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1.

"It's all going to come crashing down," I say, and I have to suppress a queasy belch before I can continue with my rant, "everybody thinks that just because nobody wants it that it'll never happen. But I'm telling you. I'm reading the signs and I can say definitively that we're headed for a global recession of epic proportions. Nobody's going to be spared. We're headed for a nosedive."

I catch an uncomfortable glance from the woman in the row opposite me. Probably a poor choice of words on an airplane 30,000 feet above the water, but three whiskey sours has the effect of loosening my tongue.

“I dunno, mate,” says the Aussie lunkhead beside me. “I don’t go in for that game. I just try livin’ each day and take the rest the way it comes, eh?”

"So, you've got no stocks, no assets? Well, then what the hell do you have to worry about then?" I sneer. The poor bastard. He's got the misfortune of getting stuck next to a fat man with an opinion who's more than half in the bag. I know I'm nobody's idea of a fun travel companion. Lydia could attest to that more than me if she were here, which thankfully for all she is not.

The drink brings out all this bitterness, but it's not the reason for it. The anger is my passenger. It's with me in blue skies and storms. I've tried to get rid of it, this passenger of mine. I've tried furloughing it in Hong Kong and San Francisco, tried to reroute it to some far-off destination, and finally leave it behind. But, much like myself, my passenger is an obstinate bastard. He won't be put off from following me wherever I go, and he's got a seemingly inexhaustible number of frequent flyer miles.

I mutter my apologies to the fool sitting beside me. What reason do I have for abusing this schmuck anyway? So what if he's a gym rat who spent the past hour reading Muhammad Ali's biography, which I suspect is the first book he's read this year. Is it his fault that he's built like a prizefighter and I'm built like a boiler? No, it isn't something he's done. He's just a sucker like the rest of them, but at least he's quiet enough.

“So, what’s awaiting you in Bangkok?" I ask, letting out a belch that smells boozy on my own tongue and probably smells more so to him.

“Just a chance to get my head kicked in.” He grins with those teeth made whiter by the tan of his skin. 

“You’re flying to Thailand to get in a fight?” I ask.

“It’s the only reason I go anywhere,” he says. “I run the biggest Muay Thai gym in Darwin. You do that, you have to stay sharp. No one will study under a guy without wins on his record”

“Any concussions?” I ask.

“Oh, loads. You can’t take up the sport if you shy away from that sort of thing.” 

And at that moment, I remember why I've been so nasty. This prick who looks like he spends four hours a day at the gym is actually traveling around trying to find someone who will punch and kick him. Any sane man avoids a fight. The fact that this one doesn't is all the reason I need to dislike him.

“9,000 miles just for that? There’s no other way you’d rather be spending your time?”

He takes a moment to consider the question, something that he's obviously never done before. He looks like a cross between a Cro-Magnon and Rodin's Thinker. After a moment he says–

“Some men have to have waves, some have to have money. Me, all I need’s a good woman and some bogan who wants to put me straight on my arse.”

“How’s your luck securing the first one?” I ask, draining the rest of the whiskey in my plastic cup and jiggling the ice to draw the attention of the stewardess two rows over. She pretends not to hear me. 

“Well, no luck on this flight, yet,” he says affably. Then he leans forward and whispers conspiratorially, “though I had noticed that little Sheela in the front.”

I don't need him to clarify who he's talking about, because I've already got a better view of her than he has. I noticed the platinum blonde the second she stepped on. People assume that it's because of my girth that I prefer the aisle seat. Easier to get in and out. I choose the aisle because I like the view. Every flight is guaranteed at least one beautiful woman, one uniquely exquisite creature for an old pervert like me to leer at. On this flight, she’s four rows ahead of me. Even if I never get the chance to talk to her, and it's probably better that I don't, nobody can stop me from looking. Not my ex-wife, not the airline. Nobody. And whenever she turns her head back this way, the sight of her is mine to enjoy while this Aussie yokel is stuck craning his neck.

"She's got to be married, a woman like that," I say.

“Did you see a ring? Because I didn’t see a bloody thing.”

“Fat lot of good it does us both,” I say. The stewardess finally comes back. “Whiskey sour,” I say. She snatches the empty out of my hand without so much as a glance my way.

“Bitch,” I mutter under my breath. We’re still three hours from Bangkok, so what’s the problem? The plane pitches to the left, and I get the idea that I should take the chance to make a break for the bathroom before the pilot gets it in his head to put on the fasten-seatbelt sign.

Ding!

The light red flashes. The pilot comes on over the intercom, saying something in Thai. Fuck it. I’m going anyway. I paw at the seat belt buckle. Why the hell do they design these things to be so difficult?

“You makin’ a move?” My companion asks. I grunt in assent. “Good, so am I. She’s sittin’ alone up there.”

“Godspeed,” I say, finally releasing the belt and freeing my stomach for the first time in two hours. I can already see the stewardess has spotted me. Now or never. I pull up the hand rest and slip my wide girth into the aisle.

“Sir,” she protests. “The fasten seatbelt sign is on.” 

But two can play the ‘I don’t hear you’ game, and I turn my back to her and start marching toward the front. The plane lurches suddenly to the right, and I instantly regret my decision. I stumble into the shoulder of some miserably bastard, grabbing hard on his headrest to steady myself. The whiskeys and the chicken tikka masala are now at war in my stomach as I fight to keep moving forward. I wait for the next overcorrected swing in the opposite direction, but it doesn’t come. I have to walk at an angle, but I can remain upright so long as I keep moving.

"Sirs!" the stewardess says. I can feel the Aussie behind me put a hand on my back to steady himself. Have to keep moving if I'm going to reach the bathroom, which is becoming ever more important. Before all I needed was a piss, now I'm just trying to get there so I can throw up. I'm two rows away now, and I can see that the little green light on the door is on. Unoccupied.

“Sir! It’s not safe to occupy the lavatory now!” The flight attendant barks. I look over my shoulder and see the Aussie slipping into the open seat next to the girl with a wink and a smile. Bastard. Oh, well, I’ve got what I need. I wave to the flight attendant, open the sliding lavatory door, and I stuff myself inside.

It's built for dwarves, of course. The lavatory is a closet so tiny that my ass takes up three-fifths of the available space. I need to brace myself against the sink just to lower myself to my knees. Not a moment too soon, I'm blowing chunks into the toilet bowl. It comes out hot, the alcohol burning my throat on the way up. But it is satisfying. Maybe that stewardess was right. One more wouldn't have done me any good, anyway. Not with this jerkoff at the helm. It'll be a miracle if we can make it there in one piece, forget about making it on time. I’m gonna be too jetlagged to do anything when I arrive. And here I was hoping to make it over to Nana Plaza before I turned in for the night. No matter. I can always find a girl on the street and ask her back to the hotel. Bangkok. Beautiful, Bangkok. 

The pilot's saying something on the speaker again. I can tell his squawk by now, but I can't make out a word of it. I try to wipe the little trail of vomit off the seat when, bang!

The plane lurches back and I smack my head against the edge of the sink. It’s slightly rounded and made of plastic, but it’s still going to leave a welt. The tumble knocks me on my back. I’m like a turtle that can’t stand up. Then, the free-fall really begins. You know the feeling if you've ever flown. But this is harder than anything I've ever experienced. My lungs are in my throat and I can tell that we're losing altitude fast. The passengers are screaming now. We're going into a dive. Holy shit. We're going down!

I'm lifted two feet off the ground, then dumped flat on my ass again. Oh my god. Oh, god! Jesus Christ! Fuck! This isn’t happening.

I can’t be going down like this. We’re picking up speed. I can’t hear the engines anymore. All I can hear are the yells, muddled through the door; cries of anguish. My whole life doesn’t flash before my eyes, just a few moments.

I’m in school, raising my hand but the teacher calls on Suzie Jennings instead of me.

Lydia smiles at me for the first time when we’re sitting on the grass at Boston Commons.

Lydia is yelling at me, and I toss my cup of coffee at the wall to scare her.

The last thing I see in my mind before the plane hits the ground is her face. Lydia in tears, Lydia laughing, the two of us watching the snowfall from the ski lodge in Switzerland.

“Lydia! I’m sorry!” I yell. The room throws up and I’m tossed in the air. I come down hard on the edge of the sink and my neck snaps.
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The first thing I notice is that it’s bright. Even with my eyes still closed, I can feel the warmth of the sun, the intensity of it. My head hurts, and I’m thirsty. I want to sleep, but I have to have something to drink.

I open my eyes, but what I see is blurry and unfocused. For a moment, I can’t make sense of what I’m seeing. The vague outline of the seat in front of me coalesces. How did I get back to my seat? I was somewhere else just now. Or was that a dream?

I groan a little. My headache is killing me. I try to rub my eyes and find something hot and sticky on my hand. I look again and my hand is covered in blood. Where’d that come from? Am I bleeding? Whose hand is that? It’s too small to be mine. 

“Oy!” comes a voice from behind me. 

It’s the Aussie. I turn my head, but it hurts my neck to move it. What the hell happened to me? 

From behind, the Aussie appears. His clothes are torn and dirty, but he seems unconcerned. He gets down on one knee and puts his hand on my shoulder. Why is my skin so smooth?

“You a’right, Love?” he asks. Love? Why is my skin so smooth?

“What happened?” a woman’s voice asks. That’s not what I sound like. Is it?

“We were in a crash,” the Aussie says. “Try not to move too much.”

He pulls something out of his pocket. It’s one of those miniature water bottles. He twists open the cap and hands it to me. My thirst compels me to gulp it down as fast I can.

“Just take it easy,” he says. “No need to rush. I’m just going to check your neck, alright?”

“My neck?” I say.

“Just real quick and easy. Don’t want you standing if there’s any spinal damage.”

I feel the hair on my shoulder. It’s not my hair. He brushes it aside to touch the back of my neck. His probing fingers move lower.

“Any pain?” he asks as he applies pressure to different parts of my neck.

“No,” I say.

“I think you can stand,” he says, undoing my seat belt buckle for me. That’s when I look down and see them.

I have breasts! My hands go involuntarily for my chest, touching the cups of a bra. I look down at my lap. Oh, god. I’m a woman!

"Just relax, Love. You've got a pretty big gash there."

“Where?” I ask. He touches my head gingerly.

“About a centimeter and a half just above your left eye,” he says. “Here, follow my finger.”

He holds his finger in front of my left eye and then moves it back and forth in front of my field of vision. He moves the finger towards me, then away.

“A’right no neurological damage I can see.”

“Are you sure?” I ask, feeling my wider hips surreptitiously with my fingers.

"Well, we'll need to get you up and out of here to be sure. I'm going to get you out, okay?" I nod. He wraps one arm around my shoulder, and I think he's going to help me to my feet. But instead, he slips another hand under both of my knees and lifts me straight out of my seat. God, he's strong. The aisle is narrow, but he lifts me over the seatbacks and carries me into the brightness outside.

