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  Preface


  We said goodbye in June. All of us, once roommates, now graduates. Ready to take on the world, kicking ass and taking names; beginning our lives. We hugged each other. We accepted hearty handshakes with everyone's parents. We told tales of college over dinner, hoping we'd see everyone again.


  



  We remembered that day in our first year when we went to the lake and carved our names in a tree:


  



  Rand


  Jerry


  Matt


  Van


  



  We promised we'd stay in touch. 


  



  We hoped it was true.


  



  Someday.


  



  



  




  Chapter 1


  I had been looking forward to our upcoming kayaking trip for months. I and three of my college friends had been planning a trip to Nevada for the last six months. We’d learned about this tour in a travel magazine where it was listed among one of the most breathtaking float trips open to any level of paddler. Only Matt had any experience to speak of. The rest of us had canoed at summer camp, but had never done anything like this. 


  



  We were to be dropped off with our gear and kayaks at the base of the Hoover Dam and we’d kayak for six days downstream toward Bullhead City. I was really looking forward to seeing the bottom of the Hoover Dam. It is a secured government site and requires a basic background check even to enter the gate so nobody can simply get there without first being approved. That would ensure that the first part of our trip, at least, would be very secluded and we’d have a portion of the Colorado River to ourselves. 


  



  Our group would be small—me and three of my best friends from college. We’d all been suite-mates in our dorm during our freshman year and had remained close even after we graduated five years ago. My name is Van. I’d be sharing a kayak with Rand. Rand had been my roommate and was the best of my friends. Matt and Jerry were in our opposite suite. They’d share the other kayak. 


  



  Since graduating, my buddies had become much more successful than me. Rand was already into his second promotion at an accounting firm in Chicago and thought he’d make Vice President within a couple of years. Matt was an engineer working for a solar company in Phoenix, and Jerry was finishing his final rotations in med school. I was managing a Starbucks, having failed to find a job in marine biology as I’d hoped. At least I wasn’t stuck in my home town living with my parents. I was at least working in San Diego like I’d dreamed. I just didn’t have the job of my dreams. I volunteered on weekends to help feed the animals at Marine World. It was at least in my profession, even if I didn’t get paid. I hoped I’d be able to be in the right place when a real job opened up in the park. Until then, I was unhappy and just getting by. 


  



  We all flew to Phoenix to meet up with Matt at his place since he was centrally located and closer to Las Vegas. We partied together and caught up and went over our gear needs. Matt drove us all to the local REI where we’d purchase or rent the last of our gear. It was hard being with my more successful friends. They were all looking at the most expensive gear while I was looking at rental stuff and hoping I could afford it and still pay my rent. It didn’t help that they kept rubbing their success in my face, even falling back on their old gag of calling me “Vanessa” each time I wimped out on doing something or buying the gear I really wanted. 


  



  “Come on, Vanessa,” said Matt. “Pull out your purse and get it! We’re going to be on the river for a week. You don’t want your shoes to fail.” 


  



  “Shut up, Matt.” I said, punching him in the arm. My fist bounced off of his shoulder and I winced in pain. I’m not very big and strong and his arm was like a brick. 


  



  “Hey guys, look! Vanessa broke a nail on my arm,” he shouted across the store. “Come on, Van. Let’s go get you some proper shoes. I’m buying.” 


  



  I’ve always been smaller than my friends. They are all taller than six feet. I’m only five-seven and no matter how hard I work out, I just never bulked up to become strong for my size. So, the girl jokes were a thing. It didn’t help that I liked to wear my hair longer, sometimes pulled back into a pony tail, but that just fueled the good-natured ribbing that I receive from my friends. 


  



  I laughed off their teasing and went to the shoe section to select some water shoes. I’d gladly let Matt buy them if he was offering. As I walked to the back of the store, I was caught off-guard by a sudden sneeze. I wiped my ticklish nose on my arm and headed for the shoes to catch up with Matt. I laughed nervously and said, “Don’t worry, folks. Allergies.” 


  



  The sneeze reminded me of why I hate traveling by plane. All of the germs getting circulated through a tin can in the sky, passing from passenger to passenger is enough to make me sick just thinking about it. In this time of COVID, we were all wearing masks, but every sneeze now drew the attention of half of the people in a room or store like a scene from Monsters, Inc. where a monster is touched by a human sock and they call down a “23-19” alert to decontaminate him. 


  



  We left the store over an hour later with sleeping bags (rented), two tents, inflatable ground pads, rocket stoves, and enough dehydrated meals to cover us for seven days. While driving back to Matt’s place, we talked over where we’d been for the last few weeks and how confident we all were that we hadn’t been exposed to the vid.  We all agreed that aside from the planes, we’d been safely away from others. We’d wear the masks until we made the drive to Nevada when we’d just wear them when near others. We were going to be camping together and so close that masks weren’t going to keep us much safer, anyway. 


  



  As we discussed our health and recent travels, I felt a small tickle in my throat and cleared it. It was a normal thing to do, but in the context of our discussion, it made me wonder anxiously. I really wanted to go on this trip. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t want to jinx my luck.


  




  Chapter 2


  On the way back to Matt’s house we stopped to pick up our car rental. Matt’s car was too small for all four of us and our necessary gear. We picked up a big Dodge Ram crew cab with plenty of room for us and storage for gear in the bed. It was loaded with all of the electronics you’d ever need. Matt plugged his iPhone into the dash and started playing a custom Spotify channel he’d made of all of our favorite songs from college. We sang along and laughed all the way back to his house and looked forward to more of our musical memories on the trip to Vegas. 


  



  Once back at Matt’s, we settled in for the afternoon. We’d leave in the morning for the 4-hour drive to the Arizona-Nevada border. We grabbed some beers and took seats in Matt’s man-cave to talk over the trip. It was large enough to remain socially distanced. It was bigger than my apartment.  Our plans were that once we were at the border; we’d stay overnight in the hotel and casino on the Nevada side of the Hoover Dam. In the morning, we’d meet the outfitter providing our boats and paddles in the parking lot and the outfitter would transport everyone and everything through the security gate that guarded the road to the base of the dam. 


  



  Jerry had purchased a trip-guide and talked us through some of the sites we’d see on the way downstream. “Around lunchtime we should make it to a natural hot spring. We should stop there. We can explore the springs and take a dip before heading on toward Willow Beach Marina where we can stop for beer,” he said. 


  



  I reached across the table and took the guide from Jerry’s hands, scanning the page for more information about the hot springs. 


  



  “Hey! Radical! The springs is home to a brain-eating amoeba! We’d better be careful...well maybe not Rand. He’s probably safe.” My joke caught a punch in the ribs. “Ow! Watch it!” I laughed with the group but my laugh turned into a coughing jag. 


  



  Rand looked at me and asked, “You okay, roomie?” His blue eyes looked really concerned. 


  



  “Yeah. Just snorted some beer when I laughed. It’s not the ‘rona,” I said. 


  



  We continued talking our way down the river, planning on which beaches to camp and cook. There were caves to explore and swimming holes. There were places to dive and snorkel in the clear waters of the chilly Colorado River. We were all very excited about the possibilities. 


  



  We stayed up late, catching up and talking about things we’d done since college. We partied and played video games for hours. 


  




  Chapter 3


  I went to bed feeling pretty drunk and fell asleep easily, though I tossed and turned all night. I kept waking up with a cough. I’d taken a glass of water to bed with me and drank my way through it four times, refilling it in the bathroom when I got up to pee. 


  



  We all woke up at seven with mild headaches. We downed some pain relievers and drank a lot of water and made a big breakfast of eggs, sausages, bacon, and toasts. We burped and stretched and pushed ourselves away from the table. Jerry grabbed his phone and said he was heading into the bathroom for twenty minutes. 


  



  I started pulling my gear bags together and took time to make sure my Hero cam was charged. I wanted to take a time-lapse of our trip down the river and planned to attach the camera to the side of the kayak. If it worked, I’d have a record of everything we did while on the river. 


  



  Jerry finished his post-breakfast dump and we all tied our stuff down to the bed of the big Dodge truck. We climbed in and headed for Wickenburg, Kingman, and finally, the Hoover Dam Lodge. We talked about old friends, girls, parties, our jobs, and the girls we were dating. I remained quiet as I wasn’t dating anyone and hadn’t dated anyone in the three years since we graduated. Jerry and Matt picked up on my silence and started with the jokes. 


  



  “Come on, Van. You mean you haven’t dated anyone? Is there a guy,” asked Jerry?  


  



  “No. There’s no guy! I just haven’t met any girls I want to date,” I said.  


  



  Matt tugged on my hair from the back seat. “Maybe you should cut your girly hair, Vanessa,” he joked. “Unless you want to meet a nice guy!” 


  



  Rand came to my defense. “Guys! Leave Van alone. He’ll date somebody when he thinks the time is right. I’ve been picky, too. I don’t date every girl I meet. I’m trying to meet the right girl—somebody I can make a life with. That’s hard with working all the time. My mom’s been on my ass for a year saying it’s time to find a good wife and start giving her grandkids.” 


