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Chapter 1

“Captain’s Log, July 1st, 2028.  My crew and I have been working onboard the Starship Constellation for the past three days and are preparing to test the new StarDrive later today.  This will be mankind’s first attempt at travelling faster than light and I am extremely proud to be part of this project.” 

I’m Lt Colonel Brandon West, and I’m Mission Commander of the Starship Constellation.  In a few hours I’m, well me and my crew, are going to attempt to make history and possibly change the way that the human race lives, thinks and travels, and it’s pretty cool to think that I’m part of it.

Brad West, me, is an average guy at 5’10, with brown hair and eyes and 38 years old.  I’m originally from a small town in Nebraska which was so small there were no sidewalks to even roll up at night.  After graduating high school, I had the good fortune of being accepted to the Air Force Academy where I received a first class education, thanks to the taxpayers of this great country.  I was a fighter pilot most of my career with a smattering of smaller assignments along the way, and was eventually accepted into the Starship Training Program, which has resulted in my current assignment.

I am lucky to have a top-notch crew for the mission at hand and feel that with this team, that nothing can go wrong.  They are all the best people in their respective career fields, and I have the utmost confidence in them.

My first officer is Squadron Leader (that’s the equivalent of Major) Lori Ann Bell, from the Royal Air Force, RAF, and she’s an impressive lady, for a limey that is.  She’s 34 years old, a petite 5’4, blonde hair, full lips, has the most striking blue eyes you’ve ever seen and is easy on the eyes if you’re asking me.  Lori has that very dry British sense of humor which ships standard with your average English type.

Our engineer is Steve Guerra and he’s originally from Austin, Texas.  With a PhD in engineering he is an incredibly smart guy and is a specialist on the new StarDrive which we will be testing during this mission.  It is quite obvious that he is gay which does not bother me as long as he does not put his hand on my ass during the mission.  Let me also say that I would prefer he not do it before or after the mission either.  If I had my choice of getting my rear end handled during this trip, I would probably select Squadron Leader Bell for the job, versus some hairy guy.

And lastly is Dr. Monica Jackson who is our science officer and has a PhD in physics.  I’m sure glad we’ve got her with us as space travel can be an incredibly dangerous and complex thing, especially at the speeds we will be travelling during this mission.  Anyway, she’s a very attractive light skinned black, or African-American woman, for all you politically correct types, and she informed me that she is black and has never been to Africa and she prefers people not refer to her in that context.  She’s also a pretty hardcore Republican so don’t start a conversation about politics with her if you are a liberal Democrat.  Hell, don’t start one with her if you’re a Republican either.  Did I mention that she resembles Halle Berry and that every time that I look at her, I can’t help thinking about her wearing a bikini in that spy movie with that good looking British son-of-a-bitch that my ex-fiancée had a crush on?

At this point you are probably thinking that I am a sex maniac and have designs on all my crew members but I want to assure you that’s not the case, as I have no interest in Steve, and am pretty sure that’s not going to change, and I truly hope that he feels the same way.

At present our ship is docked at Space Station One, an international space station which was built about five years ago, and orbits Earth for the purpose of launching short range missions such as runs to the moon and Mars, satellite repairs, and now the launch of the Constellation.  It’s not a bad trip up from earth since the invention of the space plane which simply takes off from your local airport, pierces the atmosphere, and arrives at your friendly space station, viola!

My ship, the Constellation, is a state-of-the-art design with the first StarDrive ever built.  The hull design is rectangular, and it is powered by two nacelles that contain the light drive.  The way it is supposed to work is that the drive distorts space itself enabling us to travel faster than light to our destination on an energy wave also created by the drive.  Travelling at light speed or better, theoretically, is supposed to make sure we don’t suffer the fate of leaving earth for a bit, coming back and finding that everyone we knew was older, old, or dead.  The theory is that’s what happens when you leave earth travelling fast, but at less than light speed.  Einstein came up with that and he was a pretty smart guy, and had superior knowledge, well, compared to me anyway.

If everything works like it should we are going to travel at light speed, and even faster, as part of this experiment.  It’s not going to be anything too grandiose, just a quick jump to the edge of the solar system, near Pluto actually, to test the drive and then return home where we will be welcomed by tickertape parades in New York and millions of people cheering for us as we ride down the street in an open limousine.  Okay probably not, but I will settle for downtown Omaha, the staff from Fred’s Diner waving at us and a Yugo as long as it’s got air conditioning.

Well, it’s about launch time so I guess we should get this show on the road and try and make some history, one way or another.


Chapter 2

“Squadron Leader, have you completed your final check on your tertiary flight control backups?” I asked while looking over at my first officer.

“Yes sir, all done,” she said in her distinguished British accent.  “All systems are a go.”

As I looked around the control room of the ship, I could see that Steve and Monica were also in their space suits just like we were and ready to go. 

“Steve, are you ready?” I asked.

“Colonel I’m as ready as I’ll ever be,” he replied.

“Monica, what about you?  Good to go?”

“Sir my panel shows nothing but green lights and we are ready for launch.”

“Lori, signal the station that we are ready for departure and tell them we are ready to release docking clamps.”

“Understood sir.”

A few seconds later I could hear the sound of the docking clamps pulling back and we were free from the station.

“Squadron Leader, fire thrusters and back us away from the station, five second burst,” I said.

“Aye sir,” she said as she pressed and held the reverse thruster button down for five seconds and then released it.

Looking at the view screen I could see we were floating back, away from the space station, and then I said, “Lori, fire port thruster, two second burst and swing us around.”

“Understood sir.”

As she fired the port thruster our view of the station quickly disappeared, and we were now looking into open space.

“Constellation, this is control, you are cleared for departure.  Maintain thruster speed only while departing the station and advise when you are at launch point.”

“Acknowledged control, will do,” I repeated back over the radio.

“Lori, would you like to drive?” I asked.

“Glad to Colonel,” she replied as she engaged the forward thrusters causing us to quickly move away from the station to the spot where we were to initialize the StarDrive and start our journey. 

“ETA to jump point Steve?” I asked.

Looking down at his panel he replied, “Sir about seven minutes.”

We sat quietly running system check after system check as we travelled to the coordinates where we would engage the StarDrive and begin our trip.  The whole point of travelling away from earth and the space station was precautionary as we did not totally know what to expect.  Hey, the last thing we needed was the wave that the StarDrive creates malfunctioning and hitting the space station or earth.  Let’s face it, this is a pretty big gamble and most of what we are doing is theoretical, so there’s no need to take any chances.  I love Earth and want to keep it intact.

“Colonel, we are in position,” my first officer said.

“Alright.  Everyone ready to make history?” I asked.  “Steve, Monica, enable StarDrive.  Lori, set preplanned course and standby to engage.”

“Sir,” said Monica, “StarDrive is at full power.”

“Colonel, I’m showing the system is operating normally and we are ready to go,” Steve reported.

“Lori, whenever you’re ready.”

“Ready sir.”

“Let’s do it.  Ahead warp one.”

As she eased the throttles forward the ship lurched and the stars on the view screen began streaking by at remarkable speeds.  The digital display quickly jumped from 0.0 to 1.0 which meant we were travelling at the speed of light.  It was incredible what we were witnessing, and I knew that this was the beginning of a new era for mankind, and there was no going back.

“I’m going to try the communications system and see if I can make contact with Space Station One,” I said.

One of the things that we had not determined before launching was if our communications system would work while we were travelling at light speed.  This would be our first test.

“Space Station One, this is Constellation, come in,” I said.

A few seconds elapsed, and we heard a monotone female voice over the comm panel, “Constellation, Space Station One.”

Success.  We were able to communicate with Earth, but the thing on our mind was how long we would be able to maintain communications.

“Launch was successful, we will check in with you at regular intervals,” I reported.

“Acknowledged Colonel.  Talk to you soon.  Space Station One out.”

“Lori, what’s our ETA to Pluto?” I asked.

“Showing seven hours to destination sir.”

“Thank you.”

The next seven hours were pretty uneventful as we travelled at light speed toward Pluto.  Our engineer and science officer spent most of their time gathering data and talking about scientific stuff while Lori and I operated the ship.  Before we knew it, our first leg of the journey was over.

“Colonel, we’re almost there.  I’m preparing to drop us out of warp in thirty seconds,” said my first officer.

“Good.  We’re almost there guys so everybody strap in.  We have no idea what will happen when we drop out of light speed because after all, it’s never been done before.”

My crew returned to their seats and strapped in quickly right about the time that Lori said, “reducing power sir.”

“Good job, nice and easy does it.”

As she pulled back on the throttles I could hear the hum of the engines winding down, and next thing I knew the stars on the screen were constant and no longer streaking by.  On the view screen we could see Pluto off in the distance.

“There’s Pluto,” said Steve.  “What a beautiful sight.  I wish we could go exploring.”

“Me too Steve but you know the plan, if this mission is successful, they will be sending a pure research ship soon enough.  We are going to stick to our plan so we’re turning around and going right back,” I said.

“Ready to lay in a course home whenever you are ready sir,” said Lori.

“Alright, Monica make sure we get all the data and pictures we can before we turn around and head back,” I said.

Looking at me smiling she said, “Way ahead of you sir, scanning is under way.  We will take pictures up until the very last second.”

“Lori, go ahead and point us toward home.  Let me know when we’re ready,” I said.

She was busily working the controls operating the helm and navigational equipment when she said, “Course is computed and laid in.”

“Ahead Warp One,” I said.

Lori pushed the power levers forward and as she did the engines began to hum and next thing I knew the stars were streaking by so quickly they were hard to even see.

“Colonel, we are now at light speed,” she reported.

“Everybody up for some adventure?  Why don’t we go ahead and run the advanced tests?  Lori, push it up to Warp 1.5.”

“Aye sir.  1.5,” she said as she pushed forward on the power levers.

Watching the display above the levers I could see the numbers ticking upward from 1.0 to 1.5

“Engineer, how’s it looking?” I asked.

“Drive is operating normally sir.  Everything is within specified tolerances,” said Steve.

“Let’s crank it up a notch.  Lori ease it up to Warp 2.”

“Warp 2 sir,” she said as she pushed the power levers forward slightly and as she did the display once again ticked upward from 1.5 to 2.0.

“Wow,” I said, “We are now travelling at twice the speed of light.  Steve?”

“Still operating within tolerances sir.  Looking good.”

All of a sudden the ship began to shake mildly and multiple alarms started going off and as I looked forward normal space had been replaced by a spiraling effect that we seemed to be right in the middle of.  The best way to describe it was like we were being sucked down a drain.

“Looks like we’re in a wormhole.” said Lori.

“Sir,” Steve announced, “I think I know the cause, the StarDrive’s antimatter injectors have slipped slightly out of alignment.  I’m correcting the problem now so give me just a few seconds.”