We're on a beach. The nose of the plane is gone and this part of the fuselage has been torn open. There are scattered debris, some bodies on the sand too. But otherwise, I don't see any people. Nothing but the remains of the plane and the people in it. The Australian sets me down gently on the sand.

“Wait here,” he says. “I’m going to check and see if there’s anyone else alive inside.”

I nod, trying to collect myself and figure out what the hell is going on. Okay, we were on our way to Bangkok, that much I remember. The Australian was sitting next to me. We both stood up to go to the bathroom. No, that makes no sense. He was doing something else, and then I was trapped in there. So how did I get back in that seat? I was going to die, but then–

Did I die?

Whose body am I in? I can’t just lie here, I’ve got to get this figured out. First, try to stand. Then, go from there. I test my knees and find that I’m not hurt. I’m weak, but after trying and failing to stand, I manage it. My balance is strange. I haven’t been able to stand up without holding onto something in years. But now my hips seem capable of doing the job. I take a look around.

Out in front of me is a wide expanse of light blue ocean as clear as the sky, then a layer of deeper blue further out. To my side are the fuselage and the detritus from the crash. I turn my head and see a mound of green.

We’re on an island. But who’s we? Just me and the Australian? And who am I?

I need to see my reflection. I walk to the water, carefully stepping over the scattered pieces of the crash lying in the sand. It’s no use trying to look at myself in the surf, so I step out a little deeper, trying to see my reflection in the tide before it’s lost in the froth again.

I shield my eyes with my hand and look down. Vaguely, I can see this woman staring up at me, looking confused and terrified as the tide recedes. Her face is shaded by a curtain of blond hair. My hair. Oh my god. I’m the woman from the plane! The platinum blonde I was obsessing over. The one that the Australian was going on about before we crashed.

“Oy!” I turn to see the Australian emerge from the fuselage, dragging two pieces of luggage behind him. “We’ve got to salvage what we can. Do you feel well enough to carry these?” he asks, setting the bags in a pile at his feet.

“Sure, okay,” a girlish voice answers. The voice comes from inside my own throat.

“Just to the treeline there,” he says. “High tide comes, all this will get waterlogged. We’ve got to move fast to save what we can.”

Then, he turns and climbs back into the broken half of the plane. I move towards the luggage.

“Is there anyone else in there?” I call. I wait, but there’s no answer. I pick up one bag, a Louis Vuitton knockoff that must be a woman’s. I turn it over in my hands, but then I remember what I need to do. I won’t open Naomi’s bag. I’ll just move it away from the surf for her. I carry the bag to a shady spot beneath some palm trees. The jungle is dense and I wonder what island we’ve landed on. What islands are between Darwin and Bangkok? 

I go back for the other two bags, but they prove to be much harder to carry than the first. I’m walking strangely without the weight. I’m used to waddling around, but my body seems programmed for lithe, graceful movements. My arms are thin and spindly. I examine them both with interest, feeling my small, underdeveloped biceps with my fingers.

“You a’right?” says the Australian.

“Christ! You scared me,” I say, annoyed at the way he snuck up on me.

“Just thought you might be struggling is all. What’s wrong with your arm?”

“Nothing, it’s just sore. I can’t imagine why,” I say, deadpan.

“Alright, alright, well you just take a seat and leave the rest to Bash.”

“Who?”

“Sebastian Keil,” he says, offering me a hand. His hand is tilted slightly so that it sits on top of my smaller one. “We didn’t get the chance to get introduced before.”

“Oh, Bash. I get it,” I say. A moment of silence passes, and I realize that he’s waiting for my name. But I can’t exactly tell him my name is Phil Flanagon, so I let the awkwardness hang there. “Hey, Bash? Who else made it?”

His face darkens, but then he musters a smile.

“We made it, at least.”

“No one else?” I say. “Did you check everywhere?”

“I’ll keep looking,” he says, noncommittally. Then, he returns to the plane. The shade of the palm trees is retreating with the sun, and I decide that I’m going to need some kind of protection if I’m going to be out here until a rescue party arrives.

I hope they arrive before nightfall. But what happens if they don’t? For that matter, what happens if they do? Who should I tell them I am, when I don’t even know? 

I’ve got to get into that plane for myself. So, I look around at the small collection of bags on the sand, scanning for the one with the green and red plaid. Oh, wait. I checked my bag. The seats are always so small that they must expect you to sit with your bag in your knees. Well, I guess I can’t worry about that now. I choose the Louis Vuitton bag to open. 

Predictably, it's nothing but women's clothes, and rather slutty ones at that. Skirts, underwear, some kinky little outfits with shortcut hemlines and thin straps.

Okay, next. Here's one that might work. Professional men's clothes, dress shirts. I think a few are from Brooks Brothers. As I check the label, I notice there's a dark stain on the collar. A bloodstain. My bloodstain. Damn it! The gash in my head is bleeding all over everything.

I grab the shirt and then go looking for something else I can wrap around myself to staunch the blood. White t-shirt. Perfect. The schmuck who owns this won’t care that I ruined one of his plain white tees, will he?

Oh. I guess he won’t.

I take the t-shirt and wrap it around my head like a tourniquet, then I put on the dress shirt to protect my shoulders and arms. As I do, I can't help but notice the way that my breasts move a little inside the bra I'm wearing. No time to think about that. I've got to help the others, whoever they are.

I approach the fuselage, trying to avoid stepping on anything sharp in my bare feet.

“Bash!” I yell, “what do you see in there?”

I wait a moment, but maybe he can't hear me. I crawl over the aisles of seats sunk into the sand at the mouth of the opening.

“Hello!” I yell to no one in particular. The flight was far from fully-booked, but it’s not as we had the plane to ourselves. There were others. Twenty, maybe?

It’s impossible to see inside here after being outside. I’m amazed at how easily I’m able to move around. I’m clumsy, but I’m probably a hundred pounds lighter. More, maybe.

“Is there anybody in here?”

“Hello?” a voice responds, but it’s the same one I already recognize.

“It’s me, Bash!” I call.

“Who?” he says, having trouble hearing me.

“That little Sheela from the plane,” I call back, voice dripping with sarcasm.

“Who?”

“The other survivor!”

“I told you I’ve got this sorted,” he calls.

I can hear his voice coming from the back of the plane, but I can’t make him out in the dark.

“I’m not waiting on the beach!” I climb over a displaced duffle bag. It’s huge and long, and as I try to steady myself I end up kicking it.

My bare foot finds purchase, and at that moment I know. It's not a bag. It's a human head. And I shriek. High-pitched and loud, just like, well, a girl.

"What is it?" Bash calls, worried. I can't even answer. I pull my limbs towards me, and huddle in a ball on one of the empty seats, sobbing like crazy. I don't know what's come over me. I never cry like this. But for some reason, I feel small and weak and helpless. Which makes what happens next all the more humiliating.

“You’re a’right, Love,” Bash says when he finds me. I look up from my terror and I see his outline holding out a hand.

“Just leave me,” I say. “I’m okay. I just need to catch my breath.”

“You sure?” he asks, and his tone is kind and not condescending, which helps a little.

“Yeah, I’ll meet you on the beach,” I say, slowly recovering myself again.

“A’right,” he says simply, and makes his way out of the fuselage and into the sun.

I take a few moments to become collected. Don’t let him see you cry. Just because you’ve got a pair of boobs, it doesn’t make you a sissy. You’ve got to get a hold of yourself, Phil. You’re getting hysterical like some kind of woman, so get it together!

Satisfied that the tears have stopped, I map out what I'm going to do next. I'm going to get back in my own body, I'm going to get off this island, and I'm going to get back to the civilized world. First, though, I need to pee.
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Well, that was quite the adventure. I never realized peeing could be so complicated. I walked away from the beach about two hundred feet from the treeline and found a spot where I could be reasonably sure that Bash wouldn't see me. I need for him not to see me.

Once I was satisfied that he couldn't sneak a peek no matter how determined he was, I dropped trou. Well, how about that? I'm wearing a simple pair of purple cloth panties. But I don't have time to process that, because I'm pretty near bursting here. I step out of the pants, take a few steps, and then slide down the panties and squat. It takes a second for me to do it. The muscles I usually use for bladder control are in a different place, deeper inside me. But, it only takes a few seconds before I feel a steady stream tinkling from between my legs.

Ah, relief at last. That feels amazing. After what feels like a minute and a half, my bladder is empty. Little droplets are running down my leg. How do women do this? How do I do this? I look around for some leaves, but I wonder whether they're poisonous and decide to let myself drip dry instead. It allows me to examine what I have down there.

I haven’t been slim enough to see my dick in years, but now, even with these boobs blocking my view I can still make out the fact that I have a vagina.

I shave clean down there, apparently. I'd have to sit down and look at my lap to examine it properly, but it doesn't take a genius to get the basic impression of what I'm working with down there. The breeze feels good, strangely delightful. I want to examine further, but I'm afraid that Bash might come through the trees at any moment and find me playing with myself. God, just the thought of it makes me beet red.

Satisfied that I've dried off down there, I pull up my panties and then retrieve my pants. I shake off the sand and pull them back on. They're tight-fitting, though not nearly so tight as a man who wears a size 48 husky, when I’m dieting.

As I walk back to the beach, I can't help but ask myself how the hell any of this happened. I died in that crash. It's the only explanation. So if I'm reincarnated, how come I’m in the body of the woman who was on the same plane? Shouldn't I be a baby or something? What kind of cruel joke is this that I crash land on an island with no one around except that stupid Australian (who gets to keep his body) and I’m stuck as a woman? It doesn’t make sense. It’s unfair, unethical. But I guess there are more pressing problems.

When I reach the treeline, I find Bash sitting cross-legged with an open suitcase in front of him.

“You shouldn’t do that,” I say. “Those things still belong to people, even if they are dead. It’s not respectful.”

“Oh, yeah?” he says and a thin smile comes to his lips. It’s then that I remember I riffled through a suitcase myself moments ago.

“I have a head wound, what’s your excuse?”

“My excuse is that dead people don’t need things, and we do.”

“So...everyone?”

He nods solemnly, without looking up.

“Well, we’re probably violating international law. TSA guidelines, something.”  

“International law?” he repeats, dumbfounded. “Where do you suppose we are, Love?”

“Quit calling me that,” I snap. “I don’t like it.”

“Would you prefer Sheela?” he asks. So I guess he did hear me inside the fuselage after all. 

“Why not? It’s my name.”

“Really?”

“It’s as good a name as any, isn’t it?” I say, haughtily.

“It suits you,” he says.

He continues rifling through the bag, discarding most of the contents on the sand before turning to another.

“Did you find any flares?” I ask.

“They were in the nose.”

“Where’s the nose?” I ask.

