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To my readers, always


Unbreakable Bonds

(21,500 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

“There’s no coffee,” Joseph said as he searched the break room at the lab where he worked. Gabriela, a coworker, was sitting at a circular table drinking an americano. She frowned when Joseph turned to her.

“Would you mind running next door to buy more? There’s a cafe in the hotel,” she said. Gabriela had been at the lab for ten years. It was time for the new guy to learn what to do.

Joseph started working at the lab after graduating with a degree in chemistry a couple months ago. Gabriela stood and approached Joseph, carrying her steaming americano that made Joseph salivate with jealousy. Gabriela placed a hand on Joseph’s shoulder and said, “Don’t worry. We take turns buying coffee. I went last time, but you can go this time. Think of it as a brief break. Ask Steven for money and buy enough coffee for the month. Fifteen bags of beans,” she said.

They had a coffee grinder in the break room. “Isn’t that a lot of coffee?”

Gabriela chuckled. “That’s just for the chemistry department. The employees in this lab drink an insane amount of coffee. Don’t worry, it’ll get used, and you’re not spending your money,” Gabriela said, patting Joseph’s shoulder as she stepped toward the door.

Joseph bowed his head, disappointed. He was dying for a cup of coffee. Joseph loved his job. He loved getting lost in the research. He still had a long way to go in his career, but this was a fantastic first job.

Steven, the department manager, told Joseph to enter when he knocked on his office door. Steven was sitting at his desk. He was a kind man in his late fifties. Everyone loved Steven and thought he had an amicable management style. “Joseph,” the man bellowed. “What can I do for you?”

“Gabriela told me to ask you for money to buy coffee,” he said.

Steven smiled, standing up from his chair. “Sounds about right. It’s been a month since she asked for money,” he said as he opened the closet door he had. He came back with an envelope, pulling out three twenty-dollar bills. “This should be enough to cover the coffee and any snack you’d like to get yourself.”

Gabriela had been right about this trip being a treat. As much as Joseph loved his job, it would be nice to get some fresh air and walk to the hotel next door. He knew someone who used to work at Hilltop Hotel, but he doubted she still did. It had been three years since he saw her last.

“Everything okay?” Steven asked as he was passing Joseph the money. Joseph had been lost in his thoughts, wondering what happened to Lynne. She was his brother’s ex-girlfriend, and Joseph used to have the biggest crush on her. He didn’t know what he’d do if he saw her.

“Yeah, everything is great. I love working at Bellflower Labs,” Joseph said, fixing his face with a smile.

“I’m not HR, you don’t have to fake it for me,” Steven said as he returned to his desk, placing the envelope of money by his computer. “Don’t forget to bring me the receipt when you get back.”

“Will do,” Joseph said. He would have told Steven he wasn’t faking his happiness, but the moment had ended. Steven was already clicking his mouse and staring at the computer screen.

Joseph took the elevator down from his floor and walked down the road to Hilltop Hotel. Bellflower Labs and Hilltop Hotel were both on top of the tallest hill in Wakefield, Iowa. Wakefield was a city with about seventy thousand residents. Joseph loved pulling into Bellflower Labs because he could see the city from the parking lot, and the view was even better as he walked to the hotel.

Most people left for Omaha or Kansas City after graduating from Wakefield University, but Joseph had landed his dream job and didn’t have to move. He loved the place he called home and never wanted to leave. His older brother, Aaron, had left a month after he graduated.

Joseph entered Hilltop Hotel, looking around to make sure Lynne wasn’t there. Hilltop Hotel had been the job she worked during college, but Joseph was almost positive she had moved on with her life. Joseph didn’t have social media. He also wasn’t the most social person.

Joseph wasn’t a virgin, but he didn’t know how to keep a woman. He was awkward, hated going out, and didn’t know how to say the right thing. He was a nerd. Joseph worked out and had a fantastic figure, but a nice body wasn’t everything.

Joseph had never been to the cafe inside Hilltop Hotel. The truth was, the hotel terrified him. Running into the woman he dreamed about when he masturbated was enough to keep him away, but he doubted Lynne still worked at the hotel.

He used to think about her a lot more than he did now, but old obsessions died hard. Standing inside the hotel brought images to Joseph’s mind of Lynne’s face. He wasn’t even sure he remembered it well.

Walking to the counter, Joseph couldn’t shake the mental image of Lynne. Her blonde hair. Thin body. Easy smile. She was an effortless beauty. She could have graced the cover of any classy magazine. Joseph would have killed to have her beauty and charm, even for a day. It was like she had been born gliding through life.

Joseph knew her life probably wasn’t as easy as he imagined it, but Lynne was perfect in Joseph’s memory. The barista knew Joseph’s order when he told him. The worker went to the back, grabbed a box, and loaded it with bags of coffee. Joseph had enough left over for a sandwich and a hot coffee. No job was perfect, but he loved this aspect of his.

The barista gave Joseph the box and said he would bring over the sandwich. Joseph took a seat next to a window that overlooked the town. Most people in America probably hadn’t heard of Wakefield, but he loved it. He knew where everything was. It never felt too big.

Joseph ate his sandwich, unable to shake the thoughts of Lynne, his brother’s former girlfriend. When he finished eating, he pulled out a pen and drew on a napkin. He was sketching what he remembered of Lynne’s face.

Art was one of Joseph’s escapes. He could draw for hours; from images of DNA to landscapes to faces. He used to draw Lynne’s face a lot, but had thrown all of those drawings away in a fit of rage years ago. Embarrassment. What brother pined over his brother’s ex? But his hands remembered the lines. It was as though no time had passed as Joseph quickly sketched out the face he had loved for so long.

Joseph lost track of time as Lynne’s face came to life on the napkin. When he finished the drawing, he traced his fingers around the edges of Lynne’s sketched face. He wished it wasn’t so hard for him to find a woman.

“No way. What are you doing here?” he heard someone say. Joseph turned to see who it was, and Lynne was standing behind him. It was her. There was no mistaking it, and she was staring at the napkin when Joseph returned to the moment.

Joseph crumbled the drawing in his fist, acting as calm as he could, but he felt like he could have melted into a puddle of shame. Lynne was even more beautiful than Joseph remembered.

“Do you remember me? Joseph, right?” Lynne asked. She had seen the drawing but wouldn’t let its strangeness ruin her mood. She had a long shift in front of her. Joseph looked so much like his brother, Aaron.

“Lynne?” Joseph asked.

Lynne nodded. She put her arms out for a hug, even though she didn’t want to put her arms around the man she’d just caught drawing a picture of a woman who looked similar to her. “What are you doing here?”

Joseph patted the box of coffee, grateful he was no longer suffocating from Lynne’s delicious scent. He could have licked her. “I work next door at the lab. I didn’t think you would still work here after all this time.” Joseph was shaking with nerves, and his voice was too.

Lynne shrugged. “What can I say? I love the job,” she said.

“Well, I need to get back to the lab. Bye,” Joseph said and grabbed the box of coffee. He ran out the door, afraid of spending another second near Lynne. He had never walked faster in his life as he sped back to Bellflower Labs.

♦

Seeing Joseph had been like seeing a ghost, and Lynne didn’t want to return to the past. Joseph’s comments about her having worked at Hilltop Hotel forever rang in her ears. There were other hotels. She could move to one of the big cities, like most people from Wakefield did when they graduated high school or college.

Some stayed behind, but many didn’t. Lynne didn’t want to leave Wakefield, but the sketch Joseph had been drawing made Lynne feel unsettled. Unsafe.

She was standing at the front desk, nervously watching the door, afraid Joseph would return to kidnap her and drive to the countryside to hide her in a cabin. It happened. She’d read stories in the news.

Lynne went between checking in random guests, walking the halls of the hotel, sitting in the cafe, and wondering if Joseph was working at the lab. She hadn’t thought of him in years. Lynne used to date his brother, Aaron, but that relationship had ended terribly. Lynne avoided thinking about her past, but the day was slow and boring.

She couldn’t escape herself. Aaron had broken her heart. She moved on, but their breakup had made her wary of men for over a year, and Lynne was a confident woman.

Aaron had been a whore, and Lynne didn’t know about it. Her girlfriend had warned her once. Told her she’d seen Aaron out with another woman, but Lynne didn’t believe her. She and the friend, Krista, had a huge fight and fell out over the drama. Krista had moved away to Kansas City before Lynne could repair the friendship.

Lynne wished she could go in the past and believe her friend, but she couldn’t, and time had kept them apart. Aaron had been a major asshole too, always trying to control where they went and what they did. Lynne hadn’t seen Joseph since she went to Thanksgiving dinner at Aaron’s parents’ house.

As creepy as it had been to see Joseph sketching the picture of a woman who looked like her, Lynne wondered if it had been her, or did he have a girlfriend who looked like her? She wanted to know whose face that was. It was obvious Joseph had just come to the cafe to eat a late lunch and buy coffee beans.

Those workers next door were always buying coffee. Sometimes Lynne wondered if they drank anything else.

Lynne was the top boss at the hotel. There was the owner of the hotel, but she never questioned Lynne’s leadership. Lynne had been working her way up from receptionist since her mother helped land her a job at Hilltop Hotel in high school. Her mother knew the manager who Lynne had replaced.

As Lynne was wiping a table in the lobby, Joseph walked through the door. Most people left the lab between five and six. It was half-past six. Lynne didn’t get off until eight.

“What are you doing here?” Lynne asked as Joseph walked up to her.

He knew he could be awkward sometimes and couldn’t stop thinking of how he just ran out of the cafe, but he was suddenly worried he had made an even bigger mistake by coming to see Lynne. Now she would think he was a major creep. He knew she’d seen the drawing and had been spiraling since. “Sorry, I shouldn’t have come,” Joseph said and turned on his heels. He was at the sliding doors when Lynne placed a hand on his shoulder.

He turned. Lynne was holding her knees and panting. “Don’t make me run after you,” she said, tossing back her hair. It was blonde and beautiful. She smiled, revealing a set of perfect teeth, except where one tooth slightly overlapped another in the top right corner. It was the most adorable thing Joseph had ever seen. Why did she have to look like an angel drifting down from the sky when he looked at her? Did everyone see it, or was he crazy?

Lynne took a step back as Joseph watched her with shining eyes. He didn’t have the normal greed in his gaze other men did. The hunger. He was looking at her as though she were a prize he had won, but she still found the drawing from earlier a little creepy.

The moment was turning from beautiful to awkward by the nanosecond. Joseph took the cue a bit too late. “Uh, I hope seeing me didn’t scare you. Don’t really know what to say,” Joseph said, digging his fists into his pockets and laughing nervously. “So, what happened between you and Aaron?”

“Long story. You know your brother is a whore, right?”

“Yeah, he’s always had a way with the ladies,” Joseph said. He was jealous of his brother’s skills. There must have been something in the way he looked at women. They flocked to him. Joseph never understood why and always thought scientists should study Aaron. Maybe he smelled a certain way. Bottle his essence and make a fortune.

It was no wonder Aaron and Lynne had dated. Two majestic spirits dancing through the world together.

“Would you like to sit? I have a few minutes,” Lynne said and gestured to the chairs next to the table she’d been cleaning. She did want to know about the sketch she’d seen. Joseph looked a lot like Aaron, but they had different auras. They were unique, and Lynne wanted to know Joseph better.

Joseph wouldn’t tell Lynne no, even though he wanted to run out the door or turn back time to never have come in the first place. “Okay,” Joseph said as he sat down. He could feel his palms sweating. What was wrong with him? He needed to get it together.

“I saw you drawing something in the cafe,” Lynne said. She didn’t have time to waste. Her employees wouldn’t catch her sitting on her ass for long. She led by example, but even the best bosses had moments of weakness.

“Uh,” Joseph said, stumbling over himself. He hadn’t been prepared for this. “I was sketching, wasn’t I?” he said after asking himself how he thought Aaron would handle this situation. Aaron had always been a fantastic liar. Joseph was terrible, so he wouldn’t even try. “I can explain, Lynne.”

“Explain what?”

“Why I was sketching your face,” he said.

“So, it was me?”

Joseph nodded. Every time he had tried to lie in his life, it only made things worse, so he wouldn’t dare. Lynne was too beautiful. She was heavenly in his eyes. “It was you, but I don’t sit around drawing your face all the time; at least not anymore. I’m not a stalker.”

Lynne wasn’t so sure, but she wanted to hear what Joseph had to say. “You used to draw my face?”

Joseph sighed, hating that he had to reveal his truth. “Ever since you came to Thanksgiving dinner with Aaron, I’ve had a crush on you. It was bad for about a year after that dinner, but I moved on when my studies in college got harder.”

Ouch. Was it weird Lynne felt hurt that Joseph had moved on? She knew that it was healthy he had moved on, but sometimes a girl wanted to be admired. Loved. It was more than she’d ever got from Joseph’s cheating, lying brother, Aaron. “So, why were you drawing me today?”

“Walking into Hilltop Hotel made me think of you. I never thought you’d still work her, but it seems like you have an important job?”

