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Chapter 1

I had just arrived back at the family home after attending my father’s funeral service and I felt pretty melancholy as I shifted the car into park.  Sitting there reminded me of the day a few short years ago when we’d laid mom to rest, which was a painful experience as we’d always been very close.

Sometimes in families certain people have closer relationships than others.  At our house it was Dad and my brother Mark, who was two years younger than me, and then there was me and mom.  Mark followed in dad’s footsteps and obtained a degree in business and became a stockbroker, just like dad.  I earned a degree in physics, including a doctorate, which dad turned his nose up at and said was a waste and I should have gone into business like him since that was where you could earn the big bucks.  Through it all mom supported me and was proud of my accomplishments and always told me to live my own life and not someone else’s.

I walked up the steps of the house and opened the door and dad’s wake was in full swing.  The living room was full of friends and family members and just about everyone of them greeted me and extended their condolences as I passed through the crowded living room headed toward the kitchen.

Arriving in the kitchen I found my brother Mark with his shirt sleeves rolled up tidying up as entertaining guests, even at a wake, makes a mess.

“Need some help?” I asked.

“Sure, that would be great,” he said, so I pitched in and started washing some of the dishes.

After finishing up he said to me, “Steve, there’s something I need to talk to you about.  I’m not sure that this is the time or place, but we will have to discuss it sooner or later.”

“Sure, go for it.”

“I spoke with dad’s attorney about the will and he told me how dad wanted the property divided up, and I don’t think you’re going to like it.”

“Really?” I asked.  “How bad could it be?  You’re making it sound like I get nothing.”

He just stood there leaning against the counter and was silent.

“Mark, tell me, what’s the deal?”

“The official reading of the will is at the lawyer’s office tomorrow and you can see it firsthand then, but when I spoke to him on the phone, he said dad had completely cut you out of the will.”

“What?  You’ve got to be kidding me.”

“No, and I’m sorry, I didn’t write the will it was dad.”

“This is unbelievable.  Nothing at all?”

“Let’s just go to the reading of the will tomorrow at 10 a.m. and see it for ourselves, then we will know more.”

The next morning Mark and I did attend the reading of the will at dad’s attorney’s office, Samuel Lewinski.  The two of us entered and were greeted by him and then took our seats and he read the will to us, which clearly stated that Mark was to get everything.

At the end I asked Mark, “Do you think this is fair?”

“Look this is the way that pop wanted it and I’m sorry.  Like I told you I didn’t write the will, he did.”

“So, you do think it’s fair!”

He looked at me with cold steel eyes as he said, “I think it was his money and he can do with it as he wishes.  What do you want me to say?”

“Mark, we are his only two sons, and this is a real slap in the face.  He might as well have told me that he didn’t even consider me his son.”

Standing up he said, “Look, I’ve got to get to work, let’s talk about this later,” and then extended his hand for me to shake it but I turned my head away. 

As he headed toward the door I asked, “Mark there’s not any chance that you will share the family fortune with me is there?”

He didn’t even turn around and face me, he simply exited the door and closed it behind him.

“Mr. Lewinski I just can’t believe it.  Why would dad cut me out completely?”

Sitting behind his desk looking at me from behind his small round metal frame glasses he asked, “You really don’t know do you?”

Throwing my hand out to the side I asked, “Know what?  Apparently, I’m the only one around here that doesn’t know what’s going on.”

“Steve you’re a good guy and I’ve always liked you so I’m going to take you into my confidence, but you have to take it to your grave what I’m about to tell you.”

“I swear,” I said.

“Your dad changed his will about four weeks back.”

“Why?”

“Your brother Mark has been needling him for sometime about the family estate, telling him how irresponsible you were and how you would never be able to manage the money left to you, and the best thing would be to leave it to him so he could oversee your portion.”

“To your knowledge Sam, have I ever been irresponsible?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Not to my knowledge”

“Even if that was the case, why was it not written into the will that my portion was to go into a trust and then distributed to me over time.  Wouldn’t that have assured that I spent it responsibly?”

“Mark told him, Dad, don’t worry about doing a trust, just leave it all to me and I will take care of him, after all, I wouldn’t cheat my brother.  I called your dad a couple of times and advised him not to do a handshake deal on this and to set up a trust if he truly felt that you were irresponsible, but he would not listen.”

At this point I was sitting there fuming and could barely speak.

“So, Mark ended up with the entire estate and there’s nothing I can do about it?”

He shook his head and said, “I’m afraid not.  You could contest the will but that will take time and cost money, and the outcome probably won’t be in your favor.”

We sat there silently for a bit and then I stood up and shook his hand and turned toward the door and he said, “Steve.”

I turned back around and looked at him and he said, “If you want my personal opinion I think you’re brother is a fucking rattlesnake, and I think he’s a sorry son-of-a-bitch as well, and based on my experience people like him always get what’s coming to them.”

Looking back at him I said, “Yes, yes they do, and he won’t be an exception.”

“I know you’re pissed Steve but don’t do anything stupid.  It’s not worth it and it’s only money.”

“It’s not the money part that really bothers me Sam, it’s the betrayal. But you have my word I won’t do anything stupid,” and then I turned and walked out the door.

As I stood alone in front of the elevator, I said to myself, I won’t do anything stupid, but one day I am going to do something brilliant.


Chapter 2

It had been seven days since my meeting with Mark and dad’s attorney and I was finally getting back in the groove of my life, but I was still extremely pissed off, and who could blame me, right?

Friday afternoon at 4 p.m. had arrived and I was looking forward to the weekend.  I didn’t have anything spectacular planned but was planning a few days of quiet time which a welcome break from my job at the university where I was the youngest physics professor at age 31. 

That same evening as I was sitting on my couch eating teriyaki chicken wings with ranch dressing, I was flicking through the channels when I landed on one of the science channels that was running a documentary on time travel, and for some reason it caught my attention.  As I continued watching it, I became more and more fascinated with the topic and watched it all the way to the end. 

As I am a physicist I can clearly tell you that the possibility of time travel is hypothetical, mainly because it’s not been done right?  But everything was hypothetical at one time including traveling to the moon and space travel.  I began to think about the possibility of moving through time and then asked myself, why would I even want to?  Then it hit me, and at that point I knew what my purpose in life was, and I was going to get started immediately.