  



  “Are you ready for that,” I asked. 


  



  “Shit, no! Girls I date have all been so shallow. They see me in a suit and think I’m the dream their mom has for them. I want somebody I can talk to like a friend and know that she’s not just with me for the money or the stability I have.” 


  



  I found my voice and responded, “My parents know I don’t date. Besides, I only meet women at work and who wants to go out with the guy who manages their coffee store? If we break up, she has to find another place to buy her coffee and that might make her two minutes late for work!” 


  



  We all laughed and someone changed the subject to interesting cases Jerry had seen at the hospital. After a couple of particularly gruesome emergency room stories, I contributed some gross walrus stories from Marine World. We stopped for gas outside of Kingman at a Love’s Truckstop. My throat was still bugging me so I bought some cough drops to suck on at the counter. I had to pull my mask down so that Apple Pay could identify me to make the charge to my credit card. I unwrapped a lozenge while walking out of the store. The minty vapors were just starting to breathe through my mask as I hopped into the front seat of the truck once more. 


  



  We got off the freeway at Kingman and drove into town on Route 66 to find some lunch. We hit a place for some tasty barbeque in the old town section and got back on the road. In just over 90 minutes, we were crossing the Tilman bridge into Nevada. We tried to look over the rail from the tall truck to see the dam or the river below the dam where we’d start our trip. Unfortunately, the barrier rails were too tall to see over to get a view. 


  



  We took the first Nevada exit and wound our way to the Boulder Creek Lodge. The lodge was typical of the first casino this side of any border. It was small. It was a casino—actually a series of very small casinos located on a common lobby. It smelled of smoke but we couldn’t find many gamblers inside. I counted no more than ten people as we walked through the casino to get to the bell desk of the hotel. We checked in and went to our suite. Once more, we’d share rooms with our roommates from college. Rand and I entered our room and heard Matt and Jerry pull their things into the room next door. 


  



  “Sorry about the guys, Van. I don’t know why they rib you so much,” he said. 


  



  “It’s okay. I’m used to it. Every group has the guy that just gets to hang out with the cool guys because they feel like they have to invite him for old time’s sake,” I responded. “I was always lucky to tag along.” 


  



  “Knock it off, Van! You’re not that guy. You’re my best friend. I want you here. I can’t wait to hang out with you this week. Matt and Jerry are fun but I’m here because you are,” Rand gave my arm a gentle slap, “Come on, buddy, take it easy. Tell me how your parents are. How’s your sister?” 


  



  I smiled. “They’re good. Mom just took a first place at the county fair for her roses. Dad sits in his chair and acts like he can’t hear her talk about her roses. Becky moved to St. Louis to work at SLU. She’s met a guy. They seem serious.” 


  



  “Is your mom on you like mine,” he asked? 


  



  “I wish. I think they’ve given up on their little Van. They’ve stopped asking,” I said with a sigh. 


  



  We settled into an easy conversation. It was really good to be with him again. I remembered that he really had been my best friend. We weren’t just roommates. We cared about each other. We talked for about an hour that felt like twenty minutes before Matt knocked on the door. Rand stood up and answered the door. 


  



  “Come on. We’re going to go downstairs and see if we can play some poker. Maybe get some dinner and a beer. Put on your party dresses and meet us downstairs,” Matt said as he turned to leave the room. 


  




  Chapter 4


  We’d eaten steaks at the bar and played poker until midnight when we cashed out and went upstairs to get some sleep. We got up in time to be outside when the outfitter pulled up with the trailer of kayaks. The outfitter gave us a look as we loaded case after case of beer into a kayak with our gear and hopped into the back of the van.  


  



  “We have to wait for the guy from Homeland Security. He’ll be here in ten minutes,” said our outfitter. 


  



  “I’ve got a headache. I’m going inside again to get a cup of coffee and some Tylenol,” I said as I jumped out of the van. I ran up the steps and opened the door, sucking air through my mask and struggling to catch my breath. I walked to the little store and found the drugs and a chilled coffee. I paid and walked back outside. My friends were pulling their wallets out to show I.D. to a man with a clipboard. He barely glanced at each card and then looked to me. I handed him mine and he thanked us all and wished us a safe trip. We were clear. 


  



  We hopped back in the van. Our driver climbed in and we were away. The ride from the lodge took about five minutes. The driver punched in a code and the security gate slid open for us. The next mile was a series of switchbacks amid the red cliffs surrounding the dam. We passed herds of mountain sheep laying in the steep rocks.  It was exciting. We were getting to see things so few people get to see.  


  



  After a few dozen more turns, we rounded a tight bend and we were looking at the bottom of the Hoover Dam! All four of us stared with wide eyes up the face of the massive structure, quietly marveling at the amount of water that was gathered on the other side of that wall. Water flowed from huge tubes on either side of the dam, providing water that fed the Colorado river at the beginning of the Black Canyon.  


  



  We hopped from the van and quickly assembled for some photos in front of the giant façade. The parking area was as close we could get so we posed and pointed and goofed around for each other. The outfitters loaded all of our belongings and beer into the two kayaks and positioned them near the waterline.  


  



  Jerry looked up and saw that the kayaks were ready. “Come on, boys! Let’s hit the river!” He started walking toward our boats. 


  



  Rand looked at me and asked, “Mind if I take the back seat?”  


  



  “Okay, but we may have to switch off. I’m not as strong as you are and the front does more of the work,” I said. 


  



  “Well, Van. After this week, you may have a new set of arms,” he joked! 


  



  “I want to set up my GoPro. Give me a minute to clamp it onto the boat,” I said, taking the camera out of my backpack and positioning it on the accessory track of the kayak and pointing it forward. It would catch me from behind but also catch all of the gorgeous scenery of the Black Canyon. I set it to take one photo every 3 seconds and then held the boat for Rand to climb into his seat. 


  



  Once he was in, we pushed off and paddled backwards from the shore. We moved toward the dam to get close to the barrier and the dam. Matt and Jerry also came up to meet us there and we again posed for photos in front of the wonder of the world.  


  



  After the pictures, we started to paddle downstream from the dam. There was a slight current that helped us move down river with little effort. The walls of the canyon were steep and the sun was still low and hiding behind the left-hand wall, leaving us to paddle in the cool shade of the cliffs. The air was crisp and the water was crystalline. We could see all the way to the bottom, some fifteen feet below our boats. 


  



  “This is outstanding,” I heard Matt yell from behind us. Then, I heard a pull tab pop on a beer. It was eight-thirty. I wasn’t ready to start drinking yet. Rand didn’t, either. Maybe when we got to the hot spring. 


  



  Everything in the canyon is worth seeing. There are caves at the waterline; there are waterfalls running down the walls and adding a sound effect layer to the river as the water tumbled down the rocks. All along the river are historic signs of the people who constructed the dam. There are precarious walkways and pulleys to transport people and their things across the river. 


  



  We paddled and talked as we flowed downhill with the river. The river is fairly lazy with no rocks or rapids to speak of, though the current increases as the canyon narrows. Occasionally, we passed a beach that looked like others had camped upon it recently.  We noticed that there were mile markers affixed to the cliff walls to track our progress. Only a few markers had passed when we heard voices and the sounds of kayaks banging on rocks.  Ahead on the shore were about forty people in swimsuits carrying paddles and life jackets. 


  



  “Is this the springs already,” asked Rand? 


  



  I looked at my phone to check the river map. “Yes. This is it. Let’s go check it out!” 


  



  We slid our kayaks into a gap on the shore and I jumped out to help pull the boat onto the shore. As I struggled with the boat, a guy came over and reached for one of the load bars on the boat to pull. 


  



  “Here, miss. Let me help you with that,” he said. He turned to look at me and recognized his mistake. “Oh, sorry. I just saw your long hair from behind and…” 


  



  “It’s okay, really. Thanks for the help, man. I appreciate it,” I said. He walked back to his friends. 


  




  Chapter 5


  We grabbed our valuables from the boat and started walking away from the river to see the springs. There was little mask use happening as people wandered along the trail toward the springs. We hiked and climbed over some low walls until we reached a wooden ladder and waited our turn to climb up the final barrier to the water. 


  



  When we arrived, there were about ten people in the spring, but several of them looked to be leaving. We waited and then edged our ways into the spring. It was so warm! The guidebook said the water was around 110 degrees. Water flowed around us like a natural hot tub. Though we hadn’t paddled long, the warm water felt good on my shoulders and I sank lower to allow the warmth to soak into my arms and upper back. 


  



  Jerry and Matt started playing with the water, splashing one another. I must have laughed, which drew their attention. Both looked at me and then shoved water at me with their cupped hands. It hit me in the face and I felt water run up my nose. I instantly felt the need to sneeze and quickly looked toward the sun to help me release the sneeze, feeling the water run into my throat. As I sneezed, I felt it hit my sinuses. 


  



  There was an old guy across from us. He said, “You guys should be careful splashing this water around. There’s an amoeba in this water that is known to infect your brains.” 