“I run the hotel,” she said and shrugged. She had a college degree, but she’d never felt the need to look for employment elsewhere. “And I should probably get back to work.”

“Okay. I feel better now that you know the truth,” said Joseph.

Lynne could have let the momentary desire pass. She could have ignored her gut, but the words came out of her mouth before she could stop them. “What if we go out tomorrow night? I have the day off,” she said.

Joseph used to dream Lynne would say those words to him. He felt sick to his stomach, but he wouldn’t tell her no. “Okay. Should I give you my number?” he asked. His brother would kill him if he went out with Lynne. Or would he chuckle? He and his brother weren’t that close, and Joseph would risk Aaron’s anger for a chance with Lynne.

Lynne laughed and reached across the table separating them, touching Joseph’s arm. Her laughter was soft and seductive. “How else would you know where to meet me?”

Joseph reached into his pocket and pulled out the tiny notebook he carried most places he went. He wrote down his number, ripped the page out, and handed it to Lynne. “Don’t you have to get back to work?”

“Yeah,” she said.

“Okay,” Joseph said before she could continue. He was standing and stepping away from the chair. She glanced down at the number before looking up at Joseph with a smile. “See you,” Joseph said and turned, walking as fast as he could to the automatic sliding doors.

“See you,” Lynne said and waved, but Joseph didn’t turn around.


Chapter Two

Summer nights in Wakefield could be gorgeous or sweltering. Lynne and Joseph were in luck because the weather was delightful as Lynne got ready at her place. She lived in an adorable apartment in downtown Wakefield. It was above a vintage clothing store and had hardwood floors. She loved when the trees outside turned fiery colors in autumn, but they were also beautiful with green leaves.

Joseph was meeting her down the street at a restaurant on the corner in an hour. She couldn’t wait to sit outside with him and learn what he’d been up to over the years. All the guys she had dated since Aaron were jerks like him. It was like she couldn’t attract a decent guy, no matter what energy she put into the world. Dud after dud.

Lynne knew Joseph was a few years younger than her, but it didn’t matter. They were both out of college and working in Wakefield. She already knew his parents were lovely, and he wouldn’t have to worry about hers. They would love if she dated a scientist.

Lynne slid on a white thong and matching bra. She put on an a-line lilac-pink skirt with a lightweight white tunic. She rolled nude stockings up her legs before putting on pink kitten heels. She accented the look with silver jewelery and her grandmother’s sapphire ring, which Lynne wore when she wanted good luck.

The hour passed, and Lynne ended up leaving the house seven minutes late because she was plucking her eyebrows, as though they hadn’t been perfect before she began.

“So sorry I’m late,” Lynne said as she rushed to the table where Joseph was sitting. He looked up at her, amazed by how spectacular she looked in her flowy skirt and loose top. The clothing hung from her body in the way he imagined Lynne passing through life: effortlessly.

“I didn’t notice,” Joseph said, trying to act cool, even though he had spent the past five minutes panicking Lynne had decided to skip the date, but there she was, as glamorous as ever. Joseph couldn’t help but notice how she smelled of berries and chocolate.

Lynne stepped back from Joseph. He was wearing jeans that looked like they should have been his grandfather’s. They were all wrong. He had on white sneakers. A decent button-up shirt, but Lynne could still see the creases from where he had unfolded it from a package. She wanted to take him shopping. When she saw him, he’d been wearing the same khaki slacks they all wore at the lab, but even that boring uniform looked better than what he was wearing now.

They sat and stared at each other in an uncomfortable moment of silence. Lynne didn’t know if his outfit was charming or a warning that she should get out now. “Where did you park?” Joseph asked when Lynne didn’t speak.

“Oh, I live downtown. I walked here. The weather is incredible today,” she said, shaking her hair without thinking. The breeze felt too good.

Joseph watched as her chest swayed. Was she doing it on purpose? Was she teasing him? Joseph put his hands in his lap, unable to resist touching his dick through his pants. It was rock hard. Joseph looked around, and a couple guys were watching Lynne, and he couldn’t blame them. At least their dates didn’t notice.

“I don’t live far. It took five minutes to drive here.”

Lynne nodded, not knowing what to say. The most natural thing to do would be to ask about Aaron, but she didn’t want to come off the wrong way. She was so thankful when the server came over to ask about drinks. She ordered a glass of white wine. It seemed to go with the summer weather. Joseph ordered unsweetened iced tea.

“Have you talked to Aaron?” Joseph asked when the silence became unbearable. He didn’t really care that Aaron had dated Lynne in the past. She was still the most beautiful woman Joseph knew.

Lynne shook her head. “What is he up to?”

“Aaron lives in Omaha,” said Joseph. “He’s a lawyer. He went to law school there. We don’t talk much.”

“He never was the most sentimental guy,” she said, remembered how Aaron had been full of charm, but it was false. Like those fake diamonds they sell for ten dollars at the mall. Lynne had heard of women getting fake diamonds on their engagement rings. Aaron seemed like the type of guy that’d do that to save some money.

“Do you like science?” Joseph asked after they had ordered food. He gripped his glass of iced tea, hoping they could find something they had in common.

Lynne shook her head. “Not really. I like drawing, though. You might be better than me,” she said, smiling as she thought of the sketch Joseph had been doing in the hotel cafe.

“What do you draw?” he asked.

Lynne ran a hand through her blonde hair, unaware of how stunning she looked when she thought. “It’s been too long since I sat down to draw, but I have books full of sketches at home. We should go to the park and draw one day,” she said.

“I would like that,” agreed Joseph.

“You can teach me what you know,” she said.

Joseph had taken a few art classes in high school, but he didn’t think much when he drew. He just followed the lines he saw in the world, tracing the image from his mind onto a page. Drawing was an escape for him. A way to analyze his feelings. He used to spend hours staring at the drawings he’d make of Lynne. Was it even safe to let her back in his life? He didn’t know how he would react if he had her and then had to let her go.

“Where do you draw most?”

Joseph shrugged. “I’ll draw anywhere.”

“Did you keep the napkin?”

He hadn’t. He wished he had, but he could always draw her again. Joseph touched his pocket for the notebook he carried to draw a picture but realized he had left it at home. Lynne was sitting right across from him, even though it almost felt like a dream. If it weren’t for the coldness of the iced tea and the warm moisture in the air, he wasn’t sure he would believe it.

They finished their meals and declined the dessert menu. Lynne told the server they would split the bill before Joseph could offer to pay.

“I can get it,” Joseph said after their server walked away to get the check.

“No, absolutely not. I drank wine, and you had iced tea. It wouldn’t be fair,” she said and refused to hear more on the issue. They paid and stood. “Why don’t we take a walk?” Lynne wouldn’t mind working off the huge meal she had eaten.

They were walking down the street talking about local affairs when an older woman approached them. She was handing out flyers. “Join our retreat. We offer art classes, kayaking, camping, and so much more!”

Joseph and Lynne glanced at each other. It was much too early in their relationship for them to go away together, but the retreat sounded fun, so Lynne took a flyer from the woman.

“Doesn’t this sound amazing?” Lynne said as she examined the flyer.

“It does,” said Joseph.

Lynne had three days off coming up next weekend. Maybe the woman stopping them on the sidewalk had been a sign? Lynne believed in those and didn’t want to turn her back on any. “What if we’re meant to go?” she asked, stopping at a bench.

They sat, staring at the flyer for the ‘Utopia Retreat’. Joseph would go if Lynne wanted to, but he was only off on the weekends. “Are you free on the weekend?”

“Next weekend? Should we do it?”

“I’ll go if you want to. I have a tent,” he said.

“Let’s do it! I’ll call and reserve our spot tomorrow! It says they have cabins, so we won’t need a tent. Walk me home?”

Joseph nodded, putting out his hand. They walked to Lynne’s door, lingering outside. Joseph didn’t know what to do, and when he leaned in to kiss Lynne after several awkward moments of silence, Joseph’s lips landed on her cheek. They laughed. Lynne kissed Joseph lightly on the lips before she dug in her purse for her keys. “I’ll text you,” she said.

Joseph nodded, stepping away as he waited for Lynne to open the door and go inside. His car was parked closer to the restaurant, and he’d never felt happier in his life as he walked toward it.


Chapter Three

The weekend for Utopia Retreat had arrived, and Joseph was tossing Lynne’s suitcase into his trunk. “You got everything?” Joseph asked before he closed the trunk.

“Yes,” Lynne said and nodded. She checked her phone, glancing at the hour. It was early in the morning. Nighttime moisture lingered in the air. Lynne hadn’t expected them to leave on time, but Joseph was surprisingly punctual.

“Guess we should hit the road. You hungry?”

“We can stop at a drive-thru or something,” Lynne said as she slid into Joseph’s passenger seat. Joseph couldn’t believe he was about to spend the weekend with the most beautiful woman he’d ever met. The woman who used to be nothing more than a fantasy.

Lynne and Joseph had spent their time apart texting nonstop and catching up on life. They would even eat lunch together, if they could time their breaks at the same time. Lynne no longer felt she had to leave her job, as she loved having Joseph in her life, and he worked next door. If they couldn’t eat lunch, they could at least see each other. Touch. Hug.

Lynne often worked late, and Joseph never wanted to hang out after eight in the evening, so Lynne loved they could get together during the day. They hadn’t had sex, but Lynne hoped that would change during their weekend at Utopia Retreat.

“Is this okay?” Joseph asked and gestured to the fast-food place right before the exit ramp. They sold egg sandwiches, breakfast burritos, and other stuff Joseph almost never ate. Lynne stopped at drive-thrus a surprising amount, but she always made sure to order something light.

Joseph ordered. Lynne leaned over Joseph, placing her hands on his thighs for support, and spoke into the speaker. Joseph could smell her lotion and shampoo. Her hair was still slightly damp, and Joseph wanted nothing more than to reach his hand out and touch it. Stroke her locks.

He wondered what it’d be like to have that hair for a day.

Joseph pulled into a parking space after the worker handed them their bag of food. He picked out Lynne’s sandwich and hashbrown, passing them to her. He had ordered three breakfast burritos. They both had coffee. Joseph drank his black. Lynne added half a packet of sugar, carefully folding the packet with extra sugar closed and tossing it into the bag they would use for trash.

“What are you most excited about?”

“At the retreat?”

Lynne nodded, taking a bite from her hashbrown patty. She was eating her sandwich with only one half of the muffin.

Joseph considered her question. He was most excited about spending time with Lynne but couldn’t bring himself to say it. “Kayaking,” he said.

“I can’t wait to see more stars. I hope the sky is full of them,” she said. She could see them in Wakefield at night, but they were often more vibrant in the countryside.

“The stars will be amazing,” Joseph said, biting into his burrito. They talked about what the retreat might be like between bites before everything but Lynne’s discarded half a muffin had been eaten. They tossed the trash in the trashcan and hit the road.

Lynne placed a hand on her stomach, patting it lightly. “That was delicious. Thanks for stopping,” she said.

Joseph nodded as he increased his speed, driving down the highway. It didn’t take long until fields stretching into the distance surrounded them. Lynne was messing with the radio. Joseph didn’t care what she played. He normally didn’t listen to anything when he drove.

“There is an amazing park on the way. Do you think we have time to stop to see it?” Lynne asked. She had looked up stuff about the trip last night, sending information to a friend so someone would know where she was going. Lynne trusted Joseph, but a woman had to take precautions.

Joseph hadn’t planned on stopping. He usually made arrangements and stuck to them with no detours, but he would do whatever Lynne wanted. Just being with her was like a dream, and Joseph didn’t care where he was dreaming. “Sure, how far off the highway is it?”

Lynne reached down between her legs, pulling her purse up to her lap. She dug through it and took out a printed map. She unfolded it and said, “it’s called Nelson Park. Have you heard of it?”

Joseph shook his head. He didn’t leave the city much, and if he did, it wasn’t to explore nature. He would drive to Omaha or Kansas City to fly to a chemistry conference based on whichever airport was offering cheaper rates.

As Lynne was trying to use her phone in the middle of nowhere to compare the printed map to her GPS, Joseph wondered how long he would have to spend walking around the park. He loved the idea of going to a retreat where they would have everything Joseph needed, but walking around barren trails wasn’t his idea of fun. He was dreading the idea but wouldn’t tell Lynne that.

Lynne loved parks and trails and feeling the wind in her blonde hair. When she was young, her father used to take her out to the woods. Smelling the fresh air and seeing the birds fly from tree to tree always reminded Lynne of those walks. They had gone to Nelson Park once, but then they never went again. Lynne couldn’t remember why her father didn’t like the park because the few photos of it she’d found were gorgeous.

It took several attempts for Lynne to load her GPS, but when she finally did, they weren’t far from the park. Her mind was racing as she tried to put the route they’d take together.

“Get off at the next exit,” she said.

Joseph nodded. It wasn’t far ahead, and he had to get over one lane, but a car was blocking them to the right and another one was riding his bumper. Lynne chewed on the edge of the printed map. She was nervous they wouldn’t make it, but the car behind them started honking when Joseph slowed down, causing the car to their right to pick up speed.