The rest of the weekend I found every documentary that I could on cable TV and on the internet and began to study the subject of time travel in depth.  I even watched a number of movies, which were clearly fictional, to see if they would give me ideas, as I was determined to master this subject and make it a reality.

We had a great laboratory on the university campus where I worked which I knew would be of great benefit while working on this project, but the last thing I wanted was for my fellow staff members and the students to know what I was working on, as this was my baby.

The house in which I lived had a large basement where I typically stored my extra consumer goods and would be perfect for my research and development project.  It would not only provide me with privacy, but it had lots of room as well enabling me to spread out and work, which would be after I had a huge garage sale and disposed of some of my extra stuff, aka junk.

After having a big Saturday garage sale, the following weekend, I took the rest of the stuff and donated it to charity and they said they were glad to get it, which I’m sure they say to everyone.  But finally, the basement was cleaned out and I was ready to start work.

Wanting to make sure that no one knew what I was doing I insulated the garage so it was completely soundproof using the most advanced materials that I could find at the local home improvement store.  I triple lined all of the walls, the garage door, and even the ceiling to make sure that any noise that was generated from what I might build was never heard outside those four walls.  Afterward, I tested it by cranking up my basement stereo and going outside and I couldn’t hear a peep.

I had not built any of the hardware yet but knew that when I did I would need more power than the simple single phase in my house.  I would need three phase power, probably at 480 volts to accomplish my goal.  Contacting the power company, I asked them about the cost of installing the heavy power at my residence and they said that they could but wanted to know why I needed it.  I told them that I owned several restaurants and that I had commercial grade cooling equipment in my basement that I used to store extra food, as I frequently bought in bulk to save money. 

The installation of the three-phase power in my residence set me back a bit but that was okay, as I had a feeling that it would pay for itself in the long run.

As I continued my studies of the subject, I read everything that I could about its principles as well as the various ways that the great minds of our day proposed that we might move through time, and soon I had a working theory which I felt confident would be the key to my success.  All I had to do now was sketch out the machine itself and build it, child’s play, right?

I theorized that the way to travel back in time was to open a wormhole, which would be next to impossible in a well-funded laboratory, so what made me I think I could do it?  I had studied Einstein’s gravitational field equations in depth as well as the work of other scientists in more recent years and concluded there was a way to alter the timeline, which typically runs straight.  This could be accomplished by firing neutrons into a vacuum at high speed which would allow time itself to be bent and twisted into a loop, and in turn enabling travel to the past.

Beginning work on my protype I designed the machine to have an oval shape leaving one side open to be the gateway or entrance.  It would have a shiny metal casing inside and out and on the back wall I would paint black and white ovals to give it kind of a spiral effect, which was for aesthetics only.

Over the next three months I used every spare minute that I had and eventually built the time machine.  As I stood there looking at the device, I had a feeling of success and now all that I had to do was test it out.  I turned on the power and it began to hum as it came to life. As it came to life, I could see energy flowing through the windows in the power conduits.  I kept increasing the power slowly and as the power increased the machine began to hum even louder and the illumination of the power flow moved even faster.  At this point I was applying about fifty percent power and nothing was happening, so I shut it down.  Looking at the special power meter that I had installed on the wall to measure my usage I could see that the device had used a significant amount of electricity, and if used much more the electric company would be out asking questions or even potentially sending the police to check for an inside marijuana farm.  Despite the fact that I had nothing to hide I did not want anyone seeing the device because I had not accomplished my goal as yet and I was not sure that the world was ready for a time machine.

I installed another breaker box in the basement myself and then hooked it into the three-phase line itself bypassing the meter so I could use as much juice as I needed with no questions asked.  It was incredibly stupid, and it was a miracle that I was not killed in the process.  Besides, in case you did not know, it is illegal to steal electricity.

With my new source of energy, I decided to try again so I turned on the time machine and started applying power.  Pushing the power levers forward slowly I steadily increased the levels ever upward.  Passing the fifty percent marker, I kept on inching upward passing sixty percent, seventy percent, then seventy-five.  Thinking that I had failed and that my theory may have been wrong, for a moment I considered shutting the device down, plus the drain on the power grid had to have been incredible and I did not want to be responsible for a blackout. 

Deciding to push it just a little further I edged the levers upward just a little more and as I reached eighty percent I started to see the effect I was looking for, so I edged it up to eighty-five percent and that is when I saw it, an Einstein-Rosen bridge.  Its opening was in the exact place that I had planned for it to appear which was in the center of the black and white swirled back wall. All I could do was stand there in amazement because I was the first human being alive to see one.  At this point if I never achieved time travel itself, I would be a great a scientist as Albert Einstein himself, as I had generated an actual wormhole.


Chapter 3

Ever heard of emergency contraception, aka the morning-after-pill?  That’s what I set out in search of the day after the time machine powered up successfully.  I made trips to two different pharmacies where I purchased a variety of the products and then took them home and studied up on them to make sure I had a clear understanding of how they worked.

It was a Saturday morning about 10:00 a.m. when I packed my backpack and headed downstairs to the time machine to start my journey into the past.  I pulled the keyboard tray out and started typing and entered my destination date into the target date field on the screen which was March 1st, 1990.  Still entering data into the program, which I had written, I set it to power the system down after I had left and then power back up three hours later and pick me up exactly where and when it had dropped me off.  Finally, I set the destination, which was the city’s old Walker Cemetery, which was not very well visited as it was an older graveyard and most of the people that would even visit their departed loved ones were no longer alive themselves.

Pressing execute at the bottom of the program screen the time machine was now on automatic and as I picked up my backpack, I could hear the roar of it getting steadily louder.  As I stood in front of the gateway and the power continued to increase, I soon saw the wormhole appear, and as it did the air disturbance from its creation produced a blowing wind effect.  I stepped into the portal and stopped just before I entered the wormhole thinking one more time about what I was doing.  One miscalculation and I could end up in a different time, place, or universe for that matter, maybe even one that was parallel which occupies the same space as our own but exists on a different dimensional plane.