  



  Unconsciously, I sniffed and felt water flow down the back of my throat. “Oh, shit.” I sneezed again and felt the need to get out of the pool. I didn’t like the idea of brain eating amoebas. I jumped out of the pool and started trying to blow water out of my nose against the rocks. I started to hyperventilate. Rand and Jerry jumped out of the spring and ran to me.  


  



  “Van…Van! Calm down.” It was Rand’s voice. I felt a hand on my back. Jerry crouched in front of me and stared into my eyes.  


  



  “Breathe with me, Van. In…hold…out…hold…in 2, 3, 4...hold…out 2, 3, 4…,” he kept counting until my breathing was under control and I’d calmed down.  


  



  “Thanks, Jerry. I think I got water in my sinuses. I panicked,” I explained. “Just a little freaked out, is all.” 


  



  Finally, I looked at both of them and laughed. It was a nervous laugh, but we all started laughing together and I heard Matt’s laugh-snort come from the spring. That made me laugh even harder but my laugh turned into a coughing fit. Jerry looked me over with concern. “Let’s get you back to the boat. I want to listen to your lungs,” he said, and helped me straighten up to walk.  


  



  We hiked out. I continued to cough, and even spit up some crap. When we got back to the kayaks, Jerry dug in his bags and actually came out with a stethoscope. “Okay, Van. Let me listen.” We went through a typical chest exam and he gave me his doctor look. He felt my throat and looked at my eyes. “How long?” 


  



  “About a day,” I responded. “I couldn’t miss this trip!” 


  



  “Van, you’re fighting Corona. I’m going to have to watch you closely and we may have to pack you out early. How’s your strength? You seem like you’re able to keep up when in the boat. Shortness of breath?” 


  



  “No. Not yet,” I replied.    


  



  “Good. Let me know immediately if you do.” 


  



  “I will. Thanks, Jerry. What do you know about this amoeba,” I asked him? 


  



  “Not much. I think they are overblown. It isn’t easy to get one into your sinuses where it can lodge and do damage. You should be okay. Please promise me you’ll let me worry about it. You just kayak and have fun. Don’t obsess about it like you always did about tests, okay?” 


  



  “Yeah. Okay,” I said.  


  



  But I wasn’t okay. After preparing enough dehydrated meals for the four of us and consuming them, we got back in the boats and I started to paddle. As I did, the amoebas I had accidentally snorted in the pool were interacting with the COVID virus incubating in my system to force a change that nobody could predict, and it began with a fever. 


  




  Chapter 6


  Rand and I paddled downstream, keeping up with Matt and Jerry. We joked and laughed and talked about old times as we kept making progress toward Willow Beach Marina. I started to sweat in the heat and kept dipping my Cool Towel in the stream and retying it around my forehead. The 58-degree water felt good on my head and probably masked the fever that was starting to grow inside me. Once, I dipped a cup in the stream and dumped it down my chest beneath my life jacket. I drank water and Gatorade, but l laid off the beer for now. 


  



  By the time we reached Willow Beach, I was glad to get out of the kayak. I was sweating more and had needed to use the bathroom for the last two hours. The marina had “real” bathrooms, so I entered and found my way to a stall, making it just in time to eject the liquid contents of my body into the bowl. Jerry had followed me into the bathroom and heard the liquids rush from my body.  


  



  “Van,” he said, “I think this is the best place to pull you off the river if we are going to do it. I think the next rescue point is a full day away. What do you think? Should I go talk to the Ranger sitting outside in the parking lot?” 


  



  “No! I want to stay! I’ve just got the shits. I’ll take some Pepto and I’ll be fine,” I was trying to convince myself of this fact as much as Jerry. My stomach took that moment rumble loudly. 


  



  “Take the Pepto, but I’m going to give you some Imodium, too. We can’t have you shitting all over your kayak!” 


  



  I chuckled but coughed into my mask. “Thanks, Jerry. Keep me together until we get off the river tonight. A good night’s sleep and I ought to be better.” 


  



  “Go into the market and get some more Gatorade. Keep drinking that,” he said. 


  



  “Got it. I’m on it.” I flushed and pulled up my shorts. As I walked out to the sink, my trunks slid down my hips a bit so I pulled them up, noticing that the waistband was feeling loose. I held my shirt under my chin and retied the shorts a bit tighter, thinking it was good that Jerry had walked out before seeing how I’d had to re-size my clothing. I took the time to retie my hair and gathered my things to leave. 


  



  I collected my groceries at the trading post store. I was particularly careful to keep my mask in place since Jerry was convinced that I was now carrying COVID. There was a plexiglass barrier between me and the clerk, so I didn’t worry too much. I leaned on the door with my shoulder, choosing not to touch my hands to the glass, and headed to a picnic table outside. Rand was waiting for me. 


  



  “Are you sure you’re alright, Van? Jerry thinks we might want to end it here,” he said.  


  



  “Yeah, why would we want to end it here,” I asked? 


  



  “You look pale and like you’re losing weight. You’re getting sick,” said Rand. 


  



  “Well, I’m a bit tired, but I think I’m good. I’m going to gut this out. I’m not ruining this trip for us,” I held up three fingers, “Scout’s honor.” 


  



  The rest of our crew was already waiting for us when we got back. I took a few minutes to change the memory card on my GoPro and set it back up for time lapse. I checked the frame to make sure I was capturing as much scenery as I could and still be in the frame and activated the camera. 


  



  I braced the kayak to hold the boat for Rand. “You ready,” I asked.  


  



  “Yeah. Thanks for holding the boat.” Rand approached and walked past me to climb in. He stopped. “Van, you sure you’re alright?” 


  



  “Let’s push on and get to Burro Wash,” I said, pushing the kayak out of the weeds and back into the open water as I hopped inside. “I’m fine.” 


  




  Chapter 7


  It took us another three hours to land the boats at Burro Wash, our stopping point for the night. The sun was setting but the air was still hot, so we were paddling from one shady cliff to the next as we moved downstream. We had to stop several times because speedboats were allowed on this part of the river and they were carelessly throwing a wake that would threaten our kayaks if we didn’t position ourselves to ride them out safely. Each time the boat rocked, I thought I would hurl up my stomach but I managed to keep everything down. It was becoming a struggle. 


  



  My fever was spiking because I was sweating, but cold. I was getting chilled and pulled my windbreaker out of my backpack. It was 92-degrees and I was freezing. I drank three sport drinks to hydrate, but by the time we got the tents set up and the boats out of the water for the night, I was feeling pretty bad like I might puke. The guys made dinner but I barely touched my own. While they pulled out the chairs to sit and have some beers, I went into the weeds and puked up my toenails. Then, I climbed into the tent I was going to share with Rand and laid down on my sleeping bag. 


  



  I must have passed out immediately. I don’t remember much about the night. I never heard Rand come to his bed. I do remember that my teeth had started to chatter so I had climbed into my sleeping bag and had zipped myself in to stay warm. I suffered through a massive headache and my muscles burned like they were on fire. My dreams were frighteningly vivid and full of wild animals chasing me through the woods, forcing me to wake up on several occasions to escape their claws and jowls. Once, when I awoke, there was enough moonlight coming through the screens in the tent for me to see that Rand was sleeping on the other side of the tent. 


  



  Around three-thirty, my hands cramped from the work they had performed paddling all day so I squeezed them with my other hand, trying to work out the cramp. My fingers felt strange and I noticed that I needed to trim my nails. Luckily, I’d brought a pair of trimmers so I could cut them properly.  


  



  My chills had subsided, so I stretched my legs out of the fetal position I’d been sleeping in to stay warm. I shaped my pillow back into a comfortable position and was about to put my head back down when my hand itched. Out of habit, I rubbed it against the growing whiskers of my day-old beard. But my face was smooth. I used my fingernails to scratch my hand and then closed my eyes to try to sleep once more.  


  



  I closed my eyes and it was instantly morning, I felt Rand shaking my shoulder to wake me up. I blinked my eyes and discovered that the sun was up and our camp was fully-lit. My stomach growled with hunger. Maybe I was getting better?  


  



  “Hey, Van. You up? We want to get back on the water,” I heard Rand say. 


  



  “Yes. I’m up.” My voice sounded higher than normal so I cleared my throat and repeated, “I’m up.” It was still about half an octave higher than normal and my voice was already higher than most men. I rolled my body inside the bag and struggled to find the zipper so I could escape my cocoon. I unzipped and stuck my head out into the sunlight. 


  



  I heard Rand gasp and looked in his direction, “What’s up?” 


  



  “Are you sure you’re okay,” he asked? 


  



  “Okay, you’re freaking me out. Spit it out. What’s wrong. Is something on my face,” I asked. I pulled at my face. My hair got in my mouth and I spit it out. 


  



  “Uh, Van...you really are looking a lot more like Vanessa right now,” he said.  


