. “Can we do something? I don’t want to sit around the hotel room.” The space that’d felt cozy minutes before suddenly felt like a fun house. My chest was tight, as though I couldn’t breathe.

Jacqueline nodded. “Yeah, grab my purse, and we can head downstairs to the spa. There’s a hot tub. Let’s get massages. We can also get our nails done. I’m not too proud to get a clear coat.”

I glanced at Jacqueline’s masculine body. Someone might judge her if she got her nails done, but it made me smile that she didn’t care. The spa was just what I needed to clear my head. We packed our bags to have something to wear for the hot tub and the nail salon. Jacqueline wanted massages, and I wasn’t opposed.

We made our way downstairs. I had to catch myself when I realized I would have to enter the women’s locker room. I still found women exceptionally beautiful creatures, but my attraction to them diminished the longer I was in Jacqueline’s old body. It was as though the hormones running through her were rewiring who I once was.

“You’ll be fine. I’ll see you on the other side.” Jacqueline reached out to touch my shoulder. She met my eyes. I nodded before she turned and entered the men’s locker room. I faced the door of the women’s locker room and told myself everything would be fine before pushing open the door.

It wasn’t as steamy as it’d been in my imagination, but there were plenty of gorgeous women walking around in nothing more than a towel. There were a few who were naked. I went around until I found a vacant locker. I opened it and changed into my bathing suit. We’d agreed to use the hot tub before our massage. Then we’d change and get our nails done. It was the perfect way to spend the day and ignore our impending check-out date. I took off my necklace with the ruby pendant and tucked it beneath my shirt. It was weird wearing a one-piece bathing suit, but my body was banging. I even saw a few of the other ladies checking me out as I headed to the doors that led to the hot tub.

***

Jacqueline

I was in the hot tub when Adam came out of the women’s locker room. He had his hair pinned back and looked gorgeous in his one-piece bathing suit. I wanted women more the longer I stayed in Adam’s body. They were irresistible. Their breasts were perfect little melons, and I was hungry for juicy fruit. The testosterone pumping through me dominated my senses. My dick could control me if I let it.

“How’s the water?” Adam asked, staring at me with lust in his eyes. I wanted to hold his sides and slide around in his tight little pussy again.

“The water is great,” I said. “Come sit next to me.”

Adam got in the water, dropping his hips until the water covered his breasts. “It feels incredible in here.”

“You took off your necklace,” I said and reached out to touch Adam’s neck. He pressed his chin against my hand. We stared at each other. I reached out and touched the lining of his pinned-back hair. “Whatever happens, we’ll get through it.”

“Together?” he asked.

I nodded. “I like you, Adam. We weren’t supposed to cross the line, but I’m not mad we did.”

“I will never regret it,” he said and kissed my hand he was holding.

I thought back to how amazing it’d felt with Adam’s lips around my cock. How tight and warm his pussy had been when I fucked him from behind, making him cum hard all over my hand. “We can’t live with regrets. We can only hope for a brighter future.”

“I know my future will be bright if you’re with me,” he said.

I wanted to tell Adam how much I loved him. How I had wanted to be with him since he’d sold me the house. It’d always been hard hearing him talk about his different girlfriends. Kathy was a fool for tossing Adam out like trash. She would realize what she’d given up when enough bad apples cycled through her life. I’d already learned what a monster was like when I married Louis. I didn’t need to put myself through the wringer again.

“Let’s get those massages,” I said.

“I’d like that.”

We weren’t officially a couple, but we had a couples massage booked. The massage therapists were kind and got us set up on tables next to each other after we’d dried off from the hot tub. They had soft instrumental music playing in the background.

I relaxed as the massage therapist pressed into my tense muscles. Adam and I said a few things to each other but eventually dropped off to silence as we enjoyed the pleasures of touch. Oil on skin. Loosened muscles. An hour passed in what felt like minutes. We were up and headed back to the locker rooms to get ready for the nail salon, feeling relaxed and lighter.