“Steve, should we come out of warp?”

“No, we have no idea what that would do.  We could end up in a worse situation than we are in now.”

After a few seconds he said, “Wait, injectors are back in alignment.”

Next thing I knew the shaking had stopped and the wormhole on the screen began to diminish and as it did a wave of some sort seemed to pass through the ship.  As it washed over me, I felt disoriented and definitely did not feel like myself.  I’m glad I was sitting down as it happened, otherwise I would probably be lying on the floor, waiting for someone to help scoop me up off of it.  After the wave had passed my vision began to clear, and as I looked at the view screen I could see that we had returned to normal space and the ship seemed to be operating normally.

I turned my head to the right where my first officer was sitting and as I did so she returned my glance, but after making eye contact with me a look of astonishment appeared on her face.

“What the hell?” she blurted out.

“What’s wrong?” I asked, and after I was finished speaking, I noticed that the words I had just pronounced were a higher pitch, and did not come out in my regular voice.

“Oh my God!  Who are you?  What have you done with the Colonel?” Lori asked.

“Who am I?  Lori, have you lost your mind?” I asked, and this time I truly noticed a female voice was coming from my mouth.

As I briefly glanced forward at the monitor on my console, which happened to be off, I could see my reflection, and it appeared that in place of me was now a woman.

Right about then I heard Monica call out “Colonel.”

I jumped out of my seat and headed toward the back of the bridge where she and Steve were sitting, and as I arrived I saw Monica standing but she did not look like herself as she was even lighter skinned than before and almost white, but Steve was not to be found, but there was an attractive Hispanic woman sitting at the engineering station.

“Who are you?” Monica asked me.  “And while I’m at it, who the hell are you?” she asked the woman sitting at Steve’s station.

“I’m Steve,” she said.

By this time Lori had joined us so now the entire crew was gathered at the engineering station.

“Monica, it’s me, Colonel West.”

“The fuck you are,” she replied.

“Monica, look at the flight suits, it has their names on them, but they are different.  The Colonel’s name reads Lt. Colonel Brandi West.  And look at Steve’s, it says Stephanie Guerra.  Let’s try something, Brad,” said Lori.

As she said my name I looked right at here.

“Steve,” and as she said that name the Hispanic woman looked right at her.

“Flick on your desktop camera and point it back at you Steve,” Lori said.

She complied and as she did her mouth fell open when she saw herself.  There in front of her was a Latina woman with brown eyes and dark hair which was put up in a bun.  I then stepped up behind her and leaned down toward the screen and took a look at myself and saw that I was an auburn-haired woman with green eyes.

Monica said, “Colonel, as part of slipping into that wormhole and then back out, I think you and Steve have been changed into women, just don’t ask me how.”

“Monica,” I said, “Have you seen yourself?  You don’t look the same either.”

She stepped up onto the platform and looked at herself on the monitor and her jaw dropped.

“Holy shit,” she said.  “My beautiful tan is gone.  I’ve turned into a cracker.”


Chapter 3

After the initial shock things started to settle down and we started to speak logically about the situation.  Well, as logically as could be expected considering that my Engineer and I had been changed into women.

“When I first saw you, I thought an alien had boarded the ship,” said Lori.

“I believe it.  The look on your face confirmed that,” I said.

“Know what else is strange?  That my uniform seems to fit.” Said Steve.  “Logically, it should be too large for me.”

Looking down at my flight suit, which seemed to accommodate my newfound breasts quite nicely, I also noticed my uniform fit properly as well and I said, “Yeah, same here.”

“It’s a little different speaking and hearing a female voice come out of your mouth,” Steve said.

“I know the feeling Steve, or should I say Stephanie?” I asked.  “Why don’t you and Monica check the computers and see if we are in the future, or if earth history has been altered.”

I then returned to my seat next to Lori and sat down, and as I did she smiled at me.

“For a bloke, you’re not a bad looking woman,” she said while smiling at me.

I looked at her and smiled back and said, “Lori, a few minutes ago I was a guy.  I’ve always been a man, like all my life, and now I’m a woman, unless this is some sort of a bad dream.  If it is, I hope I wake up soon.”

“It will be okay,” she said.

“What if I’m trapped and I’m in this body forever?  What if this is the new me and this is my life from this point going forward?”

“Brad, it will be okay.  I promise,” she said as she reached over and took my hand and gave me a warm smile.

“You seem pretty sure about that,” I said.

“I am.  I just have a feeling that you are going to be alright, and you know what, all of us are going to be fine, and we are going to make it back home.”

“Thanks.”

“And besides,” she said, “It’s not so bad being a woman.  I’ve been one all my life and I like it.”

Looking at her I said, “Thanks.  I’ll remember that the next time I go shopping for bras.”

She laughed at my remark and then I joined in, as the whole situation was somewhat humorous.

I looked forward briefly at the view screen and as I reached up to increase magnification on the screen I noticed that my hands were way smaller than normal, and my fingernails were actually very neatly manicured.  I had also noticed that I was not the bulky guy I had always been and that I was petite.  Also, it was quite different having long hair, which I was not used to at all, and as I turned my head I could feel my shoulder length hair against my ears.

Lori continued to chat with me for a couple of minutes trying to console me when Steve and Monica walked up front to where we were sitting.  We turned our chairs toward them when Monica said, “I think we know what has happened.”

“What have you found out?” I asked in my new feminine voice.

“Colonel, I think we’ve slipped into a parallel universe,” Monica said.

“You mean like a parallel universe from that sci-fi show where they accidentally transported up to the wrong ship and the first officer had a goatee?”

“Yes,” said Steve, “When the drive got out of alignment and created a wormhole was when it all started.  Monica and I theorize that when we entered the wormhole we left our universe.  When the drive was put back in alignment we exited the wormhole and landed in this alternate universe.”

“So if we are here…” I started to say.

“Then it is highly possible that we transposed with our counterparts, from this universe, and they are on our Constellation right now asking the exact same questions,” said Monica.

“And if that’s the case at least two of them are wondering why they are men.” I said.

“We also checked out the computer and found out that in this universe that there was a turning point where world history changed quite drastically.  Have you noticed that how this is an all-female ship?” asked Steve.

“Yes,” I said.

“Women here run everything, and a man would never be allowed to be on a mission like this one, after all, men here are practically second class citizens.”

“What?” I asked.

Steve explained, “There’s a reason for that.  It all started in 1918 when there was an outbreak of Spanish Flu.  In our timeline it killed 500,000 to 675,000, in the U.S. and between 50 to 100 million globally.  Record keeping was not all that great at that time, so the exact numbers are not truly known.  It is believed that it was so bad, in our universe, because there was a genetic mutation in the virus that caused it to be worse than normal.  Now, let’s talk about this universe.  Here, the genetic mutation took on a new twist and killed no women but it was particularly brutal on the male of the species, and ninety percent of men were wiped out by the end of 1919.”

“Globally?” asked Lori.

Steve continued and said, “Globally.”

“Steve, are you telling me that there was only ten percent of the male population left?” I asked.

“That’s right.  With so few males women quickly rose of power and took over everything, as they had no choice.  They took over corporations and government, in every country.  Needless to say women got the right to vote in 1920, just like in our timeline, passed by a nearly all female congress.  Believe it or not there were only 12 male congressmen and five male senators who voted in the 19th Amendment and the rest were all women.”

“Unbelievable,” I said.  “The entire history of this earth must be fascinating.”

“Lori, I wonder why everyone was affected but you?” I asked.

“Colonel,” said Lori, “I’ve noticed that I’ve got a scar on the back of my hand, and I don’t know why it’s there,” and then she showed it to us.

“Is it possible that my counterpart looks just like me, with the exception of this scar, which I don’t have back in our universe?” she asked.

“Well that settles it,” said Monica as she nodded her head.  “We’ve all done a mind body swap with our counterparts from this universe.  Somehow our minds are in the bodies of our counterparts, and I’m sure they are just as astounded as we are.”

“What do we do when we get there?  Tell everyone what happened?” asked Steve.

I’m going to refer to Steve as Stephanie from this point forward.  Calling him Steve just seems a little weird, just like this whole thing seems weird.

“We need to figure out how we are going to handle this before we get to Earth and we need more time because at current speed we will be there in a little over three hours.  Lori, go ahead and decrease speed to Warp 1.”

“Right away sir, I mean ma’am” she said as she took her seat.

“Colonel will do just fine,” I replied.


Chapter 4

The four of us were standing at the front of the ship on the flight deck and for good reason, we needed to formulate a plan on how we were going to handle this.  Lori was almost herself, Monica had turned white, and my engineer and I were now women, but I suspect Steve, now Stephanie, loved every minute of it.  And I’m not just saying that because Steve was gay, okay I take that back, I am saying that because he was gay.

“Once we get there, do we admit that we are not from this universe?” I asked.

“I don’t think so,” said Lori.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Colonel it’s clear,” said Monica, “They would poke and prod us like crazy and submit us to every test known to man, or should I say womankind, in this case.  They might even think that every last one of us went crazy as a result of using the StarDrive.”

“So, when we get back maybe we should just do the best we can at resuming our new lives in this alternate reality,” I said, “As a woman, in mine and Stephanie’s case.  Steve, are you okay with me calling you Stephanie, at least for now?”

Rolling her eyes upward and then back down she nodded.

“So, Stephanie, could we recreate the incident, re-enter the wormhole, and get back to our universe?” Lori asked.

I looked at Steve and noticed what an attractive woman he had become as he was petite had beautiful black hair and the prettiest dark eyes I had ever seen.  Regaining my composure, I asked, “Well, what do you think?”

“I barely know how we got here, so finding a way back to our universe? I’m barely sure where to even start?” she said.  “And yes, it is okay to call me Stephanie.”

We laughed at her comment and appreciated the sense of humor as we definitely needed it after what we had just been through.

As I glanced forward at the view screen and saw that the stars were continuing to race by, I knew I had run out of options and the only thing I could do was continue heading for earth and try and make the best of it.

“Once we get there, we are not going to know our place in this world and are going to have to fake like we do.  Does anyone have any creative suggestions on how we can explain that all of us seem to have lost certain knowledge which may include, where do we live, are any of us married, and so forth?”

Monica said, “Why don’t we pull up our biographical histories and try and find out more about ourselves before we arrive and see who and what we are in this universe?”

“Great idea.  Everybody access your computer terminals and learn as much about yourselves as you can before we arrive,” I said.  “And after you’ve done that let’s try and study up on earth history if you get a chance, as there’s a lot we don’t know about this place.”