Finally, I stepped through the wormhole and as I did it was not like a time travel movie at all, as it was pitch black, no sound, no smell, nothing.  I was not sure how much time passed but within seconds I was laying on my back looking up at the morning sky shining through the trees.  Propping myself up I could see that I had arrived at my destination and I lying right next to a tombstone in our city’s historic, but practically abandoned Walker Cemetery.  Standing up and looking around I could see that there was no one there but me.  With my backpack in hand I headed down the street toward my destination which was the Wade Office Building, which was a little over an hour’s walk but that was okay, as it was a beautiful day and I needed the exercise. 

There was a flower shop enroute so I stopped and bought a dozen red roses paying cash with older bills that I had searched for and found in circulation the past couple of weeks.  It wouldn’t be wise to get busted for counterfeiting while in the past.  The clerk handed me a receipt which I stuff into my pocket and I continued my journey.

Entering the Wade Office Building I headed up to the 4th floor and saw there was a receptionist on duty, so I approached her and said, “Excuse me, I have a flower delivery for Belinda Hargrove.”

Looking at the board on her desk she said, “She’s in a staff meeting until 8:30, would you like to leave them with me, and I will make sure that she gets them?”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I will just wait until she’s available.”

“Sure,” she said, “If you like you can have a seat on the couch.”

“Thanks,” I said, before sitting down on the very cushiony sofa.

From what I remembered she never showed up for work until 8:45 so I was surprised that she was in early, which was probably because of the staff meeting.  All was not going perfectly according to plan, but I would try and improvise.

Seeing a newspaper on the couch and picked it up and started to peruse but before I could even get started the receptionist asked, “Would you like something to drink?”

“Coffee would be great,” I said.

“Anything in it?”

“Cream and two sugars please.”

“I’ll be right back.”

Looking at the lobby clock I could see that it was 8:22 a.m. and knew that Ms. Hargrove would be out of her meeting very soon.  I quickly stuffed the newspaper in the side pocket of my jacket and headed down the hallway to where her office was and entered.  I then opened my backpack and took out a small plastic bag whose contents I emptied into the almost full coffee cup on her desk.  The fact that she had a cup of joe already poured was better than I had even hoped for and knowing that she did not like her drinks very hot I was not worried about her dumping it and getting a fresh mug.

Arriving back in the lobby I could see that the receptionist had not returned so I quickly hopped into the elevator, taking the flowers with me.

As I walked back to the graveyard across town I began to think about what I had just done, and provided that mom drank the contents of the cup of coffee I would have my revenge, as I had just put a morning after pill in her drink.  My brother Mark was born December 1st, 1990, which means he had just been, or would be conceived within days of today’s date, but now that was highly unlikely.

Arriving back at the cemetery I walked to the spot where the time machine had dropped me off and waited for the machine to reactivate, which according to my watch should be within the next two minutes.  To pass the time I took out the newspaper which I had commandeered earlier, and started to read, as I figured it would be interesting to see what they were doing on this day in history.  As I started to read there was an article discussing that the Federal Reserve Chairman may raise rates again soon which I did not find interesting, so I skipped it.

Looking at my watch again I could now see I had exactly one minute until pickup time which suited me fine, so I continued.  I then began to read about an upcoming summit at The White House and it talked about the foreign dignitaries who would attend, and the article stated that President Reagan and First Lady Nancy were looking forward to hosting the event.  Foreign affairs have never been my strong suit nor an interest of mine but just when I was about to stop reading, I thought to myself, President Reagan?

Thinking to myself I tried to remember what his years in office were, and as I struggled to recall the information, I suddenly remember he was elected in 1980 and was replaced by the first George Bush who took office in 1989.  Suddenly I started to panic and looking at the newspapers date at the top of the page it read March 1, 1988.

What the fuck?  I thought to myself, could this be right?

Taking the receipt out of my pocket from when I bought the flowers, I examined it closely and saw that it was true, that today was March 1st, 1988, not 1990 where I wanted to be.

All of a sudden, the wormhole opened directly in front of me and a burst of wind began to hit me in the face, and the prospect that I had probably failed in what I was trying to accomplish filled me with disappointment.  As I stepped back through the opening, I suspected that I was most likely returning to the same world I had left where mom and dad were gone, and Mark had the family fortune.

Then a thought hit me, I had created the first artificial wormhole and a time machine.  It couldn’t all be bad, right?


Chapter 4

As I arrived back in my own basement and I exited the portal I turned back around and looked the time machine and thought to myself, even though I was not successful, I’m still going to be rich and famous for inventing this device.  Looking at the time on the computer screen I noticed that despite the fact that I had been gone for three hours, I had been returned to the exact same time that I departed which was 10:05 a.m.  Yes, I thought to myself.  Success!

After a few more seconds had passed I began to notice that the machine itself was fading, and then all of a sudden it vanished out of existence.  Looking around the empty basement I could not believe it.  What had happened.  Then, just as suddenly the soundproofing materials that I had installed began to ripple and they too disappeared as well along with the breaker boxes that were recently installed to support the heavy power.

I could not believe it, as everything was gone.  What had happened?  Was this tied into the fact that I had arrived in the past two years too early?  And now that I was thinking about it, how did that happen?  Were the time machines calibrations off or did I make a mistake when writing the software for the device?  Or did I make a mistake when calculating the gravitational field equations?  At this point it did not matter as I had not accomplished what I had set out to do, and I had lost the time machine.

Grabbing my backpack, I headed upstairs to get something to eat, as travelling through time and then returning to find out you’ve somehow changed history and lost the greatest invention ever created does leave one hungry, and mildly depressed to say the least. 

As I climbed the stairs it seemed that my backpack was a little heavier than normal, which was strange because it had never felt that way before.  Entering the house, I headed down the hall toward the kitchen and as I arrived, I dropped my pack on the counter and then headed toward the frig.  Grabbing the handle to open it I suddenly noticed that the sleeve of my jacket seemed a little baggy and now that I thought about it my clothes felt a little loose as well.  Noticing my hand on the grip as I prepared to open the icebox, I took a closer look at it and then stopped what I was doing and pulled it back toward myself.  Examining my hand, I noticed that it was much smaller, and it almost looked feminine. 

Looking around the kitchen I suddenly noticed that everything was out of place, or should I say in place, and that the room was decorated and there were matching towels, canisters, a decorative spice rack, and there was even a small wine rack with several bottles stored in it.  What was going on?  This was not my place, but the layout was the same and it had to be.