“See you on the other side,” I said before entering the men’s locker room. Adam disappeared into the women’s locker room. If only I found the men more attractive, because there were several hunks in the resort’s locker room. Most of them were wearing nothing more than a towel around their waists. I had a nice body and saw some guys checking me out, but Adam was who I wanted. Whether he had a feminine body or a masculine one, my crush for him had grown to a breaking point during this trip.

After we made love, I needed him. I had to have Adam. He was mine. Didn’t he understand? I tried to calm myself as I changed into a pair of sweats and a t-shirt. We were just hanging around the hotel, so there was no reason to dress in elegant attire. I exited the locker room. Adam wasn’t there, so I took a seat on a bench across from the locker-room doors.

A few minutes later, Adam came running out of the locker room with a panicked expression on his face. He was looking down both sides of the hallway with crazed eyes. I went to him and tried to calm him with a hug, but he thrust his hands out at me. They were short but powerful. “Someone stole the ruby.”

“The necklace? Where was it?”

“In my locker, but someone had gone through it by the time I got back in there. They stole the necklace, Jacq. What the fuck,” he said.

I rubbed Adam’s back and could feel the tense anger in his muscles. So much for the massage. “We can report it at the front desk.”

Adam exhaled. His body relaxed. I was walking with my arms around his shoulders. We made our way to the front desk. They called their manager when we told them what had happened. They made a report and told the front desk attendants to watch out for anyone wearing a ruby pendant. Fortunately and unfortunately, they didn’t have cameras in the locker rooms to see what could have happened.

“It’s okay. I appreciate you making a note of the situation,” said Adam. I could tell he was disappointed they couldn’t do more, but he calmed down after talking to talking to the manager. “I hope whoever found the necklace is happy with themselves.”

“I’d imagine they are. It was a gorgeous piece of jewelry.”

“Sorry they took your birthday present,” he said.

“Spending your time with me has been the greatest gift of all. Don’t let whoever committed a crime undo the benefits of your massage. We worked hard for that relaxation.”

Adam laughed when his eyes met mine. We went upstairs to the room. We made tea and watched TV. Neither of us wanted to move. We could only hope the berries worked their magic when we fell asleep that night.

“Where are we having dinner?” I asked.

“Did you want to head to town? We don’t have much longer here.”

I shrugged. Town seemed far away, but we only had one full day left at the resort, so I agreed. We left after finishing another episode of a home-improvement show. Watching the reveals was always worth the wait. I loved how TV magic could transform a home from ugly to stunning within thirty minutes or an hour. The show we were watching was only half an hour.

We went to a restaurant in town and had a lovely dinner. By dessert, I was ready to call it a night. I hoped once we shut our eyes and drifted to sleep, the magic that’d changed us would reverse. I could only hope we would wake up in our former bodies.

Adam and I made love to tire ourselves. We showered after, climbing in the bed naked after we’d dried each other with the plush towels. Adam was my little spoon as we drifted off to sleep, and I held him tight.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Adam

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I woke up. Jacqueline was in my arms. Strands of her long brown hair were in my mouth. I moved as gently as I could because I could still hear Jacqueline’s soft breath as she slept, but I had to see myself in a mirror. Could it be true? I crept out of bed and raced to the bathroom once my feet touched the floor.

My face was my own. I touched my cheeks, slapping myself to confirm I wasn’t in a dream. The berries must have worked. I couldn’t help but run to the bed and shake Jacqueline. “The berries worked, Jacqueline. We’re in our old bodies.”

She groaned and rolled over, ignoring me. I shook her again. She needed to confirm we were together in this. I needed to know she had returned to her body. Jacqueline’s eyes fluttered open on my second try. “Adam, is that you?”

“Yes, it’s me. You’re in your body. We’re back. The berries must have worked,” I said. I couldn’t keep the happy tears at bay. They streamed from my eyes. Not that Jacqueline didn’t have a beautiful body. She did. It was incredible, and I wanted to have it for myself. She was a woman, and I was her man. I wanted her to be my girlfriend, but I wasn’t exactly sure how to say it.