I sat down at my console and told the computer to pull up my personal biographical information.  With the exception of my name, which was now Brandi West, everything else was the same.  I was born, grew up, went to high school, attended college, joined the Air Force, and so forth just like I had back on my Earth.  However, I was surprised at some of my military history as it did not reflect my service record back home.  Here I apparently participated in military campaigns that did not even exist in my universe, and I could not make heads or tails what the purposes of these military actions were, so clearly, additional research would be required.  Aside from that I was me but in a woman’s body.


Chapter 5

Before we knew it we were almost back to Earth, and Lori and I were at the controls, ready to initiate approach procedures.

“Colonel, we are fifteen seconds away from the position where we are supposed to drop out of warp,” Lori said.

“You’ve got it, whenever you’re ready.”

Next thing I knew she reversed the controls, as the stars on the screen ceased to go racing by as they had been for the past several hours, I could hear the engines winding down.

Looking on the view screen I could see Space Station One off in the distance, and behind it, the big blue ball called Earth, but it was not my Earth, and I was truly afraid of what lay ahead.

“Constellation, Space Station One,” I heard in a female voice over the radio.

“Space Station One, Constellation,” I said.

“Welcome home Colonel, wanted to let you know that you are cleared for approach and to initiate standard docking procedures whenever you are ready.”

“Roger that,” I said.

Looking at Lori I said, “Approach course, take us in.”

Announcing to everyone on the ship I said, “Well guys, this is it, not the Earth we know but I guess we are going to have to make the best of it.”

No one said anything as we continued our approach toward the space station, as we were all sitting there thinking the same thing which was how different is this Earth and how are we going to adapt, and was there a way back home?

Lori said over her headset to approach control, “Permission to dock please.”

The voice over the radio said, “Cleared for docking port one Constellation.  Will you be manually docking, or would you like to use automated control?”

I mouthed to Lori the words automated control and she said over the radio, “Automated control.”

“Constellation set docking controls to automatic and release controls to us and we will bring you in.”

“Roger that,” she said.

As we continued our approach the space station grew larger and before we knew it we heard the thrusters firing to slow us down and next thing we knew we could feel the ship bounce slightly against the side of the docking port before coming to a complete stop.  Shortly thereafter I could hear that the docking clamps had locked us in place, which confirmed that we were now secure, and almost ready to disembark.

“Constellation,” said a female voice over the radio, “Please standby, we will be ready for you to disembark shortly.”

“Not a problem,” I said, “We are very patient.”

“Thank you, Colonel,” said the female voice over the radio.

“Now we wait,” said Stephanie.

Our silence was suddenly interrupted as we heard the hatch release system being activated.  The door opened slowly, and is it rolled back we could see the exposed walkway leading back to the main part of the space station.

We stood up from our seats and proceeded toward the door and saw several women in space station uniforms had started down the jetway to meet us.  I was first out the door and was approached by a full bird Colonel who greeted us.  She was late thirties, had medium brown hair, and was very petite and could not have been any taller than five foot.  Extending her hand she said, “Colonel Tanya Ramsey, how was your trip?”

“It was a success, today was a great day for space exploration,” I said.

“It’s a proud day for all of us.  If you will follow me we will run you through medical and then debrief you,” she said.

Colonel Ramsey led the four of us down the jetway while three other female representatives of the space station followed us from behind.  As we exited into the main terminal I noticed that several women in technician uniforms were walking down the jetway toward the ship, probably to perform routine maintenance and equipment checks.

Walking through the corridor of the space station everything looked pretty much the same as Space Station One back in our universe, however, we were just getting started.

The four of us walked into the medical unit where we were greeted by the medical staff.  The medical officer on duty, whose nametag said Dr. Mary Gilbert, had medium length blonde hair and was an attractive woman in her mid to late thirties. 

“Thank you, Colonel Ramsey, I will take it from here,” said Dr. Gilbert.

With that the Colonel and her group stepped outside.  It did seem kind of strange that there were so many people following us, but hey, maybe we just don’t know their procedures here, yet.

Good to see you ladies again,” she said.  “Let’s go ahead and get started with your post flight checkup.  Please go ahead and get undressed and put your flight suits and under garments in a locker.  On the wall behind you are bath robes for you to wear while waiting on your physical.”

Standing there, the four of us just kind of looked at one another for about ten seconds wondering if we were going to be shown to dressing rooms or if we were supposed to start peeling it all off right in front of everybody.

“What are you waiting on girls?  Strip!” said Dr. Gilbert.

With that we removed our boots, flight suits, socks, and were finally down to our bras and panties, and as I looked around the room at my naked crew mates I knew if I had been a guy that I would have had a woody as they all looked damn good nude.  Hell, even I looked good with no clothes on.  Storing our clothes in the lockers we quickly slipped on the bath robes and took a seat in the waiting area.

“You’re up first Colonel,” she a brunette nurse.

I followed her back to the exam room where I sat down on the table and she subsequently took my blood pressure, checked my temperature, and drew several vials of blood.  She then told me the doctor would be in momentarily and to go ahead and get undressed.  After she left the room I opened my robe and let if fall on the table behind me, which now left me sitting there completely naked with the exception of the dark blue polish on my toe nails.  I was slightly uncomfortable as it was chilly without any clothing on and my nipples were becoming erect, which would actually have been kind of sexy if I had not been freezing.

The doctor entered and asked me how I was feeling and began to look over my body.

“How to you feel?” she asked.

“Great.”

“Go ahead and lay back.”

I did so and she began to feel my breasts, which was kind of a turn on, but none too soon she moved onto my stomach where she applied pressure which kind of tickled.

She then took some gel and put some on my belly and that used what looked like the wand on a sonogram machines and said, “Is that cold?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Sorry, it will warm up.”

I could see her looking at something as she continued to move the wand around and she smiled and said, “Everything is looking good.  Have you had any symptoms or problems on the trip?”

Not knowing what she was talking about I said, “No.”

“That’s good, so the baby apparently enjoyed the flight out to Pluto and back.”

At this point you can imagine that I was getting a little alarmed, as I was not only a woman, but now a pregnant one, unless I was misunderstanding her.

Turning the monitor toward me she said, “Here’s what it looks like,” and on the screen before me was a live picture of what my future child looked like in its present state.

I was speechless as I tried to absorb this newfound information but finally responded with, “Wow.”

Laughing she said, “You’re right, it truly is wow anytime that we bring life into this world.  Are you sure you still don’t want to know if it’s a boy or girl?”

Not wanting to make trouble or raise any alarm bells I said, “I think I’ll wait a little longer.”

“I knew you were going to say something like that.  Any way you will find out soon enough, seven months will be here before you know it.”

“I want to ask you a question,” I said.

“Sure.”

“Do you think it was okay for me to have taken this flight being pregnant?”

“Of course, why not?  You did not have any exceptional problems we were aware of, you were perfectly healthy, and you were raring to go.  Plus, you know how it is, if we women stopped working and being active any time that we were pregnant, we would never have been successful at rebuilding our population in the past.” 

With an inquisitive look on her face she asked, “Something I need to know?”

Trying to think fast I said, “No, I think I’m just a little tired and am overthinking things.”

Smiling she said, “That is completely understandable. 

I put my robe back on and returned to the waiting area where Lori and Monica were sitting and I sat down between them.

“They took Stephanie back for her exam,“ said Lori.

Whispering to each of them individually I told them I was pregnant.

“What the fuck?” asked Monica in slightly too loud of a tone.

Putting my finger to my lips to shush her I then whispered, “Apparently here, women don’t stop working when they are pregnant.”

“Damn, I guess.  Colonel, that is unbelievable.  Who is the father?  Are you married?” she asked quietly.

I shrugged my shoulders.

After our physicals were complete we were allowed to shower and put on clean clothing and were then taken to a conference room where we were greeted by Colonel Ramsey, a female Major, and a butter bar, which is a second lieutenant, who looked like she had just graduated high school.

Sitting around the conference table she began to speak, “We’ve downloaded your flight recorder and discovered something very interesting, that you temporarily slipped into a worm hole.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I said.

“Did you not think that was worth mentioning when you got off the ship?”

“I was saving it for debriefing,” I said.

“We also listened to the conversations between the crew after you came back out of the wormhole which was also fascinating.”

The four of us from the Constellation crew looked around briefly at one another all thinking the same thing which was, Oh Shit!

I looked at her and nodded my head and asked, “Yes?” trying to play dumb.

“Going through that wormhole either made all of you go crazy, or ….”

“Or?” I asked.

“Or, you really are from a parallel universe.”


Chapter 6

After denying everything about being from a parallel universe, Space Command ordered that we be taken back to Earth for further questioning as facilities there were better than those onboard the space station when it came to conducting interrogations.  A shuttlecraft picked us up at Space Station One and flew back to the Houston shuttle port at NASA where we landed just after dark.  When we landed we were kept in handcuffs and loaded into a van for our next leg of the journey, as we were to be transported to a private airstrip where a business jet would fly us to what had traditionally been known as Area 51.

As we travelled down a dark country road, I looked out the window and it was pitch black outside since we were in the middle of nowhere.  I thought about what options we might have for escaping which I quickly surmised to be none as the four of us were handcuffed and our captors all had automatic weapons, so forget that idea.  A couple of minutes later, I would be changing my mind.

The van began to slow down as it appeared a pickup truck was blocking the road ahead and a woman lying on the ground beside it.  As we stopped the guard in the passenger seat by the driver hopped out and went to check out the person lying on the ground.

“I think they are having trouble breathing,” I heard to guard call back over the radio.  Then the side door slid open and one of the guards that had been guarding us joined her.  Within seconds after she joined her partner, who was still monitoring the injured person on the ground, someone appeared out of nowhere and pulled the remaining guard out of the van in a flash and that was the last I saw of them.  Then the driver’s door of the van flung open and she was pulled out and vanished just as quickly.  Another woman dressed in black jumped in the driver’s seat at the same instance as two others jumped in the back of the van with us and before we knew it the driver had turned the wheel hard to the right and was accelerating at full power.  Running off the road briefly as the van turned back the other direction, we were soon back on the road and accelerating quickly in the direction we had just came from.  As we sped away, I could hear the sound of automatic weapons firing which was clearly at us and several bullet rounds actually pierced our van.

“Is everyone okay?” a female voice asked as she peeled off her mask exposing her soft features and dark brown hair, which was visible due to the illuminated dash.

“I’ve disabled the GPS so they won’t be able to track us,” said a female voice in the front of the van.

The woman in the back said, “Don’t worry we’re friends and we are taking you to safety.”

“By the way,” she said, “I’m Angela.”

“Good to meet you, I’m ….”

“I know exactly who each and every one of you is, Brandi, Lori, Stephanie, and Monica.”

“Who are you with?” I asked.

“You’ll find out soon enough.”

