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Chapter 1

“Passport and ticket please,” said the cruise line attendant as we approached the boarding ramp that ran from the terminal to the ship.

I handed her the requested documents which she quickly examined over the top of her glasses, then smiled and said, “Enjoy your cruise sir.”

Walking past her I then stepped to the side and waited on my buddy Walt while he went through the same process and before I knew it he had joined me.

“Now the fun starts,” he said and we gave each other a high five and continued walking up the long ramp toward the ship.

Walt “Walter” West and I have been friends since we were kids.  We grew up together in a very working-class suburb where the people were friendly, folks sat out on their front porches at night and chatted, and flags flew from most every porch.  The two of us went through elementary, junior and high school together, and when that was finished, we even attended the same college.  Afterward we both went on active duty because the Army recruiter told us that as officers, we would have the opportunity to travel the world, meet new and interesting people, and kill them.  That’s a little bit of Army recruiting humor in case you did not catch on.

After four years of service the two of us exited active duty about a month ago and decided that we needed some dude time as we had not gotten together very often over the years.  Despite what our recruiter told us we were not stationed together after going through Officer Candidate School and were actually stationed at separate ends of the earth with me in Germany and him in Korea, and these days the letter can be a spooky place.

By the way, my name is Carl Austin, and I’m 5’10, brown hair and brown eyes, average build, and the ladies love me, or so I like to think.  Some might disagree with that but for the moment let’s go with the first thought I’d had.

As we boarded the ship we were greeted by a young Indian man whose nametag read Dan who asked, “Complimentary glass of champagne sir?”

Walt and I looked at one another and I said, “Don’t mind if I do,” and we each picked up a glass and continued strolling through the grand lobby of the ship while enjoying our beverage.

“Think we should try and find our room?” Walt asked.

“Sure, then maybe we can go exploring,” I said.

Hearing a ding we turned and saw that an elevator was close by so we jumped on board, pressed the button labeled Empress, which specified the deck we were traveling to, and the doors closed behind us.

The elevator doors slid open and we started down a series of hallways until we arrived at our stateroom where I used my key card to open the door and we entered.

As we walked in Walt said, “For some reason, I imagined it would be bigger.”

“Me too, however, this is going to be our home for the next seven days, so we’d better get used to it.”

“Your right Carl, and besides, we’re only going to sleep here.  Most of the time we will be up on deck doing stuff.”

“Pick your bunk,” I said.

Throwing his backpack on one of the two beds he said, “Okay, this is mine.”

“That’s fine since, I wanted the other one anyway.”

“You do?  They’re exactly the same.”

“No dude, mine has a better view of the TV while lying in bed.”

“Oh yeah, it does.  That is okay since I’m not here to watch the boob tube. I’m here to do everything but that, so it’s all yours,” he said.

We heard rumbling out in the hall and upon opening the door we found our luggage had been delivered so we decided to take a couple of minutes to unpack and get it out of the way, then we headed out to explore the ship.

After a mandatory lifeboat drill at 4:00 p.m. that afternoon we returned our lifejackets to our cabin and then headed up to the pool bar for a drink.  Sitting there drinking beer we listened to the music, courtesy of the band that was playing on the stage near the pool, while checking out the bikini clad women that were passing by.

As we sat there on our barstools a beautiful blonde with long hair and full breasts wearing a dark red bikini walked up between us and leaned forward on the bar waiting on the bartender to take her order.

She looked over at Walt and smiled.

“Hi,” he said.

“Well hello,” she replied.

“I’m Walt,” he said.

“I’m Suzanne,” she said as she extended her hand and they shook.

“Is this your first cruise Walt?”

“Yep.”

“Who are you here with?  Wife?  Girlfriend?”

“My buddy Carl,” he said and then looked over at me.

She turned and looked at me and said, “Hi, I’m Suzanne,” and we shook hands.

“So, is this your first cruise as well?” she asked.

“No, I’ve been on one before.”

The bartender came up to the bar and she placed her order and then leaned against the rail and returned her attention to me and said, “This is my fourth.”

“Who are you here with?” I asked.

“My girlfriend Lilly, see here over there?” she asked as she pointed to an attractive brunette lying by the pool in a yellow bikini.

“Cool, you guys work together?”

“No, we are seniors at Southern State and are just taking a break.”

“Bet you’re about ready to be done?”

“Yes and no.  Once we are done, we have to get busy and get to work, but I sure am tired of going to school, if that makes any sense.”

“Enjoy it while you can,” I said.

“What’s your story Carl?  What do you and Walt do?” she asked as she turned around where she could converse with both of us.

“We just got out of the Army,” Walt said.

“Both of you?” she asked.

We nodded.

“What are you guys going to do now that you’re out?  Join the CIA or ACE or something?”

We all laughed, and I said, “The Central Intelligence Agency or American Counter-Intelligence & Espionage would be sweet, but nothing as cool as that.”

Then Walt said, “Well, unless we get a job offer.”

He and I looked at each other and nodded.

Right about that time the bartender returned with her drinks and she grabbed them and said, “Enjoyed visiting with you guys.  See you around?”

“Looking forward to it,” Walt said.

Walt and I sat there watching her as she returned to her friend where they started sipping their drinks and engaged in casual conversation, which was clearly about us because we noticed they give us a quick glance and then looked at each other and starting giggling.

“Walt, I think we may have a date at some point on this cruise,” I said.

“You got that right brother.”

“Which one do you like better, the blonde or the brunette?” I asked.

“You know how it is, the woman typically picks the man, so let’s wait and see.”

We both laughed and I said, “There’s no doubt that they are both incredibly beautiful.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“I wonder if it’s just the two of them in their stateroom?” I asked.

“You are a horny bastard; you’re already planning for one of us to take one to our cabin while the other hooks up in their room.”

“Walt, I’m shocked that you would even make a comment like that.”

We both started laughing and then he said, “Yeah, I was just thinking the same thing, but you beat me by about three seconds in saying it.”


Chapter 2

Walt and I had dinner in the formal dining room rather late as our seating time was at 8:30 PM.  We both felt that it was rather late for our tastes but when we booked our cruise that was the only time that was available.  Afterward we felt our bellies were rather full so we decided to walk around the ship and see what kind of trouble we could get in to before bed.

Walking past the Midnight Martini Bar on the Starlight Deck we noticed Suzanne and her friend Lilly sitting at a table having a drink.  As we passed by them Suzanne said, “Hey guys.”

“Hey ladies,” I replied enthusiastically.

“Why don’t you guys come join us?” Suzanne asked.

Walt and I looked at each other and with a quick nod we were soon standing in front of their table.  Both of them stood up and Suzanne said, “You did not meet her earlier, but this is Lilly.”

She first shook hands with Walt and they introduced themselves to one another and then she turned to me and I said, “I’m Carl, good to meet you.”

“Great to meet you,” she said and then shot me a seductive smile.

“Come on guys, sit down.”

I took a seat next to Lilly and Walt sat down next to Suzanne and in no time the server took our drink orders and we resumed our conversation.

“Suzanne tells me that you guys just got out of the Army,” Lilly said.

“Yep,” Walt said.

“What did you guys do in the Army?” She asked.

“We were engineers,” I said.

“Really?  What kind of work did you do?” Lilly asked.

“We built roads, buildings and, well, you name it, under less than ideal conditions,” I said.

“Were you stationed together?” Suzanne asked.

“Strangely enough no, we grew up together, went to college together, and once in the Army attended Officer Candidate School together, but then we got split up.”

The server then arrived with mine and Walt’s drinks and very soon he had a conversation going with Suzanne and I had one going with Lilly.

“What are your plans for after college Lilly?” I asked.

She rotated her chair toward me and as she did, it was impossible not to notice her long silky legs which her black mini dress barely covered.  She then said, “I was thinking about going in the Army.”

We both laughed and I asked, “Why do I think that you’re putting me on?”

“Okay, I am, but at one time I truly thought about it, so I’m not completely putting you on.”

“By the way, what’s your major?”

“Spanish.”

“Are you fluent?”

“Si.”

We chuckled and I asked, “What are you plans for after school?”

“I’m going to apply to the State Department and see if they will pick me up in some capacity.”

“If you’re fluent and can read, write, and speak a language I think you will be okay.”

“That’s what I’m counting on.”

Leaning closer to me she asked, “So, Mr. Carl, now that you’re a free man what are your plans?”

“I was thinking about joining the State Department.”