Jacqueline sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. She touched her face, her hair. She squeezed her breasts. “I can’t believe I have my body back.” She shed tears of joy. We hugged each other; grateful we wouldn’t have to adjust our lives upon returning home. It was our last full day of vacation, and we could enjoy it instead of panicking.

“This is why you should never eat random fruit,” she said and pushed on my shoulder.

“Noted,” I said. We laughed.

“Can we go skiing or something today? The last thing I want to do is go on another walk in that damn forest.”

“Whatever you say.” We switched suitcases. I went back to my room and stripped naked to change into clothes that would keep me warm on the slopes. I stared at my dick for minutes before putting on underwear. It had never looked so incredible. Having a pussy was an experience I’d never forget, but I was happy to have my buddy back.

Jacqueline was wearing a pair of tight white pants, black boots, and a red sweater. She had her hair down with flashy red lipstick and dark makeup around her eyes. I needed her. I stepped forward. She took a step back. “What are you doing?”

“I want to kiss you.”

“Maybe we should stop while we’re ahead. I was thinking about it while I was doing my makeup, but I really enjoy us as friends. It’d be terrible if we messed up the friendship we have over lust.”

“Are you serious?” I asked.

She nodded. “Yeah, you’ll just get bored with an old maid like me.”

“Come on, Jacqueline. You can’t be serious right now. You’re smokin’ hot. I’d be lucky to have you.”

Jacqueline pushed past me and checked her phone as she went for her coat by the door. I tried to bring up the conversation again, but Jacqueline shut me down. She was acting silly. We went to the slopes. Skiing was a blast, but I couldn’t look at Jacqueline without feeling a pang of yearning in my heart.

I didn’t care if Jacqueline was older than me. I didn’t care if she had more money. More success. More power. None of those things mattered to me. We’d shared an experience that bonded us for life. How could she not see that? How could she not want to explore what we could have? I’d never had better sex in my life, and I doubted Jacqueline had either.

Even if we had been in different bodies, our souls were connected. They’d been that way since we first met. It was why we’d become friends. The people we were at the deepest level of our inner beings were the closest they’d ever been.

After skiing, we went back inside for hot cocoas in the restaurant. It was our last night in the hotel, and I didn’t want to return home without discussing what we had, but Jacqueline avoided the topic every time I brought it up, waving her hand in the air to silence me.

“You’ll see. When we get back, you’ll be chasing some younger girls. Let’s just enjoy what we had and call it what it was. We’re friends, Adam, and I want to keep it that way.”

“Fine,” I said. It was my last time bringing up the topic. The server brought over our bill. I asked Jacqueline about her plans once we returned home. She told me she had to finish some paperwork. I was praying the closing would go through for Brett and Carla’s first home. Jacqueline and I made it to bed without crossing the line, which broke my heart. I knew I would have to give Jacqueline space before she knew I was serious.

The next morning came, and we checked out of the resort. The valet brought my car back. We drove away from the resort, down one ruby pendant but up one body swap we’d never forget. Were we one of a kind, or were there magical sources all over the world?

“Let’s not tell anyone about what happened,” she said.

“As long as you promise we can talk to each other about it sometimes,” I said as I drove along the curves of the mountain.

“Fine. We can talk to each other, but that’s it.”

“Don’t act like it was so bad. We’re back in our old bodies. All is well that ends well, as they say.”

“Right,” Jacqueline said and gazed out the window. I couldn’t help but agree with her depressed tone. I would never be the same if she didn’t agree to be my girlfriend, but she was too fragile. Our relationship would have to wait for another day.

The drive home seemed quicker than the drive to the resort. I dropped Jacqueline off at the house I’d sold her years ago. I helped her by lifting her suitcase from the trunk. She kissed me on the cheek and told me she would call me soon. I hated watching her leave, but I knew I had to let her go.