After driving for about twenty minutes we abandoned the van and resumed our journey in a 1970’s model pickup truck with a camper shell on the back.  We must have driven for at least forty-five minutes before we finally turned down a dirt road where we travelled for what seemed like an eternity.  Finally, we turned off the dirt road and followed a make shift lane through the woods for several minutes until we finally came to a stop.

We got out of the van where we were greeted by a number of other women and men who were dressed in paramilitary clothing. 

“Let’s get you out of those handcuffs and ankle bracelets,” said Angela.

The four of us were escorted to see a big burly lady who had an assortment of tools designed to liberate us from our unwanted jewelry and we were soon free.

Next thing we knew a man who was about 6’0 with a slender build, jet black hair and eyes, and happened to be sporting his hair in a ponytail walked straight up to me and embraced me.  Not sure who he was I partially returned his hug.  As he released me, he said, “Brandi, or whatever your real name is, I’ve heard what happened on your trip and I know that you don’t know who I am.”

I looked at him and shrugged my shoulders and shook my head and said, “No, I’m sorry I don’t.”

As his kind eyes peered at me he finally smiled and said, “Of course not, if what we’ve been told is true there’s no way that you could possibly know.  I’m your husband, Jackson.”


Chapter 7

The night air was slightly chilly as Lori, Stephanie, Monica and I sat on a log in front of a campfire eating baked beans off of our paper plates.  Angela and Jackson walked up and joined us and offered us blankets to help us warm up a bit.  Afterward, Jackson decided to sit down beside me, probably because he felt a connection since I was in his wife’s body.  At that moment it was my hope that he was not going to want to have sex with me as that was the last thing on my mind.  Then again I was already carrying his seed inside me so did it really matter?  Hell yes, I may be a woman but at that moment I was not ready to take that next step.

“Want a cup of coffee?” Angela asked as she scanned me and my three ship mates.

All four of us nodded and she said, “I’ll be right back.”

“Need some help?” Stephanie asked.

“Sure, come on.”

She and Stephanie then departed the campfire headed toward a military style tent to obtain our beverages.

As I looked around, I could see that we were deep in a forest, clearly somewhere in the piney woods of East Texas considering that we started our journey near Houston that was only logical.  There was no moon that evening and the only light present came from the series of small campfires in our makeshift compound.  Scanning the camp site, it appeared that there were about a dozen or so larger tents and then a series of smaller tents as well. 

“Brandi,” asked Jackson, “Are you really from a parallel universe?”

Nodding I said, “Yes, and by the way, how did you all find out about that, and so quickly?  It seems that something like that would have been considered pretty secret stuff.”

Laughing he said, “Our people are everywhere.”

“They must be.”

“So, Brandi, and in your universe, you were a man?”

“I was.”

“This must be quite a switch for you.”

“Oh, yeah.”

“What’s it like there?  Compared to here.”

“Men and women share power, which is apparently not the case here.  Before we arrived, we found in the library computer on the Constellation that the Spanish Flu wiped out 90% of the men in the 1918-1919 pandemic.  From what we can tell that’s where our universe went one direction and yours went another.”

“In your universe it did not kill all the men?”

Shaking my head I said, “No, in our timeline it killed almost 700,000 people in the U.S. and 50 to 100 million around the world, but it killed men and women equally, which was not the case here it seems.”

“Incredible,” he said.

“Jackson, how did this world end up like this?  I mean where men are apparently second-class citizens and women seems to rule all.”

Angela and Stephanie returned with our coffee and joined us.  Lori and Monica moved in a little closer as they were also interested in hearing about how that version of Earth had turned out like it had.

Jackson told us that after the Spanish Flu burned itself out, there was one adult man for every nine women.  There was great concern that the human race would not survive.  It was decided that all necessary measures should be taken to perpetuate the species to ensure mankind did not perish.

Traditional marriage with one man and one-woman having babies was not going to cut it, because population projection tables indicated that method would result in a population drop of 70 to 80 percent over the next six decades.  Therefore, more drastic methods were introduced.

The first thing was that laws were changed allowing a man to have multiple wives.  This typically took the form of a man living in a house with several women who were often sisters, cousins, or extended family members.  It was common for a man to have anywhere between two to five wives.

Men were a valuable commodity and needed to be safeguarded at all costs as the survival of mankind was more important than anything.  Plus, if a household lost its man it would be very difficult to get another one.  Needless to say, men were not allowed to work in dangerous jobs and most of them were relegated to staying home and taking care of the children.

Women quickly rose to power and headed up corporations, government, and the military.  Men on the other hand vanished from the workplace and became house husbands, so they could be protected from harm and help perpetuate the species.

In a short amount of time women realized just how good they had it compared to the days when they were second class citizens and vowed never to let that happen again.  The way they had been beaten by police in the streets while protesting for basic women’s rights was still burned into their minds, so, after due consideration by the most powerful females a plan was formulated.  They would spin the notion that since there were so few men it was their ultimate duty to protect every male alive and that women knew best and there was no need for them to worry about affairs external to the home.  In 1933 the 18th amendment was modified, and alcohol was legalized and the verbiage was changed to prohibit men from voting since there was no need.

This was not unique to the United States because shortly thereafter the world followed suit and country by country men lost the right to vote because men needed to be protected and women knew best, or so they believed.

Shortly thereafter it was clear that men were becoming restless from having their rights stripped away and the prospect of being a homemaker seemed rather castrating to many.  The women in power knew that with the number of men increasing in the coming years that it would be a matter of time until the male population was restored to some significance and men would want to retake their place in the world.  It was decided that the process of feminizing men would begin, and would hopefully help to remove their aggressive tendencies, and if not fully, at least tone them down to a controllable level.

It started slowly and in the home with little boys being dressed up as girls as soon as they were born.  With females controlling the world it was not hard to push the idea of encouraging young males to become more “womanlike” to fit in, as that was clearly higher in social stature than being a man.  As the years pressed on even men started to give way and wore dresses especially designed for them with their flat chests.  They grew their hair out, shaved all their body hair off, wore makeup and lipstick and even painted their nails.  Many began to try and speak softly to emulate the female voice as well to try and be more feminine.

Fashions evolved as well over the years and women in business would wear pant suits and skirts, and eventually men became those who wore dresses almost exclusively, with the exception of pregnant women.  Females wore heels to raise their height while men stayed in flat shoes so they would not have excessive height over the women.  This was on purpose to decrease the man’s sense of power while the heels raised the woman’s height raising her up in social stature.

“That’s quite a story,” Lori exclaimed.

I nodded and said, “Yes, quite different from our world.  So, here in this world it’s still commonplace for men to stay home and raise children and even be dressed up as a traditional female.”

“Yes,” he said, “The male population has increased exponentially over the years thanks to genetic engineering, but the powers that be still limit how many men are born each year as they don’t want us outnumbering them.  For some time now men have constituted about one-third of the population.  The average man still lives in a home with two to three wives and raises the family.”

“So, what’s all this about?  Why are all you people out here in the woods?  And you?  Why are you not dressed up as a female if this is the norm?  And how do I, or should I say my counterpart fit into all this?  And for that matter why did you bring all four of us here to this place?  None of this makes any sense.”

Angela, who was one of our rescuers, chimed in and said, “We’re part of a group that believes that controlling populations as they do now, restricting the number of males that are born should be stopped.  Additionally, we believe in men having all their rights restored including being able to own property and businesses.  To put it simply, we go out and strike government and corporate targets to attempt to get our point across and will continue to do so until they give into our demands.”

“So you’re terrorists?” I asked.

“I suppose you could call us that but we prefer the term freedom fighters, and typically we are referred to as the Male Liberation Front but most of the time people refer to us by our acronym.”

“And what would that be?” asked Stephanie.

“MLF, pronounced as MILF,” she replied.

Looking dead at her I said, “You’ve got to be kidding!”


Chapter 8

“Jackson,” I asked, “So you and I are husband and wife?”

Nodding he said, “Well, the former inhabitant of your body was my wife, but the answer is yes, for two years now.”

“And is it just me and you or do we have another co-wife?”

Angela chimed in and said, “That would be me.”

My co-wife was an attractive woman and the question on my mind was Do we all have sex together at the same time?  However I figured that was something that should probably not be asked in a group setting.

“How on Earth did you know about us?  They must have weak security for you to know the level of information that you have.  You know about us coming from a parallel universe as well as our travel route from the spaceport to the airstrip we were headed toward,” Lori asked.

“Our people are everywhere, more than the government would like anyway, so when we heard what had happened we knew we had to rescue you, especially since you were carrying our child,” Jackson said and then smiled warmly at me.

“Am I a MILF as well?  And what about my crew?  Are they part of your organization?”

“You are a MILF sympathizer but keep a low profile.  It is important to have you on the inside of the space program as a contact.  As far as your crew, they are here because they were with you, and knowing that if they too were from a parallel universe, they would not be a security risk, well, we hope.”

“So what’s the next step?” Monica asked.

“We’re going to continue with what we’ve been doing,” Angela said, “Trying to make a difference and restore men as full citizens of society by whatever means necessary.”

“So,” Monica added with a displeased look on her face, “We are on an alien world, in bodies not our own, and now we are not only fugitives from justice but we have been rescued by a group of terrorists.  Would you say that about sums it up Angela?”

“That about sums it up Monica.  I don’t think I could have explained it any better,” said Angela in a very matter of fact tone. 

Continuing Angela said, “You four must be exhausted, we’ve got a tent where you can get some sleep if you want.”

We all looked at one another, nodded, and followed her to a tent which we entered, and she subsequently told us to make ourselves at home and then left us.  There were four cots with military style sleeping bags on top which were already unzipped and at the head of each bed were pillows that looked like they had seen better days as they were somewhat flat.  However, when you’re in a body that’s not your own, in a parallel universe, and a fugitive from justice now associated with a terrorist group you can’t be choosy.

Within a minute the four of us had removed our boots and were in our sleeping bags on top of the cot.  Despite the modest accommodation it still felt good being able to lie down.

“Steve, Stephanie, let me ask you a question,” I said, “On the ship when I asked if there was a way to get back home you said you weren’t even sure how we got here.”

“Yes sir, I mean ma’am, that’s right,” he, I mean she, replied.

Leaning up on my elbow I looked a Stephanie and asked, “What if, we got back on the Constellation and just do what we did before that caused the incident?  Move up to Warp 1.5 and then up to Warp 2.  Could it be that easy?”

Monica chimed in and said, “Colonel, could that be it?  I mean could it be that ….”

I could see the wheels turning in her head.

“What?” I asked.

“Monica,” Lori asked, “Are you saying what I think you’re saying?  That maybe, just maybe, the injectors went out of alignment because of, maybe, a potential design flaw?  It caused them to slip out of alignment when they started working too hard, maybe as the ship approached Warp 2?”