I started down the hall to see what other changes there were and just after I passed a full length mirror mounted to the wall I stopped, turned around, and moved back in front of the looking glass, and I was shocked at what I saw.  Looking back at me was a female of about five foot four with dark brown hair and green eyes, who matched every move that I made.  When I smiled, she did, as I moved my hand so did, she and when I finally decided to speak her lips matched mine as a soft feminine voice rolled out of my mouth.

What had happened?  Had I messed the timeline up so bad that I had become a girl?  At this point that seemed to be the case.  But how?

Heading down the hall toward my bedroom I opened the door and inside it was decorated as though a woman occupied it.  Very color coordinated the room had a blue comforter with red and yellow flowers on it with matching curtains, brass lamps on the nightstand and a vanity with a small white cushioned seat.  Walking around the room I started to examine the contents and I started with the photographs.  The first picture I looked at on the dresser was one of me, in my new body, and a young woman with dark brown hair like mine.  The next one which was in a white frame was of me and a blond woman in a purple dress.  Arriving at the third one I noticed that the photograph contained the new me, the dark headed girl from the previous photograph and my mother.  Moving right along I arrived at a photograph of the three of us plus my father.

What the hell? I asked myself.

Looking around the room I noticed a purse sitting at the end of the bed, so I opened it and took out the wallet.  The first thing I found inside of it was a driver’s license with a picture of me in my newly assigned body.  Checking it out more closely I saw that the name on it was not Steve, but was Stephanie Hargrove, and my date of birth was June 17th, 1989, not November 24th, 1988 as it should have been.  At this point I figured out very quickly that when I went back in time and landed two years earlier than planned, I did not abort my brother as I had intended, I ended up aborting me.  This clearly resulted in me being born seven months later, and as a female.

Setting my wallet down on the bed I headed down the hall to the other bedroom where I opened the door and took a peek inside, and from the contents it was clear that a female also occupied this room.  Not knowing if someone was going to be returning soon or not, I went in and surveyed the room quickly.  Checking out the photos I saw a variety of them that included the dark-haired girl that was in several pictures in my room, plus she also had a number of them displayed with her, me and my parents.  At this point I was pretty sure that they were her parents as well.  The big thing on my mind was Mark.  Where was he in all of this?

Heading back down to my room I climbed onto my bed, opened my laptop, jumped on the internet and accessed one of those websites that provide you with a framework of basic background information and I typed in my name.  A list of names came up showing people that were supposedly associated with me including Sally Hargrove, who was almost two years younger than me born in 1991.  Was it possible that I did succeed in getting rid of Mark after all and he was born slightly later as a female?  It sure looked like it.  Continuing to scan the information I also saw mom and dad’s names listed.

Were they actually still alive?

Once again I started to surf the web and could not find mom or dad’s obituaries or any records indicating that they were dead, and the records that I did find, including property tax information, showed that they were still living in the family home on Clark Street.

Was it possible that in this timeline they did not die?  And that Mark was not born?  And that I had a sister instead?  And what about me?  How did I turn out?  What do I do?  Where do I work?

Picking up my wallet I start flicking through it and found additional material including a debit, credit, car insurance and health insurance card, some cash, but nothing else.  I started looking through my purse and found a business card holder, which I opened, and there was the answer to my question. Pulling out one of the cream colored linen business cards I held it, read it, and discovered that I was Stephanie Hargrove, Assistant Professor, Department of English Literature.

So, it appeared that I was gainfully employed, and coincidentally enough at the same university that I had worked at before, but now I was an English teacher.  I had really messed stuff up in my quest for revenge against Mark, and not only had I inadvertently succeeded but in the process, I screwed myself over as well.  At that moment all that I could think about was that passage in the Bible that says vengeance is mine, and I sure wished I had left it alone and let the big guy upstairs handle it.

All of a sudden, I heard someone walking down the hall and the next thing I knew the girl with dark brown hair that I saw in all the photos I viewed earlier was standing in front of my door.

“Hey Steph,” she said.

“Hey,” I said in my new feminine voice which cracked slightly as I spoke.

She came in the room and sat down on the bed with me and asked, “Do you want to ride together tonight?”

Not knowing what she was talking about I decided to nod my head anyway and said, “Sounds good.”

“Okay, I just wanted to make sure that we did not need to drive separately if you had plans to do something afterward.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I don’t think so.”

Laughing she said, “You don’t sound very sure about that.”

“It’s fine,” I said.

At that point I started looking through my purse and found Stephanie’s cell phone and accessed the calendar program.  There I saw listed at 7:00 p.m., Me and Sally, Dinner with Mom and Dad.

Unbelievable, they were alive.

“What is that you’re wearing?” she asked.

I was still wearing my clothes from the previous timeline which were a pair of khakis, a white shirt, and my jacket which were clearly too large for me and super baggy.

“It’s just something I slipped on to go and run errands.”

“You’ve got to be kidding!” she exclaimed.

“Why?”

“Stephanie?  The girly girl dressed like that!  I can’t believe it.  You never even exit the house unless you’ve got makeup on and are dressed like a million dollars.”

“Well, I thought I would loosen up a bit,” I said.

“I guess, you’ve loosened up a lot, and I can’t believe you’re not wearing makeup.  Mom and dad will be shocked if you turn up like that.”

Laughing I said, “No I don’t think I will.  What do you think I should wear?”

“I can’t believe you’re asking me.  Wear something you would normally wear.”

Getting off the bed and opening the closet I asked, “Like what?”

Stepping over beside me and examining my wardrobe she said, “I don’t know, how about this,” she asked pulling out a white casual dress with blue paisleys on it.

“That looks nice, I think I will take your advice.”

Looking at me strangely she asked, “Steph, are you feeling okay?  You’re acting kind of strange.”

“I’m a little tired, I don’t think I got enough sleep last night.  I was restless for some reason.”

“Hmmm, I’ve seen you tired before but never acting like this.  By the way, why are your nails bare?  You always keep them painted.”

Trying to think quickly I said, “I took the polish off myself, and thought I would let my nails get a little air.  I read in a magazine that it’s not good keeping your nails painted all the time because they don’t get enough oxygen.”

“Steph I’ve never known you to worry about anything like that.  You’re sure acting bizarre.  Do I need to take you to the Doc in the Box?”

“You worry too much. I’m just stretching my wings a little bit.”