  



  I moved to climb out of my sleeping back and my shorts fell down my ass. I pulled them up to cover me and climbed to my knees. My hair fell forward to dangle past my arms. “What the fuck,” I asked? My hair seemed about twice as long as yesterday. Instead of brushing the tips of my shoulders, it now fell straight to the center of my back. It was also darker. I sat back on my heels and took a handful of hair and held it in the light before my eyes. It was a dark brown. Yesterday, it had been sandy brown. “Holy shit.” 


  



  “That’s not all, Van. Your face has changed, too,” he pointed at his own face and cupped his hands in a way that suggested that my face was somehow rounder. 


  



  I felt my face with my hands. It did feel different. First, I was smooth. I felt the entirety of my face and discovered that I no longer had facial hair—at least none that I could feel. Second, my face seemed puffy. “Do you have a mirror? I didn’t bring one.” 


  



  “Yeah. I figured I’d need to shave after a few days.” he dug in his waterproof bag and pulled out a small mirror. “Here.” 


  



  I held it to my face and looked into the shiny reflection. I felt my mouth drop open. I looked like a trans-girl. I still had some male features, but my face had changed significantly—enough that I could pass for a girl. My hair was long and dark. My skin was smooth and free of blemishes. My brows were thinner, and my chin was less pronounced. “Oh. My. God.” 


  



  I heard footsteps outside the tent and a shadow fell across the nylon canvas. Matt and Jerry were standing outside. Matt spoke, “Rand, where in the hell did you find a woman out here in the middle of nowhere? What did you do with Van?” 


  



  Rand looked at me. He looked panicked. “Uh, Matt. Quit goofing around. Jerry, I need you to come in here to check on Van.” 


  



  I shook my head vigorously to indicate that I didn’t want him to come inside. Hair that I didn’t own yesterday whipped back and forth. Rand shook his head. “It’ll be alright.” He opened the zipper and climbed outside. I turned from the door to hide my face and heard Jerry pull the zipper open further to admit his larger frame. 


  



  “How are you feeling today, Van,” he asked. 


  



  I turned my body toward him. 


  



  Jerry looked me up and down, noticing my hair and how the shorts were falling off of my body. “Well...that’s different.”


  




  Chapter 8


  I let Jerry examine me, taking the information with a lot of fear and trepidation. “Van, if I had to guess, I’d say you’ve lost 25 pounds since yesterday. That isn’t normal, but I’m sure you know that, already. I can’t explain how your hair grew or why your face has changed so radically. I’ve never seen this with COVID. Something else is happening here. 


  



  “Could it be the amoebas,” I asked him, nervously. 


  



  “No. That doesn’t make sense, either,” he said. “I don’t have an explanation for why you appear more feminine. Your arms have lost a lot of mass. So have your legs. You weren’t that big to begin with, but your body has taken on much slimmer proportions. You’ve even developed a bit of a waist,” he pointed at my hips. Hips I’d never known. “Let’s keep an eye on this. I’ll leave and let you get dressed.” 


  



  I pulled on a different pair of my shorts, cinching my nylon belt to fit my smaller frame. I felt the shorts bunch up in the back. There was too much material because they were simply too big for me now. I pulled on a shirt and prepared to climb out of the tent. I’d never been so self-conscious.  


  



  Apparently, Rand and Jerry had spoken to Matt about not calling me by the nickname that suddenly seemed too close to home. I gave everyone a weak smile and excused myself to take a piss. The campsite was surrounded by scrub brush and trees so it was easy to find a secluded place to whip it out. I took care of business and returned to camp where I grabbed some hand sanitizer and cleaned my mitts. Matt was already boiling some water and offered me some for coffee. I took it and set it on a plastic bucket while I pulled my hair back into a ponytail. I placed the hair tie in my mouth while I gathered my additional hair into a single bunch and then put the tie around it.  


  



  I sat away from my friends because I didn’t have my mask on while sipping my brew. It tasted good for instant. My stomach growled again and I felt my insides knot. It hurt. I dug through my bucket to find the packet of biscuits and gravy I planned to eat. I stood up and put on my mask. I walked back to where Matt offered me some more water to rehydrate my breakfast. I grabbed a spoon and headed back to my chair. 


  



  I could barely wait for the food to finish hydrating. My mouth was watering like mad. Finally, I gave up and opened the package and dug in. I didn’t even look up or speak until it was empty. 800 calories consumed in two and a half minutes. I grabbed a package of trail mix and consumed all of that, too. 


  



  “Van. You want the rest of this,” asked Matt? He poured the rest of his egg skillet breakfast into a bowl and handed it to me. 


  



  “Thanks, buddy,” I nodded at him and dug in. I grabbed another Gatorade and poured three quarters of it down my throat, wiping my mouth when I’d had enough. I looked up to find all of my friends staring at me. “What? Oh…sorry. I guess I didn’t eat much yesterday.” 


  



  We packed up our gear, but I was struggling. Gear that I tossed around easily yesterday required “one of the boys” to heft today. I was just wondering if I’d be strong enough to push us off when Rand came to my rescue, asking if I wanted to sit in the back seat today. I smiled and mouthed a quiet thank you for recognizing my fear. I set up my camera facing me for a change and reset it to time lapse mode once more. I turned it on and grabbed my paddle as Rand shoved us away for our second day on the Colorado.  


  




  Chapter 9


  Steering from the back meant I had less work to do. I didn’t have to paddle on each of Rand’s strokes. I just had to help maintain speed and course. I kept looking at my camera, wondering what it was seeing and if it knew what was happening to me.  


  



  And…I feared that things were still happening to me. At mid-morning, after we’d found a cave at the waterline that we could put both boats in, I noticed that my butt wasn’t as numb as it had been. I risked giving myself a squeeze and convinced myself that I was more padded down there. Was I really becoming a girl? I looked at my hands. I’d always had small hands for a man, but now they were thinner and my nails had grown long. I had girl hands.  


  



  The day was getting hot and we were seeking shade. We pulled into a small niche in a shaded cliff wall called, Nevada Sheep Cove on our maps and we all collapsed in our seats, enjoying the cool air. We wet our towels and tied them around our heads, relishing the cold it provided. I stretched my arms and noticed my friends were all looking at me but trying to not get caught looking. 


  



  “What is it, guys?” My voice came out even higher, but didn’t crack or feel like I needed to clear my throat. It felt natural. 


  



  Jerry broke the ice, first. “How are you feeling, Van?” 


  



  “Right now, I feel fine. I’m totally freaked out because I suddenly look and sound like a girl, but my head quit hurting and I think my fever’s gone. How do I look? Am I still changing,” I asked? 


  



  All three of the guys looked at each other. Rand turned in his seat to look back at me. I watched as his eyes grew large in surprise. 


  



  “Oh, I don’t like that look! What is it, Rand?” 


  



  Rand pulled his phone out of a waterproof case and opened the selfie cam. He handed it to me. I took it and looked into camera and almost dropped the phone in the drink. I caught it and looked back into my image. 


  



  I took off my CoolTowel so I could see my entire face. I didn’t even recognize myself. I didn’t look like me. The only similarity between Van and the girl in the phone was the color of her eyes. They were still green, but their shape had changed, becoming much larger. Long lashes defined the eyelids. My nose was noticeably thinner and more petite. “No fucking way! Jerry? How is this happening? I’m a chick!!” 


  



  Jerry cleared his throat and looked nervous. “Van, I really don’t know. I’ve been thinking about nothing else all morning. The only thing I can think of is that your COVID interacted with the amoebas from the spa yesterday to cause this. There is nothing else that I can think of. I wish I knew more, but without performing tests...” 


  



  I stared at the woman in the phone screen and pulled my hair out of my ponytail, letting my hair fall free. I shook my hair out and shaped it on either side of my face. The dark hair with my green eyes looked very pretty. I looked at my friends. “This is so…fucking…strange. I look like a girl but I’m still me. I look at me and I see a girl I’d be afraid to talk to. Do you have any idea how that makes me feel? I’m literally so pretty that I scare myself.” 


  



  Matt responded, “You’re so pretty that I’m afraid to talk to you!” 


  



  I looked down and saw the camera mounted on the kayak rail. I picked it up and turned the screen around so I could see it. I pressed the buttons with delicate fingers until I called up the video. It was visible in the shaded light of the cliff so I could see it easily. I pressed Play. 


  



  I watched as a long-haired version of Van paddled at a high speed as his facial features softened and he turned into a beautiful young woman. I watched as my waist shrunk from my already thin proportions to further narrow until they flared out into new girlish hips. I watched the time lapse as my ass turned into a girl’s. 


  



  Curious, I unzipped my life jacket so that I could look at my chest. I looked down and breathed a sigh of relief. I didn’t have breasts. I pulled my shirt out so I could look at my bare chest. While I didn’t have boobs, per se, I did notice a difference. My nipples were larger and stuck out from my flat chest, and my hair was gone. All of my chest hair had fallen out. 


  



  I suddenly felt sick and struggled to lean over the side of the kayak fast enough to puke into the river. I heaved and some of my breakfast splashed into the water. My hair fell forward and threatened to get in the way so I pulled it back and tried to gather myself. I smelled my breakfast and that was enough to bring up a second heave and I saw powdered eggs begin to float away from the boat. 