“That was close,” Lynne sighed when they were driving up the exit ramp.

Joseph stopped at the light. He looked both ways. There were no cars on the country road. “Where do I go from here?”

“To the right,” she said. “Fifteen miles.”

“Fifteen?” Joseph asked in an exasperated voice. He couldn’t hide his displeasure of adding an hour or two to the itinerary he’d designed in his mind.

Lynne noticed the displeasure in Joseph’s voice. She wondered if the fifteen extra miles was the reason her father never wanted to come to Nelson Park, but there was a foggy memory of something else. She could sense the darkness in the comment she heard her father make. A moment she’d overheard when she was supposed to be in bed. One of those conversations adults had that made little sense to a child.

Joseph could be angry, but they left too early to pass up this opportunity. Lynne wanted to see the park she’d seen in the photos. Even if Joseph didn’t want to add the extra time to their trip, Lynne knew how to get him to agree.

She placed her hand above Joseph’s knee. She looked up at him through hooded eyes. Joseph had already driven one or two miles down the road, so what were a few more? “Please?” Lynne asked in her most seductive voice.

“Of course,” said Joseph.

If only they’d known what was coming their way. Nelson Park was a land of secrets nobody could prove.

♦

Despite the momentary tension, Lynne and Joseph were laughing and in great spirits when they arrived to the wooden gates of Nelson Park. Joseph wasn’t even thinking about his schedule as they drove down the gravel path. It ended at a square gravel parking lot. Several trails branched off from the concrete slab where a gazebo stood.

Lynne had a vague memory of this park. She remembered meeting a strange couple on a trail. Her father had spoken to them, and they were in the car on the way back to Wakefield after that. Lynne didn’t remember what the couple had told them, but she remembered the fear in her father’s eyes. The late-night conversation that had become nothing more than a faded memory.

“How did you find out about this place?” asked Joseph.

There weren’t many reviews about it online. Most people didn’t want to drive the extra distance off the highway. Lynne told Joseph how she’d come here with her father once when she was young, leaving out the darkness of her memory. She could have been imagining things. She liked to dramatize her memories, especially the ones from high school and college.

Now that she was a hotel manager in her hometown, she tended to live more in reality and not the movie she made for herself. The movie where she’d been the star. The popular girl everyone wanted to be, but that fame had faded.

Joseph had never had such ambitions. Living in the shadow of his brother, Aaron, had shown him what it was like to be the ‘other’. The guy everyone forgot. The guy who was successful but nameless.

None of that mattered now that they were in the middle of nowhere. In a park almost nobody visited. A park that had managed to keep its secrets guarded for ages. Year after year. What happened at Nelson Park was so extreme, nobody believed the few who attempted to expose its secret.

Lynne and Joseph sat at the bench under the gazebo, enjoying the cool summer day. They didn’t have a map and were going to draw one as they walked so they wouldn’t get lost. It was Joseph’s idea. There was nothing more he hated than losing control. He had out the notebook he carried with him and was busy sketching.

“Shouldn’t we just head to the retreat? This could be a bad idea,” Joseph said as he finished drawing the highway, gravel road, and beginning of the trails. Seeing the unknown on his page made his heart race. The trails could have been miles long. He had no way of knowing, and Lynne wasn’t very helpful. She was watching birds dance in the sky. He thought she was the most gorgeous woman in the world, but was beauty enough? His survival instincts were kicking in and telling him to turn around while he still could.

Lynne hadn’t come all this way to turn around now. She said, “you have your map, Joseph. It’s not like we can’t trace our steps. Stop worrying so much.”

Joseph knew he could worry about things too much. He had carried that tendency his entire life. His mother used to tell him the same thing. Aaron, too. Joseph sighed, knowing he was worried over nothing. There wasn’t a gazebo and gravel here for nothing, right? Although, thinking about it, Joseph didn’t remember seeing a sign that said ‘Nelson Park’. There had only been an old wooden gate.

Were they on private property without knowing?

Joseph shook off the chills that had crept up his body when he thought about an owner of the property coming to defend his or her land. “Did you see a sign for the park?”

Lynne hadn’t. She noticed that there wasn’t a sign at the entrance, but it had probably fallen down and nobody bothered to replace it. Lynne tried to think back to what she’d seen online, but there wasn’t much more than a random map. Most of the hits for ‘Nelson Park’ had been in other states, even when she added ‘Iowa’ to the search.

It didn’t matter. What was the worst that could happen? Lynne always tried to look at life from a positive perspective, and she wasn’t about to stop now. She had committed to visiting Nelson Park and seeing the gorgeous fields she’d seen online.

Lynne hopped up from the bench, pulling Joseph toward the trail closest to them. She didn’t care where it led. She just wanted to start the adventure. Too much time thinking about what-ifs and this or that.

Joseph followed Lynne as they headed into the unknown abyss of trees. Lush foliage canopied above them. Joseph could see where they parted about a mile ahead. At least he could see something. A light. The trees wouldn’t swallow him forever. He breathed lighter as they stepped forward, the gazebo smaller each time he glanced over his shoulder.

As much as Joseph wanted to protest, he couldn’t stay angry at Lynne. Her smile and positive energy was contagious. They were holding hands. It wasn’t too hot. The leaves provided plenty of shade. Joseph didn’t know why he’d been so worked up and afraid.

When they reached the part in the trees, the spectacular view blew Joseph’s mind. It was a field, but it glowed like others didn’t. The winds gently blew the tall grass. Joseph and Lynne watched the field of green sway. Some trees dotted the landscape. A forest was the backdrop.

“It’s just like the photo,” Lynne said. She grabbed Joseph’s hand, stepping off the trail toward the sounds of flowing water. She couldn’t see a stream, but small ones often ran through the fields. There were even wild rumors that some had mystical properties. Fountains of youth or something like that. Nobody believed the rumors, but there was truth in every tale.

Only a tiny percentage of the population could ever experience the power of the local waters, so nobody believed them to be true. Too bad Joseph and Lynne would discover this after it was too late.

Lynne pulled Joseph through the tall grass. He was nervous about any animals that might be hiding where he couldn’t see, but it wasn’t like they were wading through a Floridan swamp.

Joseph was trailing behind Lynne, but it didn’t take them long to reach a breathtaking stream traveling through the field. “Wow,” Joseph said as he took in the sight.

“It’s gorgeous,” Lynne said. She had the sudden urge to take off all of her clothes and get into the water. It was about two feet deep and shimmering as though gold lined the bottom.

“What are you doing?” Joseph asked as Lynne freed herself of the summer dress she was wearing.

“The water is calling,” she said as she undid her ponytail, shaking her head so her hair flowed in the breeze. She felt like a model standing in front of a fan. Where was the camera to snap her picture? “I have to get in,” Lynne said and glanced at Joseph. He was biting his bottom lip, looking as nervous as a guy about to lose his virginity. Part of Lynne wondered if Joseph was a virgin because he often acted like the most innocent guy she’d ever met.

“Lynne, what are you doing? You can’t take off your dress here,” Joseph said, terribly embarrassed someone would see them.

“Stop being such a prude, Joseph. Nobody is here but us,” she said as she stepped toward the stream. Joseph tried again to persuade her against going into the water, but she wouldn’t listen.

Lynne didn’t remember the dark memory from her childhood had to do with the water at Nelson Park. It was so crystal clear and sparkling. Why would anyone ever think it was dangerous?

Joseph watched Lynne move her body in the water, jealous he wasn’t in there with her. He didn’t want her to remember him as a boring guy who didn’t know how to have fun, so Joseph unbuttoned his jeans. Lynne saw him and cheered. “Yeah, Joseph! Join me!”

Joseph loosened the waistline of his jeans, pushing them to the ground. He was wearing a pair of boxer briefs. The outline of his semi-hard dick left Lynne in disbelief. Joseph was the brother who lucked out in the endowment department. She licked her lips, standing tall so Joseph could see her wet, half-naked body. She loved watching Joseph’s growing member as he watched her.

“Is it cold?” Joseph asked as he placed his hands over his exposed erection. Lynne shook her head. Joseph took a deep breath and stepped forward. He didn’t have a problem with natural water sources, but there was something strange about swimming in his underwear at a park.

Joseph forgot what he was worrying about when he dipped his body into the water. The sun warmed his shoulders. The water was the perfect temperature. Lynne swam toward him. Her eyes. Her cleavage.

When she placed her hands on his knees, his dick throbbed under the flowing water. He was as hard as he’d ever been as Lynne moved her body closer to his. She wrapped her arms around him and pressed her stomach against his hardness. She looked into his eyes. Her hair golden under the bright sun.

They were two souls, lost yet linked, in the middle of nowhere.

Joseph and Lynne held their gaze as seconds passed. Dragonflies flew past. Butterflies fluttered over the grasses. They didn’t have to say anything because they could both feel the radiating connection between them. Closing her eyes, Lynne moved her head forward. Joseph did the same.

The kiss started innocently. Soft pecks without tongue. Joseph pulled back until Lynne dug her nails into his back, pulling his body close to hers. She thrust her tongue into his mouth. Joseph held her tightly, moving his arms under her ass. He lifted her out of the water and placed her on the edge, standing between her legs. Half of her calves were still in the water. Joseph’s hands on her thighs.

Passion. Heat. Lynne was wetter than she’d been in ages as Joseph kissed her and touched her body. She wanted to get back to the retreat so they could fuck. She needed his big dick. Was it unladylike to ask if he had condoms?

“Let’s go,” Lynne said and got to her feet. She pulled Joseph out of the water too. They were wet, so they walked halfway down the trail wearing nothing but their underwear until the sun dried them. They put on their clothes, and Lynne couldn’t hold back her question. “Did you bring condoms?”

Joseph coughed. He hadn’t and felt silly for not having packed any. He didn’t sleep with many women. The thought had crossed Joseph’s mind, but he wasn’t the type to make a first move.

Lynne was, and she couldn’t wait to get Joseph’s clothes off again. He had a surprisingly muscular body, and an even better looking dick. She hadn’t seen it bare, but the outline was enough to know it wasn’t small.

When they got to the car, Joseph checked the time. They were three hours behind schedule, but the detour had been more than worth it. They drove the rest of the way listening to pop musics from the 80s, stopping at a convenient store and another fast-food restaurant when they passed through the small town before the retreat.


Chapter Four

“Welcome to Utopia Retreat,” the woman said. She was the same one who’d handed them a flyer in Wakefield. Lynne knew she was in her fifties from the website, but she looked amazing. Lynne wanted to know what moisturizer she used, so she asked.

“It’s from living the life I want to live. Not no chemical in a tube,” she said with a wink. “You all arrived later than I expected.”

“We took a detour along the way,” Lynne said, glancing over at Joseph. He smiled at her as they remembered their impassioned kiss in the stream.

“Oh,” the woman said with a curious expression. Her name was Theresa. She and her husband, Gary, owned the retreat. They had incredible reviews. Lynne and Joseph were following Theresa as she led them to their cabin. It wasn’t more than fifty feet from the lake, according to Theresa. They could watch the waves from the cabin’s front porch. Theresa was raving about how gorgeous the stars looked at night while they walked.

Lynne’s dress was still slightly wet from her bra. Theresa noticed this but didn’t comment. Lynne and Joseph were happy, and she didn’t want to scare them before it was necessary.

Theresa opened the door to the cabin, passing the keys to Lynne before she stepped inside. It was her favorite cabin. Its porch had the best view of the lake. They had enough business to survive, but it wasn’t like it used to be at Utopia Retreat. People took a lot more international vacations than in the past.

“Any questions? We have cable and Wi-Fi. You all drove through town, didn’t you?” Theresa asked, pointing at the bags from the convenient store with her eyes.

“Yeah, I think we’re good,” Lynne said, desperate for Theresa to leave so she could get Joseph out of his clothes. But then she had an idea and needed to know something from Theresa, who was already five steps away from the cabin. Lynne ran through the door Theresa had left open and called her name.

Theresa turned around and rose her eyebrow. “Yes?”

“I was wondering. How many other people are staying here right now?”

“There is one man who enjoys fishing. He’s on the other side of the lake. He normally wakes up around four in the morning. Early riser. There is a family near the woods. They think there are too many mosquitoes by the water,” Theresa said and shrugged because she really couldn’t imagine there were fewer mosquitoes where their cabin was, but the customer was always right as they said.

“Oh, okay,” Lynne said, trying to play it cool, but she really wanted to go skinny dipping under the starlit sky. “And are there any weird or dangerous fish in the lake?”

Theresa smirked. “Nothing more dangerous than any of the other natural water sources around these parts.”

There was something strange about Theresa’s voice, but she was a weird woman. Lynne didn’t know what to think of her and the long brown hair that went down to her waist. She was a couple inches shorter than Lynne but had serious eyes. Lynne wasn’t even thinking about her anymore though when she stepped back into the cabin.