Without looking up, he points at something behind him. I walk a few paces until I can see a glint of metal in the water several hundred yards out. I don’t know how I missed it before. Out in the water, about 400 yards, is the nose of the plane. The cockpit, the bathroom. So, there’s where it is. My final resting place.

I turn to walk back to where Bash is sitting.

“We need to make a fire,” I say. “So, they’ll see us more easily when they fly overhead.”

“We will make a fire,” he says, “but nobody’s going to see it.”

“What do you mean? There’s going to be a rescue party. They’ll be here any time.”

“Maybe,” he says. “But I doubt it.”  

“You think they aren’t going to investigate a downed airplane?”

“They’ll investigate, but what are they going to find? Before we crashed, the pilot took us hours off-course to try and navigate around that storm.”

I must betray that I don't know what he's talking about because he stops fiddling with the suitcase and starts drawing lines in the sand with his finger.

“This is Darwin,” he says, making a circle and drawing a line moving away from it. “We were headed to Bangkok, but we went off course somewhere around here,” he makes an ‘x’ and then draws another line sharply diverging from the first. “So, we were over Indonesia when it happened, and that’s where we are now.”

“If we’re in Indonesia, then they’ll send ships, right?”

“Indonesia is a nation of more than 17,000 little islands, just like this one. Nobody can say for sure how many there are. Most of them are uninhabited. Even if they claim the island as their own, the Indonesians don’t have the resources to patrol them all.”

“But– the crash,” I say. “They’ll have to do something. Send a search party, at least.”

“Yeah, but who's to say when that will be? In the meantime, we’ve got to find water, shelter, and food.”

“Which one of those are you looking for in that bag?” I ask. In answer, he holds up something he was concealing in his palm. A sewing kit. “What’s that for?”

He taps his forehead with his knuckle in answer.

“Oh, no. You’re not putting that needle anywhere near me.”

“You’ve got a head wound,” he says, patting the sand at his side for something else. His fingers find it, and he shows me a miniature bottle of vodka from the drink cart. “And we’ve got this.”

I contemplate the offer.

“You know what you’re doing with that? The needle and thread, I mean.”

“‘Course I do,” he says, running his fingers down his own face to show off his own fine, faded scars. “I’ve got a Muay Thai gym in Darwin.”

“Yeah, you said that,” I say.

“Did I?” he asks.

Shit. That was the other me he said that to.

“Just give me the vodka,” I say.

“It’s to sterilize the wound,” he says.

“No,” I point to the other bottle in the sand. “The tequila is to sterilize the wound. This one’s for me.”
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I can’t stay on this island with Bash. It’s been less than a day and I’m already wishing I’d been the only survivor of that crash.

Okay, that’s not true. He’s knowledgeable, I have to admit that much. He knew how to stitch up my head wound with nothing but a needle and thread. And vodka. That was useful in a pinch, I’ll give him that. But that’s the reason that he’s so infuriating. He knows how to do everything, and he makes me feel like a fool for having to follow his lead all the time. It’s always ‘Try this, Sheela,’ ‘Sheela, are you okay?’ ‘You’ll like this, Sheela’ ‘Oh, did you know...?’

He’s so nice all the time. It’s an act, I can tell. He’s just flirting with me. I want to scream in his face, “I’M A MAN, YOU TWIT!”

But, then, how would I explain that? What am I supposed to say? I was the one sitting next to you on the plane. No, not when we crashed. Before that. I was that fat bastard you were stuck beside. Remember? He’d think I was crazy, which would at least put us on the same page.

Anyway, he found fresh water, of course. He’s such a boy scout. I should be grateful; I know that. But he’s so effortlessly good at everything that I can’t even stand it. We were only walking for less than two miles before he perked up, turned his head like a dog, and announced that he could smell water. Believe that? Smelled the waterfall before he even saw it. He learned all this survival shit when he was wandering the Outback with his father. Apparently, the dingo that should have eaten him as a baby never got the chance.

We filled up all the water bottles we could find from the plane; seven in all. Though most of those are pretty small. We saved the little vodka bottles and filled those up too. I can at least say for myself that I'm not totally useless. I found some breadfruit trees. Walk a few hundred yards from the waterfall and there's a little grove of them growing wild. Bash estimates that the island is about 4 kilometers long and 3 across, but there's a big mountain in the center which makes it impossible to cross directly. It's pretty easy to walk all the way around if you walk along the beach. Except for a few rocky patches, it's mostly one gorgeous whole. That's how we spent most of the second day. The first night we walked back to the crash site with our water and Bash started a fire with some twigs. I collected the twigs, and the breadfruit. After it had been dark for a few hours, I announced that I would find a place of my own to sleep. Bash looked dejected. I guess he figured I would just cuddle up next to him, or something. Not that that would ever happen. I demanded to use the knife (it's a piece of wreckage that's sharp on one side, actually) and used it to cut the cushions off one of the seats and carried them away from the beach. Far enough out that I could be sure that Bash couldn't try anything skeevy. It's weird having these feelings. I never gave a damn if anyone saw me sleeping before. A fat man like me was bound to attract some attention, what with the snoring and all. I don't care who you are: when you're fat, you snore. Well, not last night. One of the benefits of being lighter.

There was one thing I hadn’t counted on, though. I didn’t anticipate the sand fleas. I woke up itchy and raw all over. The little buggers were eating me alive. I’ve spent most of the morning picking them off me. Which involved stripping naked and investigating myself all over. Luckily, it was predawn, so Bash wasn’t awake. At least, I don’t think he was. Who knows what he does every morning?

So, as soon as I was satisfied that I was reasonably pest-free, I met him on the beach and had a breakfast of breadfruit. He slept great, he told me. Fashioned a hammock for himself, of course. But he couldn't avoid getting bit, either. Turns out there's some kind of salve that grows on the island. I don't know what it's called, but when you rub it all over yourself it stops the worst of the itching. So, of course, Bash comes through again. He announced he was going to look for wood for a spear. He's going to start spearfishing the shallows on the wayward side of the island, of course. I can just picture him, sitting on a rock all day with his dirty tousled hair like a prehistoric pygmy. Well, a giant pygmy. He's going to get sunburned out there. I suppose the least I could do is bring him some lunch while he's sitting out there wasting his time. He may be an insufferable know-it-all and a goofy, flirty fool, but I guess for my survival I should see that he doesn't starve.

But that’s after I take care of my own needs first. And need #1 is a shower. The waterfall that nature boy discovered is just large enough for me to bathe in if I duck down. The water isn't cool, or anything. But at least it’s clear, and that’s enough. I'm picking out some clothes from the suitcases. I don't want to let on that I'm a man with male clothing preferences, but if I keep wearing oversized men's shirts and pants I'm bound to arouse Bash's suspicions. I'm not wearing something girly either. Everything I pick seems too feminine. So, after discarding option after option, I finally find a pair of green shorts and a breezy cotton t-shirt. No sense in denying that I'm wearing women's underwear. All I can say in my defense; at least they breathe. I couldn't find any towels in the piles of luggage. If you think about it, who brings them in their luggage when they’re headed for home or a hotel? Luckily, in this heat, you drip dry fast. So, at least there's that. I realize as I take my stuff and make my way to the waterfall how much this is like summer camp. Well, except that instead of being a boy, I'm now a woman. But either way, my knees aren't killing me the way they would ordinarily be. I never could have walked this far in my old body. The whole experience of the island isn't that different from being at camp. I've got lots of activities to fill my time and nothing I have to do. I catch myself swinging my hips as I walk to the watering hole. Gotta be careful about that. All alone, it's no big deal. But if Bash ever saw me, it might give him ideas. I wonder what else I might unconsciously start doing that might accidentally turn him on.


5. 

He saw me. Oh, gawwwd! He saw me! NAKED! I was at the waterfall. Alone, or so I thought. It was the first shower I’ve had since I got here, and, well, I was a little curious. Can you honestly tell me that if you found yourself in a woman’s body you wouldn’t investigate yourself a little? Well, I’m man enough (or whatever) to admit that I did.

First, let me make it clear that it was hot outside. Really hot. And sticky. So, when I arrived at the waterfall, I stripped my clothes off. I was sweaty and bug-bitten, but it felt good to just let the water lap against my bare skin. And, well, when you're touching bare skin there are only so many places you can touch. So, as soon as I wet myself down, I began exploring a little. I cupped my breasts and rubbed my nipples. The feeling was kinda amazing. Not just kinda, really amazing. My nipples are so round and cute, and all they need is a little attention and they stand right up. So, I started rubbing them, and pretty soon I find out that it feels amazing to press on them just a little (not too hard) and then massage them in circles, bringing them together and then letting them fall again. It's just fun. And since that was fun, I started to feel a tingling that I didn't before. Turns out my self-massage was starting to get me excited. I could feel myself getting wet down there, and not from the waterfall.

And so, I started touching myself. Nothing too intense. Just one little finger rubbing myself between my legs. If I thought the boobs were fun, this was heaven. I was enjoying myself. Who wouldn't? Sue me. You give it a try sometime and see if you don't like it. I dare you. So, anyway, I guess I was making noises. To hear Bash tell it, you'd think I was howling so loud you could hear it from the next island over. But actually, they were just little moans. Soft, gentle little moans. But this was his pretense for spying on me.

He rushes in like an imbecile, and I start screaming. He's all 'What's wrong? What's wrong?' The idiot thought I'd been bitten by a snake or something. So, I tried to cover myself with my hands, but it's not like I could keep him from seeing everything. I'm pretty sure he got the whole show before he even burst through the trees. I literally thought I was going to die of embarrassment. I wanted to kick his ass, but instead, I just slapped him in the face and stormed off towards the camp, yelling and cursing the whole way.

He’s a pervert. I don’t buy his story for one second. I know what he was up to. He may have experience fooling poor bimbos who don’t know his tricks, but he can't fool me. I know his game.

Why did he have to see me like that? He tried to apologize, but that just made it even more humiliating. I told him to go to hell. That from now on, we're sticking to our respective sides of the island. I don't care if it takes ten years; I can't stay on the same side as that man. I'm going off to mark my territory. The waterfall we can share. There's no other source of fresh water on the island, so far as I know, so we'll have to work out a schedule. I reserve the mornings for bathing and washing, and in the afternoon it's all his. We'll maintain communication channels in case of rescue, but otherwise, I don't want to see him, and I don't want him seeing me. Ever again.

I keep picturing myself encountering him, years from now. He’s got a long, grey beard like those castaways in cartoons. He looks hungry and he’s crawling on his hands and knees, with just rags clinging to his spindly little body. And me, I prance by in my sunhat with my nose in the air like I don’t even see him. That’s how much he matters to me. Stupid Bash. I hate him.