  



  Jerry said, “come on, guys. We need to get Van to the next campsite. We don’t have a way to get…him…out of here without calling a helicopter. Let’s move and find a site with some shade where we can get him out of the sun. 


  




  Chapter 10


   We found a camp an hour later on a sandy outcropping of Millsite Cove on the Arizona side of the river. I stumbled out of the boat and headed into the weeds to take a piss. Several minutes later, I was sitting in a camp chair, crying. My dick had shrunk to about a third of my usual size. I had barely been able to free it from my shorts to pee. 


  



  After I’d taken off my vest, it was clear that my body was taking on the curves and angles of a healthy 24-year-old girl. I’d developed a girlish ass. My legs were slimmer and softer than they had been. 


  



  I dug into my bag and retrieved my toothbrush so I could brush my breakfast puke out of my mouth for the second time. I bent low to the ground, amazed at how limber I was and spit my toothpaste under a rock, covering it with additional sand. “I need a fucking beer.” 


  



  I dug into the cooler and came out with a can of IPA from Four Peaks. I started to pull the top off and realized that I was about to break a fingernail. I picked at it until I could pull it without breaking a nail. I turned it up and drained about half of it. I lowered the can and felt my hair swish back into place. I belched, but it sounded like a girl belch. It wasn’t long and deep like I knew I was capable. It was short and cute and sounded like something a cartoon girl would do. I laughed and drained the rest of the can, finishing with another identically silly burp. I grabbed another beer and headed for my chair where I tucked one of my new legs under my new ass and opened the can. I chose to sip this one. 


  



  In the two hours since we had stopped, small mounds of flesh had begun to place themselves under my new girl nipples making them sit a little further from my chest. They were just different enough to foreshadow that I still had changes coming. Clothing was becoming a problem. I only had Van’s clothes and they did not fit Vanessa.  


  



  Yes, I was starting to feel that it made more sense to call myself Vanessa, at least if we were near other boaters. My shorts were the worse. My waist was now so tiny the elastic was too big to fit there, so the shorts fell down until they found flesh big enough to hold them in place. Unfortunately, that was the middle of my new ass. I finally decided to strip off the shorts and wear only my compression shorts. They looked like spandex tights, anyway.  


  



  There was a group of campers on the Nevada side playing loud Mexican party music—lots of trumpets and guitars that reminded me of polka music. We listened as we made dinner and the sun set over the cliffs on the Nevada side. After consuming dinner and a bunch of snacks, I told the boys I was going to bed. Rand told me to wait and stopped me. “Van? Uh…do you want to keep sharing a tent? I could squeeze in with the guys if you want.” 


  



  “Dude. I may look like this, but I’m still a guy. Sleep in our tent. I’ll see you in a bit.” 


  



  Once in the tent, I stripped out of my smelly clothes and took a few moments to let the night air cool my naked body. I reached between my legs and could still feel my dick, so that was good news. Deciding that none of my clothes would make good pajamas, I rolled over and crawled to Rand’s bag and found one of his shirts. I pulled it on and found that it covered my body sufficiently to sleep in. I took a sip of water from my camp bottle and tucked myself into my sleeping bag. I don’t remember closing my eyes before I was asleep. 


  



  I woke up sometime before the sun found the tops of the Arizona cliffs. The sky was getting light, but it wasn’t morning, yet. I rolled off of my hip to lay on my back and suddenly thought Rand had thrown one of his bags at me because something hit my chest and felt heavy. I gripped the bag with my hands and prepared to toss it aside when I felt my breasts shake and bounce. 


  



  “Oh…shit.” I slid my hands up my sides until I found them. “Oh…shit, shit, shit, shit, shit!” The flesh of my breasts fell into my fingers and moved with my hands as I caressed them for the first time. They were larger than any boobs I’d ever felt on the girls I’d dated. They felt amazing! I could totally get excited playing with these things. How big were they? To someone who had only known guy boobs, these things seemed massive. 


  



  I kept my left hand on my left breast and reached between my legs with my other hand. I searched around to find my cock but it wasn’t there. I played my fingers through my downy patch of hair until my finger found some loose skin. I stopped gripping my boob and moved my left hand to join the search through this soft triangle of hair. 


  



  I felt warmth spread through my belly and started rubbing my fingertips through the gap in my legs until I found it. I rubbed my middle finger through the flesh until it separated into two halves with a defined split. I slid my finger through that slip of skin until it parted a little more and I felt my wetness for the first time. I pulled my fingers back, afraid. I had no idea what I was doing down there.  


  



  I lay on my back staring at the lightening sky through the mesh of our tent and pondered my life. How had this happened? I stared at the last of the visible stars for several minutes, realizing that I wasn’t educated enough to understand the level of science that had to be in play to turn me into a girl. Had this ever happened before? Was there ever a case that spontaneously transformed a man into a woman? 


  I realized that tears were streaming from my eyes and I blinked them away, rubbing them against the back of my new slender hand. I sniffed, trying to clear my nose of the tear-induced congestion. I managed myself back to tearless thoughts. Did it really matter how this had happened? The inarguable facts were that I now had all of the female characteristics to make me a biological girl. The air started to warm with the impending arrival of the Arizona-Nevada sun so I tossed back my sleeping bag to cool my legs. 


  



  “You’re wearing my shirt.” 


  



  I startled at Rand’s words. I didn’t know he was awake. 


  



  “It’s okay. It looks good on you. So…you’re really a girl now, huh,” he asked? 


  



  I suddenly realized that his shirt had ridden up on my hips exposing my new vagina and the inescapable fact that I no longer had a dick. I grabbed for the shirt tail to pull it over my ass, realizing that it barely covered me now. My new tits kept it from covering my new girl parts. I pulled my sleeping bag back to help cover me and rolled onto my side so I could see Rand. He seemed embarrassed and was trying to cover a morning boner. 


  



  “Did I cause that? I must be a real girl if I made my best friend get that hard just looking at me,” I asked? 


  



  “Van, I know this isn’t about me. I’m just confused. You’re not just a girl. You are an outstandingly beautiful girl. I see that your breasts grew overnight. That only makes it worse because from what I can see, they are just as perfect as the rest of you,” he said. He still seemed nervous. 


  



  “Rand, you think you are confused? What do you think I’m thinking? Two days ago, I was a guy. Sure, I was smaller than most, but I was a guy. Suddenly, I’ve got tits and a pussy and I don’t even know how they work! My mom didn’t teach me how to pee like a girl! I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing! I’m not even sure where the pee comes out! I’ve got emotions I’ve never felt. I feel things I’ve never felt. My eyes are always leaking tears and I want to be held at the same time I think that makes me gay!” 


  



  As if on cue, I started to cry.  


  



  Rand offered me his hand. “Come here”. It was both an order and an invitation and I felt my body move towards his like iron to a magnet and before I could stop myself, I was spooned in his arms, sobbing like a child. He hugged me close and stroked my long hair near my face. He stroked my shoulders and arm beneath my mane of hair for several nice minutes and I felt myself start to calm.  


  



  I also felt Rand’s cock start to stiffen and press into my ass.  


  



  I jumped from his arms like I’d been bitten. “I am SO not ready for that,” I shrieked! We both started to laugh when we realized that my night shirt had climbed my thighs again and my sex was bare once more. So was my entire ass. Grinning sheepishly, I demurely covered myself again and sat back on my air mattress and crossed my legs at my ankles. I smoothed the material over the tops of my perfect thighs, noticing that silky gold hair covered my legs. I needed a shave.  I took a strand of hair and started curling it around my fingers. 


  



  I realized that I’d never been comfortable sitting on the ground like this but now that I had an ass with some padding, I wasn’t uncomfortable at all.  


  



  I finally looked at Rand. He was blushing. “What the actual fuck are we gonna do,” I asked? 


  



  “Well, we should probably get you off the river and back to civilization where you can get some clothing.” 


  



  “No! We’ve all been planning this reunion for months. I’ve been looking forward to it for months! I won’t ruin it when I can still paddle a kayak.” 


  



  “But…” he started to interrupt.  


  



  “No buts! We’ll continue this discussion in a minute. First, I have to go figure out how to pee. I’m bursting!” 


  



  I crawled to the door of the tent and started to unzip it. I felt the shirt fall forward, baring my ass. I looked back at Rand, “Gentlemen don’t look!” He blushed again and I stood up to leave the tent.  


  



  Jerry and Matt were sitting in their camp chairs and looked up when I emerged from the tent. Both of their jaws dropped when they saw me. “Yeah, yeah, I’ve got big tits now. So-fucking-what!” 


  



  I grabbed the roll of toilet paper from the camp bucket near the boys and stomped off into the weeds, feeling just like a pissed off girl. 


  



  My new plumbing worked and I was able to empty myself without incident. I returned to camp and joined the guys, sitting in a camp chair and pulling my legs up under myself to hide my new anatomy. All three of my friends looked nervous like they expected me to blow up again. I took a deep breath, feeling my new chest rise and fall. 