Joseph was lying on the bed with his arm behind his head, looking as sexy as any model in a catalog. She wanted to take pictures of him and send them to a nerdy science magazine. She doubted they had models who looked as good as Joseph.

Sexy Chemist in a Rustic Cabin

“Wow, you look incredible,” Lynne said as she stepped closer to the bed.

Joseph watched Lynne as she inched toward him. He was horny but nervous. What if they were going too fast? He didn’t want to ruin everything by giving into his desires, but it was impossible not to want Lynne.

She used her right hand to move her hair behind her left ear, tilting her head to the side. “What’s on your mind?”

“I don’t want you to think I’m a bad guy. We don’t have to do anything,” he said. “We can cuddle and watch TV.”

Lynne narrowed her eyes. What guy just wanted to cuddle? The more time she spent with Joseph, the more she realized he was nothing like his brother. Lynne crawled across the bed, nestling under Joseph’s arm. She wanted nothing more than to unbutton his pants and use his dick.

Joseph didn’t know what to think. He didn’t know how to act. What guy turned down sex? Didn’t they stop at the convenient store to buy condoms? Joseph had his arm wrapped around Lynne. He squeezed her, unaware of his force.

Lynne pushed on him and sat up, “Joseph, what’s wrong?”

He shook his head. How could he tell Lynne he thought he was too inexperienced for her without making it sound like he thought she was a whore or something. He didn’t. He knew he was the prude one. “I just… I don’t really do the hook up thing,” he said.

“You didn’t think we would come here and not have sex, did you?” she asked.

Joseph shrugged. “I knew it when we stopped to buy condoms, but I just didn’t think it would happen right when we turned the key to the hotel room door.”

Lynne thought Joseph was being dramatic, but she knew how to keep her cool. She didn’t want to watch TV. The sun would be setting in a few hours, so she thought they could take a walk. Joseph agreed. They walked down a trail for an hour. It was impressive, but they never came across a stream like they had at Nelson Park.

Before the sunset, they’d made it back to the cabin and sat on the front porch, watching the warm colors dance on the surface of the lake. Lynne took Joseph’s hand in hers. He was right. Waiting made everything between them more electric. More sensual.

“This place is lovely,” Joseph said as he felt Lynne’s fingers tighten around his. The sky was darkening. The moon had revealed itself. The amazing hour of the day when one could see both the sun and the moon. Stars popped in the sky as it grew darker. There were lights on in the cabin where the family was staying, but neither had seen the other people staying at Utopia Retreat.

Lynne was happy they hadn’t had sex right away, but she still wanted Joseph before the night was over. What she’d seen at Nelson Park had her desperate to rip off his clothing and explore every inch of his naked body. How could a guy as nerdy and timid as Joseph look so sexy? “Are you hungry?”

Joseph nodded. He could eat. They’d bought stuff at the store, and there was a grill on the front porch. “Should I start a fire?”

“Yes,” Lynne said and rubbed her hand along Joseph’s upper arm. “I’ll cut the vegetables.”

♦

It took longer to cook everything than they had expected. Sitting on the porch, Lynne cut into her piece of grilled chicken. She stabbed the piece she’d cut with her fork and added a piece of grilled zucchini to her bite. The sun had fallen, and a sky filled with stars had replaced it.

“I’m so glad we did this,” Lynne said as he ate her chicken and vegetables. She’d made a peanut sauce for everything but didn’t use it.

Joseph watched Lynne cut her food into tiny bites and chew them diligently. He loved the peanut sauce she’d made but wondered why she wasn’t using it. “You want some?” he asked, lifting the sauce.

Lynne shook her head, ate some more bites, set her plate on the small patio table, and leaned back in her chair. She tilted her head to the sky, in awe of the dazzling stars. Her gaze went down to the surface of the lake. It was a dancing reflection of the sky. All she wanted to do was rip off her clothes and go for a swim, but her mother had always taught her to wait thirty minutes after eating to swim.

“Doesn’t the water look incredible?” Lynne asked as she rested her chin on a closed fist. Her elbow on the arm of the chair. Her eyes on Joseph. Couldn’t he just get naked already?

Joseph was still eating, taking his time to chew slowly and quietly, which Lynne appreciated. She listened to the insects chirping in the background. She watched the gentle movement of the water, still amazed by how many more stars there were here than in Wakefield.

“There’s something I want to do,” Lynne said.

Joseph took his time to swallow because he was nervous about what Lynne might say. “What’s that?”

“A night swim,” she said.

Joseph hated the idea, but he didn’t want to disappoint Lynne. He wasn’t sure how compatible they were, though. Why did she want to do so much crazy stuff? Joseph would have been fine sitting on the front porch until they went to bed. Now he would have to swim in water at night? Lynne had lost her mind. “A night swim?” Joseph repeated, trying to show as little emotion as he could.

“You don’t want to do it, do you?” asked Lynne. She was also wondering if she and Joseph had anything in common. Why did Joseph have to act so afraid of life? There were no rules against swimming at night or in the morning. “Theresa told me there aren’t any dangerous fish in the water.”

Joseph sighed. “Fine, but we’re not swimming more than ten minutes,” he said.

“Deal,” Lynne agreed.

They waited thirty minutes after eating to change into their swimsuits. They spent the downtime playing card games with the news in the background. Nothing major had happened that day.

“You’re so sexy,” Lynne said as she stepped toward Joseph. He was wearing his swim trunks and nothing else. They were the kind that stopped halfway down his thighs and showed how thick his legs were. Lynne ran her finger along the ridges of Joseph’s abs. “Do you have a pair of glasses?”

“Only at the lab,” Joseph said.

Lynne wanted to see him working at the lab in his glasses and lab coat. She just knew it would make her want his dick even more than she already did. Lynne was wearing a one-piece bathing suit that only had a thin piece of fabric over her stomach to connect the top and bottom. She had on a mesh robe but took it off because her goal was to skinny dip; not recline in the moonlight.

Lynne took Joseph’s hand and walked him to the door. The temperature had dropped since they went inside to change. Lynne didn’t care. They could warm up in the shower. Naked. Lynne walked to the edge of the lake. There was a dock several yards to the right.

“Joseph, don’t get upset, but…” Lynne said, letting her words trail off as she looked toward the ground. Lynne pulled the strap of her bathing suit over her shoulder. She wasn’t wearing a bra or panties.

Joseph couldn’t believe what was happening. He wanted Lynne. He wanted to stop feeling like a little bitch, but what if he came too quickly? What if he said the wrong thing or touched Lynne the wrong way? He didn’t know if he would be able to pleasure her how she deserved.

When Lynne slid her bathing suit over her breasts, she looked up to meet Joseph’s eyes. They were wide. Worried. Traces of innocence in his expression. She smiled. Lynne didn’t care what happened, as long as Joseph was there with her. She walked up to him. They were alone. The only light coming from their front porch and the stars above.

Lynne wrapped her arms around the back of Joseph’s neck, pressing her exposed chest into his. Their skin touched. Lynne squeezed her legs together as sensations of pleasure and anticipation overwhelmed her.

“What are you doing?” asked Joseph.

Lynne smiled as her lips pressed against his. She didn’t want to act like a hoe, but she had created a mystic vision in her head, and Lynne was used to getting what she wanted. “Take it off,” she said and moved Joseph’s hands from the sides of his body to the edge of her swimming suit. “Let’s swim naked.”

Lynne moved her hands to Joseph’s waistline. His body tensed, but he said nothing. Lynne moved her lips forward, pressing them against Joseph’s shoulder. His hands were on her swimsuit, but he hadn’t pulled it off of her. Joseph didn’t know if he was losing his mind. Was it a dream? “Take it off, Joseph. Nobody is watching,” she said.

Joseph’s hands shook as he gripped the synthetic fabric, doing as Lynne told him. Why should he disappoint her when she had been his dream for years? Joseph pushed down on Lynne’s swimsuit, releasing all of his thoughts and doubts. His primal instincts taking over as he stared at her opulent breasts. The perfect circles that were her nipples.

Lynne dropped her head back, exposing her neck. She pushed down on Joseph’s trunks. Joseph and Lynne removed the clothing of the other. They were naked under the sky of stars. No clouds to block their beauty.

Resting her hand on Joseph’s chest, Lynne glanced down at his dick. It hung past his balls. She could see it beginning to swell and stand at attention. She loved how she could make Joseph’s body react. How she could turn him on. Taking Joseph’s hand, she led it to her pussy. “Hold it,” she said.

Joseph cupped his hand around her dripping pussy, placing pressure on it as he looked into her eyes. Lynne had her hand around Joseph’s dick, stroking it lightly. Their skin covered in goosebumps. Joseph saw his reflection and the sky full of stars as he gazed into Lynne’s eyes. She saw her reflection in his eyes, too.

“Should we jump in?”

Now that Joseph had let go of his reservations, he was feeling horny. His dick was rock hard, and he had a sexy woman in his arms. “Sure,” he said as Lynne held his dick and he cupped her pussy.

They broke their position. Lynne led them to the dock. She glanced over her shoulder, sending Joseph a devilish smile, before running toward the lake. She jumped into the air, tucked her legs, and cannonballed into the water.

It was so loud. Joseph became worried someone would come check on them. He covered himself, waiting for a few seconds to pass. Lynne came up for air. She seemed far from the end of the dock. “Come on,” Lynne said and waved her arms.

Joseph let out a breath and jogged down the dock. His hard dick waving from side to side was slightly uncomfortable. He hit the water. Its cold temperature would soften him in no time.

Lynne swam to Joseph. The water felt amazing on her breasts. She loved swimming naked. There was nothing more freeing. Lynne touched Joseph’s body. “What do you think?” she asked.

“We’re insane,” Joseph said as he struggled not to laugh. He couldn’t believe he was naked in a lake in the middle of the night. The woman he’d always wanted was touching him. She was as light and carefree as he remembered. He would never have done this without her, and he knew it would become one of the best memories of his life.

Lynne moved her hand along Joseph’s body until it reached his hard dick. She loved how even the cold water couldn’t stop his attraction. She kissed him on the lips. He held her as he kicked his feet.

The stars sparkled above the naked lovers. If only they knew how dangerous these local waters could be for a couple in love. Lynne and Joseph wouldn’t say the words, but the waters knew how they felt.

“Take me,” Lynne said as she wrapped her legs around Joseph. There was nothing she wanted more than to take his massive manhood. He might have been a nerd, but Lynne could tell he still liked pussy.

Joseph didn’t think. He reacted. He swam Lynne over to the dock and lifted her out of the water. Lynne touched herself as she watched Joseph pull himself out of the water. His hard body. His enormous dick. He looked like a model stepping out of the pool at a photo shoot.

Lynne lay on the wood slats, staring up to the sky. Her breasts heavy on her chest. She had one arm around them and one hand cupping her pussy. She twisted her body and looked at Joseph, who was standing above her, stroking his dick.

Joseph could have eaten Lynne she looked so good, but he wasn’t a cannibal. Instead of making food out of her, he dropped to his knees and crawled around until he was kneeling between her legs. Her pussy, with a small, perfect bush of hair, inches from his face.

“Let me see,” Joseph said and moved Lynne’s hand. She used it to touch her nipple. Pinch it. She was dripping for Joseph. They were outside and didn’t care. Joseph looked like an animal in the night as he stared at her pussy. His dick hard. Veins running through it. “Fuck, that pussy looks nice.”

“So does that dick,” Lynne said in a breathy voice as she played with her breasts.

Joseph admired Lynne’s feminine form, almost wishing he could have it for himself. Lynne had always wondered what it was like to have a dick too, and big ones like Joseph’s always made her slightly jealous. Guys with huge dicks just seemed like they had an automatic advantage in life. One less thing to worry about, Lynne thought.

Lowering his head, Joseph moved his lips toward Lynne’s labia. She was wet and shimmering like the stars. Anyone could have seen them, but Joseph didn’t care. Guys would kill to have a body and dick like his. He knew it, even though he lacked confidence. All that had disappeared as he ran his tongue in circles around Lynne’s pussy.

She moved his mouth to her clit, clapping her hands over her mouth not to scream in the middle of the night. Joseph sucked, licked, and touched her clit. He fingered her pussy, hitting her G-spot the second he curled his fingers.

Lynne couldn’t handle it another second. She pushed Joseph off of her pussy, hopped to her feet, grabbed his arm, and ran toward their cabin. They gathered up their clothing as they sprinted back to the cabin, wearing nothing.

Joseph grabbed Lynne when they crossed the doorway. He pushed her against the wall, cupping his hands around her gorgeous breasts. He put her nipple in his mouth. Lynne snaked her hands above her head, letting Joseph do whatever he wanted with her body. He moved his mouth from her breasts, to her belly button, to her pussy.

“Fuck, this pussy tastes good,” he said.

“Let me repay the favor,” Lynne said and ran her hand along the top of Joseph’s head. He got to his feet, and Lynne walked him over to the couch. She pushed him onto it, dropping to her knees. Lynne gripped Joseph’s thick rod, impressed by its weight. All she could think about was how much bigger Joseph was than his brother, Aaron, but she’d never say it. “Damn, this dick is nice.”