We laughed and I said, “I’m planning to travel for a bit and see some friends and family members and then return home to Fort Worth and look for an engineering job.”

“You know, Texas is really a hot place right now and supposedly there are lots of jobs available, so I’m sure a good-looking and intelligent guy like you won’t have any trouble gaining employment.”

“I like what you’re saying Lilly, and hopefully prospective employers will feel the same way.”

Walt and Suzanne stood up and she looked at us and said, “Hey guys, Walt and I are going to take a walk, will you be okay without us?”

Lilly said, “Of course, we will be just fine.  Have a nice walk and I’ll text you in a bit.”

“Cool,” she said and as they walked away Walt looked at me and winked.

“Well, they seem to be getting on well,” Lilly said.

“Yes, they do, and I think we’re not doing too badly ourselves.”

Lilly was sitting there with her legs crossed and her shoe hanging off the end of her foot which was pointed right at me and she asked, “Why don’t we take a walk?”

I sat there silently for a moment before responding and she quickly added, “Only if you want to.”

Smiling at her I said, “Let’s blow this joint.”

After walking a short distance, we noticed music coming from an establishment called the Blue Moon Lounge, so we stopped and peeked in and noticed they were playing slow music.

“I just love to dance,” Lilly said.

“Then why don’t we?”

We got on the floor and started to dance very slowly, and I noticed the perfume that she was wearing smelled incredible.

“That’s a great perfume.”

“Thanks,” she said, and as she smiled at me, I could not help but notice her beautiful chocolate brown eyes.

As I continued looking at her it was hard not to notice how gorgeous she was with her olive skin and long dark hair resting gently on her shoulders.

“You’re a very good-looking man Carl,” she said.

“Thanks.”

“I am enjoying dancing with you.  You have some smooth moves.”

“I appreciate that.”

“I can also tell that you are a gentleman.”

“How do you know that?”

“By the way that you treat women.”

“I do my best,” I said.

As I looked down at her I could see that she was returning my gaze and I was pretty sure that she was digging me as much as I was her.  I was really wanted to kiss her, but I had just met her, and if I did she might think I was coming on too fast.

The song stopped and she then stood up on her tiptoes and gave me a quick peck on the lips and said, “Thanks.”

Another slow song immediately started and I asked, “Want to dance again?”

As we continued to dance, I suspected she was ready for me to kiss her; after all, she’d just given me a peck on the lips, right?  Or what if I was wrong, and that’s not what she meant at all.

“So, do you have a steady girl back home?  Or anywhere?” She asked.

“No, and you?”

She shook her head and said, “No, I don’t have a steady girl either, but I am curious.”

We both laughed and then she said, “No, I’m pretty single.  My boyfriend broke up with me about a year ago after we were together for two years, and …., never mind, you don’t want to hear all that.”

“Yes, I do.”

“Are you sure?”

“Go on.”

“And the short answer is that I was pretty hurt, and have been slow to …..”

She stopped talking and then I said, “To love again?”

Nodding she said, “Yes, exactly.  But I’m way better now than a year ago, by far.”

“I can’t believe he would break up with you.” I said.

“Why?”

“You’re too pretty,” and as I finished speaking those words, she stopped us from dancing, stood on her tip toes and I leaned toward her and kissed her slowly for at least twenty seconds before we broke contact.  She then pulled back and said, “That was nice,” and I nodded.

“Come on,” she said,

As we stepped out of the bar she said, “Just a sec,” and pulled her cell phone out of her purse and read a message.

“Are you paying for service out here at sea?  That must cost a lot,” I exclaimed.

“No, the cruise line has an app you can put on your phone and you can text with other passengers, for a small one-time fee of course.”

“Of course,” I said.

“Looks like Suzanne and Walt have headed back to your cabin, so ….”

“That means I’m not going back there anytime soon.”

She once again stood on her toes and put her arms around my neck and as she did I kissed her passionately.  Wasting no time, she opened her mouth and I accepted her invitation very quickly as my tongue joined hers in a frenzy of passion.  After kissing for a couple of minutes she said, “I’m so sorry that you can’t go back to your cabin.”

“That’s the way it goes.”

With a devilish look on her face she said, “Maybe I could put you up for the night?”

As we entered her stateroom, I could immediately see that it looked almost exactly like ours.  I guess I’d been hoping that they were in some sort of spacious suite with champagne on ice, a round bed and a balcony but no such luck.

Lilly kicked her shoes off and sat down on the small couch and patted on the seat next to hers with her right hand and said, “Join me.”

As I sat down next to her she quickly sprang up and said, “I’ll be right back.”

Opening one of her drawers she grabbed something out of it and then disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me sitting there looking for something to do.  After about a minute I was eyeing the remote control when the bathroom door flew open and she stepped out in a black nighty.

“What do you think?” she asked as she twirled around slowly.

Her firm breasts filled up the cup area of the garment, plus it was impossible not to notice her gorgeous round rear end which was one of the most perfect I’d ever seen in my life.  It filled out the rear portion of the nighty perfectly. 

“Very nice,” I said, practically drooling.

She quickly joined me on the couch and said, “I’m glad you like it,” and then she put her arms around my neck, and we began to kiss and in no time our hands were exploring each other’s bodies feverishly.  After a couple of minutes of making out Lilly said, “Oh Carl, you have me so turned on.”

“I’m feeling the same way.”

Reaching down she started undoing my belt buckle and the next thing I knew I heard the sound of my zipper.  She then pulled my pants and underwear down in one swoop releasing my manhood which sprang free, and as she did it was clear just how turned on I was by the firmness of my erect member.  Taking it in her hand she began to move up and down and with an impish grin she asked, “Does that feel good?”

I nodded.

“I know something else that feels good too,” and she then slid to the floor and got on her knees and took me into her mouth.  Lilly swallowed me quickly and started to bob up and down and as she did so I could feel my tip hitting the back of her throat with each motion, which felt truly remarkable.

“Lilly, oh God,” I moaned.

After about two minutes she stood and sat down on the couch and kissed me and then said, “Carl, go down on me.”

She lay down and then threw her right leg up against the back of the couch and raised her nighty, and as she did her love nest was in full view.  Moving my head toward her crotch I took the tip of my tongue and gingerly licked her lips from top to bottom and as I did so she moaned.  I moved to her clitoris where I took her into my mouth and began to suck on her, and as I did, she moaned once again but louder.  Loving the way that she was responding to my cunnilingus I began to stimulate her harder and faster which caused her breathing to increase even more.

“That’s it Carl, right there, that feels soooo good.”

I then took my middle finger and slipped it inside her and as I did, she grabbed my hand and pushed it into her wet cave as far as it would go.

“Oh my God,” she cried out.

She then took my hand and started to move it back and forth and said, “Finger fuck me.”

I started to move my middle finger in and out of her at increasing speed while continuing to suck on her clit, all the while she was crying out with pleasure and her moans were getting louder and louder.

“That’s it, I’m almost there, keep going, keep going,” and suddenly she let out a shriek that I’m sure the neighbors could hear as she announced the arrival of her orgasm.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

Laying there panting she said, “That was incredible Carl. I think that’s got to be the best climax I’ve ever had.”

“Now it’s your turn,” she said, as she stripped the remaining clothing off of me and lay down on the couch.  As I moved toward her she parted her legs she said, “I want you inside me.”

Taking my manhood I began to rub myself slowly against her already moistened lips and the next thing I knew she had grabbed me and pushed my rod inside of her.  As I pushed into her the feeling was incredible, not only for me but for her too as she exclaimed, “Your cock feels so good.”

I had just started to move back and forth when she said, “Carl, I want you to give me a good hard fucking like I’ve never had before.”

I began to accelerate my tempo, moving in and out of her as fast as I could, and each stroke was truly magnificent as I’d never been with a woman who was so tight in my life.  This was definitely not going to contribute to me lasting long, if you know what I mean.

As I continued relentlessly pounding against her, she was crying out in pleasure and saying, “I love the way you’re fucking me Carl, fuck me, fuck me hard.”

I think she must have known that I was not going to last much longer because then she said, “Baby, I want you to shoot it.  Come on, fill my pussy up with your cum.”

Lilly was definitely a bit of a dirty talker, which was truly a turn on and was actually exciting me even more than I already was.

“Lilly, I’m not gonna last,” I said.

“Cum in my pussy as hard as you can and blast it deep,” she commanded, and in no time I had granted her request as I released, what felt like a quart inside her, and after finishing I collapsed on top of her.