  



  “I always hated it when you called me Vanessa, Matt. I mean I really hated it. But now, I think you’d better start calling me that all of the time,” I said. 


  



  “Do you mean…” he started. 


  



  “Yeah. I’m pretty sure I’m a girl now,” I stood up and faced Jerry. “Doc, what do you think,”  I asked. I raised the long shirt, showing my naked body and all of my new parts and curves. 


  



  “Vanessa, please pull your shirt down. We can do this more professionally. Matt. Rand, go find something to do that isn’t here,” he ordered. The guys got up and left, tending to the boats. “Vanessa, please step over here and stand with your feet apart…” 


  



  After a remarkably professional and dispassionate exam, Jerry declared that by all external features, my body was entirely female. That settled it. I was Vanessa. 


  




  Chapter 11


  I was Vanessa. I asked the boys if we could stay at this camp for the day. I wanted to spend some time figuring out any clothing I might be able to wear and to see if I needed to modify any of my equipment to accommodate my body. We moved our gear under a shoreline tree to get things out of the heat and got out some beers. Our ice was still holding in the Yeti cooler and looked like we could make it another day or two before we’d need to stop at a downstream marina for more. 


  



  I discovered that my own underwear would fit me. I usually wore the “boy shorts” anyway and they were stretchy enough to fit my new ass. They weren’t so different from swimwear that I couldn’t get away with wearing them as shorts. Rand said he thought they looked cute. I didn’t know how I felt about that, but I was getting the impression that he was liking the new me just fine. 


  



  If I was honest with myself, snuggling in his arms this morning had been really nice until his friend popped up and ruined things. I wasn’t sure what I was feeling, now. Rand was my best friend, but now my new sex threw a strange dynamic into our friendship. Could we still be best friends if I was a girl? 


  



  I could tell the guys felt a bit strange. Having one hot chica where their friend used to be, but we soon fell into a more comfortable rhythm and we talked and joked like old times. Of course, all of our usual guy talk had a little extra spice with me present in our circle and the sexual innuendo was thick. 


  



  I was still having headaches. They made me worry about the amoebas and whether they were eating away at my brain even as I sat there worrying about them. I certainly hoped not. At one point, while lamenting my situation and struggling with not being manly, my head felt like it was going to explode. I rubbed my temples and thought I might as well accept things as they were. Surprisingly, my head stopped hurting. 


  



  On an afternoon trip to the weeds, I found a trailhead that seemed to lead to a narrow slot creek between two tightly spaced cliffs. I told Rand about it and asked if he wanted to go explore with me. He grabbed another beer; offered me one, and got up to follow. We took the trail and soon we were in the shade of the rocks. We talked as we started to climb. I found that my new body was quite light and flexible, allowing me to scramble up and down and around the rocks in the path. A few times, there was a rock too big to climb and Rand lifted me, setting my feet on the trail. I would turn and give him a hand up, too. 


  



  “You seem to be doing better with all of this,” he said to me as he lifted me once more. 


  



  “I don’t seem to have a choice, so I’m trying to make the most of it. I’m trying to open myself to the possibilities that being a girl might bring me,” I responded. 


  



  “Like what,” he asked. 


  



  “Oh, I don’t know. I’m letting myself get to know you as a girl. That’s a start. I still really want us to stay friends.” He climbed up to where I was standing while I waited for him.  


  



  He responded, “Van, I still want us to be friends, too.” 


  



  “It’s okay. You can call me Vanessa,” I said. When he came even with me, I stepped toward him and gave him a hug. My breasts pressed tightly between us as he hugged me back. 


  



  He chuckled a little and asked, “What’s that for?” 


  



  “For not making this weird. For not teasing me or treating me different. For still being my best friend.” I looked up into his eyes. I only came to his chin. I closed my eyes and smiled. 


  



  “You have a really nice smile when you use it, Vanessa. Your whole face lights up. You even have the cutest little dimple in your left cheek.” 


  



  I leaned back with my eyes closed and smiled even bigger. And then I felt his lips press against mine. I continued to smile as he pressed them against me again. My stomach was suddenly filled with butterflies. I closed my mouth but then opened my lips, letting Rand’s kiss press into mine. I kissed him back and found that my body liked kissing him. We kissed for several long moments before I smiled and pulled away a few inches. 


  



  “What are you doing,” I asked through my happy smile. I realized that my mind was okay with Rand kissing me. It didn’t feel gay like I was a man. It felt good like I was a girl. This whole thing was so strange. 


  



  “I’m kissing a beautiful girl in the shade of an Arizona cliff. I’m kissing a beautiful girl who happens to be my best friend—a girl I feel like I’ve known for ten years and ten minutes at the same time,” he said. He was almost whispering to me. 


  



  “I guess I’ve never seen you chat up a pretty girl.” I patted him on his chest. It felt strong and I let my hand rest between the muscles of his pecs. “You’re pretty smooth. In fact, if I was a pretty girl, I’d kind of want to kiss you again.” 


  



  He didn’t need another invitation. We started kissing, but this time we let our passions rise until our mouths became one and our tongues danced together. He tried to speak through our kiss, “You aren’t a pretty girl, though. You’re a stone-cold goddess!”  


  



  I pressed myself tightly against his warm body as he took my face into his hands and he delivered a kiss I could never have been capable of as a man. My knees felt weak and I hugged him more tightly. His fingers dug through my hair as he stroked my head and gently pulled at the hair on the back of my neck.  


  



  My nipples reacted to our passions and I felt them stiffen and press through my thin shirt. I squeezed his strong ass and leaned backwards to look at him. His hands moved to my breasts, finding my stiff little buds and sliding them between his fingers as they grew even harder and my pussy flooded with wetness so quickly, I thought I’d peed myself. 


  



  “Oh, my God. Rand, I can’t believe how you are making me feel. I didn’t know I could feel these things. I…I don’t know if I’m ready to do this…I sort of need to think about this a little. I don’t think I’ve ever felt anything like this and I definitely want to do this…but I’m just not sure this is the moment for it. It’s just a little fast.” 


  



  “It’s okay, Nessa. I’m a little surprised we did this, too.” 


  



  “Nessa? I kind of like that. Don’t tell the guys, though. I think I only want you to call me that, okay?” I smiled and took his hand, lacing my fingers in his and giving his fingers a kiss. “Let’s get back.” 


  



  We walked back to camp, holding hands. We kissed a few times when I just couldn’t contain my feelings. As we entered camp, I was almost skipping. When the boys saw that we were holding hands, Jerry handed Matt ten bucks. 


  



  “What was that for,” I asked? 


  



  “I bet him ten bucks you wouldn’t be ready to be a girl yet. It seems I was wrong,” said Jerry. 


  



  I walked over and patted him on the knee. “Yes…you were.” I kissed him on the forehead and went back to Rand, choosing to sit on his lap…like a girlfriend. 


  



  We laughed and talked through the afternoon, getting up to cook dinner. Now that my body seemed to have completed its changes, my appetite seemed to have slowed to a more girlish level. I only ate about a third of my yummy chicken with rice and vegetables.  


  



  As the sun started to set, I pulled Rand from our chair and led him down to the water where I found a good place for us to sit and watch the sun set over the other side of the river. He sat on the beach and I sat to his right and swung my legs across his so I could put my arms around him. “Are you good with this,” I asked.  


  



  “Yeah, I am. It was strange at first, but now it feels good. It feels right.” 


  



  “Good. Me too.” I leaned in so I could kiss him. “Let’s watch the sun go down together.” We held each other and kissed as the sun went over the cliff and the sky darkened. As the first stars came out, I leaned away and removed my shirt, exposing my breasts for Rand for the first time. 


  



  He pulled me close and let my left breast fall into his hand. I reached between his legs, gripping for flesh I no longer possessed but wanted desperately back between my legs. Our hands roamed over one another and I felt his hand find the the apex of my thighs as his fingers stroked my pussy through my thin boy shorts. I moaned in excitement and desire and bit my lip, waiting to see what Rand would do next. He pulled at the elastic of my underwear and his hand was inside my shorts and diving for my wet folds. I spread my legs a little, making more room for his fingers to work at my sex.  


  



  “You shaved. When did you do that,” he asked?  


  



  I was breathing hard. My response came in gasping bursts of words, “This…afternoon…on one of…my trips…to pee…I took my razor…and shaved…my legs…and…my pussy. I thought…you might…like it better…” 


  



  Rand rolled me onto my back and positioned himself between my legs. He grabbed at my shorts and pulled them past my ankles and in a single motion I was naked. He squeezed at my breasts and rubbed my abdomen as he leaned forward and placed his face between my legs. The scruff of his growing whiskers was rough on my sensitive flesh, but it turned me on so much.  Having his manly face buried in my smooth pussy felt incredibly right. Then I felt his tongue. Oh, fuck! It was magical. He licked at my juices and I combed my nails through this dark hair. He licked at every little shave bump in my otherwise smooth flesh. I planted my heels in the sand and lifted my pelvis to meet his mouth, bucking my hips with pleasure as he tongue-fucked my virginity. 