“Well, okay, if you say so.  By the way, I’m going to get my nails done, want to go with me?  And after seeing you for the first time in years without polish on I’ll really be concerned if you say no.”

It was clear that I was not acting like the Stephanie that she knew, and I certainly did not want to attract undue attention, so I figured that I had better play along, so I said, “Let me get my purse.”

“I will give you a minute to change, as I’m sure you’re not wearing what you’ve got on,” and she walked down the hall.

Closing the door, I then looked back through the closet and found a blue dress with red flowers which I threw on the bed and decided to wear that.  Taking off my clothes I discovered that I had a very nice pair of breasts which were quite full and firm.  Standing in front of the mirror I touched my nipples with my fingertips and started to feel a bit aroused from doing so.

“Steph, I’m ready when you are.”

“Give me a minute.”

I knew that I would need to wear a bra, so I looked through the drawers of the dresser and found a brassiere which I put on successfully after a bit of trial and error.  The only underwear I found were some thongs so begrudgingly I put on a red pair of them and as I did, I could feel the material up the crack of my rear end.

Putting on my dress I then looked at myself in the mirror and saw the completed product which was not too bad.  Then I thought to myself shoes.  Looking through the closet I found a pair of flat shoes which just happened to be blue in color and I put them on.

Sally knocked and I said “Come in.”

She opened the door and said, “Well, that’s looks a whole lot more like the Stephanie that I know, despite the fact that your hair is not done and you have no makeup on.”

“I’m ready,” I said.

“You are?” 

“Yes.”

“In those shoes?  Why are you not wearing flip flops?  After all, we’re going to get our toes done.”

“Oh yeah, right,” I said.

I then took off my flats, tossed them in the closet and grabbed a pair of leather flip flops with pink straps and put them on.

“I suspect that you’re driving as usual?” she asked.

Shaking my head, I said, “No, you can drive.”

“You never want to ride with me, you say my driving scares you.”

“Like I said, I’m trying new things.”

“I’m worried about you Steph.”


Chapter 5

We arrived at the nail salon and Sally and I were seated right next to one another in the big chairs where they give you a pedicure.  It was a new experience for me as I’d never had one before.  The Asian lady on duty provided us each with a menu and asked us what kind of service we would like to include the type of scrub and polish. I said that I would do the chocolate martini and then asked Sally, “What color polish do you think I should do?”

Looking at me strangely she said, “You’ve asked me my opinion more times today about fashion and beauty than you have our entire life, which I find strange because you’re the expert.  You asking me for advice is like Thomas Edison asking me how to make a lightbulb.”

Shrugging my shoulders, I said, “You’re my sister and I respect your opinion.  Plus, like I said, I’m trying to expand my horizons.”

“I have to say one thing, I do appreciate you saying that, it means a lot,” and then she smiled at me warmly.

She said to the Asian lady who would be doing my pedicure, “She will have her toes painted candy apple red.”

“Thanks Sally,” I said.

“Oh, and she will have a mani right after and use the same color,” Sally said.

“Okay Miss Sally,” the lady said with a heavy Asian accent.

So, within the past hour and a half I had reemerged from the past, had been changed to a woman, and was now getting a pedicure with my sister.  What a day!  On the plus side, I did find out that mom and dad were alive and I was glad.

“After we get out of here, I would sure like to get a bite to eat,” I said.

“I’m up for that,” she said.

“The lady that ran the nail salon stopped by our chairs and asked, “You want wine?”

“What?” I asked.

“We will both have a glass of white wine,” Sally said.

I looked at her and she said, “That’s what you always order, and considering that you’re asking my opinion on everything today ….”

Smiling at her I said, “Thanks Sally, it is appreciated.”

I’d never had a pedicure before, but I have to say that the overall experience of having one was quite nice, and it was fun sitting there drinking wine, chatting with my sister and looking through magazines while getting my legs massaged and my toes painted.  If I hadn’t been turned into a woman I would think this was quite unmanly, well not all of it, just the part where I’m getting candy apple red polish.

Afterward we moved over to the manicure tables where we got our fingernails done, which I have to say was somewhat boring because when your hands are getting worked on, you’re kind of stuck.

I paid my portion of the bill using the cash in my wallet and also tipped the girl who did my pedi and mani a total of $10.  I was not sure if that was too much or not enough, and since she smiled and did not complain I figured it was okay.

Walking out of the nail salon Sally said, “Versus getting in the car and driving somewhere why don’t we walk down to the little restaurant at the end of the breezeway and get a quick bite to eat?”

“Sounds good to me,” I said.

We walked to the other end of the shopping center and entered the sandwich shop, and as we did, I looked around and noticed that it was not too crowded, but after all it was a Saturday.  I used the automated device to order my food while Sally used another.  Afterward we sat down at a table in the back of the establishment and chatted while we waited for our order to arrive.

“So, are you ready for our family dinner tonight?” she asked.

“I’m as ready as I’m going to be.  Something I should be expecting?”

Smiling she said, “You know what dad’s going to bring up again tonight don’t you?”

Not wanting to act like I did not but still needing more information I smiled and said, “I suspect I do.”

Then after a few seconds I looked at her seriously and asked, “Is there something else that he’s going to talk about?”

Laughing she said, “No silly, the same old thing, where dad’s wanting to fix you up with that guy A.J. from his office.  You know?  The handsome stockbroker and financial planner?”

I was really glad she brought this up because at this point, I’d only been a woman for a handful of hours, and I’m not totally digging the prospect on my father fixing me up with someone, especially a guy.  Now, if he was wanting to fix me up with a hot lesbian from his office that might be a different story.  However, before I start dating anyone I should probably try and get in the groove of my new life and new body first.  Plus, I had not dismissed the notion of building another time machine so I could travel back and try and get myself out of the predicament that I was now in.

“Why don’t you go out with him?” I asked.

“No way.”

“Why not?”

“You already know why not.”

“Then refresh my memory.”

“Okay, first he’s a fucking Republican ….”

“Language!” I said as I looked around.

Looking at me and mildly nodding her head she said, “First off he’s a mother fucking Republican, second he works with dad, third he’s a stockbroker and his kind were responsible for the financial collapse plus are the cause of most problems in the world today, fourth dad likes him, fifth he drives an SUV which is pretty environmentally irresponsible ….”

Putting my hand up I said, “It’s okay.”