“Exactly,” Monica said now sitting up in her bed, “That’s it.  We were traveling twice the speed of light, and when the injector went out of alignment, we ripped a hole in space time.”

“Yes,” added Stephanie, “The wormhole effect we experienced.  When we entered it we were essentially surfing in kind of a buffer zone between realities, and when I realigned the injectors it dropped us off here, but why this of all the dimensions?”

Now out of my sleeping bag and sitting on the side of the cot I said, “Maybe, when you realigned the injectors it stabilized us and simply dropped us off at the nearest reality.  Here.  No rhyme or reason.”

“Like it was the nearest exit off of the interstate and it was just where we happened to be at that moment,” said Lori.

“If we could recreate the incident and do it all over again would it be possible for us to pick the exit?” I asked.

“Colonel,” Monica said while shaking her head, “I hear what you’re saying and would love nothing better than to get back home to our Earth, but how do we find our universe?”

“Right,” said Stephanie, “According to multiverse theory there are supposedly an infinite number of universes that occupy the same space as ours, but they are on different planes of existence.”

“And,” said Lori, “Some theorize that for every decision made that a separate universe is created, or exists, where the alternate decision is played out.  Colonel, that’s a lot of off ramps off the freeway, so to speak.”

“So, what the three of you are saying is that provided we could recreate the situation you would have no idea how we could find our Earth and return?” I asked.

The three of them shook their heads and Monica said, “Yeah, that’s pretty much it.”

Shaking my head I said, “There’s got to be a way.  Look, we’re all pretty wiped out so let’s try and get some sleep and then revisit this when our minds our fresh.”

“Good idea,” said Lori, “And after all you need your rest as you’re sleeping for two,” she said as he rubbed her belly.

Shit, I thought, she was right.  I was also pregnant.  Great, I’m a knocked-up chick, a wanted criminal and associated with a group of terrorists.  Not exactly how I’d planned my day would end when I got up this morning.  This reminded me of a movie I saw once where there was a character that said, Life is like a box of chocolates, you never know what you’ve going to get.  If that’s the case, then I’m truly the poster child for that expression.

However, as I sat on the side of the bed looking downward at my feet, I had to face facts as I was truly Barefoot & Pregnant In A Parallel Universe.


Chapter 9

When I woke up I was initially disoriented and for a few seconds and did not remember my new reality, but when I looked up and saw the ceiling of the tent I remembered everything.  Damn it!  As I surveyed my accommodations it was clear that I was the only one present since it appeared my three bunkmates had gotten up before me and left, probably to get something to eat I surmised as I smelled the aroma of frying bacon in the air.  Getting my socks and boots on I exited the tent to find my comrades and also get some chow, as I was hungry.  After all I was eating for two, right?

Exiting the tent, I looked around and eventually saw my comrades sitting at a plastic table about twenty feet away so I headed to meet them.  As I walked up to them I asked, “Got room for one more?”

“Good morning Colonel,” said Lori whose mouth was full of food.

At the other end of the table was Angela, who was sitting next to Jackson, and upon seeing me he stood up and said, “Please come and sit with us.”

I took the space next to Angela and Jackson took a chair next to mine.

“Did you sleep well?” he asked.

Nodding I said, “I did. I slept like a baby.”

A woman in her late twenties who was slightly chunky and had her long blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail was apparently on cooking duty, and since there was no gas range she was using a barbeque grill that looked like it had been purchased from a retail store.  Stepping away from her cooking for a moment she asked, “Would you like something to eat?”

“I would love something to eat, and if you have some of that bacon, I smelled earlier I’ll take about a pound please.”

Everyone at the table chuckled and the cook said, “I’ll see what I can do. By the way, eggs okay?”

“I would love some.”

“Coming right up,” she replied and then said, “By the way, I’m Bibi.”

“Good to meet you,” I said.

“Give me a minute or two and I’ll have you all fixed up,” she said as she sat a cup of coffee down in front of me.  “By the way, we don’t have any sugar or cream so you’ll have to drink it black.”

I smiled and said, “That’s fine, I’m just grateful to have this.”

She grinned and returned to her barbeque grill where she continued her cooking duties.

As I scanned the table my crewmates were still engaged in feeding their faces which did not surprise me, as I am sure they were just as hungry as me.

“So, Jackson, Angela, where do we go from here?  What do you do with us?”

The two of them looked at one another and then Angela said, “We’ve had that conversation ourselves and don’t have a really good answer.  Our primary goal was to rescue you as you’re carrying his child, and since he’s a key member of the movement we couldn’t say no.”

“Even though you had intel that I was not your real wife you were okay with that, you were interested in saving your child?”

Nodding he said, “That’s right.  I couldn’t bear the thought of the government doing something that endangered the life of our baby.”

Bibi sat a plate of food down in front of me that contained scrambled eggs, bacon, and some bread with butter on it that she had toasted on the barbeque that still had the grill marks on it.

“Thanks Bibi, this sure looks good,” I said.

“Enjoy,” she replied.

I was silent for about ten minutes or so while I woofed down my food, and the way I ate was probably not very lady like, but then again, I only had one day’s experience being a lady, right? 

After finishing my meal, I said, “Oh man that was good.  Bibi, you are the best.”

Laughing she said, “I wish everyone else around here appreciated my cooking as much as you do.”

Everyone at the table chuckled at her response.

“Angela, Jackson, you have to admit, we have an odd situation here with me and my three crew here.  We may be in the right bodies, but we are truly not the same people, we are, well, strangers.”

They looked at one another and Jackson said, “We agree, but it seemed like a good idea at the time.”

“Wanted by the government and with no place to go, it seems to me that the logical thing to do is join your group,” Lori said.

“Are you crazy?” Monica asked.  “You want to join a group of terrorists?”

Setting her coffee cup down firmly on the table Lori asked, “Monica, where do we go?  What do we do?”  We’re strangers to this entire world and know no one at all.  These people are all that we’ve got, plus, it sounds like they are engaged in good work, liberating the oppressed, who in this case just happen to be men.”

“I’m forced to agree that are options are truly limited.  If we turn ourselves into the government then we don’t know what will happen to us. They think we are aliens from another universe inhabiting these bodies, which we are.  However, if we stay here and join the terrorists, nothing personal, “I said as I looked at Angela and Jackson, “then our future may be somewhat bleak as those in the business of terror are often tried and executed if caught.”

“Colonel, there’s got to be another alternative,” Stephanie said, “There just has to be.”

“Well, the perfect alternative would be to return to our universe and have our counterparts returned here, where they belong.  I don’t think anyone here disagrees with that,” I replied.

“I think we are all in full agreement with that, but we’ve still got one problem, no actually we’ve got a shitload of problems.  However, if we could get back to the ship and recreate the incident, how do we find our universe?” Monica asked.

We sat there silently for a moment when Monica stood up and said, “When we ripped a hole in space time in our universe our counterparts here were tearing a hole in their space time as well, correct?”

“Or so we theorize, go on,” I said.

“Maybe, just maybe,” Monica said while tapping her fingers on the table in front of her, “If we recreate the incident our counterparts will be doing the same, trying to return to their universe as well, and when we enter the wormhole as we did before we will fall through the hole leading back to our universe.”

“And our counterparts fall through the hole we created and end up back here,” Steve said.

“Sounds dangerous,” Jackson said.

From the way he was gazing at me I could tell how much he loved the woman that used to be in this body, so I understood the way he felt.  However, he was in love with a person who did not exist at this moment in time, not in this dimension anyway.

Looking at him I said, “Jackson, as crazy as this whole idea is, wouldn’t you rather have your real wife back?  You know that I was a man in my reality, and as handsome as you are I’m just not ready to flip the switch and start dating men.”

“But what if something happens to our baby while you’re trying this hair brained scheme?  Plus, we’ve already risked a lot and potentially exposed members of our movement while rescuing you,” he said, “And now you want us to do it again, right after we saved you?”

I placed my hand on top of his which was resting on the table and said, “I have a feeling that everything is going to be just fine.  Besides, you need the child’s real mother back to help you raise it, not me, and don’t you really want the real Brandi West back?  The woman who loves you?  I’m not her, I’m a stranger who doesn’t even know you.  Do you think you could really be happy with me?”

Lori asked, “Colonel, I’m totally in favor of returning home but I do have to admit that there are a few obstacles on our path to success.”

Looking at her I asked, “Do you mean like how are we going to get on a shuttle and return to the space station, then get onboard the ship, have someone release the docking clamps, then get away from the space station before one of the patrol ships open up their laser cannons on us, make the jump to warp, tear a hole in the universe, fall through it, and potentially return home?”

Everyone sitting at the table was silent when Lori finally said, “So we’re doing this?”

Looking at Jackson and Angela I said, “There’s no way we can do this without your help.”

Angela shook her head and said, “I knew that was coming.”

She and Jackson looked at one another and then she said, “We’re going to have to talk about this.  Plus, we’re going to have to discuss it with other members of our group.  Doing something like this is a big risk of our people and contacts, and we don’t like compromising anyone unless it’s for good reason, especially moving toward our goal of freedom for all.”

“Of course, and we will respect whatever decision you make.  By the way, if I’ve not said it, we are grateful for all that you’ve done for us so far.  It is appreciated.” I replied.

Angela nodded and then the two of them then got up from the table and started back toward the center of the camp chatting as they walked.

Monica said, “What if they say no?”

“What if they say yes?” I said and then smiled.


Chapter 10

Several hours had passed since Angela and Jackson had left us to talk to their friends about our proposal and my crew and I had gotten tired of waiting so we returned to the tent where we’d slept and were laying on our cots.  I fell asleep pretty fast after my head touched the pillow and I power napped for at least thirty minutes before my crew mates chatting awoke me.

As I raised my head and looked around Monica said, “Sorry Colonel, I guess I was talking too loud.”

Yawning I asked, “No word from our friends yet I take it?”

Lori shook her head and I said, “Hey, this may not be an instant decision.  They’ve got a lot to consider taking part in an operation like this.  It’s a big risk for them.”

“It’s a big risk for us too, we could be killed,” Monica added.

“You know, you can think it’s a big risk if you want but I don’t want to stay here, and I’d rather die trying to get home than live in this fucked up place,” Lori said in a somewhat raised voice.

Rolling her eyes up and then back down Monica said, “You know, you’re right.  This is not my world either.  I have no friends here outside of you three ….”

“Thanks a lot,” Stephanie added.

“You know what I mean,” Monica said, “I say you’re right Lori, we’ve got to go for it if these people will help us.”

We sat there silently for a bit when Monica finally asked, “Stephanie, you’ve been kind of quiet through this whole thing, what do you think?”

Shrugging her forehead and raising her eyebrows she asked, “Me?” and then looked around at all of us as her eyes swept the tent and we all nodded.