I do have to thank him for the fish though. That was thoughtful. He skinned and grilled it all by himself. Even with no seasoning, it wasn’t half bad. He had a few extra, he said. Anyway, the next time that we’re forced to interact, I can tell him that I liked it. But that’s it. Just a brief exchange and nothing more. Gotta keep my distance.

I'm on my side now. Why did I agree to give him the good half of the island? He's got the crash site and one of the nicer beaches, and what have I got? There's not even a rocky spot where I could wade in and go fishing over here. There are a few coconut trees, but even the coconuts are hard to get into without a knife.

Maybe I should call a truce? No. No, I can’t do that. I’d be playing right into his hand. I don’t need stupid Bash or his stupid survival skills. I’ll fare just fine on my own. And when I see him tomorrow, I’m going to tell him that.


6.

Well, I finally broke down. To be honest, it feels great. I'm wearing a skirt for the first time, and I love it. The climate is well suited to it, and I dunno know. It just makes me feel–  lighter. Breezier. I don't know why I was so nervous about it. So what if Bash notices? I'm not defined by what he thinks. We're getting along better, anyway. I shouldn't have been so hard on him. He's actually a sweetheart, after all.

We've been spending more time together. Not that I have much choice about it. It's either Bash or I start talking to a volleyball with a bloody handprint on it, and Bash is at least a little better for company. He's funny. I was lying on the beach and he walked up to me wearing a coconut bra. He fashioned it himself and everything. I started cracking up, and he just goes along collecting firewood, giving me this goofy grin like he has no idea what I'm laughing about.

Later that afternoon, I walked out to where he was fishing to watch him do it. It's amazing how long he can stand still. He can stand there, in the water, for half an hour completely motionless, waiting for the brightly-colored cuttlefish and stingrays. He draws them in, gives them a false sense of security, then when they think he's completely harmless, he pounces on them. I tried to do it, and I completely messed it up. I stood out there up to my knees for two hours and I couldn't catch so much as a guppy. I never had much hand-eye coordination, I admit. But part of the problem is that I can't seem to stick the spear with enough force. I try to throw it in, but it always seems to go off-course from where I mean to stick it. I'm basically useless with it. He was sweet about the whole thing, didn't push me or pressure me. He didn't make me feel like an idiot, which I needed. Although he still doesn't get a pass for that thing with the shark.

I was standing there, waiting for something to happen, when out of nowhere he says–

"Don't move," real quiet, as if my life depends on it. My whole body stiffens.

“What?” I say, fully alert and ready for danger.

"There's a shark swimming around your ankle," he whispers. So, of course, I start flipping out and thrashing everywhere, and he grabs me by the waist and picks me up out of the water like a baby. There was no shark, of course. Asshole was just trying to get fresh. I let him have it, but I couldn't stay mad. He got me; I can admit it. Of course, I still haven't ventured into the water since.

Luckily, the coconuts and breadfruit aren't much of a challenge. In less than an hour, I can gather up enough of them for both of us to make a meal. I'm even getting pretty decent at cooking island-style. In the first week, we only cooked the fish and ate the breadfruit raw so that we’d absorb their moisture. But I've started experimenting. Breadfruit fried in coconut oil, fish fried in coconut oil with a side of breadfruit. Okay, so it's not exactly luxury dining, but I thought I would miss junk food way more than I do. My old body ran on McDonald's and two-liter gallons of coke. I don't know what this girl ate before I took over, but this new body seems to prefer whatever I put inside it. And recently, that's been nothing but clean, healthy fuel. And it shows. I've lost weight since I got here. I don't just mean the tub of lard that got lost in the plane crash, I mean the body I'm in now has gotten thinner, lighter. I'm slimming around my hips and tummy, but my boobs are still as perky and round as ever. It helps that I'm taking care of myself. I've taken to running up and down the beach.  I found a sports bra in the same bag as the skirts, and to be honest it's been a lifesaver. If I didn't have that, I couldn't exercise at all. It feels not just good but liberating.

To be honest, though, I hardly ever wear a bra the rest of the time. My boobs are just the right size so that it's not necessary. I don't see why it really matters. It's not like we stand on propriety around here. There's no one around to see me, except Bash, of course. And I know he doesn't mind. I gave up on my stupid protest and moved camp back to the beach. I didn't even have to make an announcement or anything. I just decided one day that I was going to carry my stuff back, and when I arrived there was another hammock there waiting for me. Bash made it using nothing but materials from the plane. I can't believe how resourceful he is, and thoughtful too.

It's nice having a companion to talk to. At night, when the world is dark and the only light is the one from our fire, he'll tell me about his adventures. He's half Maori on his mother's side. He's been all over the world, and he's got some funny stories. I can tell that he's too shy to tell stories about the women he's had, but I try to nudge him in that direction by telling him stories about my past lovers. All lies, of course. 'Sheela' has had more than her share of boyfriends. But mostly just jerks who have broken her heart. It's amazing what you can come up with when you have the time on your hands. And what else is there here? I'm coming up with the most detailed life history. The really strange part is that I start thinking about what my life would have been like if I actually had been born in this body. How might my life have turned out differently?

One thing's for sure, I'm more carefree than I used to be. How could I not be? Besides gathering food, there's nothing to worry about here. Beautiful beaches, white sand, abundant food. The weather's always hot, sure, but we've managed to make due. Bash has started work on a little hut. He says we'll need it when the rains come. Until then, if this isn't paradise it's not too far off. Bash thinks that we'll have a better chance of being rescued during the rainy season because that's when the traffic in this part of the ocean picks up. Fewer tropical storms to worry about, too. I hope he's right. I could start getting a little too used to this lifestyle.


7.

Well, I guess there are few problems with being stuck on an island paradise. I’m having one of them right now. Yep, I got my period today. It was so embarrassing and weird that I demanded Bash keep his distance from me at least until I stop bleeding. There are no tampons in the recovered luggage. None. Can you believe that? I mean, I don’t know where women usually keep things like that, purses I guess, but if there were any in the plane they’re long gone now. Everything that was in the fuselage got waterlogged after high tide on the first day, and it’s not like I can pop into a convenience store. Even if I did have a tampon, it’s not like I would know how to use it. I mean, I could manage. It can’t be that hard, can it? Just stick it in where you’re bleeding, right? Seems simple enough.

But one of the wonders of island living is that we find a way to make do when we need something that we don't have. I remember reading once that in the old days before sanitary pads and tampons were invented it was custom in many societies for the women to go off into the forest or wilderness or whatever and stay in a special hut where they wouldn't contaminate the rest of the community. I've never been accused of being a feminist, but I remember thinking the whole practice was completely unfair, not to mention barbaric. But I've got a new perspective on the whole thing now. Now that I'm the one bleeding, I can understand why women would want to sequester themselves in the 'woman's hut'. That's what I need right now. A woman's hut where I can stand bleeding over the fire chanting voodoo until the indignity of my cycle concludes.

I guess this means I can get pregnant now. It's weird, but the thought hadn't occurred to me until today. It's all still so surreal. One minute, I'm feeling perfectly comfortable in my skin and everything's fine. Then, all of a sudden I'll have something that reminds me of how strange all of this is. I mean, I spent the first fifty-eight years of my life as a man. Now I could be somebody's mother? Not that it happens spontaneously, of course. But still, the whole thing is just so gross.

I have a new appreciation for all I put Lydia through. We never had kids, of course, but we did talk about it. I think she always regretted that we never tried harder. It’s too late for her now, I suppose. But not for me? Where’s the fairness?

Anyway, that was another lifetime ago, and I've got a new life full of problems. One nice thing about bleeding from my vagina, I have the whole lookout to myself. We found a rock outcropping that looks out over the whole Western half of the ocean. It's a pain to hike up here, but Bash says that our best chance of spotting a passing ship is at mid-afternoon on this side of the island. I have no idea how he knows all this stuff, but I trust his judgment.

And since I have to be stuck up here, I'm tanning naked. It started as a way for me to keep the few decent skirts I have from getting ruined. I already have bloodstains in one pair of panties that I have no idea how I'm ever going to get out. No detergent on a desert island, naturally. But now that I'm up here, the wind feels amazing on my skin. I'm so smooth and tan at this point that I could hardly burn if I tried. So, who says we gals have it so bad? If it weren't for my monthly visitor, I'd be down there gathering coconuts and breadfruit like always. Instead, Bash is taking care of my chores too. I'm grateful for him, but I'm grateful to get a break from him too.

Things got a little weird this morning. About an hour before I started my period, I was sitting reading a book. Our lending library consists of just three books here. Pride and Prejudice, Debt of Honor, one of those Tom Clancy novels, and the in-flight magazine. I read the Clancy four times before I started on Pride. It's not bad, honestly. The only thing I couldn't believe was the way that this girl Elizabeth spends all this time around Darcy and doesn't even realize that she's falling in love with him. Duh. It's so obvious to the reader but she's still somehow in the dark about it.

Anyway, I’m reading and Bash looks up from the fire and says–

“Sheela? It’s time for those stitches to come out today.”

“Mmhm, okay,” I grunted, annoyed at being pulled out of my story. “Alright, where’s the vodka?”

“We’re out,” he says.

“So you’re saying I can’t have anything for the pain?”

“‘Fraid so,” he says.

“Wonderful,” I grumble. “Alright, well I’m going to keep reading to distract myself while you do it then.” 

“Are you sure?” he says.

"You said yourself that they have to come out," I say, and with my book in hand, I crawl over to his side of the campfire and rest my head in his lap so he'll have easy access to my forehead.

“Go ahead, do your worst,” I say, and go back to my reading. He doesn’t move. And it’s only after I get to the next page that I realize what I’ve done.

I practically just rested my head on his dick! I wasn't thinking, but I should have been. What did I expect was going to happen? Well, I'll tell you what did happen. He started getting a hard-on.

It was kind of adorable. He was all–

"Uh, uh, I need to go check the traps," even though he'd already done that, and then he got up so fast that my head dropped to the sand. At first, I was pissed, but now I get it. Poor guy. I should have been more careful around him. Sometimes I forget what it’s like to be a man who thinks about sex all the time. We've been on this island all alone for weeks now, so obviously it was going to come up eventually. He probably has been sneaking off into the jungle to jerk off without me even noticing. I wonder if he thinks about me when he does it. Not every time, of course, but it has to be some of the time, right? Mine is the only woman's body he ever gets to see. So, of course, I have to show up somewhere when he's thinking about sex.

The weird thing is that it never even entered my mind until later that there was anything weird about what I was doing. I guess I’m becoming comfortable around him. I just have to make sure I don’t start getting too comfortable. I’m gonna climb down now. The sun’s hanging over the horizon and I don’t want to tan too much. I just hope the bleeding finishes soon. I’m starting to miss camp. I wonder what Bash is doing right now. What’s he using the opportunity to do while I’m away? Probably the same thing I’d be doing if it wouldn’t get my fingers all bloody. Oh well, let him have his fun. Everybody’s entitled to take care of their own needs, right?