We lay there breathing heavy, exhausted from the workout, saying nothing for a couple of minutes when she finally said, “That was incredible.”

“I’ll say.”

“Carl, you sure know how to pleasure a woman.  Where did you learn to go down on a woman like that?”

“I don’t know, I practice a lot when I’m alone.”

We both burst into laughter and she said, “You’ve got a great sense of humor.”

“Thanks,” I said.

“Oh, and you’ve got a nice sized dick too, just saying.”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “You don’t beat around the bush, do you?”

“No I don’t. Might I add that you do a great job of beating the bush?”


Chapter 3

After a full night of meaningless sex I eventually left Lilly’s cabin and headed toward mine, but not easily as the ship was rocking due to a hurricane out at sea.  When we started the journey they said it would have no effect on us, but at this point I was thinking someone had miscalculated.

As I was walking down the corridor and almost to my cabin I saw Suzanne, Lilly’s friend and Walt’s date the past evening.

“Hey Carl, how’s it going?”

“Great, what about you?”

“Fantastic, did you and Lilly get to visit some last night?” she said while smiling.

“Oh, yeah.”

“Good, I’m glad you guys hit it off.”

“We certainly did.”

“Cool, well maybe we can all get together later?” she asked.

“That sounds like fun.”

“Okay, see you later,” she said and then waved and walked away.

I eventually made it to the door of my suite and as I entered I heard Walt snoring.  As the door closed, he woke up and looked at me and said, “Hey, welcome home.”

“Did you and Suzanne have fun?” I asked.

“Yeah, we had a pretty good time.  What about you and Lilly?”

“Dude, it was fantastic.”

“That good?” he asked.

“That good!”

“Oh man, did you get any sleep?”

“She did let me get about four hours, I think,” I said.

He laughed and said, “You’ve got a tough life.”

Looking at the clock I said, “It’s about 7:00 a.m.  I think I’m going to try and sleep for an hour or two and then go get some breakfast.”

“Sounds like a plan.  Wake me up when you’re ready and I’ll go with you,” he said.

About 8:15 a.m. I knew I was done sleeping so I got up, took a shower and started to get dressed. Apparently in the process I made enough noise to wake Walt who proceeded to get up and took a quick shower as well.

The ship continued to rock as we made our way down to the buffet where we got in line with what was clearly all of middle America who were queued up for chow.

“This sure is a long line,” I said.

“Yeah, even in the Army the mess hall lines were never this long.”

Walt then continued and said, “I thought when you went on a cruise you didn’t have to do stuff like this, and you were pampered and catered to.”

“That ended a long time ago.”

“Wonder what caused it to change?” he asked.

“When they made cruising too affordable.”

We eventually got our trays loaded up with food and took a seat in the huge dining room which overlooked the front of the ship.  We’d not been sitting there long when Suzanne and Lilly walked up to our table.

“Got room for two more?” Suzanne asked.

“Sure,” Walt said.

Suzanne sat down next to Walt and Lilly sat down by me, and as she did, she smiled at me.

While eating Walt and Suzanne were busy chatting, ignoring us, so Lilly and I talked.

“I had a great time last night,” she said.

“Me too.”

“Good, I’m glad.”

Out of the blue the ship hit an even rougher patch of sea and our drinks started to slide off the table before we grabbed them.

“The ocean sure is rough today,” Lilly said.

“Yeah it’s from the hurricane.”

She said, “The sooner we are clear of this the better.”

After finishing breakfast the girls headed out to do some shopping while Walt and I decided to go up to the casino and try our luck.  Lady Luck was not with us as I lost about $50 and Walt $75.  It might have been good for the casino as they made about $125, but that did not make either one of us feel one bit better.  Personally I think the waves were having an effect on our ability to game, but I’ll never be able to prove it.

As the afternoon wore on the seas became even rougher and the ship was rolling back and forth like a rollercoaster.  It was impossible to walk around the ship without having to grab onto something, or someone, to keep from falling down so we gave up and returned to our cabin where we decided to watch a little television, and at that point I think Walt wished he had my bunk which was perfectly positioned for watching the boob tube.

We had planned to get together with the girls that afternoon, but they were both feeling seasick and had returned to their stateroom to lie down until the storm had passed.

Sitting there in the cabin Walt said, “I thought they said that the storm was not going to be a problem and they were going to sail around it.  What did they do, sail us right into the heart of the thing?”

I nodded and said, “I know what you mean, this is crazy.  Hopefully it will clear up by dinner time, so our food won’t be sliding off the table.”

“This shit really needs to clear up so we can visit with our lady friends again, if you know what I mean.” Walt stated with an evil grin on his face.

“Oh yeah my friend,” I said.

Looking out of our porthole I noticed that the sky had become extremely dark and pointed it out to Walt, “Hey check this out.”

He came over where I was and looked outside and said, “That’s unreal, it’s almost like its nighttime out there.”

“I don’t know about you, but this is spooky,” I said.

“Normally I would rag on you for being a pussy that’s afraid of a little rain, but you know what?  This is fucking scary.”

We sat there and continued to watch TV, even though the picture was somewhat scratchy due to the storm.  After about thirty minutes the seas were still rocky but had calmed down to some degree, and we were actually thinking we might be able to resume our vacation and hookup with the girls again, but suddenly there was the sound of a klaxon coming over the ship’s loudspeakers and an announcement, This is the Captain, abandon ship, I repeat, abandon ship.  All passengers should report to their cabin, put on their life vest and report to their designated assembly area.  This is not a drill.

“Holy cow, is this for real?” Walt asked.

“I can hardly believe this,” I said.

“If this thing is going down, I don’t want to go down with it,” Walt said as he was grabbing his life vest out of the closet.

“I’m right there with you,” I said.

With our life jackets in hand we took off down the corridor headed toward our assembly area, and let me tell you, it was an absolute madhouse as it was wall to wall people and absolute chaos.  The term assholes and elbows totally applied at that moment.

Eventually we made it to the elevators, but they were out of service which forced us to use the stairs along with everyone else.  After several flights of stairs we made it to our assembly area which just happened to be at the far end of the ship and away from the other ones.  When we got there it was just me and Walt, standing in front of an Asian man that clearly worked for the cruise line who opened the door to the lifeboat and said to us, “Get in, quickly,” so we did.

As we took a seat Walt said, “Isn’t it kind of strange that we are the only two people here?”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Maybe there are more people coming?”

Next thing we knew there was a well-dressed woman in her early thirties wearing a hat with baby blue plastic flowers secured to its crown who was peeking her head in the lifeboat, and in her hands she had two white suitcases which were splattered with images of the Eiffel Tower.  “Could you take my bags please?” she asked the two us as if though we were servants working on her estate.

Walt and I looked at each other and then complied by taking her suit cases and putting them on the boat.  At that point the Asian man and the woman began to argue about the luggage.

“You can no bring luggage,” he said.

“I’m a paying passenger and I certainly can.”

“No, there no room, people only.”

“Well, I’ll just have to talk to the Captain about this,” she said as she stormed off.

The man then put his head in the boat and said, “Other people be here soon, you wait,” and he walked away.

“This is my first time on a cruise, and having to abandon ship, but doesn’t it seem incredibly strange?” Walt asked.

I nodded and said, “Yes, but since we did not abandon ship on the last cruise I was on, I’m not totally qualified to speak on the subject.”

The next thing we knew the boat started moving and Walt and I just looked at one another and I said, “What the fuck?  Shouldn’t we have a pilot onboard or something?”

As we sat there the boat was swung out over the water and then the process stopped, but before we knew it the boat was being lowered downward.  Looking up we could see that the Asian man had his hands on the side of his face momentarily before he began talking on his radio, and the next thing we knew vanished from sight.

When the boat reached the water, we could immediately feel the waves pitching us back and forth and before we knew it the cables had been released and we were floating freely on the ocean, bobbing up and down.

Water was starting to splash in the door and we didn’t want the boat to flood so Walt made his way over to the hatch and closed it.  Looking out the windows we could see that we were starting to drift away from the ship and quickly at that.

“Dude, what should we do?” I asked.

He shook his head and said, “We should pray for our lives.”

We both sat there in horror as the ocean continued to bob our tiny craft up and down furiously moving us further and further away from the cruise ship with no one onboard except me and Walt.  We sat there watching the luxury liner getting smaller and smaller until it disappeared from sight, and at that point we knew we were truly on our own.