  



  I felt a powerful rush charge through my body and I started to build toward my first true orgasm of my life. I was making noises I’d never heard myself make before as I pressed my pussy to his lips and he took my clit into his mouth, sucking on it. 


  



  I came. I came hard. Tears streamed from my eyes as the joy overtook me. I opened my eyes to find my lover. I wanted to touch him; to feel him. But he wasn’t done with me. Rand was pulling his shorts down and I got my first glimpse of his iron-hard cock. I’d seen him naked when we were roommates, but I’d never seen his rigid cock. To my inexperienced mind, he looked massive and I couldn’t believe that it could possibly fit inside me. I spread my legs and waited as he pressed his glans to my folds and leaned into me, driving his shaft into my virgin flesh. I pressed myself up and he took me even deeper. He was so warm.  


  I hooked my arms through his and hugged him close as we started to fuck. He drove himself into me over and over again and I bucked my hips accepting everything he could give me. We moved together and I felt the feeling start to build inside me once more. I was panting and whispering to him, “Do it…do it…cum in me….do it…make me cum…I want to feel you…fill my pussy…make me…OH!!!!!”  


  



  Rand plunged himself as deep as he could go and I felt him cum. His thick liquid shot deep into my body and I let myself go, climaxing with him as we kept rocking our bodies together until he was fully spent and he collapsed against my chest. I held his head between my boobs and stroked his head. 


  



  “Thank you, Rand. Thank you,” I exclaimed! “That was amazing. I’ve never known how good it feels to be girl! Jesus, my whole body is trembling!” 


  



  We lay together on the beach under the stars until we’d caught our breath. The night air was getting chilly and my nipples were hard from the cold, which I suddenly learned was much less pleasurable than being hard because Rand was fucking me. I hugged my breasts to warm myself and suggested that we move to the tent. We gathered our clothing and walked naked to our tent. I brushed the sand from my shoulders and butt before I crawled inside and started moving gear around so that I could put our beds together.  


  



  Rand followed me inside and turned to zip us inside. I playfully pulled Rand onto the sleeping bag and grabbed for his cock, playing with it as he started to grow hard. I rubbed him between my palms and felt him stiffen even more. I got on my knees and let my hair fall across my face and onto his chest. I stuck my tongue out and licked the glans of his cock and then he was really hard. “Ness, you don’t have to.” He moaned as I took the head into my mouth and swirled my tongue across his sensitive flesh. He wriggled beneath me. I could tell that he liked it. I used my hand to stroke the base of his cock while I sucked the head, bobbing on him over and over until I tasted some pre-cum emerge through his tip. I licked it from him and then let him fall from my lips. 


  



  I straddled him and moved my new pussy to meet his cock and used my hand to press him between my lips, lowering myself onto him and sliding down until I was sitting on his lap and he was buried deep inside me. I remembered how one of the three girls I’d ever been with used to move on top of me, sliding her pussy along my shaft and teasing my cock with her twat. I mimicked her movements and knew immediately that Rand was enjoying my movements. 


  



  He reached for my breasts and started squeezing me in his hands, letting the weight of my C-cups press against his hands as I ground myself all over his giant cock. I was about to cum again so I stopped and pulled myself free. I rose to all fours and pointed my ass at him. He got the hint and soon he was sliding himself into me from behind. My god, every position we did felt better than the last. Rand was fucking me hard and my tits were swinging beneath my chest as his thighs bounced against my firm ass. It didn’t take long. I started to cum once more and then I felt Rand shoot more of his white filling into my cream puff.  


  



  I rolled off of my knees and laid on his sleeping bag, spreading my legs for him to fill me once more. He pressed himself inside, but he was flagging a bit. I squeezed him with my vaginal muscles and worked him slowly, trying to tease him back to hardness with my body. He laid against me. 


  



  “Vanessa…” he whispered my name in my left ear. 


  



  “Yeah, baby?” 


  



  “I love you,” he whispered. 


  



  I stopped working his cock. “What did you say?” 


  



  “I said I love you. You’re incredible. You’re everything I’ve ever wanted a girlfriend to be,” he said, kissing my lips. 


  



  I hugged him and said, “I love you too, Rand. I love you too.” And in that moment, I knew it was true. I did love him. I didn’t know what I would do without him. He smiled and I felt him get hard again. We moved together and truly made love for the first time, working each other slowly until I couldn’t control my muscles any longer and we climaxed together.  


  



  I slid into his sleeping bag and he zipped himself in behind me, snuggling me into his arms and caressing my breasts as he held me. I rolled to face him and we intertwined our bodies, struggling to make as much of our skin touch as was humanly possible; my legs wrapped around his. We fell asleep with my face buried in his chest and his chin resting in my long hair. Twice in the night, I felt his erection build—maybe he was dreaming of me. It made me excited and I kissed him awake to make love again, our bodies moving together without effort. My breasts flattened against his strong chest as I bit my lip to silence my pleasure as I came and I felt him fill me again. I fell asleep with his cock still inside me until morning when I kissed him awake and we made love one more time before getting dressed and packing up our tent together.


  




  Chapter 12


  I don’t know what forces had caused my transformation. I didn’t know if Jerry was right about the strange confluence of COVID and hot spring amoebas, but it didn’t matter. I decided that I was actually enjoying being a girl. It was like a genie had granted me a wish I didn’t know I had. I couldn’t believe how comfortable I was with Rand. The other two guys kept looking at me, wondering how it was that I was so totally accepting of becoming Vanessa. I knew that they were also checking out my ass, which from what I could tell without a cliff-side full-length dressing room mirror; was quite fine. It certainly seemed to bubble out Van’s boy short underwear.  


  



  Clothing was a problem. I weighed at least 25 pounds less than I had as a man and that meant that even with my widened hips and my large breasts, I didn’t exactly fit into my old clothes and my new tits were badly in need of some support. Apparently, I wasn’t a girl who was going to be able to go braless. I needed some support. I tried knotting a t-shirt beneath them, but while it emphasized my size in a real Daisy Duke kind of way, it did nothing to support their weight. What I really needed was something to protect my nipples from the life jacket. While it pressed my girls flat against my chest, every stroke of my paddle made them chafe against the vest. 


  



  I was lucky that I could still wear my water shoes or I’d really have been in trouble. So many of the landings were rocky that my feet hurt even with the protection of my Keen’s. My feet had shrunk a little but not so much as to ruin my shoes, but now I’d wished I’d selected a prettier color. 


  



  I caught a lucky break on my third day as a girl. We stopped on a beach where the map indicated there was a waterfall that ran most of the year. We parked the kayaks and hiked into the cliffs for about a quarter mile to the falls. We took pictures on the rocks in front of the water and used the cold water as a shower to clean some of the sand from our sweaty bodies. I loved making love with Rand, but even I had to admit that we were starting to stink. 


  



  I asked the guys to stand guard while I stripped down and showered, cleaning myself with some Camp Suds. I felt a whole lot better after that. I was putting my clothes back on when Matt leaned around a rock and said he’d found something he thought might be helpful. I had the distinct feeling that Matt had watched me showering until I’d notice him. Fuck it. If Matt had turned into a girl, I’d have wanted to see, too. 


  



  “What’s that,” I asked? 


  



  “I found a girls swimsuit hanging from a tree branch. I thought you might like to see if it fit you,” said Matt. 


  



  “Oh my god, yes yes yes!! Let me see,” I ran to Matt, my loose tits bouncing under my shirt. I took the bikini top from him and held it up to my chest. It looked like it might be close. “Oh, fuck it!” I stripped out of my shirt and turned away from Matt to try it on. The cups seemed big enough for me so I put my arms through the straps and reached to fasten it. I had no skills. “Matt, can you give me an assist, please?” 


  



  Matt was kind enough to clip me in. I shook my chest and relished the feeling of having some support that was designed for a girl. I figured out that I could cinch up the shoulder straps even tighter, lifting my new breasts higher and taking some weight off of my back. “Matt, thank you so much!” I gave him a big hug. “Thank you!” 


  



  “Do you want these,” he asked? I looked at the bottoms. They were the same red and matched the bikini. At least they weren’t cut like a thong. They would cover my butt…some. 


  



  “Let me see them.” I was a little leery of sharing another girl’s underwear. I took them to the waterfall and let the water course through them and then took the Camp Suds and washed them out, rinsing them thoroughly. I sniffed them when I was done and shrugged my shoulders. I whipped off my shorts and slid my legs into them. They felt a little tight but what did I know about how they should fit? “Thank you, Matt. You’re a lifesaver.” I put my feet back in my shoes and tightened up the laces with the zip cord. “Let’s get back.” I held his hand as we walked back to the boats. 


  



  Rand and Jerry whistled when they saw me in my new bikini. I smiled and spun around to show off my first girl outfit since my transformation. I dropped Matt’s hand and went to Rand, giving him a kiss. “What do you think? Like it?” 


  



  “Oh, yeah. Very nice, Nessa.” 