“I’m not sure if the three of you know this, even though I suspect that you might, but before we took this sleigh ride and ended up here, Steve, as you knew him was gay.  Did any of you know that?”

Monica, Lori and I looked at one another and then back at Stephanie and in unison we all said, “Yeah.”

“I was that obvious?” Stephanie asked.

“It doesn’t matter,” I said, “But, this somehow ties into the question we asked you about what you think of all this?  Or was this just your coming out moment?  I hope that’s not a rude question.”

Grinning she said, “No, not a rude question, and I am going somewhere with this.  As you know gay men like other men, and not all, but many of us have a strong feminine side and wish that we’d been born a woman.  So, despite the fact that I am stranded on an alien world in a parallel dimension I really do like being a woman, and for the first time in my life I truly feel comfortable in my own skin.  I feel so good being in this body and I love everything about it, and it feels like a dream come true.”

We all sat there silently for a few moments not knowing how to respond as it’s hard to know what to say when someone just told you they’ve been miserable all their life and now they’re truly happier than they’ve ever been.

“So, you’d be okay staying?” Monica asked.

A smile came to her face and she said, “Oh my God, for the first time in my life I feel like I’m truly in the right body and that I’m really and truly the real me.  If we were on Earth this would be perfect. However, I have no friends or family here and everyone here would be strangers to me, and I would essentially be starting over.  Plus, I want to be a woman on a world where I’m a member of the fairer sex and here I would not be as women apparently rule with somewhat of an iron fist at that.  If I’m going to be a woman I want to be adored by men who are masculine, even a little bit, and that’s not going to happen here now is it?  As much as I love being Stephanie, and God knows how much I love it, I’m in favor of heading on back to our universe if we can.”

Looking around at everyone I asked, “So, everyone’s in?”

Everyone nodded their heads and Monica added, “It’s probably a suicide mission but hey, this is not our home, and I’m in favor of us trying to get back to ours if we can.”

Jackson and Angela walked through the opening in the tent and stood there in front of us with a serious look on their faces.  After a few seconds Jackson smiled and asked, “Promise to pull this off so I can get my Brandi back?”

I nodded and said, “Consider it a done deal.”


Chapter 11

It felt fantastic as the water from the shower head poured over my body and I was grateful for it as I’d not had one in almost a week, and that was back in my universe.  Okay, that’s not totally true if you count the bath I took in the creek back near the MILF camp site, and the water was freezing by the way.  Despite the fact that this was a fleabag motel it was sure a lot better than staying in the woods or bathing in the creek, I just hoped I wouldn’t come away with bedbugs.  If I had that would have been okay as it was my hope to soon be back on my Earth in my body and it would soon be my counterpart’s problem.

Drying off with one of the towels I then wrapped myself in it covering my abdomen and walked back into the sleeping area where Stephanie was lying on the bed watching TV.  Lori and Monica had decided that they would share a room and that it would be best that Steph and I be roommates.  When I questioned Lori as to why she or Monica did not want to bunk with either of us she said it was because we both used to be guys.  The fact that Stephanie and I we were full biological females at present did not matter.  We were clearly being discriminated against because we used to have dicks back in our universe, just plain and simple.  If I were staying here I would become a member of MILF and support the TransMILF agenda to fight such injustices.

The MILF’s had moved us from the woods to the budget friendly accommodations we were in for the next step in our plan to return home as the place was only a few miles away from the Houston Space Port.  We had strict instructions to stay in our rooms and were not to poke our heads out the door or windows for any reason at all.  There were cameras everywhere that were tied to servers with facial recognition software and considering that every law enforcement agency in the country had our mugs and were looking for the four of us, well, need I say more? 

Getting dressed I slipped into a lacy white dress that Angela said she had brought for me from home.  After putting it on I looked at myself in the full-length mirror with gray flaky edges which was mounted to the wall, and as I peered at the new me I noticed that I was actually quite pretty.  Continuing to smile at myself I soon felt a sense of warmth inside and realized that I actually liked being Brandi and I also felt happy, which alarmed and excited me all at the same time.  However, my love affair with the mirror and my newfound feelings about being a woman were soon interrupted as there was a knock on the door that connected our two rooms. 

Opening it I saw Lori and Monica now accompanied by Bibi who was dressed in a light blue shirt and dark jeans.  She looked like a construction worker which was actually part of the cover she used in getting us these rooms.  The place was frequently used by workers needing temporary lodging at everyday low prices and it was one of those no questions asked kind of places.  She was our point of contact as Jackson and Angela were not allowed to participate because of their ties to the former inhabitant of the body I was in, as there was a good chance the authorities were on the lookout for them as well.

Holding a couple of plastic bags she announced that she had food for all of us which was a welcome sight as we’d not eaten since early that morning.  We pulled a small table from our room into Lori and Monica’s suite so we could eat together and the Chinese take away we had that afternoon was delicious, but then again when you’re starved a piece of cardboard might taste good too.

After we finished eating Bibi took a small electronic device out of a backpack she had brought with her and began to scan the room from top of bottom, and after she finished she moved onto my room where she repeated the process. 

Putting it back in her backpack she said, “You can’t be too careful, bugs can be anywhere.”

“I guess,” I said.

Bibi explained to us that at seven o’clock that evening she would return and we would be picked up by a black van that would take us to the space port where using forged identification we would catch a shuttle back to the space station.  Upon arrival we would make our way to the docking ring where we would steal the shuttle with the assistance of their people on the station, warp out of orbit and return home.  She also told us that she would return about six-thirty that evening to get us ready, whatever that meant.  Bibi also suggested that since we had several hours before her return that we should think about getting some sleep and I agreed, because if you’re going to sneak onto a space station, steal a ship, and then rip a hole in the space time continuum to get back home you should probably be at your best.  She then left and said she would see us soon.

Deciding to take her advice I got under the covers and as my head hit the pillow it felt so good, despite the less than perfect room.  But I didn’t care as I was sleeping on a real mattress for the first time in about a week.

“Colonel,” said Stephanie, “Do you think we’re going to be able to pull this off?”

Barely awake I responded, “Sure, don’t even worry about it.  We’ve got this.”


Chapter 12

Bibi returned that evening about 6:15 and surprised us with a bag of burgers which were quite welcome and we wasted no time in scarfing them down.  Looking at the name of the place where she picked them up I saw a logo on the sack that said Mary’s Best Burgers.  Hmmm, I thought to myself, when I get back to my Houston I’m going to check and see if there’s a place by that name and if so stop in for a bite to eat.

She also brought a large bag with her that was almost too heavy for her to carry. She plopped it up on Lori’s bed and unzipped it and asked us all to gather round so she could explain the details of the operation.

First, she produced dark blue coveralls which looked a lot like flight suits which she said were standard issue for space station personnel.  She then provided us with black leather boots which she said were also part of the uniform, and lastly dark blue baseball caps which had rank insignia on them.

In order to get around the facial recognition software Bibi then produced makeup which she requested that we apply.  Apparently, the makeup contained materials that refracted light in such a way that it confused the scanning equipment allowing one not to be detected.

She then produced a series of transparent plastic bags which she handed to us and told us to pull the gloves out and put them on making sure the side with the palm print was on the right way.  We complied and inserted our hands into the somewhat tight gloves with no idea what they were for.  Then Bibi took a black spray bottle out of the bag and asked us to extend our arms out in front of us and we complied.  She then sprayed both sides of our gloves with the clear looking substance and then stood there smiling.  Suddenly the gloves began to shrink and next thing we knew they had molded themselves to our hands and we couldn’t even tell they were present.  She then explained that our special gloves contained fake hand as well as finger prints that were already registered in the Space Command system as clearly we could not scan our own hands, unless we wanted to get caught.

Finally, she gave us contact lenses which we also inserted that did two things.  First it changed the color of our eyes and secondly it contained a fake retina print of a staff member, made up of course, that was in the Space Command personnel system.  This was a necessary part of helping us get through security.

Our cover would be that we were maintenance personnel that were conducting advanced diagnostics on the Constellation.  Despite the fact that multiple tests had already been run on the ship in an attempt to find out what had truly happened during our mission, the MILF’s point of contact in Space Command was able to approve our visit to the station using a variety of aliases, and we even had identification badges with our photographs on them.  She also provided us with black work bags to carry which contained a variety of diagnostic equipment so we could allegedly work on the Constellation.

Bibi also explained to us how to enter the facility, access the shuttle boarding area, and get onto the shuttle itself for the trip to the station in great detail.  She said we would have no help from their people after we got out of the van and entered the space port building and that we would be strictly on our own.  That in itself was encouragement enough to make the plan work as failure was truly not an option.

The next thing we knew it was 7:00 p.m. and a black van pulled up in front of our room and the side door slid open and a person inside motioned for us to come out and get in the van.

As the four of us stood there Bibi said, “This is it guys, I hope you make it.”

“Thanks for everything Bibi. We could not have pulled this off without you,” and I gave her a hug and then said, “There’s no way we could ever repay you.”

Nodding she said, “There is, pull this off.  That will be payment enough.  If you don’t Jackson, will never let me hear the end of it.”

I could tell the rest of my crew wanted to give her a hug, but she waved her hand and said, “No more goodbyes, just go and get it done.”

In single file we walked outside quickly, and got into the van, and as I turned around and looked back at the room, I saw Bibi standing there in the doorway, then the van door closed.


Chapter 13

It was a complete miracle that we were able to enter the space port building, get onto the shuttle and actually make it to the space station without incident.  The man upstairs must have been watching out for us, or in that case the woman upstairs since we were in an alternate universe where chicks ran everything.  Anyway, we had made it to the actual space station which was a significant milestone in itself.  At that time of night there were few people on duty and for the most part there was very little traffic in the corridors and we were hoping for the best.

After disembarking we headed toward the docking ring where we individually scanned our identification cards, placed our palms and fingers on the hand scanner, went through retina verification and were granted access one by one.  Eventually we were all gathered together and started walking toward the Constellation. 

We walked down the jetway as a group toward the ship and as we arrived the hatch was open and we walked inside the craft, which would hopefully be taking us home in the near future. 

“Alright are you ready to do this?” I asked as I looked around at my crew.  They all nodded without saying a word and then Stephanie stepped back out of the ship with her tool bag, removed a cover from the lower wall near the Constellation, and then sat down, took a small electronic device from her bag and plugged two wires from it into the wall, looked at me and nodded.  What she was actually doing was standing by until we gave her the word and then she was going to release the docking clamps using the bypass instrument she had connected.  The only other way to disconnect the ship from the station was to have the command center release them, and we were pretty sure that they were not going to agree to assist with that. 

Standing just inside the ship I said, “Lori, Monica, go ahead and get strapped in, I’ll make sure that Steph gets through the hatch and then get it closed.”

Lori said, “Colonel, you’re the mission commander and ….”

