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Chapter 1

For some reason, I just couldn’t sleep, and after what seemed like an eternity of tossing and turning, trying to get comfortable so I could resume my slumber, even that was interrupted as I soon felt the need to pee.  Getting up, I made my way to the bathroom, flicking on the light as I entered and assuming the customary position in front of the toilet as guys typically do.  As usual, I opened the fly on my sleep pants so I could access my equipment and proceed with relieving myself, but when I tried to find the opening, it wasn’t present, which was odd, to say the least.  Continuing my search, I noted that the material of my clothing also felt different and was now silky instead of cotton, which was also strange.  Looking down, I saw that I was no longer wearing the sleep pants I had donned just before bed, and oddly enough, it appeared that I was wearing a light blue nightgown with flowers on it, which was perplexing because I knew I hadn’t put on such a garment just before turning in.  Additionally, when I looked down, I just happened to catch a glimpse of my feet, and to my surprise, my toes were now painted candy apple red.  I knew damn well that that was something I’d not done before I turned in at bedtime or at any point in my past because that was something I would have definitely remembered.

Stepping in front of the mirror, I received the shock of my life when I saw the reflection of a young woman instead of my own.  Scanning her, I could see that she was pretty, had long blonde hair and light brown eyes, was wearing a pale blue nightgown, and was also pregnant.  Looking down, I noticed that I had the same baby bump that she was also sporting, and for all intents and purposes, it appeared I was her, a young woman who was expecting.

This just couldn’t be, I thought; it must be some sort of a dream because things like this don’t happen in real life, only in books and movies.  Deciding that it was not real, I figured that if I returned to bed and tried to get back to sleep, I would soon wake up, and it would all be over, but first, I had to pee.  Stepping back in front of the toilet, I turned around, raised my gown, and reached for my member, but none was present in the customary location as the area was flat, leaving me with one option.  Sitting down on the toilet was the answer to my dilemma, and as soon as my butt hit the seat, the flow started, and from the force of the stream, it was apparent that my bladder had been quite full.  Finishing up, I knew I just couldn’t shake it and go as usual because during the years I had been married, I had learned from my wife that you had to wipe, as that was just part of the process.  Getting a handful of toilet paper, I did just that and afterward flushed and then headed back to the bedroom. 

By the clock on the bedside table, I could see that it was 04:09 a.m., so I climbed back in bed and pulled the covers over me, hoping that I would be able to catch forty winks.  After all, Sunday mornings were typically the only time I got any extra z’s because when you’re the President of the United States, you never get caught up on your rest.  Ever.  Most of the time, you’re lucky to get six hours of uninterrupted sack time each night, and that’s when it’s calm and the world’s not falling apart, which seems to be the case most of the time.  That’s why when Presidents get out of office, they have a head full of gray hair, from four to eight years of not getting enough sleep and being under more stress than anyone could possibly imagine.  When I was running for office, I wish someone would have told me that, and I would have slept more to prepare myself. 

As I lay there trying to drift off to dreamland, I couldn’t help but notice how empty the bed seemed, and for a good reason.  Beth, my wife of twelve years, passed away eight months ago, precisely one hundred and twenty days after I took office.  Unfortunately, the baby girl she was carrying didn’t survive either; they both died during childbirth.

God, I missed Beth, and without her, my universe felt so barren and empty, and since her departure, I felt like I had been existing and nothing more.  Since her passing, getting up each day almost seemed pointless, and I was just going through the motions trying to make it through the day, and without her, my life felt incomplete.  She had been my soulmate in every sense of the word, and I was still grieving as my heart was broken, and in my opinion, it was still a long way from being healed.

Drifting back off, I continued to snooze until I woke up at 6:20 a.m., as I was experiencing a sensation that I’d never felt in my life, and it seemed to be coming from my belly.  Putting my hands on my tummy, I noted how swollen it was, and that’s when I discovered that it was the source of the disturbance.  Continuing its shenanigans, I quickly concluded that it was almost like something was in my belly and kicking me, which was impossible! 

When I’d woken up earlier to go to the bathroom, I was pretty sure that I was in the middle of some sort of bizarre dream, or nightmare, take your pick because when I had looked in the mirror, it appeared that I was in the body of a woman.  That’s when I decided to go back to bed, sleep, and wake up later, as it couldn’t possibly be real, and getting a little sleep would simply prove I’d been having nothing more than a crazy dream.   

Climbing out of bed, I headed to the dressing area, flicked on the lights, and looked at myself in the full-length mirror; and behold, I was still the same young woman I had seen in the looking glass earlier.  At that point, I deduced that one of two things was going on, that I was still dreaming or that it was real and somehow I had been transformed into a girl.  Since I had already woken up once and had been unsuccessful at solving the problem by returning to bed, I had two choices, hit the sack and try it again or admit to myself that it was real and deal with it.  The sensation of the little person in my belly doing summersaults was causing me to think that I was not imagining it after all because it was quite real.  To boot, I was starving for some breakfast as I knew that hunger was another symptom of being pregnant.

I then asked myself, if it was real and I had been changed into a woman should I consider alerting those closest to me and tell them what had happened?  Thinking about it, I then decided that might not be such a great idea after all because then they would alert security.  After all, it was clear that I was not the President and what was I, a pregnant young woman in her mid 30’s, doing in his bedroom, and where was the Commander-in-Chief?  These were two questions that I clearly could not answer.  I also wondered if I simply told them that I was the President and had been transformed into a pregnant woman, would they believe me?  Probably not, hell, because I didn’t believe it myself.