Chapter 4

After riding in our fiberglass prison for what must have been a day and half, the seas began to calm and the sky slowly turned from gray to blue which was welcome sight.  We eventually landed on the shore of an island and let me tell you, I had never been so grateful to see dry land in my life.  As we approached the shore we cut the motor, which was already sputtering from the lack of fuel in the gas tank, and let the waves carry us the rest of the way.  We then jumped out and pulled the craft ashore with the assistance of ropes we’d found in the boat.  Standing there we looked around and saw it was a pretty fair-sized island and extended further than we could actually see.  There was a beautiful sandy coastline which appeared to extend in both directions and looking inward it was obvious that there were plenty of trees, which seemed to make up most of the island from what we could tell.

“I wonder where we are.” I asked.

Shaking his head Walt said, “I wish I knew.”

When we landed we brought the boat in as far as we could, however, we did not want it to wash out to sea as there were supplies onboard that we would need including food rations as well as a supply of water, so we secured it to the base of a palm tree with ropes.

We had about 450 liters of water and food rations to supply about 150 people, so we had the essentials to survive for some time.  Surveying the contents of the craft we also had first aid supplies, matches, water purification tablets, a flare gun, a maritime radio which did not work so calling for help was out of the question, as well as a shortwave radio, reception only, which was solar powered.

Walt and I hoped that rescue would be sooner rather than later and anticipated that after the storm had passed that they would be out in force looking for us and any additional survivors from the other lifeboats.   However, only time would tell how soon that would occur.

We decided to take a walk and find out more about our new surroundings and followed the coastline for about a mile and a half before running out of beach so we turned around and walked back toward the boat.  Running out of day we decided to sleep in the boat that night one as we did not know if we might be sharing the island with unfriendly natives or animals for that matter.

The next day we traversed the coastline in the opposite direction and walked almost two miles before we came to a spot where the jungle jetted out into the ocean thus ending the beach in that direction, and just like the day before we decided to head back toward our landing sight versus exploring the hazardous terrain further.

Later in the afternoon we decided to head into the middle of the island which was jungle and was probably not a wise decision, but we did it anyway.  Initially the growth was pretty thick but as we moved inward it began to thin out a bit and before we knew it we had made our way into a clearing and right there in front of us was a beautiful waterfall emptying into a crystal clear pool.

“Can you believe this?” Walt exclaimed.

Both of us stripped our clothes off in no time and jumped in as it had been a couple of days since either one of us had bathed.

“The water feels great,” I said.

“You can say that again,” Walt said joyfully.

I swam over to where the water was falling off the side of the hill and let it pour over me, which felt absolutely wonderful.  After a couple of minutes, I swam over to the side of the pond and pulled myself up on a large flat rock where I took a seat.  Looking back toward Walt I could see he was still enjoying the water and his bath.

“Try the waterfall,” I yelled, “It’s as good as a shower.”

He acknowledged me by waving but still did not move.

Turning around I looked behind me and saw what looked like a set of steps down leading downward toward what appeared to be a small man made well, or something similar.  Naked as a jay bird I whirled around and started following the staircase downward about thirty feet until I arrived at the structure.  There was a stream of water pouring gently out of the side of the hill via what appeared to be an adobe pipe and into what looked like a small fountain which was about eight feet in diameter and composed of carefully placed stones which created a perfect circle.

As I stood there examining it I noticed an inscription on one of the rocks which had almost faded away from natural erosion but I could make out the writing, Entrar en un hombre dejar una mujer. 

I was pretty sure it was Spanish but did not know what it said, as I was unfamiliar with that language since I had studied German in high school at the insistence of my girlfriend.  When a girl is putting out a guy typically listens with head number two versus number one.

I yelled back at Walt, “Hey, you’ve got to see this.”

Then sticking my hand in the water, I noticed that the temperature seemed rather cool, just like the spring.  I sat down on the side and swung my legs around and got in and as my feet touched the bottom I could feel that the base was lined with stones as well.  Submerging my entire body, I could feel the cool water washing over me which felt good, and as I came up I decided to rinse my mouth out and I inadvertently swallowed a few drops.

Rising from the spring I could see my buddy Walt standing there on the walkway which encircled the fountain, who asked, “What have you found?” then adding, “By the way, I saw you spitting that water out, you do know it should probably be boiled first?”

“I accidentally swallowed a little bit but I’m sure I will be fine, but hey look at this thing, Its pretty unusual don’t you think?”

“I’ll say, a man-made structure here in the middle of nowhere.”

“Oh, and look at this writing,” I said as I pulled myself partially out of the water with my elbows on the side of the structure and pointed to the inscription.  “Walt, don’t you know a little Spanish?”

He looked at the writing and said, “Enter a man and leave a woman,” and as he finished speaking, he had a strange look on his face.

“That’s rather bizarre,” I said.

“I agree,” he replied.

Pulling myself out of the water I felt a little woozy and said, “Hey, I’m feeling a little bit strange.”

“Are you able to make it up the steps and swim back across the pool?”

Nodding I said, “Yeah, I think I’ll be okay.”

We climbed the stone stairs, jumped in the water and made our way back to where we shed our clothes and got dressed before proceeding back across the jungle toward our campsite.

For dinner we had some more of the emergency rations, which were not delicious by any stretch of the imagination, but they were better than starving.  We had also decided to build a fire out of driftwood that we had found on the beach, and sleep by the campfire versus in the lifeboat.

As the evening drug on I was not feeling so well so I sacked out a little bit early, covering myself up with a blanket as the ocean breeze felt a bit chilly for some reason, and as I drifted off I could see that my old buddy Walt was keeping an eye on me, just like always.


Chapter 5

As I opened my eyes, I noticed that the sun was now up and the fire that we had started last evening had gone out at some point during the night and across from me was my old friend fast asleep.  I saw his eyes pop open as he noticed that I was now awake and he promptly sat up and faced me with a concerned look on his face.

“Carl, you had one hell of a night,” he said.

As I finally sat up, he continued and asked, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah,” and as I muttered that single word I stopped and put my hand on my throat, alarmed at the high pitch voice that had come out of my mouth.

“Oh boy,” he said, “Carl, something really strange happened to you overnight and it’s going to come as a bit of a shock, and I want you to remain absolutely calm, okay?”

I nodded and said, “Okay,” and once again I spoke in a high pitch tone which sounded exactly like that of a woman.

Taking my hand away from my throat I looked down at it and noticed that my fingers were smaller and thinner as well and then I noticed another sensation, which was the feeling of hair on the side of my face and as I grabbed a bunch of it and pulled it in front of my face it was clear that I had long brown hair.

Now in shock I looked at Walt and asked, “Walt, what’s going on, and what is wrong with my voice, and what’s up with this hair?” in my girly voice.

“This is going to sound unbelievable, but you have to trust me, okay?  Everything I’m going to tell you is what I witnessed last night, and I still don’t believe it myself, but after you went to sleep last night, strange things started happening to you.”

“Like?”

“First you started to groan and I thought nothing of it, but as time went on I noticed that your face was starting to look different somehow and as the hours passed it appeared that it was reshaping itself, and at the same time your hair started to grow at a rate like I’ve never seen.  Additionally, I also noted that your hands seemed to be getting smaller and your body appeared to be changing, but that part was difficult to tell as you were covered up with a blanket.”

“Why didn’t you wake me up?” I asked.

“I tried but you just would not come around, so all I could do was sit here and watch you transform.”

“And exactly what is that?”

“Dude, you’ve turned into an attractive young woman with dark brown hair.”

Sitting there for a moment I then asked, “How do you know?  Do I have breasts?  Have I lost my cock?  Do I now have a vagina?”

Shrugging he said, “I didn’t check those parts, I just left you there sleeping.”

I unbuttoned my shirt and slid my hand in and as it moved across my chest, I discovered that I had actual breasts.

“Oh my God I’ve got titties,” I announced.

Then unzipping my pants I slipped my hand down into my underwear and was shocked and amazed to find that my manhood was missing and as I traveled further my finger identified a new slit between my legs which had not been there before, and based on previous relationships with women I knew what it was.

“Dude, I’ve got a pussy.  What am I going to do?”

“I understand that you are upset right now,” he said.

“Upset?  I’m beyond that.  How did this happen?”

As he sat there, he said, “Remember that spring we were at yesterday?”

I nodded.

“I’m sure I swallowed some the water in the pond we were both in and nothing happened to me, but you went in the manmade spring which had the inscription on it, remember?”

“Yes,” I said, “And you didn’t get in that one, but I did.  What did the writing say again?  It was something like enter a man and leave a woman?”