“That’s an order Squadron Leader.”

She nodded but still stood there in front of me.

Monica then approached me and started in on me as well, “I thought I was supposed to be the one of help get Stephanie onboard and get the hatch sealed.”

“In the even something happens the crew will need your physics skills and knowledge of space time to get back home, so go ahead and get strapped in.”

Like Lori she just stood there with her hands on her hips looking at me.

“Look, when I signal Steph she will hit the timer, jump through the hatch, we will seal it up and be out of here like a bat out of hell, this is going to work, now assume your stations.

They both took their posts and as they were getting strapped in I said, “Lori, I know that we are cleared to be here but let’s hold off on turning on main power until I give the word?”

“Why, we have clearance to turn it on as part of the diagnostics.”

“That’s true, but the moment we turn it on they will call for verification and know someone is on the ship, and I want us to try and be out of here before they even know what happened.”

“But what if we disconnect, then try and punch in the security code to activate power and the code does not take for some reason, then we will be floating in space,” she added.

“If the code does not work we are finished either way.”

“All strapped in,” Lori said.

“Same here,” Monica reported.

Standing by the hatch I nodded to Stephanie who then turned back toward the wall panel, punched some controls on her diagnostic device and then stood up and started walking toward the ship.  Just as she stepped onto the ship a woman appeared at the far end of the jetway and just stood there looking at us. 

“Now Lori, power us up,” I said loudly

Together Stephanie and I closed the hatch and I then pulled the metal bar sealing it in place, which was typical for an aviation style hatch.

“Steph, get strapped in,” I ordered as I headed toward my seat, and just as my bottom hit the chair I could hear the docking clamps release.

Noticing that Lori was still punching the security code into the panel to try and get the power on I looked at her and she said, “The code’s not working.”

“Fuck,” I said, “Lori, try our old code, from our Constellation.”

“We’ve got nothing to lose,” she said as she punched a series of numbers into pad.

All of a sudden, the power came on and the panels lit up and there was a general hum as the ships systems began to initiate.

“Lori, port thruster, push us away, now,” I said in an excited tone.

Over the radio came a feminine voice, “Constellation this is control, please respond.”

“Lori, turn us away from the station and start moving us toward the jump point, full thruster speed as soon as we’ve turned from the station.

Once again, a female voice on the comm system said, “Constellation please respond.  If you can hear me, you are to stop where you are immediately.”

The view of the station had now disappeared from the view screen and we were now looking at the blackness of space with only a few stars twinkling in the distance.  Immediately Lori engaged full thrusters and we started to move.

“ETA to jump point?” I asked.

“Better than last time, with full thrusters about three minutes,” Stephanie reported.

“Colonel,” Monica called out, “There’s a small ship on an intersect course with us, I bet it’s a patrol ship.”

“How far away is he?” I asked.

“He will be in firing range in about two and a half minutes,” she reported.

“If he opens up on us with those laser cannons, he could disable our engines,” Lori stated.

“What’s the old expression?  The best laid plans?” I asked.

We continued our course toward the jump point and I kept watching the patrol ship on the radar and listening to the voice over the radio which kept telling us to turn around or be fired upon, and it was starting to piss me off.

“Monica, how soon will he be in firing range?” I asked.

“Fifteen seconds.”

“How many more seconds to the jump point? I asked.

“Twenty-eight seconds,” Stephanie announced.

Over the radio a voice said, “Colonel West, you are ordered to turn around and dock at the space station.  Please respond.”

“How did they know I was onboard?” I asked.

“If they know you’re onboard they probably know the rest of us are too, and that we’re trying to get home.” Stephanie said.

“In firing range in seven seconds Colonel,” Monica said in an excited tone.

“Lori, I think they’re prepared to destroy us if necessary to keep us from escaping.  Don’t ease into it, jump directly to Warp 1 now.”

“We’re too close to Earth, we’re not at the jump point, we need to wait for the safety factor,” Stephanie said insistently.

Pulling back the thruster levers Lori then pressed Warp control throttle forward to where they were resting on the Warp 1 setting, and in a flash the stars were streaking by the view screen at incredible speeds.  We were on the way.

Getting up from my seat I walked back to Stephanie’s station and stood in front of it where I could also see Monica sitting at her post who said to me, “That was close.”

“It was, and now for the next bit of excitement, how far do we travel out until we try and rupture the space time continuum and return home?  Do we have to be at the exact point we were before?”

Monica said, “You are theorizing that in order to return home that we have to be at a certain physical point in space, which I don’t believe is the case.  I believe that wherever we enter the rift is irrelevant as once inside there will be certain forces which we could compare to tides and currents that will carry us to where we need to be.”

“So, if we punch a hole right here and our counterparts, who we hope are doing the exact same thing that we are, punch a hole two hours of flying time down the road, we will end up in the fissure at the same time and the exact same place?” I asked.

Monica nodded and said, “Yes, the basic theory is that inside the rift the rules of time and space as we know it do not apply.”

“And subsequently, we both end up back in our proper universes in our own bodies?” I asked.

“That’s the theory.  Our consciousnesses should swap back to the bodies where they belong.”

“And no chance we could go through the wormhole and end up as we are now back in our universe?” I asked.

Looking at me with wide eyes she asked, “You mean where you’re a woman?”

I nodded.

Chuckling she said, “I don’t think so, as the bodies we are in now are composed of matter that belongs to this universe.  And based on my understanding of what has happened thus far I believe that the transposition that occurred before will happen again but in reverse.  Provided that we are not all killed.”

Looking around I said, “The next step is going to be incredibly dangerous and I want all three of you to know that it has been an honor serving with you.  If I had to choose three people to have spent time with in a parallel universe, and as a woman, I couldn’t have had a better group than you.”

“Thank you, Colonel,” said Stephanie.

“Thanks,” said Monica.

I then returned to my seat near Lori and sat down and strapped myself into the seat and as I looked over at Lori she smiled at me and then placed her left hand on top of mine and said, “However this turns out, it’s been fun.”

Grinning back at her I said, “Yeah, I guess it has.”

Looking forward at the view screen I said, “I can tell you one thing, if I get back to being Brandon West I’m sure going to have a better understanding of what it’s like to be woman, and I’ll be a lot more sympathetic.”

“Colonel, you were always a great guy and very respectful to women.  I don’t think there’s much to improve on,” Lori said.

“Thanks for saying that,” I said as I looked over at her.

“Of course, that’s one of the things I always liked about you as I’ve always fancied men who treat women with respect.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, and it was my hope that after we got off our mission that maybe you and I could go out for dinner sometimes, provided that you were interested,” she replied.

Shit!  I thought to myself, I thought it had just been me digging on her when all the while she’d felt the same way.  I couldn’t wait to get back home as there were clearly good times ahead, provided we did not get killed with what we were about to do.  Oh well, we lived through it first time, we will probably succeed the second time around as well.

Looking at her and smiling I said, “I would be, sounds like fun.”

Pausing for a moment I then said to her, “Well, the sooner we get back the sooner we can go out on that date.  Step it up to Warp 1.5.”

Pressing the throttle forward I could see our speed quickly clicking upward and very soon the display above the controls read 1.5.

“Warp 1.5 Colonel,” she reported.

“Stephanie, Monica, we’re about ready to try it, are you ready?” I asked as I spun my chair around and looked at them.

They both nodded and then I added, “After the injectors come out of alignment at Warp 2 don’t realign them immediately, wait for my order.”

“Aye Colonel,” Steve said.

“This is it Lori, Warp 2 whenever you’re ready,” I said.

“I’m as ready as I’ll every be,” and before she finished her sentence, she moved the levers forward until the indicator above the throttles displayed 2.0.

“Warp 2 Colonel,” Lori reported.

“Okay, it shouldn’t be long before the anti-matter injectors come out of alignment and we slip into the wormhole,” I stated.

Without warning the ship began to shake and the next thing we knew the stars on the view screen had once again been replaced by the spiraling effect and we were right in the middle of it as before.

“Colonel, anti-matter injectors are out of alignment, just like before.  Ready to initiate realignment on your command,” Stephanie reported.

“Yelling back at Monica over the noise from the turbulence I asked, “So, this is the part where theoretically certain currents and eddies will carry us back to our universe once we realign the injectors?”

“Raising her voice so I would hear her she said, “Yep, that’s my story and I’m sticking to it.”

“And if you’re wrong?” I asked.

Shrugging her shoulders she then asked, “If I am, what are you going to do?  Fire me?”

All of a sudden the shaking stopped and the spiraling effect on the view screen vanished and before us was nothing but pitch black and nothing else.

“Colonel, somehow, and don’t ask me how, the injector has realigned itself,” said Stephanie

“What?” I asked.

“I didn’t touch a thing,” Stephanie stated.

“Monica, where are we?” I asked.

“Best guess is that we are in the space between universes.”

“Why did this happen now but not the time before?” I asked.

“Probably because the first time we immediately realigned the injectors and sailed on through the hole to the alternate universe on our counterparts ship’s slipstream.  This time we travelled for several seconds longer and ended up, well, here.”

“Do we keep travelling or stop here?” I asked her.

“You’re guess is as good as mine.”

“Then there is no right or wrong answer.  Lori, all stop,” I ordered.

Pulling back the power throttles she said, “Aye, all stop.”

“Colonel, on the rear camera, directly behind is, light is shining through,” Stephanie exclaimed.

“Put it on the main viewer, give us a close up.”

As the screen shifted from forward view to rear view, there was an image of what appeared to be an almost jagged rip in the blackness and on the other side of the light there were several stars in the distance which could be seen.

Looking at the image on the monitor I asked, “Monica, is this rip where we just came though?”

“I would have to theorize that’s a strong possibility.”

Still looking at the screen I then asked, “Or, did the other Constellation already come through and that’s the way home?”

“Could be but there’s no way to know,” Monica reported.

“I definitely don’t want to go back where we just came from,” Lori stated.

“That makes two of us.”

Looking at the screen I asked, “The question is, how long do we wait?”

“Colonel look at the displays, the chronometers have stopped,” Stephanie said in an excited fashion.

Looking at the ship’s time it was frozen at 06:34:47 Zulu time, which was unbelievable, but also not possible.

“It’s saying that time has stopped?  That can’t be,” I said.

Monica got out of her seat and walked down to me and glanced at me before looking at the chronometer and then the screen.  She then said, “It is true, time has stopped.  Here, in this place, it does not exist.”

“Fascinating,” I replied, “But why?”

“In our universe as well as the one we just came from there are certain physical laws that apply that affect time itself, but here, in this space between universes they do not.  It is also likely that this place is also void of matter as well as energy.  It is a possibility that this, or another place like it was where the big bang started, and as it expanded it bubbled off into universes, just like ours as well as the one we left.”