  



  We decided that this would be a good place to make lunch so we pulled out our chairs and cooking tools to prepare another meal in a bag. As we sat in the shade of a Palo Verde tree, Matt started asking me questions about being a girl. 


  



  “Okay, Vanessa, spill. How is it that you’ve been a girl for less than four days and you are already acting like you’ve been a girl all your life, and how is it that you picked him instead of me,” he laughed, but seemed serious at the same time. 


  



  “Matt, I guess I’ve been thinking about this a lot as we’ve been paddling. So here is what I’ve come up with… All my life, I’ve been a boy. I’ve liked being a boy but I never really loved being a boy. If you asked me if I’d like to be a girl, I’d say no, because I’d never go through an expensive transition process to become a girl who’d probably still look like a guy. But ever since I was little, I always played games, always privately, where I could envision myself as a girl. When I was five or six, we had a small above ground pool that I’d play in under our carport. If I was in the shade, I’d act like I’d become a female mermaid. If I was in the sun, I’d be a male mermaid. I’d go underwater and hold my breath in the shady side of the pool, dreaming that I’d become a girl and feeling my little dick get hard.” 


  



  “It was always just a strange fantasy. I’m not gay. I like being with girls, but when I jerk off, I get harder and come faster if I play the girl in my head. I know that I’m probably not making any sense to you, but... It’s just how I’ve always been.” 


  



  Matt interrupted, “So, when you suddenly found yourself turning into a girl…” 


  



  “It was like a secret cherished dream had come true! And I feel like a huge weight I’d had on my back has finally been lifted! And not only has the weight lifted, I feel like the weight was covering up my wings and that now I can fly! I really did want to be a girl but I couldn’t so I made a somewhat happy life as a boy. Now? I’m accepting that this is who I’ve always wanted to be. And I’m truly happy. I’m so excited to begin the life I’ve secretly always wanted.” 


  



  “Wow. That’s amazing and I’m really happy for you. But you haven’t answered my question…why is Rand the one who gets to be with you,” Matt asked.  


  



  “Again…totally honest here…I’ve always had a bit of a bro-crush on him. So, when I’m dreaming of myself as a girl, I need a guy to be with, so…” I smiled and took Rand’s hand. I gave his fingers a kiss. “And when I got my first chance to actually be the girl…I let it happen and now I am the girl, and I love it. And, I think I kind of love him.” 


  



  Rand smiled a big smile and squeezed my hand in his. 


  




  Chapter 13


  We loaded the kayaks and paddled for another few hours, stopping in Roadrunner Cove for the night. We still had a few hours of daylight left when we beached the boats and the cove was clean enough to swim so we all jumped into the chilly river to swim and play. I even climbed up on a small island and laid on the rocks, grabbing some sun and warming myself from the cool stream. It felt wonderful to wash off some sweat and to grab a few rays. Rand joined me and I repositioned myself so I could use his leg as a pillow for my head. He stroked my face while we talked. 


  



  “What are you going to do when you get back to San Diego,” he asked? 


  



  “Well, for one I’m getting a new driver’s license! My picture does not look like me at all,” I joked. 


  



  “I didn’t mean that. I mean...what will your boss say,” he asked. 


  



  “I don’t know. I feel like I might need to find another job...one where they don’t know me as Van and I can be Vanessa. I figure I’ll need to do some work to get legal as a woman. I really don’t know how to do that,” I said. 


  



  He looked into my eyes. I could tell he was wrestling with saying something. He finally spoke, “Do you think it would help you to be in a different city?” 


  



  I responded, “I don’t know. San Diego is huge. I don’t know that many people. It's not like I couldn't move to Oceanside, or somewhere else in the county.” 


  



  He interrupted me, “I mean a city where nobody knows you...except maybe your boyfriend,” he laughed, nervously. “Or...maybe your fiancée?” 


  



  I sat up and turned to face him. “Are you asking me to move to Chicago? With you?” 


  



  He was silent, looking at me. 


  



  “Rand! Don’t keep me waiting like this! Are you asking me to move to Chicago with you? And... don’t think for a moment that I missed that other little word! Are you asking me to marry you?” 


  



  He smiled and took my hand, “Vanessa, will you move to Chicago to live with me there? And when you are ready, will you be my wife? You will never have to be Van. Nobody but me will know who you were and you can start your new life...we can start our new life...together.” 


  



  I was speechless. I realized my face was stretched in my biggest smile.  


  



  “Will that get your mom off your back,” I giggled? 


  



  “I think so. What about yours,” he asked me? 


  



  “Oh, I don’t know. I think I have a little extra explaining to do with my mom and dad,” I said. 


  



  “So, you didn’t answer my question...” 


  



  I giggled again and responded, “You noticed that, did you?” 


  



  “Uh, yeah.” 


  



  “Would taking my top off distract you from that life-altering question,” I asked, acting like I was going to remove my top for him. 


  



  “Well, you can definitely distract me for a long time with them, but I’m still going to ask you to move in with me.” 


  



  “Alright, then! Yes! Thank you, Rand. I love you. Call the outfitter,” I scooted closer so I could give him a full kiss. “I’m ready to go home...to Chicago.” I kissed him slowly and deeply. I reached back and pulled the ties of my bikini top. “And I’m ready to get out of this skanky-assed swimsuit!” 


  



  I stood up and dropped my top on the ground and jumped into the lagoon. 


  



  He followed me. 


  



  After some careful movements, my shorts landed on shore, too. Followed by his. 


  



  



  




  Afterword


  I recently completed a kayaking trip down the Colorado with three of my college girlfriends. Just like Van, and his buddies, we were approved to begin our trip at the base of the Hoover Dam. This was amazing! Living part of each year in Arizona and part in Colorado, my father used to drive us through Las Vegas and across the dam into Arizona. Twice, we stopped and did the tour. Oh, the history!


  



  Driving across the top is neat. Walking across is even better, but seeing it from the base of the dam is unreal. First, it is so very peaceful. One simply can't believe how peaceful it is. Water releases from Lake Mead through large tunnel openings on either side of the river. They weren't releasing much water when we dropped our kayaks into the river at seven-thirty on a Sunday morning, so the only noise was our boats swishing through the water and some water falling from the large tunnels.


  



  I chose to put Vanessa and Rand in a two-person kayak, but each of us had our own with our gear sealed in the holds. I did mount my GoPro Hero on the accessory track to take a time lapse of our trip. It will be great to relive those memories as I was able to capture a lot of the Black Canyon's scenic beauty.


  



  I was sitting in the "amoeba springs", (yes, it's real!) when I first thought of writing a transformation tale using the brain-eating parasite to trigger the transformation. Originally, I planned to make Vanessa gain bimbo-intelligence levels at the hands of the amoebae, but as I wrote the story, it felt better to turn it into a transition romance. The Corona virus is on everyone's minds right now, so having the two vectors combine to let Vanessa attain her dream seemed to be a natural fit and I liked that story better.


  



  I'm told that they have taken down the ladder one must climb to reach the springs, now. There is too much possibility of trasmitting the virus when hundreds of people climb the same ladder each day. I sincerely hope that the springs will re-open soon.


  



  Likewise, the beaches and coves we camped on are the very locations we stopped along the way down river. However, my girlfriends could only get away for a four-day escape, so I chose to have my fictional crew camp for a couple of days at our last campground. Coves mentioned beyond Eagle Wash were borrowed from Google Earth as we were evac'd from there.


  



  Our trip was outstanding. The weather was gorgeous. My friends and I fell into our old jokes and routine like we'd never been apart. It was so much fun to be with them again.


  



  None of us experienced a magical transformation, but it is wrong to say that none of us was changed by this trip.   It was wonderful to spend time with my girlfriends in the pristine wilds of Arizona and Nevada. I didn't know that this trip was on my bucket list, but I'm checking it off. Done!


  



  So is my story...


  



  Until next time, dear reader. I love you.


  



  Find your change.


  



  -C.C.


  



  



  




  About The Author


  Ciera Carrera


   


  Ciera Carrera is a writer of erotic fiction. She loves creating stories of physical transformations. She enjoys writing about newly transformed bimbos, transgender tales, and tails of the furry variety. When she is not writing, she enjoys playing tennis, hiking, and mountain biking in both of her “home” states of Arizona and Colorado. 

Ciera publishes exclusively for Kindle Direct Publishing. 

She can be reached at ciera.carrera@gmail.com 




Visit my Amazon Author Space where you can find a list of all of my books. 




  




  Books By This Author


  Total Reset 1.0: The BimbOS Project: Ashley


   


  Total Reset 2.0: The BimbOS Project: Transform-Asian


   


  Total Reset 3.0: The BimoOS Project: Jenna


   


  The Hike: A Journey of Transformation on the Appalachian Trail


   


  Forever Furry: The Transformation of Harper Gray


   


  Daddy's Girl: She Used to be Mine


   


  Tentacles: A Short Story of Erotic Transformation


   


  Tempt the White Witch: A Dark Transformation


   


  


cover.jpeg
BCIERE
CARRERA

Canyon
Canoe
Tripping

Gender Transfor at
oh the Colorado R