“Thanks,” said Joseph.

It had a tan tone, like the rest of Joseph’s body. The veins running through it as gorgeous as the cracks running through a scoop of ice cream. Joseph’s dick was her ice cream cone, and she was craving dessert. Lynne opened her mouth and suctioned her lips around Joseph’s cock.

Joseph moaned as she pressed her tongue against the thickness of his veins, moving them with the lightest pressure. His skin soft in her mouth. Joseph in another world from the wetness of her lips.

Lynne bobbed her head on Joseph’s cock, taking as much as she could in the back of her throat, but she couldn’t stop gagging on his member every time she tried to take the bottom third. It didn’t matter if she could take it in her mouth or not because she knew she’d have no problem fitting him in her pussy; once he loosened her up.

Lifting her head, Lynne stood in front of Joseph. His dick was wet and slick. Her pussy was hungry for his manhood. “Go get the condoms so you can fuck me,” she said. Her voice girlish and playful.

Joseph had never met a woman like Lynne. She knew when to take charge but how to act clueless and feminine to get what she wanted. Joseph went and grabbed the box of condoms from the convenient store bag. She went over to the couch, where Lynne told him to hurry up and roll the condom over his dick.

“You want to do it here?” Joseph asked after he’d put the condom in place, which had taken longer than he’d hoped.

Lynne looked at the couch and considered his questions. “You’re right. Grab a towel from the bathroom,” she said. Lynne placed the towel on the floor when Joseph returned to the living room. She guided him to his knees, lying on her back below him. “Go slow.”

Joseph nodded and wiped his hand along Lynne’s pussy and stroked his cock. She provided plenty of lubrication. He pushed in his head. Her pussy was tight, but Lynne didn’t stop him. She reached around, grabbing Joseph’s ass, and guided him in deeper.

Lynne screamed without restraint. Her fingernails dug into Joseph’s ass cheeks as he stretched her pussy to its limits. She rubbed her clit, making a river of juices flow. She didn’t know if she could hold her orgasm with the intense pressure hitting her center. She moaned and hollered, loving every second of Joseph’s big dick in her hole.

“You okay?” asked Joseph, afraid he was hurting her. The few women he had fucked couldn’t handle his dick. They all said it hurt.

Lynne wasn’t one of those ladies. She nodded. “Oh, yeah, baby. I love that dick,” she said.

These words encouraged Joseph. He pushed deeper into Lynne. She took his cock. He didn’t care how much she scratched him. It felt too good. He would be her scratching post if that was what she needed to give him the pleasure he was feeling.

Neither of them would last long. They were lovers, still wet with the lake water, having sex in the moonlit room.

“Fuck, baby. I’m going to cum,” Lynne said when her fingers brushed her clit.

“Cum with me,” Joseph whispered and bent his head down to kiss Lynne’s chest.

Lynne moaned as she rubbed her clit. Joseph felt cum bubbling in his balls, ready to shoot from his cock. “Oh. My,” Lynne screamed as her body went still. Joseph held her as she gripped his back. He moved his dick the tiniest amount, making Lynne scream, but it was enough to make him cum.

“Fuck, that was good,” Lynne said as she relaxed, falling back on the towel.

Joseph pulled out of her, ripped off the condom, and tied it in a knot. Joseph scooped Lynne into his arms and carried her to the bed. They cuddled naked under the covers.

Neither knew what would happen in the morning. The feelings of change were present but covered by the moment of bliss. They drifted to sleep before the trouble began.


Chapter Five

Few people in the area believed the legends of the local waters, but Joseph and Lynne were about to become believers. They wouldn’t know it upon waking up, but the waters provided a gift to the purest of lovers. Two souls who were meant to share a life together. What better way to know one’s lover than to spend some time in his or her shoes?

Lynne tossed and turned. She felt like she had heartburn, which never happened to her. She could eat pasta with a tomato sauce and meat accompanied by a glass of red wine and feel nothing, but she wasn’t in her body anymore. Joseph often had heartburn.

Joseph was sleeping harder than he had in ages. His body relaxed, as though there wasn’t a care in the world. Lynne always got enough sleep. She’d been gifted with a body she would soon miss, but there were other benefits to her new masculine form. Joseph had an enormous dick, which Lynne now possessed.

Allowing her eyes to flutter open, Lynne realized there was a major problem. Her dick was rock hard. She screamed. Her voice deeper than she’d ever heard it. Joseph’s eyes popped open, and he rolled out of bed onto the floor. Looking down, Joseph saw his feminine body for the first time. He stared, no longer even registering Lynne’s screams.

“What is the world?” Lynne screamed in a voice that sounded like Joseph’s own. The one he heard in recordings of himself; a sound that would make any normal human cringe. “What happened to me? You!” Lynne yelled and pointed at Joseph.

Joseph didn’t know what to say. He’d woken up in the wrong body too, but there was an accusatory expression on Lynne’s face. His face. She needed to shave it before they went out today. He was hoping she wouldn’t leave any marks, but then he looked down at his legs. Would he have to shave those? They looked like they’d need it in a day or two.

Every detail was coming into focus for Joseph. The feeling of a pussy between his legs instead of his monster cock. Lynne didn’t know how Joseph carried it around all day, but then she remembered her breasts. Those were worse, and nobody really cared about breast sizes. Not like dicks.

Joseph shrugged. His blonde hair touching his shoulders. “What? I didn’t do anything,” Joseph said and threw up his arms. It wasn’t his choice to wake up as a woman. He had no idea how it’d happened, but Lynne had a suspicion. Theresa flickered through her mind. She’d been mysterious, hadn’t she? As soon as the thought came, it left. She felt ridiculous for thinking anyone would believe her.

She’d never believed the rumors of the waters, and now it was too late. Lynne was living in Joseph’s body, which was far hairy than she liked to keep herself.

Joseph was living in Lynne’s body and felt like the most beautiful woman in the world. He wondered what it’d be like walking around as Lynne. Would every man stop what he was doing just to get a better look?

“Joseph,” Lynne said. “What are we going to do?”

He didn’t know, so he shrugged. His breasts were heavy. How did Lynne walk around with these all the time? He had so much to learn about being a woman. If he thought about it for more than a couple seconds, the reality of his situation overwhelmed him. “We’re already here, Lynne. I don’t know what we can do. Why don’t we just enjoy it and hope we change back tomorrow morning?” he asked, wondering when he had become so chill.

Lynne slapped her hand on the bed. “How do you expect me to do that? I want my body back! Now!”

Joseph stood. They were both still naked from last night, and he felt exposed as Lynne looked at his feminine body with the most jealous eyes he’d ever seen. Joseph rubbed his dainty hand along Lynne’s manly back, not sure of what to say or how to act.

“I can’t believe the rumors are true,” Lynne said. “I’ve swum in the waters with people so many times in my life, and this has never happened.”

People had heard whispers of changing bodies. They didn’t know it had to do with love. Most people thought the waters could make a lucky few younger, but even that was laughed at as fake. Only true lovers could make it to the other end of this journey in one piece.

Joseph placed his hand on Lynne’s leg, glancing into her eyes. “Lynne, please. You don’t have to worry. I’m here with you,” he said.

She nodded, but nothing could comfort her. She had been stripped of her femininity. As amazing as Joseph’s body was, she was already missing her own.

Joseph couldn’t say the same. He was so curious about his new body. He wanted to touch himself in the shower. Use a compact mirror to stare at his vagina. He’d seen it last night, but it’d be so much better to examine it through a mirror; preferably behind a closed door without Lynne in the room. Joseph wasn’t sure if Lynne would like to watch him play with the pussy that had been hers only last night.

As much as Lynne wanted to rip the skin from Joseph, she had to stay positive. She had to keep herself sane. Nobody would understand or believe them if they tried to explain the truth. Lynne sighed, “would you mind giving me some alone time? Take a shower or something?”

“Then we’ll enjoy the retreat?”

Lynne nodded. She wasn’t sure they would wake up in their old bodies the next day, but she had to be hopeful. She had to stay positive or risk being captured by a spiral of doubt and negativity. As much as she hated waking up in Joseph’s body, she had to think it had happened for a reason. Maybe the water selected its victims with purpose. Lynne felt like she was losing her mind, so she took a deep breath, listening to the sound of the running water behind the closed bathroom door.

Standing from the bed, Lynne walked over to the window. She had a sheet wrapped around her naked body; tucked under her armpits as though she had breasts to hide and not a manly chest. She could see Theresa doing something by the main cabin. It looked like she was arranging chopped wood, but Lynne couldn’t be sure. It was too far away.

In the shower, Joseph was in awe of his new feminine body. He squeezed his breasts, amazed by their plush softness. He ran his hands along his thin body. Joseph felt like he was violating Lynne as he moved his fingers to the pussy that was now his. He touched himself lightly, activating his clitoris. Joseph bit his bottom lip and used his arm to support himself as his left hand played with his sensitive pussy.

As a man, Joseph had never wanted dick, but he was craving one now. Joseph had nothing against gay guys, but Joseph was straight, and he wasn’t a confident straight guy at that. It hadn’t mattered how big his dick was, seducing women had always been a weakness of Joseph’s.

Meeting Lynne again after the years had been sheer luck. Now, she had Joseph’s body, but he didn’t mind it too much.

Lynne knocked on the bathroom door. Joseph moved his hand away from his pussy, aware that he hadn’t even touched shampoo or a bar of soap. How long had passed? “Joseph, can you hurry, please? I have to pee,” she said.

“Uh, you can come in and pee if you want,” he said. There wasn’t a lock on the door, and it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen himself naked before.

Lynne opened the door, wearing a sheet around her body. It was tucked under armpits like women wore towels when they got out the shower. Lynne looked at Joseph, who had the curtain pulled around his body. Her body. It was all too bizarre.

“This is fucked up,” Lynne said as she looked into the blue eyes that had been hers. It was like looking in a mirror.

“Let’s make the best of it,” Joseph said, trying to stay positive for the both of them. “Go pee, and then you can take a shower. I want to kayak. We didn’t come all the way here for nothing.”

“Fine,” Lynne said and dropped the sheet to the ground. Her dick looked huge, even when it was soft. Just looking at Lynne’s dick made Joseph’s body stir with desire. It was a strange sensation, but Joseph couldn’t deny it. He wanted his old dick. He wanted to know what it felt like to get fucked as a woman.

Lynne held her dick, standing at the toilet. She had almost sat down but then remembered men didn’t have to sit to pee. Maybe being a man wasn’t so bad after all, Lynne thought as a stream of urine left her dick. She shook her dick. Its length and girth made her feel like a king. She wanted to buy a pair of tight straight-leg jeans to showcase her manhood. Lynne picked up the sheet, wrapped it around her waist, and tucked it in itself. She glanced at her muscular body in the mirror before stepping out of the bathroom.

Joseph turned off the shower. He wrapped a towel around his body in the same way Lynne had the sheet when she walked into the bathroom. When Joseph entered the main room, Lynne was sitting on the bed, moving her dick from side to side. Joseph resisted the urge to climb onto the bed and give Lynne a blow job.

“Take a shower and let’s go?” asked Joseph.

“Yeah. Make sure you put on sunscreen,” she said as she walked into the bathroom without a sheet or towel or anything to cover her body. Her hairy legs. Her firm ass.

Lynne stroked her cock in the shower, taking herself to the edge of an orgasm. She turned off the water after washing and rinsing her body with soap. She stepped out of the shower and smiled at herself in the mirror. It was going to be a good day, even if it hadn’t started as one.

♦

Lynne had more strength than she’d ever known as she paddled her kayak. Theresa had been so sweet when she gave them a pair of kayaks to explore the lake. It was a lot bigger than Lynne would have thought. There were cabins sparsely placed around the land. Theresa explained that it was owned and shared by a few families, but Theresa and Gary were the ones who ran the retreat.

Joseph felt weak, even though Lynne had a strong body. She was yards ahead of him, and he couldn’t catch up to save his life. He wasn’t used to the differences in their bodies. Lynne looked over her shoulder and beamed. Joseph hated how he found her crazy attractive, even though she was in his old body. It was as though Joseph was the same person he’d always been, yet insanely different.

“Having troubles back there?” Lynne asked. Her voice rough and rugged. She could get used to having this muscular body and big dick, even though she still wanted her old body back. She missed her perky breasts. Her blonde hair. The way men would look at her when she wore a dress with cleavage. Men were handsome, even gorgeous at times, but there was nothing more fabulous than being a woman with confidence.

“You would know,” called Joseph. “You like those muscles?”

“Yeah, they’re nice,” Lynne said. She lifted her arm and flexed it. She wondered how long Joseph spent in the gym to maintain his body and if she could ever keep it how it was today. “You don’t think your muscles are enough?”