An unexpected guest was awaiting me when I arrived back at my place. Kathy’s car was outside, smoke billowing from her exhaust. She hopped out of her car when I pulled up behind her. I’d been ignoring her messages the entire time I was out of town. What more could we say? We’d already had every fight in the book, and my heart had moved on to someone else.

Kathy knocked on my window before stepping back onto the sidewalk. I rolled down my window. I didn’t want to get out and talk to her. It was cold outside. “What do you want, Kathy?”

“Come out here. We need to talk.”

“Why don’t you get in? It’s freezing.”

“Fine,” she said and came around to the passenger’s side. “Where have you been? I’ve been messaging you for days.”

“What we have isn’t healthy, Kathy. How long have you been waiting there?”

“You didn’t answer my question, Adam. Where were you?”

Kathy was gorgeous, but her looks couldn’t make up for her atrocious personality. She scowled at me as she waited for an answer I really didn’t care to give. I’d lost all attraction for the woman sitting next to me. Kathy was nothing compared to Jacqueline. I couldn’t believe I ever thought about marrying Kathy and shackling myself to her for life.

“I think you should go, Kathy, and I’ll call the police if I see you sitting outside my place again.”

She cackled and stirred in her seat, making me wish I could teleport to my living room. “Not until you tell me where you were, Adam.”

“I was with Jacqueline. We were celebrating her birthday.”

“Of course you were. You’re a pig, Adam. I can’t believe you’re dating that old lady.”

“We’re not dating,” I said in the saddest voice I’d ever heard leave my lips. It was what I wanted most, but Jacqueline was denying me of that. “Not that it’s any of your business, Kathy. Please leave and don’t come back.”

“Happily,” she said. Kathy got out of my car and slammed the door shut, stomping toward her car. She was calling me within the hour as I stared out the window, thinking of Jacqueline. I blocked Kathy’s number after the third missed call.

My heart ached for the rest of the day as I stared at my silent phone. Jacqueline never called. Not that day, nor the next. I didn’t know how long it would take to convince Jacqueline that I wanted her, but I was willing to wait.

***

Jacqueline

A few weeks had passed since my birthday. I was doing my best to avoid Adam. We texted most days, but I had yet to make any concrete plans with him. How could I see him after what we’d had? If he told me about some girl he was dating, I didn’t know how I would react. I knew it wouldn’t be well because deep down I wanted him. What we’d shared at the resort was magic. How could sex with anyone else compare?

I had spent a lot of time roaming around my house since returning from the resort. I wasn’t sure what to do with myself beyond helping patients and prescribing the occasional medications. When I got home after work, all I thought about was Adam. I thought about our friendship. Our passion. About how he’d looked when I was fucking him.

Even if he was in my body, it’d been his. The eyes. The expression. Everything. Watching him cum as a woman was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen in my life. Watching my dick slide in and out of his pussy was insane. I wanted it to happen again, but I wanted to be the girl this time. I wanted to hold my legs in the air and watch Adam fuck me with his big, throbbing dick.

The weather had yet to turn warm, but there were some signs of spring. Nights weren’t as cold. Days were growing longer. I would learn to live without Adam as time marched on, but I wasn’t sure we could continue our friendship. As much as it hurt me, he was better to have as a memory. We’d reached a climax together neither of us would soon forget.

I was typing a message to Adam to tell him it was better if we agreed our best days were behind us and to move on without each other when someone knocked on the door. I sighed and placed my phone to the side without sending the message.

“Who is it?” I called as I walked toward the door. Nobody answered, so I checked the peephole. Adam was standing on the other side.

“Adam, what are you doing here?”

“We need to talk, Jacqueline.”

“Wait a second.” I ran to my phone and deleted the message I’d started typing before fixing myself in the mirror by the front door. I hated when people showed up without notice, but Adam was an exception. The amount I missed him made me sick. I nodded at my reflection before opening the door. “Adam, what are you doing here?”

Adam met my eyes. He was staring at me like he needed me. Like I was the sexiest woman in the world. “I’m sick without you, Jacqueline. I need you.”