8.

Bash is sick. It started when he cut his foot. The stupid oaf was going after a ray when he slipped in the tide and cut a big gash across the sole of his foot. He tried to clean it, but it’s not like we have any liquor left at this point. No liquor means no disinfectant. None. So now his wound is septic. The fool. I could kill him for being so reckless. He says he was trying to catch that ray for me. As if that's an excuse. I told him that he is never to do anything that reckless again.

Naturally, I have to do everything around the camp now. Hauling water? That's me. Collecting fruit? Also me. Making the fire? Me. Washing our clothes? Me. The worst part is watching over him. He's not much trouble, no whining or crying. He takes the whole thing stoically. But that's the worst part. I spend all my time fussing over him and all he does is lay there. Yesterday, I tried to give him his dinner. It was nothing but coconut. Like I said, I'm useless when it comes to hunting. He wouldn't even eat the coconut. I wanted to slap him. I practically had to force it down his throat. Afterward, I had to take a walk to the Westward beach because I didn't want him to see me crying. I sobbed for almost two hours. That's all I want to do right now; crawl into a ball and weep. I'm so scared. I'd do anything for him just to get better. What am I supposed to do if I lose him? He's stupid, but he's all I have. I just have to pull myself together. He needs me. And if I'm going to play Florence Nightingale, then I've got to be strong. Florence Nightingale was a nurse, right? I can't remember if there was something else that story is famous for.

"Bash?" I say as I approach the camp. I set down the water that I've collected and walk over to his hammock.

"G'day," he says weakly, his eyes half-open.

“How are you feeling?” I ask, stroking his hair.

“Lovely, now,” he says, giving me that goofy grin of his.

"Don't give me that good soldier crap," I say, surprisingly stern. "I want to know how you're doing. How did you sleep?"

“I dunno,” he answers, “Am I sleeping now? It’s hard to tell.”

“Take some water,” I say, holding a bottle to his lips. I pour just a little into his mouth and he manages to swallow it down.

“Sheela,” he says when he’s finished, “thank you.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” I say, “I’m not finished with you yet. Let me see your foot.”

He bends his knee to show me the foot. He stitched it up himself, and the wound has an ugly, Frankenstein look to it. The puss is disappearing, and I can’t tell whether it’s starting to heal or not, but at least it isn’t worse than it looked yesterday.

“I think it might be mending,” I say, “hold right there. I’m going to wash it off.”

I go over to the fire and pick up the metal tray salvaged from the crash and carefully test the boiled rag with my finger. It’s not too hot, so I take it and the tray and walk back over to Bash’s hammock.

“I think your days of sitting on your ass are almost over,” I say. “You’ve been shirking for too long.”

“Oh, is that right?” he says, “Well as I remember it, everything that I do you seem annoyed with.”

“Not everything. It’s just the way you walk and talk and the way you carry yourself.”

“I’ll try to work on that,” he says, flinching as I clean around the wound.

“Easy, easy,” I coo gently, rubbing my fingers up and down the hairs of his legs to keep him calm. “There, all done with that. Now for the rest of you.”

“You don’t have to,” he says.

“I don’t? You haven’t bathed in three days. Trust me, I’m doing myself a favor here.”

I dunk the rag in the water and start rubbing the inside of his thighs and up and down his legs.

“Sheela,” he protests.

“Shhhh,” I whisper. As my rag gets closer to his crotch, I can see the outline of his dick pressing against his shorts.

"Sheela!" he says again, clearly embarrassed. But I don't answer. I can't stop looking at it. It's something I can't explain. I'm mesmerized by his erection and the fact that I'm the one causing it. I look up at him and give a shy little grin.

“Dirty boy,” I say. He just stares at me with wild, hungry eyes. I said I would do anything to make him feel better. Well, here’s my chance.

I set the tray and the rag down, and very carefully and gently unzip his shorts. I slide my hand inside his boxers and slide out his swollen cock that is eager for my touch.

If you’ve ever had a dick, you know that they aren’t hard to operate. There’s no big secret about how they work. And so I know by instinct what feels good to him. He’s fully hard now, and I start rubbing and massaging his head with just my fingertips.

“Sheela,” he moans. “Oh, thank God!”

“Feeling better?” I ask.

“Yes,” he says, eyelids starting to get heavy. “Yes, please. Don’t stop.”

So, I don't. I surprise myself with how good it feels. I mean, I know it feels good for him. I've done it myself enough times to know just how much he's enjoying this. But what's strange is how much I'm liking it. The feel of him in my hand, the knowledge that I'm getting him off and he's loving it. He finishes fast, of course. He cums all over my hand after about three minutes. I turn away from him as if nothing happened and wash the splotches of semen off my forearm using the water in the tray. Then, like a cruel little vixen, I turn and give him a cheeky smile–

“I think you can zip yourself up,” I say. He doesn’t even have time to answer before I sashay away, giving him a peek at my ass as a parting gift.

I shouldn’t tease him, but I have to admit it felt good. If he can get hard, that means that he has to be feeling better, right? What more clear sign of life is there? Anyway, I’m going to give him a chance to cool off. After that little encounter, I think we both need it.


9.

I need off of this island. NOW! What happened with Bash yesterday can never be allowed to happen again. It's my fault, I know. I started it. But I took it way too far. It's like I'm not the one in control of these feelings. I'm a man, I know that. And the only reason that I did what I did to Bash was that I'm in this woman's body. It felt so good. But no more. This is crazy.

I mean, if I'm willing to give him a hand job without any prompting, then where does it stop? I can't stop crying. I know how I feel, but I hate it. Love it and hate it. If that makes any sense. My body loves it, but then after it happens I feel all guilty and strange. It's like waking up to discover you've been sleepwalking. It made perfect sense in the dream, but then you wake up and you realize that you just jerked a guy off!

This is not me. I need to get back to civilization. I need my old life back, or something like it. I never would have done what I did if it weren't for the isolation. We've both been under a lot of pressure, and so of course something was bound to happen. I was worried for Bash, and so I wanted to do something that would make him feel better. I wasn't thinking. I got ahead of myself. Now, everything is so awkward and weird, and it's all my fault.

I've been avoiding Bash all day. I'm too embarrassed to even look at him. Why did I have to do that? Now everything is so complicated. How can we go back to being friends after what happened? You don't casually share a coconut with a buddy whose cock you've had in your hand. And what about him? He probably thinks we're like a couple or something.

What’s going to happen if I’m gathering coconuts and he sneaks up behind me and starts whispering in my ear? Putting his hands all over my body? Daring me to resist?

Oh, god! What the hell am I thinking? This is Bash. Simple, sweet, been-kicked-in-the-head-too-many-times, perfectly nice guy Bash. I can't lead him on like this. It's wrong. I'm not ready for the kind of relationship that he wants. But how do I know what he wants? Maybe he sees me and thinks he's got an opportunity for casual sex whenever he wants it. Like I'm just breadfruit or a coconut he can pick off the tree whenever he has the urge. Damn him. No way that’s happening. I'm not that kind of girl–

Guy! I'm a man. A man old enough to be his father, practically. Not quite, I guess. But what if I'm wrong? What if it's even worse than I think? What if he wants, ugh, I can't even say it. Intimacy! Worse than fucking. Fucking with feelings involved. It’s too gross to even contemplate.

But I don’t see any way out except to be rescued. We’re all alone together, and we’ve got these urges. Me as well as him; I have to admit that now. He’s been flirty up ‘till now, but after what happened he would have to have a head made of coral not to believe I was interested. Nobody could misread what I just did as some kind of rejection. He didn’t do anything, and I threw myself at him.

This is so weird. I've never felt such a strong pull towards someone and known I had to resist it. After it happened, actually before if I'm being honest, I started having these flashes of what our kids would look like! I pictured me and Bash making babies and living like the Swiss Family Robinson. But that's not even the worst part. Thinking about those little caramel-colored ankle-bitters running around made me feel all warm inside. It gave me this strange kind of inner glow. And that glow was localized around my pussy. God, just thinking about it now I want to touch myself. 

Is this normal? Is my mind getting influenced by all these female hormones coursing through my body? It's like I'm at war with my biology. My identity is still male, but it's a slave to these girlish desires I've got no control over. I want it all to stop. I want my old mind back. Sure, this body is a lot trimmer and healthier than my last one, but it comes with all these strings attached. It's all so complicated, I wish I could go back to when things were simple. Me and Bash on this island, but just as friends. No touching, no flirting; just two people who happen to be alone together with no one else around for thousands of miles.

Ugh, why did it have to be this way? I almost wish I hadn’t survived that crash. I mean, you know I mean. The worst part is that I know I have to tell him how I feel, and I know it’s going to crush him. I know how he feels. I was in the same position myself many times. Well, not exactly the same. But close. I’ve had my share of flakey, irrational women who suddenly go cold for no reason. I always blamed myself. If only I had known. Now that I’m the one in the driver’s seat, I realize that crazy is just part of the deal. 

“Hey, Bash?” I call as I cross the treeline toward camp.

“Hey, Sheela,” he says, in his stupid impression of an American accent.

“How are you feeling?” I ask. Don’t touch his arm. It would send the wrong message.

“Loads better,” he says with an impish grin.

“Good,” I say, very businesslike. “I’m happy to hear it.”

“What’s new with you?” he asks. I think he can see something has changed in my demeanor. Maybe he’s more perceptive than I give him credit for.

“Just the same thing I do every day,” I say, a little haughtily, “it’s not like anything ever changes around here, right?”

He smiles. But it’s not a happy smile. It’s a shit-eating smile. It’s a smile that says, ‘oh, that’s cold. I was stupid not to see that you were about to plunge a knife into me. Silly me. I’ll just tear my heart out and feed it to the sharks now.’ He probably thinks I’m a total stuck-up bitch. And I hate that. But for some reason given a choice between being a cold, hard bitch and a slut, I’ll take the former.

“I’ll be back,” he says, gathering up the spear and the fishing net that he wove himself out of reclaimed materials. 

“Are you sure you’re ready to go out so soon?” I say, “what about your foot?”

"What else am I supposed to do all day?" he mutters, and over the wind, I almost can't hear him. But his body language is unmistakable. Betrayal isn't a hard emotion to understand.

“Bye,” is all I can muster. I feel like scum as I watch him walk away to go risk his life so that I can have some protein with my dinner. I feel guilty, but I know I deserve to. I did what I had to do. I wish there was another way, but there were probably no words to make it easier. Or at least that’s what I tell myself as I start to cry.
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Things have gotten pretty frosty around here. Metaphorically speaking, of course. It's been hot as hell. Last night was probably the warmest night I can remember since we dropped onto this rock. It's been tense between Bash and me. Ever since I gave him a handjob in the hammock and then went cold on him, he's been communicating with me as little as possible. Can I blame him? No, but then that doesn't stop me from being pissed. I can't help it. I hate it that we're fighting. I mean, we're the only two people on this island, so when we're not getting along all of our conversations go pretty much like this one–

“You’re not getting all the meat out of the coconut,” he mutters as I toss a split coconut shell on the pile.