He nodded and said, “Yes, that’s how it read.”

“Walt it is possible that the spring turned me into a woman?”

“Remember how I took a Spanish Literature course in college?”

“Hey yeah, I think I do.”

“I know everyone has heard about how the Spanish explorers looked for the fountain of youth, right?”

I nodded.

“There was also a story about a fountain that the early travelers to the new world found that supposedly turned men into women.  It was essentially a short story and there was little else but just that, also a legend.”

“Do you think it could be reversed?” I asked.

“I don’t know.”

Sitting there I then blurted out, “Well I do know one thing I’ve got to try.  Let’s head back to that spring and see if another dunk in the water will change me back the way I was.”

Walt and I headed through the jungle toward the spring, and as we walked my feet were moving around loosely in my boots because they were clearly too small now that I was a woman, just like the way my pants and shirt were way too large for my much smaller body.

Arriving at the pond we looked across the water at the rock where I first sat down and discovered the mysterious fountain.

“Think there’s a way we can walk around instead?” I asked.

“I can’t see an easy way to walk there as the jungle is thick and the terrain is rough.  The easiest way is to swim across and then walk down I think.”

We started to take our clothes off and as I did, I noticed Walt was watching me and I asked, “Are you trying to see me naked?”

“Of course not, don’t be ridiculous.”

By this time, we had stripped bare and were standing there nude and as I looked down, I noticed how full and firm my breasts were, then looking up I noticed my friend Walt had noticed the same.

Cupping my breasts with my hands I said, “Whoa, this is crazy.”

Before entering the water I looked down and could see a reflection of myself which was not all that clear but I was undeniably a female.

Walt and I then entered the water and swam across the pond to the spot where the large rock was where we climbed up on it, and then walked down the stairs to the fountain, and when we arrived at the bottom we were quite surprised to discover it was dry.

“Walt, the fountain is dry.”

“I can see that; I wonder what happened.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Look there’s no water coming out of the side of the hill either.”

We thoroughly inspected the fountain and could not find one drop of water at all, the pipe leading out of it and the fountain were bone dry.

Discouraged we climbed the staircase and swam back across the pool of water where we got dressed and started walking back toward our campsite.

Returning to our new home away from home I plopped down on the beach and just sat there looking out at the ocean saying nothing, as there really wasn’t anything to say, and the thing I kept asking myself was, why me?

Walt said, “Are you in the mood for trying something for dinner other than lifeboat rations?”

I nodded and said, “I’ll take a steak and lobster,” and we both laughed at my comment.

“I’ll be right back,” he said.

I sat there in silence for some time, I’m not really sure how long, feeling sorry for myself which was not helping at all.  The next thing I knew Walt walked up to me and had three fish tied together with a vine.

“Where did you get those fish?” I asked.

“I walked down the beach where I found a piece of bamboo and used a rock to file down the tip and sharpen it.  I then walked out on some rocks where the water was slightly deeper and used this like a spear and voila, fish for dinner; well it’s still pretty early so maybe for lunch.”

“And then you took a piece of vine and tied them together to get them over here because they were slippery?”

“Exactly.”

Walt and I got busy cleaning the fish and fortunately I had a small pocketknife that made the job that much easier.  In no time we had the fish ready to cook.  I found a couple of small pieces of bamboo that we used as skewers and put them over the fire and let them cook.

Eating fish with bones does take a bit more work than buying them at the grocery store where they are already removed, but that day Walt and I thought it was some of the best food we’d ever had in our lives.

“Oh man, that was great,” Walt said as we sat there by the fire after our meal.

“You can say that again.  I never knew that fish could taste so good.”

We sat there for a bit and I noticed that after a couple of minutes Walt had fallen asleep which did not surprise me as he’d sat up all night watching over me as my body transformed into a girl.  Sitting there for a bit I then decided to walk over to the lifeboat and as I looked inside, I noticed the two suitcases that belonged to the woman who never got onboard.  Climbing in I pulled them out, sat them on the beach and started looking through them.

Inside I found two toothbrushes, a hand mirror, makeup, nail polish, nail clippers, a nail file, a hair brush, some feminine hygiene products, sun tan lotion, shaving cream, razors, two bikinis, a pair of shorts, a cover up, underwear, bras, a couple of pair of pants, several women’s tops, four dresses, a pair of heels, and two pair of sandals, one which looked more like flip flops.  There was also some jewelry including a necklace, some bracelets and what appeared to be an ankle bracelet, and several pair of earrings.

Everything I was wearing at that moment was about to fall off of me because I was so much smaller in size, as during my transition I’d lost about eight inches of my height which now left me at around 5’2 or 5’3.  I couldn’t go on wearing the clothes I had on as that was just ridiculous, but on the other hand I was embarrassed about wearing women’s clothing because after all, I was a man, and guys don’t wear ladies clothes, unless they’re a cross dresser and I did not want to earn a reputation as being one.  Thinking about how ridiculous the situation was and considering the fact that I was now a girl in every way with the exception of my mind, and that no one was going to be reporting me for wearing women’s clothing I thought to myself, what the hell.

Taking my clothes off I then put on a pair of silky red panties, the pair of tan shorts which were extremely snug and then considering how hot it was the orange bikini top.  My breasts just barely fit into it and there was absolutely no room to spare.  I then took the hairbrush and combed my long brown hair until it felt smooth and untangled and then taking the mirror, I caught the first clear glimpse of myself since I’d become a girl.  Looking at my reflection I then smiled at myself and as I did couldn’t help but notice that I was actually quite pretty, and what I meant by that was, if I was a guy, I would go out with her, or should I say me? 

“Carl,” I heard Walt say, and as I stood up and turned around there was Walt standing several feet in front of me, and I noticed him scanning me from head to toe.

“Oh, hey Walt, did you get some rest?”

Nodding he said, “I did, and I’m feeling much better.”

“Great.”

“I see you changed,” he said.

“While you were sleeping, I pulled out the suitcases that the woman put onboard, remember?”

“Oh yeah, I almost forgot about those.”

“Since my clothes were falling off of me, I decided to put on some stuff that actually fits.”

“Oh, okay.”

Looking at him I asked, “Dude, you’re not going to make fun of me for wearing women’s clothing, are you?”

He shook his head and said, “I would only do that if you were a guy, and you’re definitely not that.”

We laughed and I then said, “We don’t know how long we are going to be here so take my clothes, that way you will at least have two sets of clothing.”

“That’s a good idea, thanks, I will definitely need them,” he said.


Chapter 6

Before we knew it almost eight weeks had passed since we had become stranded on the island, and we were starting to become discouraged about our prospects of being rescued.  We had been listening to the shortwave radio the entire time we had been marooned and had learned that we were the only two missing souls from the ship as everyone else had been rescued weeks before.

Walt and I had become accustomed to living on the island and had become quite good at roughing it and living off the land.  We’d built a hut that we slept in at night and had even made a couple of hammocks so we did not have to lie on the ground, as the prospect of having a snake curl up next to you while sleeping was not high on either of our lists of things to do. 

We’d still not depleted our supply of water from the ship but were getting close, so we set up a distillation process where we could boil water from the pool as well as ocean water.  The benefit of using sea water versus from the waterfall was that it would leave behind a supply of salt once the water had boiled away which we could use to season our food.

Though we still had a good supply of rations on the lifeboat they did not taste as good as the natural food that we found on the island including the fish, coconuts, and bananas.  We’d also found some small birds that were quite tasty when we could catch them. 

Walt and I worked together each day from sunup to sundown and we’d never spent as much time together as we had the past two months, even when we were kids.  No matter what we were doing whether it was fishing, hauling water, or collecting driftwood for the fire we always enjoyed the time we spent with one another.  As each day passed, I noticed that he was somehow looking at me with different eyes.  I could tell by the way that he was watching me that he felt an attraction towards me.  In a way, this did not surprise me as he was a man and I was an attractive woman, so I could not damn his built-in biology as I was all too familiar with those feelings.

What did alarm me though were my feelings toward him, which did surprise me.  All my life he’d been my best bud and our friendship was unshakeable, but now something was happening to me and these feelings unsettled me.  I was starting to notice his handsome features and characteristics such as how funny he was, how well he fished and gathered food, and strangely enough I felt happier and more secure when we were together versus separate.

One day while Walt was gathering driftwood down the beach I got into the suitcase and took out the dark blue nail polish.  I looked at it thinking it would look nice on my nails so I shook the bottle and painted all my nails. Looking at the finished product I noticed how striking they appeared.  I sat there for a few minutes and let the polish dry which did not take long with the ocean breeze.