It wasn’t the words that crumbled my walls to dust. It was the look in his eyes. His expression told me all I needed to know. He had weeks to move on, but he didn’t. Adam came knocking on my door, and I needed him. He needed me. We spoke without speaking.

Adam stepped into the house and closed the door behind him, standing a head above me. He wrapped his arms around me and gave me an impassioned hug, whispering how he never wanted to leave me again. My fingers strapped with his hair as he leaned back to stare into my eyes. “I love you, Adam. I’m sorry for pushing you away.”

“It’s okay. Do you believe me when I tell you that I love you too?”

I stared into Adam’s green eyes, knowing what he felt was real. Knowing what we had was special. Knowing I could release the guards protecting my heart. Sometimes it was worth it to expose oneself to pain, and I knew loving Adam would be worth it. The good times would always triumph over the bad.

“I believe you, Adam.”

With those words, Adam lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom. We’d been friends before we were lovers, but I couldn’t wait to give myself to Adam every time he wanted me. When I wanted him. We were partners.

Adam lay me on the bed, took off my clothes, stripped naked, climbed above me, and pressed his lips against mine. He touched me. Kissed from my neck to my breasts to my clit. His lips pressing against my clit made my body twist. I begged him to fuck me. There were condoms in my side-table drawer. I watched as he rolled one over his gorgeous dick, touching my wet, gushing pussy. Adam got into position, placing his tip on my hole. I moaned as he entered me, and the rest was history; several orgasms later.


CHAPTER EIGHT

One Year Later

Adam

Jacqueline and I were still going steady. It was her birthday, and I was shopping for her present. The sales attendant recommended a neck massager, so I went ahead and bought it. I’d sold many more houses since closing on Brett and Carla’s. They had a healthy baby and were living happily in their home. They called a few weeks ago with an update. It was always nice hearing from past clients and keeping the relationship fresh for future sales.

The sales attendant finished wrapping Jacqueline’s gift and gave it to me in a decorative bag. “You’re a lifesaver.”

“Happy to help,” she said with a glowing smile.

I dropped a ten on the counter and walked away before she could refuse my tip. Her wrapping the gift saved me ten dollars’ worth of time.

Jacqueline had given me a key a few months before, so I let myself in when I arrived at her house. I could hear the shower running. I hollered out to tell her I was there.

“Come here,” she called.

I went to the bathroom. Steam blew around the room when I opened the door. All I could see was Jacqueline’s silhouette behind the fogged glass. I stripped naked as I approached the shower.

“Don’t you want to give me a birthday present?”

“I’m one step ahead of you,” I said.

Jacqueline opened the glass door and revealed her naked, glistening body. I moaned as I took in her gorgeous figure. My dick sprang to action, ready to give Jacqueline whatever she wanted. I stepped into the shower and wrapped my arms around Jacqueline’s body. “I got you a present.”

“I can’t wait to open it,” she said. She wrapped her hand around my hard dick and looked at me with hooded eyes.

I could tell she wanted my dick, and I was more than ready to give it to her, but I had one question. “It never occurred to me until I started shopping for your gift, but do you think the ruby pendant was what changed us?”

Jacqueline considered my question and shrugged. “I always figured it happened because of the berries, but I guess it could have been the jewelry. You didn’t get me a necklace, did you?”

I smirked and shook my head. “No.”

“Fruit?”

“Not even close,” I said and laughed.

Jacqueline kissed me under the running water before turning around to shut it off. “I don’t care what made us swap bodies, but I’m happy it brought us to where we are now,” Jacqueline said while holding my dick. She let it go and turned her back to me. “Why don’t we get a little dirty before we rinse off?” Jacqueline lifted her ass, and all I could see was where I could slide into her pussy.

“Be right back,” I said and ran to the bedroom for a condom to fuck my woman senseless on her birthday. No matter what changed us at the resort, I would love Jacqueline for the rest of my life and always be happy we took our relationship to the next level.
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