“What are you talking about? I scraped them out completely like I always do.”

“There’s still some meat in that. You’re just leaving it for the ants,” he says.

“Maybe I’m desperate for some company,” I snap back. “At least they’ve got personality.”

“If you’d just clean them out like I showed you, we wouldn’t have this problem,” he growls. So, I snatch the coconut out of his hands, run my finger along the rim, and then touch the finger to my tongue, slowly and sensually just to punish him.

“Satisfied?” I ask in my best mock-sultry voice. Then, to really be obnoxious about it, I stick my tongue into the coconut and wag it seductively.

"Do you have to do that?" he barks, recrossing his legs in an attempt to readjust his pants, which fools no one.

“Do what?” I say, still in full sex-goddess seduction mode. “Ooh, I know what I can do with this,” I say in a childish bimbo voice. I take the half coconut and hold it to my breast.

"Ooh, oh yeah!" I moan softly, pretending to be turning myself on. Well, pretending at first. But as I grab another from the pile and push up my boobs with the hard shells it starts to arouse me. Bash is getting annoyed, of course. Annoyed because he's horny too and there's nothing he can do about it.

“You exist to torture me, don’t you?” he spits. There’s real anger behind his words. Frustration, resignation. And for a minute, I wonder whether I’ve pushed him too far. But then I remember that he was the one who started this petty little game.

“What’s wrong, daddy?” I say with a wicked grin, tossing the coconuts over my shoulder into the sand. “If I’m so mean to you, then why don’t you punish me?”

“Stop it, Sheela,” he huffs.

“Is this torture for you? So don’t watch me, then. If I’m soooo bad, just try and look away." And just to get him good, I stick two fingers right into my shorts and start touching my pussy.

“Arrggaah!” he growls as he kicks the fire with his foot. Sparks fly everywhere, and for a second I wonder whether he’s going to pounce on me and start ripping my clothes off. He’s going to ravage me right here. Right on the sand.

But, no.

"Enough!" he shouts. "Where the hell do you get off? What happened in the hammock, what the hell was that to you?"

I’m so floored by his sudden anger, righteous as it is, that I can’t even muster an answer.

"You are the worst part of being here for me, do you know that? You don't like me, fine. You want me to leave you alone, just tell me. Enough with all the games. If you find me so repulsive, just say so instead of making me feel like an arsehole every time I think your feelings are for real."

“Bash,” I stutter, tears choking my throat. “I’m sorry.”

“Sorry nothing. You’re just a whore. You play these little games and tease me like it’s nothing.”

“Look, I’m sorry, alright,” I plead. I can feel tears start to roll down my cheeks.

"You said that already," he says as he starts to snatch up everything from around the camp that's his: the net, the spear, his clothes, a few cooking utensils. "I'm tired of this shite day after day. From now on, you can catch your own fish. Make your own fires. Carry your own water. I liked the system we had before. You stay on your side of the island, and I stay on mine."

“Fine! Great! That’s exactly what I want too,” I say, shouting to keep myself from letting on that my heart is breaking. “But don’t you dare try making up after this. You want a girlfriend? Try your hand!”

He stomps away, and I'm left to pick up what's left of the camp. How am I supposed to do everything by myself? That asshole. I mean, sure, I was egging him on. But is that any excuse for leaving a defenseless woman by herself, alone in the wilderness? And for all he knows, that's exactly what I am. He's a bastard. Well, fine. That's it. I don't need Bash. I'm a strong, independent woman who can find her own coconuts and get her own rocks off. That's right. Now that he's history, I'm going to finally do that whittling project I've been having fantasies about while I was up there on rock duty. A big, fat mushroom-headed dildo. That's what I'm going to make for myself. As big and dark as those clouds overhead. All I need is patience, a big knife, a long, slender piece of driftwood, and a lot of time on my hands. In no time, my pussy is going to be so full of wood that I may forget all about him. And, because he's gone, I let my fingers wander where they want to go, right into my panties. Yeah, that feels good. Screw you, Bash! SCREW YOU!

Of course, the big oaf comes out of the trees just as I get started on myself.

“By the way, if you bothered to stop fucking yourself for more than five minutes, you might have noticed those Cumulus clouds overhead.”

“So…?” I say, trying nonchalantly to extricate my fingers from between my legs.

“There’s a storm coming. Twelve hours from now, the whole beach is getting washed away. And something tells me it won’t be as much fun as you’re having right now. So, enjoy.”
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Stupid Bash and his stupid weather forecasts. Why the hell does he always have to be right about everything? It's pouring buckets, just like he said it would. I'm soaking wet, and not in a good way. I'm dragging what few possessions I could carry from the beach up to this cave just above the treeline on the leeward side of the island. Sometimes it's a real pain being a woman. My arms are too scrawny to be able to haul more than two big bags of clothes and supplies. Of course, if I was trying to make this climb with my old body I would have had three heart attacks by now. This stupid hill is like Everest, the rain is lashing me from every direction. My hair looks terrible, and Bash thinks I'm the worst person alive. I almost wish that lightning would strike me now. Then, he'd be sorry. He'd cry himself to sleep tonight. Oh, why was I so cruel to Sheela? She was the one bright spot in my otherwise dark existence. I’ll never know another woman better than her.

THRRRAAWK!

That was close! Way too close. I heard somewhere that the time it takes between when you see the lightning and when you hear the thunder indicates how far away it is. One mile per second. So that last one was like two miles away.

“Bash!” I cry, “Bash, you wanker where are you?”

I’m stumbling in these stupid sandals. They’re great for the beach (and cute!) but when you’re stumbling across a carpet of vines and twigs, they’re a really stupid choice. What did I do to deserve this? I mean, I wasn’t exactly the nicest guy. I know that. I was a jerk, actually worse than that. But haven’t I already paid for it? When you lose a life, doesn’t your karma counter tick down, at least a little? Why was I given this new body after a plane crash only to get killed in a lightning storm?

Oww, Christ that hurt! I just stumbled and scraped my knee. I give up. I can't go on like this. If a flood washes me away, so be it. My life is over. I'm alone on an island with a man who hates me and would probably love to see just how far I've fallen. I can't even tell the difference between the rain and my tears. I'm just going to lie here and wait to die, soaking wet, miserable, and unloved.

“SHEELA!” a voice cuts through the pounding rain.

“Bash?!” I call back. “Bash, I’m here!”

A lumbering hulk of a silhouette appears above me, his outline dark against the grey. He presses his face close to my ear.

“Sheela,” he says tenderly, struggling to be heard over the raging storm. “You’re barking mad!”

“I fell and hurt my leg,” I yell back, sounding like a plaintive child who just fell off her bike.

“Hold on,” he says, and I feel his strong hands pressing into my leg. “Does that hurt?” he asks, putting pressure on different parts of the leg in turn. I shake my head.

“You’ve got to sit up and I’ll carry you on my back,” he says. I do as I’m told, and he hunches down so that I can climb on his back. My leg still stings, but I wrap my hips around his waist.

“Wait, the bags!” I protest. “Everything I own is in there!”

"I'll come back for them," he assures me as he rises to his feet. He's incredibly sure-footed for a man carrying an injured woman on his back. I rest my head against his strong back, folding my arms around his chest as he heaves my body to and fro up the hill.

I don’t dare try it, but having my legs spread apart like this makes me desperate to rub myself against him. Of course, if I did, he would probably get distracted from climbing and we’d both go tumbling down the hill like Jack and Jill.

After about a quarter-mile, the hill begins to plateau. He lets me down.

“I’ll go back for the stuff!” he yells over the howl of the wind.

“Forget it, it’s too dangerous!” I yell back.

"I'll be fine," he growls, his beard nearly touching my nose. He's so close to me.

"There's a cave dead ahead. Follow this trail, and you'll come to a limestone cliff. The mouth of the cave is hidden by some foliage. Look for three breadfruit trees. That's the entrance. Got it?"

"Yes, I've got it," I say. I want to say something more, but before I get the chance, he's already sliding down the rocky cliff carpeted with vines and foliage. The thunder cracks overhead and I limp as fast as I can for cover. My foot isn't badly hurt, just a small sprain. I can get through this. For Bash.

The mouth of the cave is just as he described it. A thick branch hangs heavy in front of the mouth, but I lift the branch and find a hole just large enough for me to crawl in if I crouch down.

It's dark inside. I've got no matches, no way to make a fire. I have to inch my way along by feel, tentatively extending my hands out in a sweeping pattern until my eyes begin to adjust to the darkness. Maybe I'm just imagining things, but I start to think that there's light up ahead of me. As I turn my head, I see that the light doesn't follow my field of vision. It's real. I press on, and I come to a canyon room with a big hole in the roof. There's rainwater pouring, but it only pools in the center of the floor. I find a rock that's cool and clammy but not completely wet and climb upon it. Sitting from here, I can see the mouth of the cave a few hundred feet away and the beam of light coming through the ceiling of the cave.

Bash is taking too long. Why did I have to be so weak? He's going to get himself killed, the idiot. He's always doing this. Every time I need something he puts his own body at risk, even when I tell him not to. It's embarrassing because it makes me feel like I can't do things for myself. But I'm glad he does it. If I'm being honest, it makes me feel wanted in a way that I never have before.

“Sheeeelaaaa?” calls a voice from far away, “Sheeeeelaaaaaaa!”

“Here!” I shout as loudly as my lungs can manage. A figure appears from behind the brush and then disappears in the dark as Bash’s silhouette covers what little light the cave mouth provides.

“Keep talking,” he yells.

“Bash, listen. I’m here. I’m right ahead of you,” I call to him in the dark. “Keep coming forward. I’m here. I’m right here. Keep coming.”

Finally, he appears, slouching slightly to negotiate his large frame under the low ceiling that leads into the canyon room.

“Oh, thank God!” I exclaim. He brushes his tassels of wet hair with one hand, revealing a face that’s smiling.

“I found the stuff,” he says, holding triumphantly a wet sack full of women’s clothes. “I had to leave some of it behind. We can look around for it after the storm passes.”

“It doesn’t matter,” I say, “this is enough. What matters is you’re safe.”

My feet touch rocks made smooth by water as I hop off the big stone and throw myself at him. He catches me in his arms and we embrace like we never have before. My braless breasts are heaving against his strong chest.

“You’re okay?” he asks. I nod, staring up at him. He’s so tall. He smiles, and his eyes are the most beautiful sight I’ve ever seen. “You’re all wet.”

“Yeah,” I say, too overwhelmed to think of anything else to say. But it doesn’t matter. He can read my thoughts, knows that I want him to lean in closer until our brows are touching.