“However, he would make a good husband for you, you’re pretty, well dressed, plus you would make the perfect little English teacher wife.  You would be a cute couple, plus dad would love it, you know how you’ve always been his favorite.”

Dad’s favorite?  Boy, that’s a switch from the original timeline.  What else was different here?

Testing the waters, a little more I asked, “Do you wish you were his favorite?”

“No way, mom and I have always been close, and I adore our relationship.  One thing I will never forget is that when I was a senior in high school, and I told dad that I wanted to major in social work in college.  He thought it was a bad idea, but mom supported me all the way.”

Listening to this it was clear that in a way, I had become my brother Mark, only a girl.  It also saddened me to hear that Sally was moms favorite in this timeline, and it was no longer me.

Right about that time the server brought our food which thrilled me to no end as I was incredibly hungry.  We continued to chat as we ate and I was hoping to gain more insight about the new me in this timeline, which I had altered.

Wanting to find out more information I asked, “Sally, did you ever wish that we’d had more brothers and sisters?”

She stopped eating and looked at me and said, “Steph, you are definitely in a strange mood today.”

“Why?  I’m just asking a question.”

“You’re definitely coming up with some off the wall stuff. Anyway, the answer is no, I think you and I were enough.”

With that statement it confirmed that it was me and Sally, and my brother Mark never existed in this timeline as I had erased him from it, and in the process, I had eradicated myself as well.


Chapter 6

Sally and I eventually got back home where I went to my room, plopped down on my bed and just lay there looking at the ceiling.  What were the odds that I had lived in this exact same house as a single man in the previous timeline and now I was living in it with my sister?  Incredible!  Being a physicist, I theorized that there may be certain eddies and currents in time itself that are destined to carry specific individuals to the same place or places, despite the fact that the timeline may have been altered.  Either that or the rent was just good and cheap.

It was hard not to think about the events of the day, the damage I had done to my life, and all the changes that had taken place because of my need for revenge.  However, at this point there was nothing I could do but accept it and live with the consequences, but I did begin to think about what I’d thought of earlier, which was building another time machine.  If I did, I could travel back and stop myself from terminating the original me, in my mom’s tummy, and restore the original timeline.  Sharing this house with my sister and keeping it secret while I designed and built it would be a problem, but somehow, I would do it.

Knowing that in the next few hours I would need to get ready for the visit to mom and dad’s I began to plan, and that started with learning how to put on makeup.  Getting on the internet I began to study the basics of makeup 101 and learned that it was a multi-step process which involved the application of several products.  First you put on concealer where needed, especially if you have dark circles under your eyes, followed by foundation, then some powder to set the foundation and let’s not forget blush to give you rosy cheeks.  Next you put on eyeliner, eye shadow primer followed by the shadow itself.  Then you finish the job with lip liner, lipstick and voila! 

After following the steps mentioned above I was ready, and as I stood in front of the full-length mirror in my black sleeveless casual dress with my long brown hair resting on my shoulders and wearing my shiny black sandals with bowties on the top, I was ready for dinner at mom and dads.

It was 6 p.m. when I stepped out into the hallway and said, “Ready.”

Sally had just popped out of her room and as she did, I noticed she was wearing a dark blue blouse and jeans that were so tight it looked as if she had been poured into them.  She was also wearing black high heel sandals that showed off her newly painted red nails from her recent pedicure.

Taking a look at me she said, “I see you decided not to wear the dress I picked out earlier but you still look real cute.  What’s with the shoes?  You always wear heels.”

Pointing at her feet she said, “See, I’m wearing heels because I didn’t want to look too casual, compared to you anyway.”

I shrugged my shoulders and said, “Like I said ….”

“I know, you’re trying new things.”

Little did she know that I’d picked the shoes I was wearing because I was unable to walk in heels, and would be for some time.

I drove to mom and dad’s and while on the road I had a million things running through my mind and I was pretty apprehensive about seeing them, especially my mother.

We knocked on the door and very shortly afterward it opened and there stood dad.  Sally walked in first and he gave her a hug and said, “Come in.”

As she passed him and continued into the house, I then stepped up to him and he gave me a great big bear hug and asked, “How’s daddy’s girl?”

When he said those words, it reinforced what Sally had stated earlier, it was clear that I was dad’s favorite in this timeline.

“Good,” I said and then smiled at him.

We walked into the kitchen where mom was speaking with Sally and as I entered mother said, “Stephanie, how are you?”

Looking at mom I could see that she looked just like her old self, and as I hugged her a flood of emotions hit me and I said, “It’s so good to see you mom,” with my voice crackling.

Pulling apart she could see a tear running down my face and she asked, “What’s wrong?”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s nothing, I’m just glad to see you mom.”

Giving me another hug which I returned she said, “And I’m glad to see you baby.”

Then mom said, “Let me get you a glass of wine.”

As I stood there Sally stepped over next to me and asked, “Are you okay?  You’ve been acting wacky all day.  Is it your time of the month?”

I almost said no but then I said, “Maybe.  That would explain a lot.”

Mom then handed me a glass of white wine of which I took a big chug in order to calm my nerves.

“If you girls want to go ahead and have a seat your dad and I will bring dinner into the dining room.”

I could see from the look on dad’s face that he loved being volunteered to help but he shrugged it off and helped anyway.

As we sat there having dinner, we made small talk and chatted about work, the community, and common friends.  I was careful about what I said as this was a strange new world for me, and there was a lot I did not know so I just kept my mouth shut most of the evening.

“Girls, I wanted to let you know that I’ve decided to go ahead and retire at the end of this month,” mom said.

“Really?” Sally asked.

Nodding she said, “Yes after twenty-two years at Robbins & Harper I’ve decided to retire.”

“Congratulation mom,” I said, “You’ve had quite a career.”

Smiling she said, “Yes, I guess I have.  Anyway, I’m looking forward to a little quiet time and maybe your dad and I can spend some more time together.”

“Mom, where was it that you worked before Robbins & Harper?” I asked.

“I started work at Steinberg & Rosenstein after I graduated college in 1986 and stayed there until you were born in 1989 and then became a stay at home mom.  Sally arrived two years later, and it just made sense not to go back to work until she started first grade in 1997, which is when I started with Robbins & Harper.”