Joseph flexed his feminine biceps. They were big, but they were what had as a man. “Why don’t you be a gentleman and wait for me to catch up?” Joseph asked. He was tired of paddling his ass off just for Lynne to leave him behind. The sun was hot, and his skin felt like it was on fire.

Lynne stopped paddling, and Joseph caught up to her after a few minutes, but he was tired of kayaking. They were far from their cabin. Joseph wished he could grow wings to fly back, but even that sounded exhausting. There was a bank to the right ahead of them. “Can we paddle to that and take a break?” Joseph asked, pointing ahead. He wished they would have taken a double kayak so Lynne could do all the work with her muscular arms.

“Sure,” she said.

They took their time paddling to the bank. Lynne reached it first, got out of her kayak, and pulled Joseph to the shore. He felt like a princess being saved by her prince. Why did Lynne look so damn sexy in his old body?

“Everything okay?” Lynne asked as she held Joseph’s hand. They were standing on the soft grass feet from the river’s edge. Their kayaks rested on the grass next to them. Lynne took Joseph’s hand and placed it against her chest.

Joseph’s center stirred. Things were happening between his legs he’d never expected from such a simple gesture. “Yeah, that was exhausting,” he said. “I’m used to those big boys,” Joseph said and slapped Lynne’s arm with his right hand.

“I get it,” Lynne said. Her gaze was intense. Passionate. Lynne could feel herself becoming more attracted to Joseph’s feminine form. She wasn’t sure what it’d be like to make love to her old body, but part of her wanted to try. Part of her couldn’t imagine passing up the opportunity. “Do you want me to rub sunscreen on your back?”

Just hearing Lynne say those words made Joseph want to cry tears of joy. Joseph nodded and pulled his blonde hair over his shoulder. “My shoulders are burning,” he said.

“Yeah, I’m a lot fairer than you are,” Lynne said as she dug through the bag they’d packed for sunscreen. They were sitting in the grass under a tree for shade. The sun was high in the sky, and they were far from their cabin. Lynne squeezed sunscreen into her hands, rubbing it on Joseph’s shoulders.

Joseph closed his eyes, savoring the feeling of cold cream gliding across his skin. Lynne was using her fingers. Joseph’s center stirred with pleasure and desire as Lynne worked to make sure he was safe from the sun’s deadly rays. He could have turned around, pushed Lynne to the ground, and rode her dick. He didn’t care if it was his old body because it was still her beneath the exterior. She was sweet, gentle, and the only person Joseph needed in his life.

“There, I think I got everything,” she said. Lynne passed Joseph the sunscreen. He rubbed it on his arms and legs before asking, “do you want me to do your back?”

“Okay,” Lynne said and turned her back to Joseph. Joseph got on his knees. His breasts swayed lightly as he repositioned himself behind Lynne. Joseph tossed his hair back as he opened the sunscreen and squirted some into the palm of his left hand. He rubbed his hands together and applied the sunscreen on Lynne’s back.

Tracing the dips and crests of muscles, Joseph covered Lynne’s back with the protective cream. He massaged her shoulders. It was all so sensual. It was as though Joseph had never touched his old body. As though he hadn’t spent his entire life until that morning living in it.

What he was feeling in his new feminine body was too real. Too raw. He squeezed his legs together to counter the overwhelming sense of pleasure. Pressure building in his center just from rubbing each other with sunscreen, but there was something incredibly intimate about the touch.

Lynne got to her knees and turned to Joseph. The separation of his breasts perfect and hard to ignore. “You’re beautiful,” she said. Lynne reached out and touched the exposed part of Joseph’s waistline. He was wearing the same one-piece bathing suit she’d been wearing when they went skinny dipping.

“So are you,” Joseph said and ran his hand along the muscles he’d spent so long developing. Every day at the gym had been worth it because Joseph wanted nothing more than to undress Lynne and take her dick. His pussy was craving dick. The emptiness he felt was crushing, and Lynne fucking him was the only thing that would satisfy him. “Should we get out of here?” Joseph asked. The sun was high in the sky, but they still had to kayak back to their cabin.

“I’m ready,” Lynne said. “Do you want to get a head start?”

“Hey, it’s not my fault I’m a woman now,” Joseph said and moved his body closer to Lynne’s. His arms wrapped around the back of Lynne’s neck. Her hands on Joseph’s waist.

“What does being a woman have to do with it?” Lynne asked in a husky whisper.

She leaned in for a kiss. Joseph closed his eyes and met her lips. He could feel her dick growing under her swim trunks. It was so big and heavy. How would Joseph ever fit Lynne in his pussy? It had been so tight and small when he was playing with himself in the shower. He didn’t know how Lynne had taken him last night, but Joseph wanted to find out. What if he woke up back in his old body and never had the chance again?

Joseph broke the kiss, leaning back to stare at Lynne. He could see her in his old eyes. Even if they had switched bodies, they were still themselves… mostly.

“Are you going to help me get started?” Joseph asked and glanced at the kayaks.

Lynne nodded. Joseph grabbed his kayak and walked it into the water. The lake became deep a few feet off the shore, but there was enough shallow water to get in the kayak. Lynne held Joseph’s hand as he got in the kayak. Lynne pushed Joseph away from the shore. Joseph paddled as fast as he could toward the cabin.

Taking her time, Lynne watched Joseph paddle like a madwoman. She smiled to herself as she got in the kayak. Joseph was far ahead of her, but Lynne wasn’t worried. If Joseph wanted to win, she would let him.

That didn’t stop her from catching up by the time they got near the cabin, but she let Joseph pull ahead at the end.

“How was the trip?” Theresa asked as she took the kayaks from them.

“Fantastic,” Lynne said. “Would you like me to pay for the rental now?”

“Sure, if you’d like,” Theresa said and gestured toward the main cabin where she and Gary lived. They had the office there too.

“I’ll catch up,” Lynne said and kissed Joseph.

Joseph smiled and turned toward the cabin as Lynne followed Theresa. Joseph was walking back to their cabin and noticed someone walking his way. An older man who wasn’t wearing a shirt, and he didn’t look nearly as good as Lynne. He had thick chest and back hair. A beer gut. He had spectacular green eyes, but they looked eager.

“Hey,” he called, making Joseph wish he could become invisible. What could this man possibly want?

Joseph raised his hand and waved. He waited until he was only a few feet from the man to say “hello.”

“Theresa mentioned a couple had come in last night. You all missed breakfast this morning,” he said. His eyes moved up and down Joseph’s body, making him uncomfortable and shift on his feet.

“Yeah,” Joseph said. They had planned on going to breakfast until they woke up in the wrong body. Joseph had forgotten all about it. They had brought granola bars and snacks too, so they forgot all about breakfast. “We got a late start today.”

“Oh, I bet,” the man said in the most perverted voice Joseph had ever heard. “Young couples have all the energy in the world.”

“Yeah,” Joseph said in a blase voice.

“I’m Keith,” the man said and put out his hand as though he wanted to shake Joseph’s hand, but Keith’s hand touched Joseph’s exposed waistline instead.

Joseph coughed without covering his mouth. Keith backed up, saying “sorry. I didn’t mean to do that,” he said.

“Right,” said Joseph. Was it like this for women everywhere? Joseph was a hot blonde. Maybe things hadn’t always been as easy for Lynne as a woman like Joseph had thought. “If you’ll excuse me,” Joseph said and stepped past Keith.

Keith reached for Joseph’s hand, but he slapped away Keith’s hand. “What’s your name?” he asked.

“As though I’d tell scum like you,” Joseph said. He wanted to kick Keith in the balls. “You’re lucky I don’t walk down to the cabin where you’re staying to tell your wife how disgusting you are.”

“Not surprising a woman who looks like you is such a bitch,” Keith said and marched up to the side of the main cabin where Theresa and Gary kept bundles of wood. Joseph’s cheeks flinched with anger, but he asked himself what Lynne would do if she encountered a gross man like Keith.

She would probably flip her hair, put a hand on her hip, and sashay to the cabin, so that was exactly what Joseph did. He didn’t even look back to see if Keith was watching.


Chapter Six

“What a pervert,” Lynne said as she listened to Joseph tell her what happened. “I can’t believe he’d do that.”

“Has anything like that happened to you?” Joseph asked. He was still rather traumatized by how Keith had touched him and looked at him with a forceful, hungry gaze.

Lynne waved her hand in the air, looking rather feminine in her masculine body. “Oh, yes. It was terrible when I used to go to the bar every weekend,” she said. “Most guys aren’t as bad as Keith sounds, but it happens.”

Joseph had never had a woman act as aggressively toward him as Keith did. “It was disgusting,” he said.

Lynne shrugged. “It is what it is. What should we eat tonight?”

“Do you want to drive into town and get some food?” asked Joseph. He would never eat from a drive-thru this much back home, but they were on vacation and having a good time.

“We’re so bad,” Lynne said as she slapped Joseph’s shoulder lightly. “We just had fast food yesterday.”

“I know. Just because we’re on vacation,” he said, moving his body toward Lynne’s and looking into her eyes, batting his lashes.

“Fine,” Lynne said. “But I’m driving.”

“Deal,” Joseph said and stood. They still needed to change out of their swimming suits.

Joseph grabbed a navy summer dress from Lynne’s suitcase and took it to the bathroom with a fresh pair of white panties and matching bra. As Joseph held the women’s clothing in his hands, he wondered if this would become his reality.

The chance he wouldn’t turn back to his masculine self was sinking in and frightening him. How would he ever adjust? His job. His money and credit. Joseph didn’t want to work in a hotel, and Lynne felt the same about becoming a chemist. How boring.

Joseph slipped into the white panties, looking at his topless self in the mirror. Maybe living as a woman wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world, especially one as beautiful as Lynne. Maybe they could make it work. This experience had bonded them for life, even if they went back to their old bodies.

“Everything okay in there?” Lynne asked. She spoke differently than Joseph used to, even if she had the voice he used to possess. She was already making his old body hers.

Joseph didn’t know if he could put the bra on himself, so he opened the door, and Lynne stepped inside. She didn’t look shocked to see him naked. “You need help with that?”

Joseph nodded, handing the bra to Lynne. She gave him a quick tutorial and had him try himself. Joseph got it on the second attempt. They laughed at how Joseph had struggled. “This is pretty crazy,” Joseph said in a depressed voice. He sighed and leaned against the bathroom sink, facing Lynne.

Her eyes grew darker. She looked at Joseph, missing her old body. Lynne always tried to live her life without remorse. She tried to keep her head high, but living outside of her body was becoming strange. She didn’t know if they would wake up in the right ones again. She could only hope they did. Lynne grabbed Joseph’s feminine hands, wrapping her large ones around them. She conveyed her message of hope.

“I know,” said Joseph. He couldn’t let the darkness hold him any longer. “Let’s get food and some booze. We need to drink away our fear.”

“Your new body probably can’t handle as much as you’re used to,” she said and wrapped her arms around Joseph. “We have to stay classy and calm.”

“You’re right,” he said. “Help me with the dress?”

Lynne nodded and grabbed the navy dress Joseph had hanging over the shower rod. Joseph lifted his arms, and Lynne slid the dress onto his body. It had buttons on the front. Joseph fastened them and moved his hips from side to side, staring at himself in the mirror. His blonde hair. His breasts. It was all beginning to feel too real, like he had always had this body.

Lynne looked sexy standing behind him. Her rugged features. Masculine, handsome, and seductive. Joseph still wanted to know what it was like to get fucked as a woman.

Lynne had little trouble slipping on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt. Joseph didn’t have the most extravagant wardrobe, and Lynne was already thinking of different men’s clothing she could buy. What would look good on her broad shoulders? What would compliment her dark brown eyes?

Joseph waited for Lynne by the door as she double checked she had everything. They rode into town. Lynne turned into a drive-thru. They ordered salads with chicken tenders and ice cream for dessert.

Sitting in the parking lot of the fast-food restaurant, they ate their dessert first. They couldn’t let the ice cream melt before they got back to the cabin, and the weather was incredible for sitting outside. It wasn’t too hot. The sun lingered in the sky, refusing to drop from the horizon. The sky was a painting of pinks, purples, and oranges. A perfect summer evening.

For a tiny town, the parking lot seemed to teem with people. Everyone wanted ice cream. Who could blame them?

As crazy as Lynne and Joseph felt, nobody noticed any different. They were just a man and woman sitting on the trunk of their car. Lynne had fed Joseph a bite of hers. Joseph fed her a bite of his. She had peanut butter and chocolate mixed into hers. He had strawberries.

Lynne set her ice cream to the side. Joseph turned his attention to her. She lifted her hand, running her fingers through Joseph’s blonde hair. It was her hair, but it wasn’t. Lynne was feeling more like a man by the minute. With her confidence and the physical attributes she’d inherited from Joseph, Lynne was positive she could take over the world, even though she wanted to wake up in her old body.

“Joseph,” Lynne said in a soft voice.

“Yeah?” he asked, raising his hand to hold Lynne’s.

“Whatever happens, we’re in this together,” she said.