“Let’s get these clothes off you.”
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His strong hands pull off the wet straps of cloth hanging across my back. The dress falls to my knees and I step out of it, legs trembling. I'm now in nothing but my soaking wet panties, hips pressed together in a girlish pose. He puts one hand on my thigh and with the other, he starts rubbing and playing with my breasts. I moan, feeling my heart speeding up.

"Let's get you warm," he whispers, brushing my wet hair over my ear with one finger. I start passionately kissing his neck as he grabs me and pulls me toward him. I start necking him harders and he grips my ass tighter. His other hand is traveling all up and down my body, from my breast to my rib cage, down to my hip and back again. I start panting hard, letting him know how much I'm loving this; telling him with my touch that I'm his and he can do whatever he wants with me. I've never known love making like this. As a guy, I would always be too focused on how I was performing, what I needed to do. But now, standing before this big hulk of a man, all I want is to be folded into him. As he holds me, I start to mount him, rubbing my pussy against his crotch, excitement growing as I can feel his cock throbbing, fighting to escape his shorts.

I want it. More even than that time at the hammock, I have to see what he’s got in his pants. To touch it, to feel it in my hands. To feel it inside me.

“Bash,” I yelp, his lips pressing my wet flesh. “Fuck me now. Fuck me hard, baby. I need it!”

I wrap my legs around him again, like an eager little girl would wrap herself around her daddy. I feel safe and warm in his strong arms and he carries me over to a smooth rock bed where he can give me the pounding I crave. He’s got me up against the rock now. My back arches, ready to receive him. Maybe it’s just the frenzy, the prospect of fucking him, but to my eyes his cock looks bigger when I tug down his pants and reveal his massive hard-on.

He moves his hands from the small of my back down to slowly to gently pull my panties off. It’s a smooth move, very suave. But I’m way too horny for something so subtle, and I pull them off myself. My pussy is so frothy and creamy that I can smell for myself how ready I am. I grab his firm ass cheeks with my fingers and press him into me.

This is it. This is what my body has been aching for ever since I got it. I’m finally getting penetrated, and I love it! My hips spread wide, letting his full girth into me. The stone feels cold against my bare ass, but this discomfort hovers at the edges of my conscious awareness as the heat from my pussy radiates throughout my whole body. 

“Fuck me, yeah, that’s it!” I say, trying to turn him on. But then, it’s also what I can’t stop myself from saying. It feels so good that a part of me is afraid it will end. We go on like this for I don’t know how long. I whimper a little to let him know that the rock is digging into my back and he lets up just enough to let me reposition myself against it. He’s such a caring lover. I’m so lucky. God, he’s huge! The grooves in the stone give me another kind of pleasure as it cuts into me. It’s rough in places, so rough that it hurts. But that only makes it better. I push my soft tits against the hardness of his body. It’s like discovering what they were for all along. I’m groaning and crowing as he pounds me again and again.

“Bash me,” I plea, “Bash me hard!”

So he thrusts even harder, the dear. He’s giving me the pounding of a lifetime. I never realized how badly I wanted this. To be taken over and pushed where he wants me to go. I’m between a rock and a very hard place, and I couldn’t be happier. Of course, even pleasure takes its toll, and soon my soft, bare thighs are starting to get sore. I can tell that his back needs a break, so I reach up and kiss his mouth. I want it to go on, but we’ve got to switch positions. So, I take his face and look him in the eye.

"My turn on top," I say, reaching down to slide him out of me. It's torture to let his cock out of my body, but I tell myself it's only for a moment. He's sweating from every pore now, and I think that he likes a woman who knows what she wants because he's grinning and has this giant grin on his face. He turns and lays flat on his back against the stone. He looks so helpless there, not used to being the one on his back, I can tell. For all his size and sex appeal, I guess that he mostly does it missionary style. What fun he's going to have with me!

I climb on top of him and start riding him hard. I'm so wet that I could slide two of him into my hot snatch. I'm creaming all over my inner thighs as I move up and down on him. As much fun as it was to be under someone else's control, being a cowgirl in the saddle gives me a different kind of thrill. His cock is mine to ride, that throbbing piece of hot man between my legs makes me dizzy with pleasure. He grabs my ass, holding my cheeks as I bounce up and down on him.

"Lick my tits," I say. He's too slow to comply, caught up with playing with my ass. So, I deliver a little discipline and slap him hard across the mouth. "I said, lick my tits!" I shout.

His eyes go wide, and for a second I think that I’ve taken the game too far. Then, I feel a surge of hot love erupt inside of me, shooting up into me, the pleasure of it cascading through my body. I’ve been seeded, had my inner depths plunged and flooded with this hot guy’s cum. I’m sweating and grinning from ear to ear. I know he’s finished, but I can’t help contracting my muscles together in a bucking motion, moving up and down to draw that last little bit of cum into my body. We’re both heaving as I pull myself off him and come to rest my face against his sweaty chest.

“Did you cum?” he asks as I twist his chest hair around my finger.

“It was good,” I tell him. “You were great. It was great.”

He sits up slightly, so we’re eye to eye.

“You need a little more, don’t you?” he asks. My cheeks turn red, delighted at the prospect that the pleasure I just had could continue. He sees how eager I am and grins.

“Get on your back,” he whispers.

“Really?!” I squeal.

“It’s my favorite part,” he says. “I never met a girl I didn’t want to eat.”

I can’t roll over fast enough. I spread my legs apart and pull them to my head so that my pussy is perfectly positioned for him. He leans down, giving me a nice long whiff before he sticks his face in. I swoon, caught up with this new feeling that feels so natural and so right.

He's good. Really good. I thought getting head as a man was great, but I had no idea how much more there was to feel. His tongue, teasing my clit, the feel of his hot breath on my hood, the slurping sounds he makes. But it's the knowledge that it's my juices and his own that he's getting off on, that he's tasting some mixture of both of us that makes it hot for me. He doesn't get it over with, either. I can tell he wasn't lying before. He likes having my hot, sticky pussy in his face. My soft, curly little hairs in his teeth and on his tongue. Then he starts in on my clit, and that's when I just lose it. I scream at the top of my lungs as he makes a little ring around the head of my clitoris. I start pressing my hips together involuntarily, crushing his face in the process. His beard hair feels rough on my thighs, but I don't care. I'm begging him not to stop now. 

“I’m so close,” I assure him. “Please keep it going, baby! Please!”

That's when he finishes me off right. With my clit so huge and slippery, he changes up the strokes, gets himself into position, and then slides one little pinky into my asshole.

I cum like a fountain; like a faucet; I'm a geyser erupting in his face. He's sweet about it, but I do feel a flood of embarrassment after the initial endorphin rush subsides. He crawls up on the rock with me and the two of us spoon as the storm rages outside.
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So, that’s the story of how Bash and I finally got together. I think it was something that I wanted for as long as I’ve been on this island. I was just afraid to admit it to myself. This new body isn’t just a new skin to wear around. When that plane crashed, I got a second chance at life, and now I’m taking it.

The storm's passed, and we're better off than ever. The remains of our plane are sunk into the sand. Since the water swallowed up most of our old beach, we've made a new home on the one nearest to the watering hole. Things between us are nothing short of domestic bliss. Now instead of snarky arguments, we settle disputes with sex. I just wish that I'd come around sooner. We could have been sharing a hammock this whole time. Want to know the difference between being trapped on an island, and being ensconced in a paradise? One thing: it's all about who you have to spend it with.

Bash is a better man than I ever was. Becoming a woman is one way that I never expected to improve myself, but I have to admit that everything has fallen into place since I have. He's such a kind, a compassionate lover that no girl could ever ask for better. I'm just grateful that we can finally be alone together without awkwardness. Every day I wake up in his arms, and every day I end up the same way. We've got all we need here. Tropical storms aside, it's a pretty amazing place. Oh, sure I wish that we had a supply of antibiotics and maybe a few more books. But what are those things, really, when you've got someone to care about you? I think of all those people trapped in lousy jobs and restrictive relationships that make them miserable, and I almost crack up that it took all that happened for me to realize what I'd been missing out on all along. I wouldn't trade the life I have now for anything.

I'm up on the lookout rock again; naked, of course. The waters are calm and clear. The air is fresh and clean, warm and spiced with the smell of the sea. Nothing ahead but clear skies and a wide-open horizon. And a glint in the water.

Wait. What is that?

I shield my eyes to look out on what appears to be a boat. Well, a yacht. People! And I'm naked! Oh, my god! After three months with no sightings, I honestly didn't think I'd ever see anything. I jump up, grab my sundress and my panties and pull them on as quick as I can.

I have to get down to the beach. I need to tell Bash. I can't wait to see the look on his face when he learns I've found the boat to rescue us. Civilization! Greasy fast food! The internet! Wow, are we ever going to have a story to tell? 'Man and Woman Find Love on Remote Island.' How Buzzfeed-worthy is that? 

I stumble down the cliff, holding the hem of my skirt in my hands as I scurry down the trail that leads to the water. But then a thought forces me to slow, then stop.

What happens when we get back to civilization and I have to explain who I am? My name's not really 'Sheela'. The woman whose body I'm in has a life, maybe family waiting for her to return. And who are they to me? Just strangers that I have no memory of. What's my social security number? Where am I from? The story I made up for Bash won't fit any of the details of the real-life that the woman with my body led before I ended up in it.

And what about Bash? We're so in love. But how long is that love going to last when we're free to move around again? I'm supposed to follow him every time there's some MMA tournament in Malaysia? Not to mention other women. Bash is so hot there's no way that other girls won't be making passes at him constantly. Especially when he tells them he's the famous survivor who kept a helpless, trembling woman alive on a desert island and eventually won her heart. That story is a panty-wetter. No doubt about it. He's mine on this island, but how hard is it to stay loyal to one woman when she's the only choice you have?

No, I can’t let him know. If I run over and show myself to the people on that ship, everything I care about, my life here, our life here, it’s all gone. Poof! Vanished.

So, I approach slowly, making sure that I remain behind trees and thick brush that won’t reveal me to the boaters. They’re about 800 yards out from the shoreline. From my spot crouching behind a bush, I can see them anchored out there. They must have come for some snorkeling. Okay, this is no big deal. They’re on the wrong beach to discover the crash site, so as long as they splash around a little and take off, all I have to do is wait and make sure they don’t discover any signs from the crash site. They look around, they see some fish, they take off. This doesn’t have to be a crisis. I can manage this.

Wait. Bash! He’ll be home from fishing in less than an hour. If he sees them, he’s going to try and signal them. Hell, he’d probably dive in and swim out to meet them himself.

I can’t let that happen. Either I keep Bash here, or I lose him forever.