“And any others that may exist?” Lori asked.

She nodded.

All of a sudden Lori reported, “Scanners show disturbance of some sort ahead, but I’m not sure what it is.”

“Switch to forward view,” I ordered

As the screen changed I could see what looked like the black fabric of that lay ahead of us rippling and the next thing I knew the field was torn open like someone had poked a hole in a box and a ship appeared.  Because of the darkness it was difficult to make out and the only thing I could see was the navigation lights.

“The transponder says it’s, ….”

“Yes Lori.”

“It’s the Constellation.”

“Shit, they made it,” exclaimed Monica.

“It appears they are stopping,” said Lori.

Looking at the view screen they were below us about 500 feet, but their running lights were clearly visible in the darkness.

“Colonel, they are hailing us,” Stephanie ordered.

“Put them on the screen.”

“Aye.”

As the main view screen rippled, I could see the four crew members, essentially us before any of this happened.

My counterpart in my body was on the screen sitting next to Lori with Steve and Monica in the background.  He smiled at me and said, “Colonel West,” and nodded.

I replied, “Colonel West.  Did you get a chance to visit our Earth?”

He nodded and said, “Yes, and you were able to visit ours?”

“We did.”

“What did you think?”

I chuckled and said, “It’s a nice place to visit but I wouldn’t want to live there.”

The crew of the other ship all laughed in unison and he then said, “We we’re kind of thinking the same thing about yours.”

“So, when you exit through the hole we just made in space time and we exit through the one behind you we will supposedly be returned to our own bodies as well as our universes?  According to our Monica anyway,” he reported.

“Yes, we think the same.”

“Sir,” Stephanie said loudly, “The holes in space time are beginning to shrink; we’ve got to get out of here now.”

My counterpart then said, “This has been fun but we’ve gotta go.  Good luck.”

“And to you,” I replied, and suddenly the screen returned to the view of the stars.

“Lori, Warp 1, now,” I said firmly.

“A pleasure sir, she said as she slammed the throttle forward, “I’m taking us through the rift the other ship just made.”

The ship was accelerating rapidly as we approached the rift but what alarmed me was the rate at which it was shrinking.

“We’re not going to make it,” Lori exclaimed.

“Oh yes we are,” I said as I pushed the throttle forward to Warp 2.

“What are you doing?” she asked, “We will rip another hold in space time.”

We were accelerating faster than before, and we were seconds away from freedom but the gap was still closing fast.

Looking at the speed indicator it was ticking upward quickly, Warp 1.5, 1.6, 1.7.

Lori yelled, “Were almost there but it’s gonna close, it’s closing.”

All of a sudden a rippling effect swept over us and throughout the ship as well, just the like the first time we traveled to the parallel universe and after that ….


Chapter 14

“Colonel?  Colonel?  Wake up.  Are you okay?” I could hear Lori’s soft voice in her lovely British accent speaking to me.

As I opened my eyes, I could see that she had gotten out of her seat and was standing over me smiling.  Before I could even speak, she said, “We’re back.  We’re home.”

Feeling of my head with my hands I noticed my long hair as gone and as my hands traveled over my chest I no longer had breasts.

Speaking I said, “I’m a man.”

Laughing she said, “Yes you are,” and with that she leaned over and gave me kiss right on the mouth.

Smiling at her I asked, “Squadron Leader, you’re being awfully familiar with your commanding officer,” and with that she leaned down and gave me an even longer kiss which I helped participate in.

As she pulled back, I asked, “How’s the crew?  Monica?  Stephanie?”

Walking up to us I heard a voice say, “It’s more like Steve,” and as I saw him, I said, “Looking good,” and then asked, “How do you feel?”

“Good sir.”

Then Monica walked up and joined us and said, “Colonel, I’ve even got my color back,” and as I looked at her I laughed and said, “Yes you do, and you’re the most beautiful black woman I’ve ever seen in my life.”

“Mmmm hmmm.  If Lori didn’t already have designs on you, you’d be mine,” she stated firmly.

Then Monica said, “You had some big balls doing what you did.”

Looking at her with an inquisitive look I asked, “What do you mean?”

“Revving the power up to Warp 2 so we wouldn’t be trapped in that chasm.  We could’ve gotten through the hole and then ripped another hole in space time and ended up, only God knows where.  And now that I think about it, why didn’t it happen?”

Lori added, “At the very last second just as we were going through the spatial tear our speed was Warp 1.95 and we were about two seconds away from Warp 2.  That’s when the Colonel pulled the throttles back just a hair so we never hit Warp 2.”

“Brandon you’re a sly ole dog,” Monica said.

“I certainly hope our counterparts made it home,” I said solemnly.

“I was watching them on the rear monitor, and they made it through just before the anomaly closed,” said Steve.

“That’s good to hear.  Lori, ETA to the space station.”

“About eight minutes, and sir, looks like they’re trying to contact us.”

“Put them on visual.”

A full bird Colonel with a short military haircut in a full Space Command dress uniform appeared on the screen and said, “Constellation, you are ordered to return to the station immediately.  Please respond.”

I recognized the man on the screen as Colonel David Burke, as we’d attended officer training school together many years ago, and we’d even been on several deployments together.

“Dave, this is Brandon West, we are on the way back.  Should be there in about eight minutes.”

“You will be met at the jetway by security, please come peacefully.”

“So, Dave, how long did it take you to figure out that those people were not really us once the ship returned?”

With a puzzled look on his face he said, “Not long,” and then asked, “Brandon, is that you?  I mean, is that really you?”

“It is, and I’m pretty sure that the people that were in our bodies before are back in their universe now, where they belong.”

“What a relief, the odds of you all making it back from wherever you were to your own universe were astronomical,” he said.

“And we’ve got one heck of a story to tell you about the place we’ve been.  An alternate version of Earth.”

Nodding he said, “We look forward to hearing your report.  However, we will be taking security measure when you arrive.  Just precautionary.”

“Do what you’ve got to do Dave and see you in a few minutes.  And by the way, when we get back to Earth you owe me a drink.”

Laughing he said, “Absolutely, maybe even two.”

“See you soon, West out,” and I flicked off the view screen.

Lori said, “About four and half minutes out sir.”

“Everyone go ahead and get strapped in,” I ordered, “We’re almost home.”

As we sat there Lori looked over at me and said, “I know the place we just came from was weird and this may be a strange question, but what did you think of being a woman?”

Looking over at her briefly with what I’m sure was a puzzled look on my face I then returned my gaze forward and said, “You’re right, that is an odd question, but you know what, it’s not a bad question.  It was strange being smaller and not having the body strength of a man, but I would not say that bothered me in any way.  Having breasts was not so bad and the way that my nipples were so sensitive was actually kind of a turn on.”

At that point Lori broke out into laughter and I gave her a few seconds to laugh it all out before I continued my story.

Finally settling down she said, “I’m sorry sir, please continue.”

Continuing I said, “There was something kind of fun about being able to be a member of the fairer sex, at least on a temporary basis, and I was amazed at my emotions.  It seemed like I was moodier than I’d ever been.  One minute I was happy, the next I was fighting sadness away.”

“Part of that may have been from your pregnancy, then again that’s kind of what we go through as we have hormones and they don’t ask our permission when they want to rear their ugly head.”

“Fair enough.  Anyway, I think I was starting to develop the beginnings of attraction toward men.”

Looking at me she asked, “Really?”

“Yes, it was not a rip their clothes off kind of attraction but I was noticing how nice Jackson was for example, and how he was a good looking man, and what a great personality he had, and I’ll just stop there as far as being attracted to men.”

“Anything else?”

Looking forward I was silent and then continued, “Remember how I was pregnant?”

Lori nodded.

“As strange as this might sound, I felt a connection to the child that was inside me, and you know what?  I loved it.  Despite that I’d never met it, that life, growing in my belly, was my baby, and I would have done anything for it.  That probably sounds silly I know.”

“Not at all.  You’ve had an experience that no man ever has or will again.”

“Unless they rip a hole in the universe and travel to a parallel dimension.”

Smiling she said, “True.  However, that experience has given you an education into the female psyche that you could never buy, and I would say in many ways you are lucky to have an advanced understanding of how we girls are.”

Looking down at the radar I said, “Disengage Warp, now Lori,” and she then pulled the throttles completely back to the power off position.

“Power down sir.  Ahead on full thrusters?”

I nodded and she pushed the thruster levers forward.

“You’re right Lori it was a good experience and hopefully I’ve learned something from it.”

Turning and looking at me she said, “I think the way that you connected with your feminine side, and had a connection with your baby was well, kind of sexy.”

Looking at her in amazement I asked, “You do?”

“I love how you experienced how we feel, and the fact that you were even comfortable with it.  It tells me a lot about you.”

“Like what?”

“That there’s a soft side to you, and that you’re manly while not a male chauvinist.  With you being comfortable with your own femininity that tells me that you would never think you are superior to me and that you would view me as an equal.”

I did not totally understanding her viewpoint but I was hoping to bed her down at some point in the near future so I gave her that Brandon West winning smile and said, “Thanks.  I appreciate that.”

Earth was getting nearer and nearer on the view screen and I finally said, “Our earth, it is such a beautiful sight.”

Nodding she said, “It certainly is, but in all actuality the other one looked exactly like this one.”

“It’s true but there is one major difference.”

“What’s that she asked?”

“In this one I’m not Barefoot & Pregnant In A Parallel Universe”

Check out Madison McCall’s other books in the Kindle store at Amazon.com

Realty Romance: The Temptation

Realty Romance: Mirror, Mirror

Realty Romance: Seductive-Sister-In-Law

Realty Romance: Barefoot, Pregnant & Loving It!

Realty Romance: The Road Trip

Realty Romance: I’m The Bride?

Too Close For Comfort

Barefoot, Pregnant, & Wearing A Bikini!

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Double Knot Spy

Barefoot, Pregnant & In The Kitchen

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Porn Star

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Billionaire

Barefoot, Pregnant & Consummated

Barefoot, Pregnant & Ready To Beam Up

One Of The Gurls

Barefoot, Pregnant & An Evil Villainess

Barefoot, Pregnant & A Time Traveler

Curvy Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & The CEO’s Wife

Barefoot, Pregnant & Shipwrecked

Realty Romance: Stranded

Coffee Shop Gurl

Mail Order Gurl

SuperStar Gurl

Hit Gurl

Barefoot, Pregnant & No Habla Inglés

Gurl Next Door

Also, please visit Madison’s Goodreads Author Page At:

https://www.goodreads.com/author/show/17723194.Madison_McCall

Madison McCall’s Website can be found at:

http://www.madisonmccall.rocks

OEBPS/image_rsrc12U.jpg
BAREFOOT & PREGNANT
IN A PARALLEL UNIVERSE






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   