The day had been a warm one and the pants and top I was wearing were less than cool so I decided that I would try on one of the swimsuits.  I’d worn a bikini top with shorts before but never anything skimpier, so I pulled the dark blue bikini out, put it on and walked out onto the beach.

As Walt walked up to me with an armload of firewood he stopped and looked at me and did not say a word.

“It’s pretty warm outside so I thought I would change into something cooler, what do you think?” I asked.

By the look on his face I could tell that he liked it but did not want to be too obvious.

Nodding he said, “Looks nice.”

“Oh, and I found some nail polish too, look, I did my finger and toes too.  Isn’t it pretty?”

Looking down at my feet and then back up at my hands he said, “Yeah, looks really nice too.”

Glancing down quickly I noticed that he was getting hard, which was not the effect I had been going for by showing him my apparel and nail polish, but then again on some subconscious level, was I?

I helped him bring in the firewood and then we took off to do some spear fishing out on the rocks that jetted out from the island.  Spear in hand, we walked out and started our daily fishing routine which was our primary food source most days.  As I turned around and looked at Walt, I noticed that he was checking me out and in a way it made me feel like a sexual object, but in another respect I liked the attention.

“I hope I don’t get too much sun out here today,” I said, waiting to hear what he would say.

“Yeah, you’d better be careful Carl.”

I stood there for a moment and then said, “You know, I’ve been thinking about it, and considering that I’m no longer a guy maybe I should go by Carla versus Carl.  It would be a little less weird, don’t you think?”

Smiling at me he said, “I think that’s a great idea.”

“Super, so Carla it is,” I said.

“Hey, I’m going to come over there with you, there aren’t many fish over here right now,” he said as he jumped over onto my rock.

Leaning down and getting ready to spear a fish I was about to lose my balance and fall straight into the water when suddenly I felt Walt grab me, saving me from going in headfirst.  In his arms I couldn’t do anything but notice how at that moment he was my knight in shining armor and as I peered into his eyes it was all that I could do to resist him.  As he stood there looking back at me saying nothing, I briefly bit my lower lip and as he pulled me up I opened my mouth ever so slightly.  Standing there gazing into one another’s eyes I took his hands into mine and said, “Thanks for saving me,” and then I raised my head and our lips met briefly but what a kiss!  

Slowly pulling back I looked into his eyes and realized that just maybe Walt’s feelings for me had changed from best buddy to something more.

Walt and I finished fishing and returned to the campsite where we got back to business which included getting dinner ready.  We were once again having fish since that was our main staple, but we had caught a sea bass which made for a welcome treat.

After eating Walt and I sat by the fire next to each other saying almost nothing, and despite the fact that there were no words being said I felt this tremendous comfort with him sitting there by my side.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” Walt said.

“You do?”

“I will be right back,” he said as he disappeared into the hut and then returning shortly with two plastic cups, handing one to me.

“What’s this?” I asked as I smelled it, “Wait, is this wine?”

He nodded and said, “Yep, I took some of the local fruit and fermented it using one those plastic water containers from the lifeboat.”

“Homemade wine!” I said.

We clicked out plastic cups together and I said, “Cheers.”

Sitting there silently for a bit he said, “Earlier ….”

“Yes?”

“Do you regret it?”

Shaking my head gently I said, “No, do you?”

“No, I don’t either, I was just wondering if you thought it was kind of weird.”

“Walt, this whole thing is weird,” I said and then laughed.

“That, I cannot deny,” he replied.

“Look,” I said, “I don’t regret it because I know one thing.”

Looking at me and raising his eyebrows he asked, “What’s that?”

“That the feelings I have for you are real.”

Smiling he said, “Yes, and I feel the same way about you.”

By this time a couple of minutes had elapsed and I said, “Wow, I think this stuff is making me feel lightheaded.  How about you?”

He shook his head and said, “Not yet, but remember, you’ve got a lot less body mass than you used to, and alcohol is going to hit you harder.”

Leaning over toward him only within a couple of inches of his face I asked, “You’re not trying to get me drunk are you?”

“Me?”

“Yes you,” I said as I sat there gazing at him.

“Carl, Carla, do I seem like the kind of guy that would do that?”

With a coy look on my face I said, “I know how men are.”

“How would you know that?” 

After a few seconds we both burst into laughter and he said, “I guess you do.”

“I certainly do, and I know what men want.”

Looking at me smiling he asked, “And what is that?”

Barely able to contain myself I then said, “Pussy.”

We both started laughing uproariously at my crazy comment and after we stopped, we just lay there side by side in the sand looking up at the stars.

“Carla, I know you didn’t ask for any of this to happen to you and I just wanted to say that you seem to handle it well.”

“When it first happened, I was pretty angry and thought I would never get used to it.  I even had thoughts of killing myself.”

“Oh my God, I had no idea,” he said.

Shaking my head, I replied, “Of course not, I decided not to mention it.”

Sitting there I continued and said, “As time began to pass, I slowly began to develop a level of comfort with who and what I am, and with each passing day I began to accept my situation more and more.”

We lay there saying nothing for some time when he said, “Go on.”

“I don’t know what happened to me but before I knew it I liked the fact that I was a woman and I enjoy being feminine.  It feels natural every time that I take clothes out of that suitcase and put them on.  Walt, it was like everything in my life had fallen into place and that my journey of trying to figure out who and what I was had ended, and I’ve never been happier or felt more complete as I do now.”

We continued laying there silently for a couple of minutes when he asked, “Did you ever have feelings in the past like those, if that’s not too personal of a question?”

Nodding my head, I said, “Never, I always thought I was an all-American heterosexual man, and the prospect of being a woman or liking men never even occurred to me.”

We both rolled over on our sides and looked at one another and as we lay there, he took his hand and stroked my hair gently and said, “There’s no denying that you are a beautiful woman.”

Smiling at him I said, “I’m glad you think that, and you don’t have any problem with the fact that this is the body of woman and that your old buddy’s mind inhabits it?”

“Well, you know what they say, you should become friends with a girl first, or something like that.”

I laughed and said, “They also say that a woman loves a man who makes her laugh.”

Peering into his eyes I then said, “And you do make me laugh.”

He then leaned over and gently kissed me on the lips and after a few seconds I rolled onto my back and pulled him on top of me and we continued to smooch.  I loved the way that he frenched me as I’d never had anyone, okay a woman, who could work their tongue like he did.

After a short time, he moved his hand to my breast and began to massage it and as he did I became more and more turned on.  I then pulled down the cups on my bikini top which exposed my breasts and the instant I did his mouth moved to the right one and began to suck on my nipple, and as he did so I moaned with pleasure.  He was really revving me up to a level that I could never have anticipated and the tingling between my legs was clearly not going to stop until I was satisfied, as my folds were wet and begging for what lay ahead.

By now I had moved my hands into his shirt and was running them over his hairy chest which seemed to turn me on even more.  Then moving my hand downward, I could feel that he was hard as a rock which excited and scared me all at the same time, even though I could not explain why I had such conflicting feelings.

Walt moved downward toward my bikini bottoms and removed them and as he did, I raised and parted my legs and the first words out of his mouth were, “Carla, you’re shaved?”

I laughed and said, “What do you think?”

“I love it, but how did you do it?”

“I found some hair remover in the suitcase, and between that and the razors I took it all off, and it really feels better that way.”

“I absolutely love it,” he said as he dived downward and began to pleasure my womanhood with his mouth and tongue causing me to moan.

“Oh Walt, that feels so good,” I cried.

As he continued to caress my clit with his mouth and tongue, I was so turned on I could barely stand it and despite the fact that I’d never had sex with a man before I wanted him inside me, and the sooner the better.

I then stopped him by grabbing the sides of his face and pulling him upward and then undid his belt and pulled his pants and underwear downward, and as I did he sprang free and from what I could tell he must have been every bit of seven inches and had nice girth to boot.  Discarding his pants and shirt he then lay down on top of me and we continued to kiss, all the while exploring one another’s bodies.

At this point I was so horny I did not know how much more I could take when I said, “Oh Walt, put it in.”

He edged his manhood upward to my moist wanton lips where he began to stroke them slowly, up and down.

“You’re teasing me,” I said, “Are you going to make me beg?”

Suddenly I could feel his tip push inward with one solid thrust and as he did there was pain, as the body I’d been given was that of a virgin and as he broke my hymen I cried out in pain.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

With tears running down the side of my face I nodded and said, “You just popped my cherry.  I’m fine.”