Joseph nodded. He looked nervous, but Lynne meant what she said. She would never leave his side as long as they were like this, and even if they weren’t. She wanted Joseph in her life. “I’m scared,” he said.

“Me too,” she admitted.

Joseph didn’t want to feel weak, but he’d never felt more without control in his life. He didn’t know what had made him and Lynne switch bodies, but it opened his eyes to the possibilities of the world. “We should eat these salads in front of the TV,” Joseph said and patted his hand on the takeout bag.

“Yeah, let’s get out of here. I’m ready,” she said.

They had to stop for gas on the way out of town. Joseph watched Lynne do everything. She seemed comfortable in her masculine body. Joseph wished he could say the same. Lynne got back in the car and drove them to the cabin.

They turned on the television and ate their salads as the sky darkened outside the cabin. It was like the sun had disappeared when they stopped needing it.

♦

Lynne and Joseph found themselves on the front porch a couple hours after they’d eaten. They watched the stars dance on the water. Fish making the occasional ripple in the waves. Neither wanted to skinny dip, but Joseph still wanted to know what sex felt like as a woman. He was a nervous wreck, but their time could be ending.

Joseph reached his hand across the table separating them, placing it on Lynne’s exposed thigh. Joseph couldn’t believe how attracted he was to his old body. How much he wanted Lynne to fuck him as he had her. Last night felt like a lifetime ago.

Lynne took Joseph’s hand in hers, looking at him in the eyes. They had built a fire in the fire pit at the edge of the porch. Reflections of the dancing flames visible in their eyes. Neither had to speak. They both wanted the same thing. Lynne had been wondering what it’d be like to fuck a pussy all day.

Her dick was huge, and she wanted to use it before she never had the chance. It didn’t matter that Joseph had her old body. She didn’t care that she had his. They were two bodies, one soul. Lynne knew she would spend the rest of her life with Joseph, so why did it matter which body they had?

Lynne knew there would be logistics like work and bills and things, but spouses shared everything. They could showcase their natural aptitudes and switch jobs or something. Move to a new city. Science needed more women. Lynne knew they would be able to figure out whatever problem they faced.

Joseph stood from his chair and stepped over to Lynne, sitting on her lap. His blonde hair fell into his face as he leaned forward to kiss her. Joseph noticed no difference from the last night. Their lips were one. Their bodies were one. He may have become a woman, but he was still Lynne’s mate. Joseph knew she hadn’t been lying when she said she’d always be by his side.

“Lynne, I know we just started hanging out, but you mean a lot to me.”

“I can’t imagine my life without you, Joseph. You mean everything. You are my heart,” she said, staring into his eyes. Her dark eyes full of soul. Lynne was holding Joseph by the small of his back. Joseph kissed Lynne. She moved her hand up his back to the back of his head, pulling him in for a deeper kiss.

Joseph moaned against Lynne’s powerful tongue. He could feel his panties getting wet from the sensation of Lynne’s strong muscles flexing against his body. Joseph crossed his legs, moving his hands to the back of Lynne’s head. He snaked them into her thick, dark brown hair.

Their kiss intensified. Joseph couldn’t wait any longer. He broke away from Lynne, staring at her face, surprised by how electrified his body felt. By how badly he wanted to get Lynne naked and sit on her dick. Joseph grabbed Lynne’s hand, hopped to his feet, and led her to the door.

They stepped inside, turning off the lights. Joseph slammed Lynne against the wall, pressing his face against hers. She was taller than him. Stronger. So masculine and delicious.

Lynne grabbed Joseph’s plump ass. She lifted him into her muscular arms, kissing him as hard as he was kissing her. She loved the feeling of his fingers running through her hair. She didn’t care when Joseph’s blonde hair fell into his face, breaking up their kiss for micro moments.

“You want me to fuck you?” Lynne asked when Joseph moved his head back to take a breath. He was still in Lynne’s arms. His legs wrapped around her thick waist.

Joseph nodded. His breasts bounced as Lynne readjusted his thin body. “Please, fuck me,” he said in a slutty voice.

Lynne’s dick jumped. “Say it again,” she said.

“Fuck me. Please,” Joseph said in a soft voice.

Holding Joseph, Lynne walked across the cabin to the bed. She threw Joseph onto it and watched his breasts bounce. She unbuttoned her pants, stepping toward the bed. Lynne felt dominant and hungry for pussy. Hungry for a hole to bury her cock. Maybe it was the testosterone running through her veins. She didn’t know what it was, but all she felt was a primal urge to ravish Joseph.

Lifting up the hem of Joseph’s dress, Lynne noticed how wet his panties were for her. “Damn,” Lynne said as she looked at Joseph’s wetness. His desire as clear as her hard dick. Lynne pulled down her zipper, dropped her jeans and underwear to the ground, and held her hard dick. She stroked it lightly, sensations of pleasure coursing through her body.

Lynne never would have imagined eating a pussy yesterday, but now she needed a taste. Joseph’s womanhood looked too delicious. Lynne squatted at the end of the bed. She pulled off Joseph’s panties.

Joseph took deep, heavy breaths as he tried to calm his anticipation. He was excited and afraid of everything he was feeing. Each of Lynne’s touches was a shock of joy. A burst, like popping gum or a rocket lifting into the air.

When Lynne’s mouth made contact with Joseph’s labia, he could have melted into the bed and never returned. Each movement of Lynne’s tongue made Joseph want to whimper. He wasn’t sure if it was torture or pleasure it felt so good. Joseph found himself in a fit of laughter to cope.

“What’s funny?”

“Oh, shit,” Joseph said as though he was finally coming down from a high. “It feels so good.”

“You haven’t even had the best part yet,” Lynne said, looking at Joseph’s clit who’d come out to play.

“Best part? What could be—?”

Lynne pressed her tongue against Joseph’s clit, which stripped the words from his mouth. He could barely breathe. He gripped the sheets below him, trying to hold on to any sense of reality. Lynne didn’t give up as she held Joseph’s legs with her arms. She moved him closer to her mouth, covering her face with his juices. He tasted sweet, and she was hungry.

“Fuck,” Joseph screamed as his body began to emit droplets of sweat. He couldn’t feel anything but the growing heat and intensity in his center. He was sure it was an orgasm, begging to release from his body. Joseph opened his mouth. Droplets of sound escaped him as Lynne’s tongue worked its magic on his clit.

Giving Joseph a break, Lynne broke contact with his pussy. She needed a breath. He was a river running into her mouth. She loved it, and her dick was throbbing. It was begging her to bury it in Joseph’s cave.

Lynne stood, staring at Joseph on the end of the bed. The cabin dark around them. Lynne rubbed her six-pack abs, cupping her dick with her other hand. Her balls heavy. Lynne’s memories blurred, and natural instinct took over. She held her cock with an open hand, spat on it, and rubbed it.

Joseph, lying on the bed, looked at Lynne’s masculine body. She had more confidence in it than he ever had and looked irresistible. Joseph spread his legs, reaching between them to rub his pussy.

Lynne narrowed her eyes as Joseph played with his pussy for her viewing. “Spread those lips,” she said.

Joseph bit his bottom lip and used two fingers to spread his pussy lips. Lynne got back to her knees and stuck her tongue into Joseph’s opening. She fucked him with her tongue. Lynne spat on her right hand and stuck two fingers into Joseph, quickly increasing to three.

Joseph moaned as Lynne fucked him with her fingers. She knew exactly what his body needed, and he wasn’t sure he could hold an orgasm until Lynne fucked him with her dick, but he was trying. Desperately ignoring the overwhelming sensations in his center. He was seconds from losing himself when Lynne pulled out.

“Don’t cum yet,” she said. “Take a breath.”

Joseph exhaled, not realizing he hadn’t been breathing. Not realizing anything but the pleasure/pain circulating his body. He still couldn’t decide if it was torture or the single best thing he’d ever experienced, even though he knew the latter was true. The only pain came from not releasing, but he needed Lynne’s dick first.

“Fuck me,” he said. “I need to feel that dick inside me.”

“We might only have tonight,” she said.

“We can’t miss this opportunity,” Joseph agreed as his body relaxed. It was like the low point of a rainstorm. Joseph knew there was more to come.

Lynne stroked her dick as she walked to the other side of the room for the box of condoms they’d bought the day before. Everything that’d happened in the past day blew her mind. Rolling a condom over her dick took her back to where she’d been the night before, skinny dipping with Joseph in a lake of stars.

This weekend was one of the best she’d ever had. She didn’t want it to end, but nothing lasted forever. Lynne shook away thoughts of the future and returned to the present, rolling a condom over her dick.

Lynne told Joseph to stand from the bed and led him over to a chair in the main room. They had the blinds open. Stars lit the night. No matter how dark it was, Lynne and Joseph could still sense each other. See each other when there wasn’t a cloud rolling through the sky.

Lynne sat in the wooden chair, naked and erect, moving Joseph’s feminine body close to her. “Sit on it, so you can control the speed,” she said.

Joseph nodded, staring down at the outline of Lynne’s dick. It looked so huge now that Joseph was about to put it in his body. “Did you use lube?”

Lynne smirked, lifting her hand to Joseph’s pussy. He was still wet like a leaking hose. She ran her hand along Joseph’s pussy, rubbing the wetness on her dick. Lynne pressed against Joseph’s womanhood and pulled, encouraging him to move closer to the chair.

“You have all the lube you need right here,” she said. She was stroking her dick with Joseph’s juices, desperate to feel inside of him. Lynne moved her hand from Joseph’s pussy to his right breast, lifting it in her hand. She used her other hand to squeeze Joseph’s left ass cheek. She pressed her face against his stomach.

Her dick was jumping with anticipation as she touched Joseph’s feminine body. “It’s okay, Joseph.”

Joseph was paralyzed in the moment, desperate to take Lynne’s dick but too afraid to move. He exhaled again. He shook off the doubt he was feeling and touched his pussy, awakening his desire.

Joseph stepped forward and stood with a leg on each side of Lynne. She looked into his eyes as her hands rested on his sides. Joseph lowered his hips, taking deep breaths as he closed the space between his pussy and her dick.

Lynne was breathing heavily as Joseph moved to her dick. When he swallowed her head with his pussy, she squeezed his sides. Lynne put her mouth on Joseph’s nipple and sucked as he lowered himself onto her member. She lifted her hand from Joseph’s side to his breast, squeezing one and sucking the other.

Joseph could have screamed out when he first felt Lynne’s dick enter his body, but his pussy walls were quickly adjusting to her size. Joseph was soaking wet and providing all the lubrication they needed. He couldn’t believe how amazing it felt to have a dick in his body. It was the best thing that’d ever happened to him, and her mouth on his nipple was the second. Joseph was coming undone and didn’t care if he was ever put back together.

Lynne dropped Joseph’s breast and looked into his eyes. They stared at each other as Lynne moved her hands to his sides, taking control over the fucking now that Joseph’s pussy was becoming nice and loose. “Fuck, that pussy feels good,” Lynne said as she slowly rocked her hips to move her dick in and out of Joseph’s hole.

Joseph stared at Lynne’s dick sliding in and out of his pussy. He reached down, pressing his fingers at his opening to feel the top of Lynne’s slick cock. He moved his fingers, parting them over his pussy, forming a bridge over Lynne’s river of a cock.

“Damn, Joseph. That’s hot,” Lynne said as she stared at Joseph’s fingers around her dick. He was a little slut, and Lynne loved it. “You like this dick?”

“Mhm,” Joseph said, nodding and biting his lip. His blonde hair covered half of his face. His breasts bounced and swayed with each thrust of Lynne’s cock.

Lynne ran her arms up Joseph’s back and lifted him. She held him against her body, her dick still deep in him, and walked over to the wall where the moonlight didn’t reach. She pressed Joseph against the wall. Lynne moved his hands above his head and licked his feminine chest.

Lynne fucked Joseph hard for thirty seconds until he fell forward against her. She held him close for a few seconds before lowering his body with her arms and holding him as she fucked him; pounding his hole with long thrusts. Watching his breasts move like crazy.

Joseph panted as Lynne pounded his hole. His eyes rolled into the back of his head as he tried to ignore the coming orgasm. It was too much. Too intense. Too incredible. Joseph had to cum.

Joseph pointed to the bed as he was unable to form words from Lynne’s incredible dick. She walked over to the bed without her dick falling out and lowered him to it. “You ready to cum?” she asked.

Joseph nodded.

“Cum for me,” she said and sank her dick all the way into him until her pelvis was touching his hole. Joseph’s eyes went wide, unable to believe how deep Lynne had gone. Her hand surprised him when it touched his trembling clit.

He wouldn’t last another second. His neck folded as his back arched, so that the top of his head was on the sheet. Lynne’s slippery fingers tracing circles around his sensitive button as she fucked him slowly with the top third of her dick.

“Oh. My. Guh. Guh. Ahhh,” Joseph screamed as his body exploded, squirting on Lynne’s dick. Contracting against it.

Lynne was still fucking him, and it was the most intense thing he’d ever experienced. His body was in another world. He was being dipped in a bath of bliss. “Ride it to a second one,” Lynne said, placing her fingers back on Joseph’s clit to work their magic.