In the previous timeline mom had worked at Steinberg & Rosenstein in the Wade Building from the time she graduated college in 1986 until five years ago when she passed away from cancer.  It made me wonder exactly what environmental variables in this reality saved her life?  Was she working in a sick building for too many years that may have caused her to get ill?  Or did the time that she took off to raise us when we were little lower her stress levels, and that’s what saved her?  

“That was good that you were able to take that time off when we were little,” I said to her.

“It really was, and I would not trade it for anything in the world, as it was wonderful getting to be home with you girls during those years.”

“You never felt it hindered your career?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Not at all.  Plus, it enabled me to learn to cook healthier meals for the family which I still do to this day.  If I’d never had the time to educate myself on cooking, I would have continued to feed the family that unhealthy junk that I was throwing together and might have caused your father to have a heart attack.”

That explained why dad was alive in this timeline and did not die from a coronary thrombosis as he did in my alternate reality.  It was apparently all because of mom’s cooking.  Unbelievable.


Chapter 7

I lay in bed in my nightgown staring up at the ceiling thinking about the events of the day and all that had happened to me.  Was this all a dream?  If so, it was a long running one and I was ready for it to be over.  At this point the thought of building another time machine and going back to stop myself was a less attractive prospect because if I corrected history, I would erase my parents from it.  If I did could I live with myself?  Perhaps not, because I would potentially always feel like I was a murderer.  But how did I justify going back to erase Mark from existence? Easy, Mark was a full-fledged prick and deserved to be eradicated after everything he did to me as he even lied to my face.

In this timeline I actually had a good relationship with my dad, and I liked my sibling, so there were a couple of positives.  On the downside I was a woman, not that I had anything against females as they’d always been my favorite members of the opposite sex.  But I was a girl, and the question was could I get used to it?  Could I adapt to being a woman?

There was a knock on the door, and I said, “Come in,” and Sally entered.

“I just wanted to check on you,” she said.

“Yeah, come in, I’m running to the bathroom, be right back.”

I went into the bathroom raised my nightgown and sat down and started to pee.  At this point I was missing getting to stand and urinate but there was nothing I could do.  I did have to admit one thing, that there was less cleanup involved being a girl because traditionally, as a guy, I’d not had a perfect aim.

Returning to the bedroom I sat down on the bed and asked, “Hey, what’s up?”

“Like I said, I’m just checking on you.  You’ve not seemed yourself today and I just wanted to make sure that you are okay.”

Smiling I said, “You know, I’m going to be just fine sis, but I appreciate it.”

“Okay, good.”

Sally got up and started to walk out when I said, “Hey.”

As she turned around and looked at me, I said, “Thanks.”

After she walked out, I continued to lay on the bed and reflected on my new life as Stephanie.  Before I turned off the light, I had decided that for now I was not going to entertain the prospect of building another time machine so I could return to my old life because there was no way I was going to give up my parents again.

Over the coming weeks I settled into my new profession as an English teacher and learned my job the best that I could.  I also continued to learn about the art of being a woman, which was quite different than being a guy and I found great resources on cross dressing websites that taught men how to walk, talk, and act like a woman.  Unlike men crossing over I had one advantage, and that was that I was biologically a female and I just needed a few pointers. 

As I continued to develop my feminine skills, I made the decision that I would become a girly girl and take advantage of what I had been given this time around.  The main reason for this was that I knew what most women did not, and that was that femininity was a powerful force, and to make it in a man’s world you need to get their attention.  Lots of girls think that by dressing masculine you show your dominance and power and gain the respect of men, but that has never been true.  Men are visual and respond to what they see, and it’s a fact that if you’re wearing a tight-fitting dress, you’re more apt to get what you want than wearing a manly looking pants suit.

During the next three months I did a little bit of dating, strictly with females, and not knowing how my family would react I decided to keep it a secret from them.  I had been born a guy who liked girls and that was my natural tendency.  However, as time went on something began to change and I was losing interest in women, and I did not know why, but it was as though some part of me was incomplete or unfulfilled.  I could not figure out what was wrong with me as I’d always been a real pussy hound, well, until I got one of my own.

About a month later Sally invited me to a gala that the non-profit she worked for was putting on to raise money.  In addition to me she also provided tickets so mom and dad could attend too, which made it all the more fun.

After the dinner and awards portion of the event was over the music started to play for those who wanted to dance, and it was rather loud.  Sally, mom, and I were sitting at the table chatting at high volume so we could hear one another when suddenly we were interrupted by dad walking up to the table with a man in his late twenties to early thirties with dark brown hair and green eyes who was dressed in a tuxedo.

“Hey guys, look who I ran in to,” dad said.

Sally leaned over to me and said, “It’s A.J., that guy dad’s been wanting to fix you up with.”

I stood up and shook his hand and said, “Good to see you.”

“Great to see you,” he said.

As I stood there looking at him, I could not help but notice how handsome he looked in his tuxedo, and the more I thought about it I began to ask myself what’s wrong with me?  Dudes are not handsome!  It must be that I like his tux.

“You look really pretty tonight,” he said to me.

“Thanks,” I said as I smiled at him.

I appreciated him saying that as I’d really spent a lot of time getting myself fixed up that evening.  I was wearing a black high low off the shoulders cocktail dress and shiny patent leather pumps, and a pair of large gold hoop earrings that were really cute.  Oh, and let me add, by this time I had learned to walk in heels, which I’m sure you’ve figured out by now.

“Stephanie would you like to dance?” he asked.

“Oh, I don’t know ….”

“I promise not to bite,” he said, and when he did, I laughed.

I had been a guy at one time and knew what it was like when you asked a girl to dance and she said no so I said, “Okay, but just this one time.”

A.J. and I headed out to the dance floor where a slow song had just started and as we began, we held hands and I placed my hand on his shoulder.  As we started to dance, we began to chat.

“Are you still working at the university?” he asked.

“Yes, and I take it you’re still working with dad at the brokerage?” I asked, even though I already knew the answer.

Nodding he said, “Yes, I’m still there.”

The smell his cologne was wonderful and for some reason, that plus his natural manly scent had totally gotten my attention and as crazy as it was, I could feel myself drawn to him.  In other words, I was started to get a little bit turned on.  As we continued to dance, I couldn’t help but look at him and notice how nice looking he was, and as I did, I could feel a slight tingling in my panties.  What had happened to me?  Had I become a homosexual?  I think not as the definition of that word is someone who likes members of the same sex and that clearly did not apply to me.  Maybe it applied to my consciousness but that would have been it.