Now I'm running again, but this time toward the reef shallows on the far side of the island. All I have to do is keep him on the windward side of the island until that boat leaves. But how? He's going to be hungry. How do I convince him that he needs to stay put? Come on, Sheela. You can do this. Think. Of course, the obvious answer comes to me on the path to the fishing spot. It should work. But I'm going to need a coconut.
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I catch him halfway between the reefs and our home beach. He’s got the catch of the day in a net slung over his shoulder. He drops it as I practically throw myself at him.

“What’s got into you?” he asks playfully as I start attacking him all over.

“Horny,” I moan in response.

“Oh, really?” he chuckles, “well, then let’s get you home then.”

“No, no,” I beg, pecking his cheeks and chin with kisses as he holds me in his arms. “Let’s do it right here.”

“Here? We could put down a blanket at least.”

“No blanket, we don’t need it,” I say, then I decide to deploy the one weapon that I know he can’t resist. Sex.

“I want you to put it where you want,” I say. “Put it in my ass.”

And, well, it takes a whole lot of coconut milk to use as lube, but I do what I have to do to keep my man. I bend over, right there on the beach, and let him pound my ass until he’s had his fill. By the end, I’m so sore I almost can’t stand it. It hurts like crazy, but when he finishes I’m whining for more.

Naturally, after all that excitement, we're sweaty and gross, so I led him by the hand to the watering hole where we can both wash up. I try to convince him to sleep on some other beach, just to make sure that we don't accidentally make it back before the ship leaves. But he's insistent on getting back and is starting to suspect that I'm up to something.

By the time that we make it back to camp, the sun is setting. No sign the yacht was ever there, and he’s none the wiser. I can breathe a sigh of relief. I think I’ll have to convince Bash to let me take over the lookout rock full-time. It’s the only way to make sure we don’t have another close call. A woman’s work is never done, especially when she’s a castaway trying to make sure she never gets rescued. I guess that’s the wrong word for it. I was rescued the day that plane fell out of the sky. Bash saved me, and I don’t just mean pulling me from that crash. He’s my rescuer. It just took me a while to realize it. If I never leave this island, it’ll be too soon.


The End


Shaping Up

1.

What do you do with a roommate who leaves dishes everywhere? Who leaves his beer cans in a pile by the door? Who never cleans the shower drain and steals your razor to shave his pubes? Who is piggish, arrogant, lazy, selfish, and downright crude?

What do you do with a roommate who when it’s already the fifth of the month says, ‘Mitch, I got you, man. I’m gonna get a maaasive check from this next show. For real, bro.”

What do you do with a roommate who brings girls home to party and do coke on your coffee table at four in the morning? What do you do with him when those bimbos he’s brought over don’t leave? What about when he pisses in the kitchen sink because you were in the bathroom for two minutes and he can’t hold it? What do you do when you notice that your wallet is a little light? That he’s been eating your Frosted Flakes and filching your weed? What could you do with such an obvious waste of a human being? 

I don’t know what you’d do in my situation, but I know what I’m going to do. I’m gonna turn my roommate into a woman.

Not just any woman. A gorgeous, petite, sexy little thing who is crazy about me. Who will do anything for me. A woman who not only knows how to dress herself but can show off those assets of hers without being too slutty about it. She’ll have taste and style. She’ll have the looks and the brains. Okay, maybe not brains. The warning label on the package didn’t make any promises about that. But, hell, any change over what Kyle is now would be an improvement. The most important thing is that she’ll be all mine. She’ll pleasure me day and night. We’ll pleasure each other. And best of all, I won’t have to put up with Kyle’s smells, or his garbage, or his hairy body clogging the drain. He’ll be gone and in his place will be a considerate, compassionate, submissive sissy I can call my very own. Guaranteed.

Yes, I realize that it’s a little– unorthodox. Some might even say sleazy. I mean, shouldn’t I find a girlfriend from among the world’s available women before I go and sissify this poor bastard? Well, in theory that would be one way to go. But then I’d still have Kyle to deal with. And honestly, it’s a challenge finding a quality woman who will set foot in this place with him living in it. Besides, shithole apartment aside, attracting real women is something of a challenge for me lately. I’ve put on a few pounds, which is the whole reason I proposed the weight-loss challenge to Kyle. But that wasn’t the only reason.

See, what he doesn’t know is that the protein shake I’ll be mixing for him has a little something I picked up from witchofatime.com. That’s right, witchofatime.com for all your magic potion and unguent needs. Yes, black magic may be a little spooky, I know but you’re not going to find potions that will make a stunning hottie out of your douchebag roommate on Amazon.com. You’ve got to go where the pro warlocks shop. At only $166.99, I’d call that a hell of a bargain for something 100% guaranteed to show results within just 12 hours.

All I’ve got to do is make sure he drinks them and within a week it’s goodbye Kyle, hello Kylie. At least, I think that’s what her name will be. Who decides, her or me? Anyway, it doesn’t matter. I’m tingling with excitement already, but I’ve got to get a hold of myself. If I seem too eager, he’s bound to catch on that something’s funny. I plan on just leaving the shake out on the counter so he can grab it on the way to the gym. It’s so simple it’s practically flawless.

My hand is trembling as I pour the powdered potion into the blender along with three raw eggs, a banana, oatmeal, strawberries. I add some kale too, just to make sure to mask whatever flavor this stuff might have. It’s white like salt crystals, so who knows? Naturally, I’ve mixed my own shake first. I wouldn’t want to accidentally ingest any leftover residue. Note to self: clean blender thoroughly before reuse.

When the shake is finished, I pour it into his Hydroflask, grab a spot on the couch, and wait. About ten minutes later, he emerges from his room with his gym bag. He’s wearing a black tank top that shows off his ribs and a pair of basketball shorts. The uniform of a tool.

He snatches the bottle off the counter and gives a little salute in thanks as he walks out the door. I look up from my phone to give him a bro nod in acknowledgement. Once he’s gone, I feel a flood of relief. Soon, very soon. It’s supposed to take effect immediately. I just hope he drinks the whole thing. I imagine him at the gym, dropping weights loudly against club rules.

“Whoa, bro, I feel all weak all of a sudden,” he’ll say, surprised that something has been sapping his strength. By the time he makes it home, we might even see some curves emerging. Long hair, maybe?

I better just be patient and let the potion work its magic. Besides, I’ve got a workout of mine to get started on. Better hit it if I’m going to say goodbye to this gut by the time my ‘new girl’ is ready for me. He he.

Read on by downloading ‘Changed by Magic: A Gender Swap Anthology’ by Lexi Twist available through Kindle Unlimited. The link is in the “Books by this Author Section” of this book.


Books By This Author

Changed by Magic: A Gender Swap Anthology

It's Lexi's thickest anthology ever! 5 stories of magical gender change from Lexi Twist. This twisted of tales is more than 69,000 words. That's more than pages for just $1 more than the purchase price of a single story!

Shaping Up: My Roommate Feminized Me

What do you do with a roommate who is impossible to live with? Mitch has a plan, and it’s a little twisted. He’s going to turn his roommate Kyle into a sissy for his own enjoyment. The plan is full-proof. All he needs to do is slip a little magic potion into Kyle’s protein shake and the magic will take care of the rest. What Mitch doesn’t notice is that his own body is feminizing. So, who’s the sissy in this relationship? And will Mitch care when he realizes the trick that Kyle is playing on him? Roommates can get along only when both of them understand each other.

The Babysitter

Stuck in a loveless marriage, Jonathan comes home one day to find that his wife has hired a new babysitter. She’s a buxom blond from Russia who reminds Jonathon of his manhood. But his wife teases him that he’d better stay away. Sascha has got a big, thick secret between her legs. But instead of being turned off, Jonathan quickly becomes obsessed with her, and finds out that the feeling is more than mutual for Sascha. They say cheaters never prosper, but what about when Jonathan’s wife gets in on the action? Sometimes all that a marriage needs is for both partners to take a common interest in something– or someone. Sascha is going to have her hands full!

Instagirl

Brian needs rent. Vanessa has a solution. Girls can make money from patrons on social media apps, so why can't Brian? Once he's good and sissified he'll make the cash he needs in no time. But what happens when a crossdressing photo shoot leads to something more? How far will 'Brianna' go to make the rent?

Becoming Her Girl

Aaron thinks he’s found the perfect girl. She’s clever, quick, smoking hot. But she’s only interested in girls. Too bad. They two of them could have fun together. If only Aaron could become the girl Katrina is looking for. The next morning, he gets his wish. He wakes up to find himself transformed into Katrina’s girlfriend Kristeen in the night. Only problem is, what happened to Aaron? And when Kristeen finds out that Katrina is seeing someone else, where will it lead? 

Becoming Hers & His

When Aaron became Kristeen, he thought that things were crazy enough. The crazy hot chick he'd been pining for was finally his, well hers. Now he learns that Katrina is cheating, and with the last person Kristeen would ever suspect. Katrina is seeing 'Aaron' on the side. How can a girl compete with her former self? Looks like Kristeen might have to make a few adjustments to 'her' relationship with Katrina, starting with bringing Aaron into their bedroom.

He Didn't Know: A Transgender Romance

Anastasia is through with men. After a terrible first date with a total asshole, she’s ready to call it quits for good. But when a set of lost house keys leads her to an encounter with a studly neighbor, she has a choice to make. She can blow him off and keep the big, thick secret she’s keeping between her legs, or she can take a risk and expose who she really is. Duncan seems totally straight, and also totally hot. Is there any chance he might just accept a girl like her? And if he does, where will it lead? Sometimes getting locked out opens new doors! 

Author’s Note: This is a realistic story of a trans girl and a straight guy. Enjoy!

Nebula: A Twisted Transgender Tale

Two men trapped alone on a ship on a mission to seed a distant planet with new life is torture. But a mysterious nebula has the solution. Terance watches in amazement as his engineer starts to develop breasts, long hair, round hips and a pert little ass. What’s more, Cailin seems eager for the changes– and the new feminine urges that come with them. 

When the pair transforms from mm to mf, Terance finally gets the hottie he’s longed for. But what about his mission? Can he fight the urge to sample his friend’s new curvy, fertile body? Especially when she’s just as desperate for sexual release as he is? Where would you boldly go if you knew you were a million lightyears from getting found out? There’s more than one way for the cosmos to get seeded.


Bride to Be: A Twisted Transgender Tale

It’s trouble in paradise for Dalton when his fiance Kendra goes missing the day before their big wedding in Maui. And things get a lot more complicated when Dalton’s best friend Kevin reveals a secret that changes everything between them. Kevin prayed to be transformed into Kendra, and it looks like that wish is coming true! Kevin is feminizing magically, and Dalton can’t help but notice how his friend’s gradual transformation is affecting him. Can Dalton step up and accept his friend for who ‘she’ really is and go through with the wedding anyway, or will he be forced to call the whole thing off and leave this new Kendra at the altar? 
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