It was like going down the second free fall on a roller coaster after going up a small hill. Joseph hollered as the second orgasm came. He panted and shook, unable to believe he’d just experienced the most amazing orgasm of his life.

Lynne pulled out and ripped off her condom and beat her dick as she stared at the outline of Joseph’s sweaty figure. Lynne walked around to the other side of the bed as she stroked her dick and climbed on it next to Joseph. Her balls tightened as cum rushed to her tip, spraying onto Joseph’s chest.

Joseph moaned as the hot seed covered him. He rubbed it into his breasts and accepted Lynne’s kiss as she bent down to meet his lips. Lynne collapsed by his side. Her dick leaked cum as it jumped and softened. Joseph touched his pussy, still in shock by how amazing it’d been to have Lynne fuck him.

They cuddled in the euphoria of the orgasm. They would eventually get up to shower and pass out again. Neither knew what tomorrow would hold, but they didn’t care as long as they had one another.


Chapter Seven

Another day, another sunrise. Birds waking up to fill the retreat with beautiful melodies. Eyelids fluttering open, but would Joseph and Lynne like what they saw?

“Shit,” Lynne said as she looked down at her naked body. She was still a man. Joseph lay next to her. He was as womanly as he’d been the night before. “Joseph, wake up. We’re still in the wrong bodies.” Lynne always tried to stay cool and breezy in life, but this ordeal was testing her limits. She had to get back to work tomorrow and didn’t really want to explain to the owner of Hilltop Hotel what’d happened. Would anyone even believe her? People laughed at the myth.

Joseph stirred, slowly opening his eyes. Lynne saw the disappointment cross his expression when he looked at her in his old body. It had only lasted a second, but Lynne saw it. She had no idea how to fix the problem.

Reaching out his hand, Joseph took Lynne’s in his. “Morning,” he said. His voice feminine and radiant, like the sunlight streaming in through the window.

“Hey,” Lynne said. She pulled her knees to her chest. She could smell bacon being cooked in the main cabin. People must have been there eating breakfast. “Should we at least get something to eat today?”

“You mean sit in the same room as that pervert Keith?” Joseph asked. He’d been so disgusted by how Keith had touched him, but his stomach was growling.

Lynne shrugged. She knew guys like Keith were scum, but they had to return to reality soon. Make a plan. Lynne rubbed her jawline, feeling how full of fuzz it was. “Guess I need to shave, huh?”

“Wouldn’t hurt,” Joseph said. Then he saw his legs. They desperately needed attention. “Looks like we could both use a razor,” Joseph said and rubbed his bristly legs.

“You want to go first?” she asked. Joseph shook his head. Lynne nodded and went to the bathroom.

Joseph wanted to stare out the window. They had a view of the lake, and it was gorgeous. The lake didn’t care that they’d switched bodies. Nor did the birds. Really, nobody in the world would care if it weren’t for all the papers and documentary proof they needed to work and live.

Gazing out the window, Joseph wondered if any of the wild creatures had experienced what he and Lynne had, or were they alone? Joseph wished he and Lynne could forget their lives as humans and morph into a pair of birds to fly around the world.

But that wasn’t possible. Lynne came out of the bathroom, looking fresh and shaved. It was his turn, so he went into the bathroom and lathered his legs with shaving cream. Joseph took delicate care as he freed his womanly legs of any hair.

Lynne sat on the edge of the bed, drying her hairy legs. She wondered if she should shave them. It was strange to have a shaved face and nothing else. She had never shaved her face in her life. Lynne stared out the window, watching the lake. She didn’t know what had changed them. She wanted to find out but didn’t know where to look.

After Joseph emerged from the bathroom, they put on a fresh outfit. Joseph wore a pair of women’s jeans and a t-shirt. Lynne had on khaki shorts and a t-shirt. They both wore tennis shoes. They looked so ordinary while feeling anything but.

“Are you sure we can do this? I feel like I could run in circles screaming for help,” Joseph said, staring at himself in the bathroom mirror. Lynne was by his side. Final touch ups before heading out to the day. Joseph still didn’t know what to think of the breasts under his shirt.

“We can do anything, Joseph,” she said. Lynne wanted to believe her own words. It was difficult.

Joseph looked over at Lynne. He could see the doubt in her eyes, even if she was wearing a smile on her face. Maybe it was the shock of a new beginning. Joseph didn’t hate his new body or his connection to Lynne. He just wanted answers, but first his stomach needed food.

“Let’s eat, and then we can figure out what to do,” he said.

Lynne nodded. They grabbed all their bags from the room, carried them out to the car, packed them, and went to the main cabin for breakfast.

♦

Keith and his family were leaving the main cabin as Joseph and Lynne were climbing the stairs. Joseph looked Keith in his eyes, resisting the urge to call him scum in front of his wife and children, but Joseph was better than that. He was better than Keith. He kept his head held high and marched right past the pervert. Lynne followed him up the stairs, leering at Keith as she passed him.

She smiled at the wife, who looked at her with a knowing gaze. Lynne laughed at herself when she saw the wife shake her head. Keith must have had bad habits.

“Welcome,” Theresa said when she opened the door. Gary was standing behind a table with a hot plate and pancake batter. He smiled at Joseph and Lynne. They hadn’t seen much of him, but he had a handsome profile. “We thought you two would skip breakfast again. Is the griddle still hot, Gary?”

He nodded. “You guys want some pancakes and bacon?”

Lynne and Joseph glanced at each other. Joseph nodded. Lynne spoke. “Yeah, sounds good. Do you have any water?”

Theresa nodded and directed them to a clean table. The main cabin was spacious with high ceilings. The main room was an office and communal area for cooking and eating. Theresa told them the older man who liked to fish had come by before the family. Sometimes the retreat would be bustling with people, but they had come at a slow time.

“How did you two enjoy the trip?” Theresa asked, joining them at the table after she had brought them water and coffee. She set her mug of coffee on the table. There was cream and sugar next to them. “I thought I heard you two splashing around in the lake a couple nights ago,” Theresa said with a smirk.

Lynne’s body flushed of all emotion. Joseph felt his cheeks growing red. Had she seen them naked and fooling around on the dock? Jumping naked into the water?

“Oh, don’t worry. Gary and I had our wild days,” Theresa said and looked at her husband through hooded eyes. They shared an intimacy so intense it permeated every drop of air in the room. “So, did you two like the cabin?”

“I thought it was amazing,” Lynne said. “The views of the lakes make me want to stay forever.”

“We thought the same thing when we first came here,” Theresa said. Gary brought over their plates of food and joined them at the table. Theresa got up to get him coffee.

“Go ahead and eat,” he said.

Theresa returned to the table with a mug and a steaming pot of coffee. She poured some into Gary’s mug before returning her attention to Lynne and Joseph. “It happened to you two, didn’t it?”

Lynne glanced at Joseph. He shrugged. He didn’t want to talk to these weirdos. Joseph looked back down at his plate as Lynne cleared her throat. “What do you mean?”

“You two switched bodies,” she said. Gary and Theresa were looking directly at them, as though they were staring into their souls.

It took a moment, but Lynne understood what message they were trying to send. “Wait, it’s not possible.”

Gary and Theresa turned toward each other before looking back and nodding. “Yes, it is. Gary and I switched bodies nearly twenty years ago. It feels like yesterday. It’s crazy how fast time flies,” she said.

Joseph placed his fork on the edge of the plate, lifting his head. “Did you two switch back?” he asked.

Gary exhaled, shaking his head. Theresa reached out and grabbed his hand. “We never did, but that doesn’t mean it’s not possible. We’ve come to believe the waters have special powers for couples who are in love. It’s an experience that’ll bond a pair for life.”

Lynne and Joseph couldn’t disagree. “Have you met others?”

They nodded. Gary spoke, “we’ve met couples like us who haven’t changed back, but we’ve met others who have. One couple, Todd and Carol, believe having sex in the same waters that caused the change is the way to turn back. We tried it once, but it didn’t work. All we have are theories.” Gary’s voice trailed to a whisper.

“Oh, don’t sound so sad, Gary. We’ve had an incredible life, and I know you love being a man sometimes.” Gary nodded to Theresa’s words. “The truth is, I don’t think it matters if couples change back or not after they experience life in the other body. Nothing is the same after it. Even Todd and Carol wish they could change again, but they’ve never had the chance.”

“Do you all see them often?”

“About once a year. They come for a week most years. We’ll sit around the fire or play cards on the balcony. They hunt for couples like us. We don’t, but we’ll offer our wisdom if we see a suspicious pair. No matter how many times it happens, most people will never believe it’s true.”

Lynne’s head hurt, and the only thing she could think to do was reach for Joseph’s hand. They held hands under the table as the reality washed over them. It was true. Even if they found a way back to their original bodies, part of Lynne would always miss being a man. The same went for Joseph.

“What do we do?” asked Lynne.

“You all will need a bathtub or small pool or something. Did you only swim in the lake?”

Joseph shook his head. The stream. What if it had been there? “No. We went to a stream.”

“I bottled up two twenty-liter jugs of lake water for you. You must go to the stream and do the same there. Get back to town, make a bath, and have sex. Swim in your filth. I don’t know if it will work, but it has before.”

Lynne and Joseph had hope, but they both felt fear. There was no way to win or lose in this situation. Both outcomes had positives and negatives, but nothing mattered as long as they stayed together.

Looking down at their linked hands, Lynne and Joseph realized how tight they were holding each other.

“Every day gets easier,” said Gary.

“The jugs of water are outside. Are you all ready to hit the road?” Theresa asked. She picked up their plates and wrapped them with foil. “You guys can take the food with you. Time is of the essence.”

Lynne and Joseph stopped holding each other to stand. They walked outside with Gary and Theresa. They packed the two 20-liter jugs of lake water in the backseat along with the two empty jugs and gave Gary and Theresa a hug. “Come visit us soon. We want to know what happens,” Theresa said.

“We will,” Lynne promised. Joseph took the keys from her and got in the driver’s seat. She sat next to him. He started the car, and they held hands all the way to Nelson Park.


Chapter Eight

“This is the turn,” Lynne said. Joseph turned down the gravel road that led to the gazebo and square parking lot they had been at only a couple days before.

They parked in the gravel parking lot. There were no other cars. Joseph looked over to Lynne. “Are you ready?” he asked.

They needed to fill two more jugs with water from the stream and then return to Wakefield to make love in his bathtub. “I guess,” she said.

Joseph nodded. Neither had spoken much about what Theresa told them at breakfast. They believed her. What else could they believe? Lynne glanced at the empty jugs in the backseat. She grabbed one before opening her door to get out. Joseph kneeled on the seat and got the other one.

They walked down the path where they’d started their journey, ending at the stream that sparkled as though it was lined with gold. It was partly cloudy that day but just as beautiful.

Lynne and Joseph sat on the edge of the stream to roll up their sleeves before jumping into the water that was about two feet deep. As Lynne was filling her 20-liter jug, she felt an overwhelming urge to tell Joseph what she was thinking.

“Joseph,” she said.

He raised his head fast, causing his blonde hair to flip back. “What’s up?” he asked.

“We can try Theresa’s experiment tonight, but I want you to know I don’t care. It doesn’t matter if I’m in this body or that one, Joseph. I love you. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. We can be like Gary and Theresa and start over somewhere new if we have to,” she said.

Joseph’s jug was half full. He placed it on the land and walked over to Lynne. He had been thinking the same all day. Joseph reached out and placed his hand on Lynne’s side. “I feel the same, Lynne. This happened to us for a reason. I know it’s crazy, but it feels like destiny.”

“It’s not crazy,” she said, shaking her head. “There’s nobody else I want in this world. We’re two bodies but one soul.”

“Yes! This is what I’ve been wanting to say, Lynne. I’m so happy you feel the same as I do,” Joseph said as he stared into Lynne’s dark brown eyes. As she stared into his blue ones. They could see each other for who they were before and who they were now, and that would never change, even if they changed bodies by the end of the night.

“Joseph, I love you. I know it’s soon, but I mean it. We’re in this together, and I couldn’t be happier about it,” she said. Lynne was smiling as tears slid down her cheeks. Happy tears. Tears of relief that she had expressed how she was feeling.

“I love you too, Lynne. No matter what happens, I’ll stand by your side. We have a lot to figure out, but we’ll do it together,” he said. “We have a lifetime to do it.”

Lynne smiled from ear to ear. She pulled Joseph close and pressed her lips hard against his, telling him she loved him over and over between kisses.

“Me too,” Joseph said. “So much.”

Lynne exhaled and nodded. They couldn’t stand in the stream all day. “Let’s finish and get back to town. We can hang out at your place.”

“Excellent idea,” Joseph agreed and grabbed his jug. They filled the jugs with water. Lynne carried them both back to the car, and Joseph drove home. They held hands most of the way.

No matter what happened, they had each other.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed reading Unbreakable Bonds. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥
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