He said, “I don’t want to hurt you.”

Smiling at him I said, “You’re not, now make love to me.”

Walt began to pump me and each time he thrust inward and hit my womanhood there were waves of pleasure like I’d never envisioned possible in the sexual act.  As he continued, he picked up speed rapidly and the stimulation I was receiving increased exponentially.

The way he was fucking me felt wonderful and I as far as I was concerned I couldn’t get enough of him so I hiked my legs back as far as I could hoping to get every single inch of cock that he could possibly deliver, and each time he stroked me I loved feeling his head deep within me, almost touching my uterus with every stroke.

Our rhythm had increased and he was now pounding me at full force, and the pleasure was driving me out of my mind as I moaned louder and louder with each stroke of his cock.

“Oh God, Walt, fuck me harder, I’m about to come,” I announced.

Hammering me at full power I could not hold it back any longer and I screamed as I orgasmed and simultaneously I saw fireworks and waves of pleasure traveled throughout my body and a sensation of warmth I’d never experienced shot through me from head to toe.

Still violently pounding my clit he announced, “Oh God, I can’t hold it any longer,” and after emptying himself deep inside, he fell on top of me exhausted.

Laying there still panting I put my arms around Walt and held him while we recovered from our love making session.

After a couple of minutes, he rolled off of me and onto his back and as he did I could feel his seed spilling out of me and draining downward toward the crack of my rear end.

I propped myself up and kissed him and said, “That was fantastic.”

Nodding and still out of breath he uttered, “My thoughts exactly.”


Chapter 7

Our relationship blossomed over the next few weeks and we were definitely a couple in love, and if not that, one in heat for sure.  We were all over each other and having sex multiple times a day, no matter where we were at the time - on the beach near our hut, close to where we fished, in the jungle near the pool, in the lifeboat.  We couldn’t get enough of each other and that was all there was to it, and with no one else on the island we could make love anytime, anyplace.

It was about five weeks since we first started our sexual relationship and I was concerned about the fact that I’d been feeling sick in the mornings for the past four days.  This was very unusual for me, or at least the old me, since I’d never been ill in my life.  On top of that I’d noticed that my period was about a week overdue.  This part I really didn’t mind since it was the one thing I didn’t like about being a woman. To date I’d had the benefit of the tampons from the suitcase and was trying to stretch them out as far as possible, because running out of them would have been a most uncomfortable situation.  I decided that evening I would have a conversation with Walt about my symptoms which were undeniable.

After dinner we sat by the campfire and watched the sun set, all the while Walt had his arm around me, and within a couple of minutes the day was done and the only illumination was that of the fire.

“Walt there’s something I need to tell you.”

Turning toward me, he said, “Sounds serious.”

“Mmmm, I guess you could say that.”

We sat there silently for a few seconds and then I said, “I’ve not felt well for the past few mornings.”

“What do you think is wrong?  You’ve always been in good health; even since the fountain changed you you’ve been healthy.”

“That is true.  However, I’ve also not had a period and it is about a week overdue.”

We both sat there silently for about twenty seconds when he said, “Do you think it’s possible that ….,” he then stopped talking.

“Yes?”

“You know, that ….”

“I might be pregnant?”

He nodded.

“Yes, I think we can’t rule it out unless I get my period and the morning sickness stops, I think there’s a really good chance that I am.”

“Gosh, when you got changed, I never envisioned that you could also get pregnant too,” he said.

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “Well, I guess when you get changed into a woman by that fountain it’s all or nothing.”

We sat there silently for a few seconds before I asked, “Well, what are your thoughts?  What if I am pregnant?”

“Well, Car…., Carla, I guess I’m speechless.”

“Do you have any other thoughts?” I asked.

“Like?”

“You’re excited to be a father?  Maybe you’re thrilled that I’m carrying your baby?”

“I don’t know, this is all so sudden, I’ve not had time to process it.  I guess I’m in shock.”

Leaning back on my arm and looking at him sternly I said, “You didn’t need much time to process it when you were fucking me multiple times per day did you?  It seemed like you needed absolutely no time to absorb that, and I don’t recall once you saying that you were in shock as you pumped loads and loads of your semen inside me either.”

Rising up, crossing his legs and sitting in front of me he said, “Hey, Carla, look at me,” as I sat there looking down at the sand.

“Why should I?”

“Because, one, you know how I feel about you, and two, if you’re pregnant then we are in this together.”

“You’re just saying that,” I said.

“I’m not and let me add something else,” he took his finger and raised my chin and as he did our eyes met and he said, “I am excited that I’m going to be a dad, and there’s no one else I would rather have a baby with than you.”

We then began to kiss and before I knew it our clothes were off and we were making love by the fire, which was the kind of behavior that had gotten me into this predicament in the first place.

* * *

It was about three months later and my pregnancy was in full swing.  Due to my petite stature my baby bump was quite pronounced and I’m sure it looked like I was carrying a small basketball under my top.  My breasts had become quite full and from time to time I even leaked a little milk but thanks to Walt who sucked on my nipples on a regular basis it was somewhat less of a problem.  I was happier than I’d ever been and I loved my life with Walt and was excited at the prospect of having his baby and us raising it together.

The tides had been low recently and our driftwood supplies were diminishing, so after breakfast one morning we each headed down the beach in different directions to see what we could find.  As I walked through the sand barefoot with sandals in hand I approached the end of the beach as we knew it, the place where the jungle cut if off and came all the way up to the edge of the ocean.  As I stood there looking down at the beach getting ready to turn around and head back toward camp I suddenly heard a noise, or so I thought.

At first, I thought I was hearing things but as I continued to stand there I was sure that I heard music.  This could not be since Walt and I were the only two people on the island.

Walking to the end of the beach I could still hear the music fading in and out, so I put on my sandals and started pushing my way through the jungle toward the sounds.  The trees and brush were thick, and it was probably not that smartest thing to do since I was pregnant and there were potentially dangerous animals and snakes in the jungle.  After a short walk the music became increasing louder, a Caribbean tune which I just happened to recognize, and as I pressed forward, I could hear that it was coming through a row of shrubbery.  Peeking through I saw a swimming pool with people around it, and as I continued my scan it was clear that it was a resort hotel. 

My first thought was to approach them and tell them about our dilemma, but then I decided I would head back and tell Walt about it before I did anything.

After exiting the jungle, I took my shoes off and walked barefoot on the beach back in the direction of our camp.  I was excited to tell Walt the news, but as I neared our camp I soon had other thoughts that alarmed me.  Walt and I landed here as two guys, I had been inadvertently changed to a woman, and we had started a relationship, but was it because it was just the two of us and that’s what any guy would do under those circumstances?  If we were rescued, would he still feel the same about me afterward or would he leave me for a girl that was actually born a woman and abandon me?  The thought of losing him horrified me as the feelings I had for him were unlike those I’d ever had for any human being in my life.  The prospect of him not being in my life to help raise our baby also saddened me to the point where I began to tear up.

Reaching the camp Walt was already there and apparently had good luck finding additional driftwood on his section of the beach.

“Have any luck?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “Nope, but it looks like you did.”

“I sure did, must have picked up about a two-day supply of firewood.”

“That’s great,” I said.

Moving closer to me he looked at me and asked, “Your eyes look a little red, you’ve not been crying, have you?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Of course not, it’s just the wind and sand irritating my eyes,” and then putting my arms around him I asked, “With you here, what could I possibly have to be sad about?”

Taking me in his arms he said, “Exactly,” and then kissed me.

That afternoon I was at the campsite alone while Walt went down the beach and into the jungle to collect bananas.  We’d discovered a new supply of them about two month ago and were thoroughly enjoying our newfound bounty, and with my pregnancy we were pretty sure it was a good source of nutrients for our baby.

As I sat there I thought about Walt and the undeniable fact was that I loved him with all my heart and soul.  I would do absolutely anything for him and wanted to do nothing but make him happy and hoped that he felt the same way towards me.

Getting in the suitcase I decided to touch up all my nails to pass the time while waiting for Walt to return.  I then took out the makeup and started experimenting with it as I had no idea what I was doing.  After some trial and error I managed to apply it successfully.  I then slipped on a yellow dress, combed my hair, and then put on some jewelry including the necklace, bracelets, and the anklet. 

I heard a noise outside the hut and went out to discover that Walt and returned with a supply of bananas.

“Wow, that’s a pretty good haul,” I said.