The only thing I could determine was that I was now in a female body, and it was naturally designed to be attracted to men for reproductive purposes, and that was why I was having the sensations and feelings that I was at that moment in time.  As human creatures we have biochemical processes that program us to act and respond to certain stimuli and that was clearly what was happening to me.

“So, tell me, how did you end up at this dance?” I asked.

“My cousin Danielle is supporter of the charity and had an extra ticket and asked if I would come with her, and well, here I am.”

We finished dancing and returned to the table where he said, “Thanks for the dance.”

“You’re welcome,” I said as I batted by eyelashes at him.

After we stood there in awkward silence for a few seconds he finally said, “I’ll see you all later.”

As he turned and started to walk away, for some unknown reason I asked, “Would you like to have a seat and join us?”

Turning back around and smiling he said, “I would love to.”

As he started walking around the table so he could take the seat next to mine I looked over at mom and dad and I could see that they were grinning.  Sally leaned toward me and said, “He must be a really good dancer.”

“Sally, he just seems like a really nice guy and I thought I would chat with him for a bit.  That’s all.”

“Mmmm hmmm.  I saw the way that you were looking at him.”

By this time A.J. was now sitting down in the chair next to mine and as he did, I turned toward him.  Looking at him once again I was taken at how good looking he truly was, and I absolutely loved that way that he looked at me with those big beautiful eyes.

We sat there and talked for at least an hour and during the entire time we never ran out of things to talk about.  In addition to being handsome he was charming, had a great sense of humor, and was very intelligent.  Oh, and I just loved his voice, I don’t know what it was about it, but I could just sit and listen to him talk forever.

Finally, Sally said, “Steph, mom and dad are heading home and so am I, are you ready?”

As she said those words, I felt a sense of disappointment as I was really having a great time with my new friend.

I nodded and then said, “A.J. I’ve had a wonderful time talking with you but Sally’s getting ready to head home, and unless I’m going to walk to the house ….”

“If you want to stay a little while longer and talk, I can drop you off at home,” he said.

I wanted to stay and talk with him, but I was not sure if I really should or not, because this would mean that I was entering the realm of dating men, and the thought kind of scared me.  But then again, I was a girl now and I really did like him, so surely it would not hurt to just visit with him, would it?

“Sally, A.J.’s going to give me a ride, so I’ll see you at the house in a bit.”

Smiling she said, “Okay, have fun sis,” and then she winked at me, grabbed her purse walked away.

Mom and dad said their goodbyes to the two of us as well and as they walked away, I could see that dad was excited that I was getting to know A.J. better.

We sat there and continued chatting with one another having a great time learning about each other until finally the last song played and it was time to leave.

As we arrived at his car, he opened the passenger door for me which was a reflection on his manners, and he truly knew how to make a girl feel special.

Arriving at my house he once again walked around and opened the door for me before we walked up the sidewalk toward the front porch.  As we arrived at the entrance he said, “I really had a good time tonight Stephanie.”

“I did too A.J. it was great, and thanks for giving me a ride home.”

“You are welcome.”

After a couple of seconds, he asked, “I was wondering if you’d like to go out to dinner with me sometime.”

Standing there looking at him and noticing how dashing he was the only thing I could say was, “I would really like that.”

“Cool, how about I text you and then you can take a look at your calendar and let me know.”

“How about Friday night at 7:00?” I asked.

With a surprised look on his face he smiled and said, “You’re sure good at making fast decisions.  Friday night it is, and I’ll pick you up here.”

“Perfect.”

“I’ll see you then,” he said.

“See you then A.J.”

Standing there awkwardly and wondering if he should kiss me or not I decided I would help him out, so I took his hand in mine and pulled him gently toward me, and as he stood there directly in front of me I was sure he could take it from there.  Standing on my tiptoes to meet him we kissed slowly and gently, without tongues, for quite some time before finally coming up for air, and since the porch light was on, I also wondered if we had put on a show for the neighbors as well.

As we stood there with our eyes locked on each other, the next thing I knew we were kissing again, and this time I opened my mouth hoping he would enter.  Taking advantage of the invitation that I had extended our tongues began to swirl passionately together and in no time my entire body was on fire and there was nothing more that I wanted than to have him in my bed. 

“A.J.”

“Yes Stephanie.”

“Why don’t you come inside.”

“I would love to.”

Despite the fact that I was scared to death of having sex as a woman, there was something deep inside of me that yearned to have him lying between my thighs, slamming against me repeatedly  and without mercy causing me to cry out with pleasure, and pounding me relentlessly until he finally satisfied himself and collapsed from exhaustion.


Chapter 8

It’s been nine months since I altered the timeline and became Stephanie and six months since A.J. and I connected at that charity gala.  I don’t even know where to start as so much has happened and my life has been completely turned upside down from its original state.

Mom retired as planned and is enjoying every minute of it, plus that gives her time to do the extra things she likes to do such as reading and gardening.  She and I have also grown closer as I’ve worked at building a relationship with her which hopefully will eventually be like the one, I knew in the previous timeline, where we were the best of friends, only this time I’m her daughter.

My sister Sally is moving out of the house as she now has a new boyfriend named Troy who she bumped into in the parking garage when she was leaving the gala that night six months ago.  And when I say bumped into, I’m not kidding about that.  As she was backing out of her parking spot she backed right into his car which was passing by and it was love at first collision.  They are politically and socially well aligned, in other words liberal, and they seem extremely happy together.

A.J. is moving into the house with me, since Sally is moving out, and we are going to tie the knot.  It is for good reason as I am expecting.  One thing I learned about being female is that there’s this thing called birth control, and if you’re not on it you are in for a big surprise.  Had you told me nine months ago that I was going to be a female English teacher and five months pregnant at this point in my life I would have told you that you were completely insane. 

I have successfully adapted to being a girl and in so many ways I truly like it better than my old life, which was a lonely one.  Here I have someone who loves me, a great sister with whom I’m close, plus my parents.  It’s great having family, which is something I did not have before, and it took me altering the timeline and landing here as Stephanie, now

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Time Traveler

to discover what I had truly been missing.
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