“It is isn’t it?  Hopefully this will help supplement your diet and help our baby develop normally.”

Looking at him I said, “I love hearing you say our baby,” and then I started to sniffle and teared up a bit.

Coming up to me he said, “Hey, of course it is, mine and yours, and always will be.”

He then took a step back and took a look at me and said, “Wow, you sure do look beautiful, and that’s a great yellow dress.  Have you worn that before?”

I shook my head and then said, “Thanks, I hope you always think that about me.”

Looking at me he asked, “That you’re beautiful?”

I nodded and then he said, “I will always think that Carla.”

We then began to kiss and then lowered ourselves to the sand where we made love, but very carefully as when you’ve got a baby in the way, missionary position can be tricky.

That night after dinner as we sat by the campfire I asked, “Walt, do you think we will ever be rescued?”

“We will be one day, I have no doubt.”

Sitting there silently for a bit I then asked, “When we get back to civilization do you think our relationship will change?”

Looking at me he said, “That’s a funny question, what brought that up?”

“I don’t know, just wondering, because it seems that things always change in this world.”

“Do you want our relationship to change once we get rescued?” he asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “God no, I love what we have.”

Putting his arm around me and kissing me on my forehead he said, “I think you worry too much.”


Chapter 8

The rays of the rising sun peeking through the cracks in the hut woke me up.  As I stirred and opened my eyes I rolled over in my hammock and noticed that Walt was not in the hut.  This wasn’t unusual as he would often get up early and go out looking for driftwood or hunting for food.  Laying there for a bit I finally mustered the energy to roll myself out of my hammock and as my feet hit the sand, I stretched my arms and yawned.

Walking out of the hut I looked around and it appeared that it was going to be a beautiful day. There were few clouds in the sky, the birds were singing, and the sun was shining brightly.  Standing there I took in the beauty of the beach, the jungle, and the waves crashing against the shore. 

“Carla, Carla,” Walt yelled as he came running toward me from down the beach.

Walking to meet him about halfway down the beach we eventually met and he grabbed me by the arms and hugged me and said, “You’re not going to believe it.”

He stopped talking as he was completely out of breath and was unable to speak.

“Take our time and get your breath sweetie,” I said.

“Carla,” he uttered, “We’re saved.”

“What?” I asked.

Nodding he said, “There’s a resort down at the other end of the beach, a full hotel and everything.  We would have never even have known it was there if I hadn’t seen a jet ski out in the water, then as I got closer I could hear music too so I followed the sound into the jungle and came across the resort.  Isn’t that great?”

I sunk to my knees and started to cry loudly and as I did Walt lowered himself down to me and asked, “What’s wrong?  Carla, we’re saved.  We can go home.”

I continued to bawl hysterically when he asked, “Aren’t you happy?”

Shaking my head, I said, “Walt, I’m afraid.”

“Baby, what are you afraid of?”

Finally regaining a little composure, I was able to speak and said, “Walt I know what’s going to happen the moment we get back, you’re going to leave me,” and then I continued crying.

“Why on earth do you think that?”

“Because I used to be a guy, and once we get back, I just know that you’re going to want a girl who was born a woman, not a freak like me.  Here on the island I was the only woman and that meant that you would always be mine, but once we return home you’re going to feel differently.”

“Oh Carla, you’ve got it all wrong.”

“Walt, why don’t we stay here?”

“You mean marooned?” he asked.

“The happiest six months of my life have been here, with you, don’t you feel the same?  I know we have to work each day for our very survival, but I love our life together, and here we can always have that.  Please stay here with me.”

Taking my hands in his he raised my chin and looked me in the eye and said, “Carla, I love you and that’s never ever going to change, and as far as I’m concerned you are a real woman, and don’t every let me hear you call yourself a freak again.”

We continued sitting there on the beach in silence and he added, “You were given a gift on this island, not one that you asked for but one, nonetheless.  Carla we’ve been best friends all of our lives and have always loved spending time together whether it was riding dirt bikes, fishing, watching football or whatever.  The transition that happened to you did one thing for both of us that we could never have even envisioned, it not only enabled us to remain lifelong best friends, but it gave us the chance to spend every hour of each day together for the rest of our lives as lovers.”

After a few moments Walt asked, “Carla do you love me?”

“Oh Walt, I do with all my heart.  I’ve never loved or cared for anyone as much as I do you,” I said tearfully.

“And I feel the same way about you, you’re everything to me and my life would be so empty without you.”

As we sat there in the sand, I could hear the faint sound of a speedboat in the distance and as it got nearer the sound of it’s engine grew louder until it finally rounded the bend and then motored up as close as it could to the beach.  When it couldn’t get any closer, a man dressed in white shorts and an orange shirt jumped out and headed up toward the shore.

“Our ride?” I asked.

Walt nodded and said, “When someone saw me peeking my head through the shrubs at the resort they asked me who I was and what I was doing there.  I think the fact that I was wearing clothes that were dirty and torn raised some suspicion as to why I was at there.”

“I told them we’d been here six months and I’d never seen any activity or heard any music up until today.  Apparently the resort had been closed for repairs after being hit by the hurricane and they just reopened last week.”

“That would explain it,” I said.

“After I told them the story of how we were stranded here they said they would send a boat around to collect my pregnant fiancée.”

“Walt!  You told them that?  Why?”

“Because unless you say otherwise I’m going to marry you.  Even if I have to drag you down the aisle kicking and screaming.”

“You’ll never have to drag me down the aisle Mister,” I said.

“No?” he asked.

“No, it would be more like I was dragging you down the aisle,” I said.

We both started laughing and then he said, “Carla, I love you more than I can say.”

“I love you too baby,” and then we kissed one another passionately.

I grabbed him and hugged him and as I did tears of joy flowed down my cheeks and at that point I knew he loved me and always would.

With a Jamaican accent the boat driver approached us and asked, “Anybody need a lift?”


Chapter 9

I’m not going to use the term long story short because I absolutely hate it when people say that because it never is short.

After being picked up by the resort’s speedboat and taken to the hotel on the other side of the island, we were given a nice room for two nights courtesy of the cruise line.  They even flew a doctor in to check us out who was amazed at how healthy we were considering that we head been stranded for six months.  We were then transported to a nearby cruise ship that had pulled into port at one of the local islands the day before and once onboard we were given a presidential suite, compliments of the cruise line.  Additionally, we were given unlimited onboard credit which we used to assemble a temporary wardrobe in the ship’s shops.

At this point you are probably wondering how we explained my transition to everyone after leaving the island and returning home since we couldn’t tell anyone about the spring that changed me because no one would believe it, right? 

Wrong!

The fountain was soon discovered by workers from the resort and one of them was accidentally changed into a woman, and it made international news.  It turns out that the fountain has biochemical properties that rewrite a man’s DNA, thus, changing them into a woman, like what happened to me.  The scientists also discovered that it flows for several hours about four times a year and then dries up.  At present it is still being studied but under careful watch and the island’s government has even deployed its military to guard it and make sure it is protected.

As it turned out, after returning home I became quite a celebrity, the man who was changed into a woman.  So, I did the talk show circuit, both radio and TV, wrote a book, and even did speaking engagements from time to time.  It was a not a career I planned for but then again, I never planned to be a woman either did I?  Let me also say that the money isn’t bad either, and to think that I had no idea what I was going to do after I got out of the Army.  Did I also tell you that I got invited to the White House and met the President?  He said that he admired my positive attitude and that I was a winner.

Our parents were very accepting of the entire situation which was not a complete surprise.  Mine and Walt’s folks had always been almost like family to one another and this sealed the deal, as they were now officially just that.

Walt and I got married, bought a house with a white picket fence using a VA loan courtesy of our time in the Army, settled into our new life together, and I eventually had a beautiful baby boy who we named Walt, Jr.  I never knew that I could love anything as much as I do him as he is truly the light of my life and the best kid ever, not that I’m partial or anything.

It’s been one year exactly since we were rescued, and I’ve settled into my new life as Carla.  Walt is a great husband and a wonderful father, and I couldn’t ask for more.  I’ve never been happier and love each and every day that I get to wake up and spend it with the best hubby in the world.  Despite the fact that I love my new life I still think back to those days on the island where it was just the two us romping back and forth on the beach, sometimes nude, sometimes not.  I will never forget those months where I was

Barefoot, Pregnant & Shipwrecked

Where Walt and I went from being friends, to friends and lovers, to falling in love and I hope that you too can find the happiness that we have found.

Love Carla
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