There was a knock on the door, which I initially ignored, hoping that whoever was doing it would go away.  It was not likely because the Secret Service always stands in front of the President’s bedroom as long as they are inside and never leave for any reason.  After a few moments, the individual rapped on it again, a clear indication that they were not going to leave me alone, and after a few moments, I heard a male voice on the other side say, “Madam President?”

Madam President?  What the hell was going on?  They already knew that I had been transformed into a woman?  Apparently, everyone had more knowledge of what was going on than I, or so I thought, and I then responded to him by saying, “Yes?”

“I’m sorry to disturb you, ma’am, but the Chief of Staff wants to know if he can see you.  He says it’s important.”

He?  The Chief of Staff is a he?  I had no idea what was going on, but if this was the case, the entire world had been flipped upside down, and the men were now women, and the females were now males.  One way or another, I needed to find out what all this craziness was about.  I opened the door, peeked my head outside, and saw a young African American man dressed in black standing there before me.  Looking at me, he said, “I apologize for disturbing you on a Sunday morning of all times, but he insisted on seeing you as soon as possible and told me it was crucial.”

“Where is he now?”

Stepping in front of the door where I could see him, a man who was in his mid to late thirties and roughly 6’ in height sporting dark brown hair and eyes, looked directly at me and said, “Madam President, I apologize, but I need to see you right away because I think I have the answers to those questions you requested about the changes that have occurred regarding certain members of our administration.  If you know what I mean?”

I may not have always been the sharpest tack in the box, but I understood he had the answers I needed that would explain why I was a woman and my Chief of Staff was no longer a female, so I nodded and said, “Yes, please come in immediately.”

Hesitating, he then asked, “Madam President, are you sure? I mean, do you think that’s appropriate?  Wouldn’t you prefer to meet me elsewhere?  Maybe in the Oval Office or out here in the West Sitting Room?”

I understood what he was getting at, and as far as appearances, he was right.  A female in her nightgown letting a man into her bedroom might be deemed inappropriate by some, especially when you’re President of the United States, as you’re constantly under scrutiny.  However, I wanted to know what the fuck was going on and fast, and I wanted to meet with him someplace private.  Besides, it was Sunday morning, and there were so few people in the White House that no one would notice that my male Chief of Staff had entered my bedroom. 

“I appreciate it, but don’t worry about it, and come on in as we’ve got important business to discuss that can’t wait.”


Chapter 2

As we walked into the living area of my suite, I said, “Let me get my robe, go ahead and have a seat,” and after grabbing it off my bed and putting it on, I returned to the sitting area.

Upon seeing me, he stood up and said, “Mister, I mean Madam President, are you doing alright?”

Nodding, I said, “Fine, thank you, and you?”

“Good, considering.”

Motioning with my hand, I said, “Please have a seat,” and the two of us sat down.

“What in the hell is going on, Brie?” I asked.

With a quick shake of his head, he replied, “Madam President, it appears that now, my name is Bryan and not Brie.”

“Bryan?”

He nodded and then added, “Yep, and my entire bio and life, for that matter, are exactly the same as the one I had as a female, down to the last detail, with one exception, which is obvious.”

“Incredible, and what about me?”

“Previously, your name was Kim Nelson, but now you’re Kimberly Nelson, and your history is the same, except for one little detail….”

“That I’m a girl,” I replied.

Nodding, he said, “Exactly, and it’s the same situation with me as well, which goes without saying.”

“Brie, I mean Bryan, has anyone else been affected?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Nope, everyone and everything else is right where they’re supposed to be, except us.  I can’t speak for you, but apparently, everything that happened to me in my life also happened here.  This includes my birthday, high school and college graduations, dates I started and ended my jobs, and so forth.  The only difference was that I was a female.”

“I’m willing to bet it’s the same with me as well,” I replied.

Nodding, he said, “From what I saw of your background, that’s true.”

“Anyway, I’m sure glad you arrived when you did because I was completely lost, and if you hadn’t shown up, I don’t know what I would have done.  If you’re displaced as well, how did you figure all this out and also know that I would need your help?”

“I went to bed a tad early, roughly about 10:00 p.m., and for some reason, I just happened to wake up slightly after midnight.  When I went to the bathroom, I discovered that I had been turned into a man, and thought I was going crazy and that maybe I just needed to go back to bed as perhaps, it was all some sort of dream,” he said.

“Hey, that’s what I thought too when I woke up the first time,” I replied.

Continuing, he said, “I quickly realized it wasn’t a dream, so I got up and started moving around my apartment and quickly discovered that I had a closet full of men’s clothes, a huge indicator that my condition might be real.  After a couple of hours of exploring my apartment, I went through my personal effects, including photos, memorabilia, etc., and realized that it wasn’t a dream after all, and that’s when I got onto my computer and started doing research to find out more about the male version of myself.  In a short time, I learned all about the new me, Bryan Bishop, and then I moved on to my current position as Chief of Staff, where I researched who my co-workers were and so forth.  When all was said and done, the only other person that wasn’t who they were supposed to be was the President.  I assumed that I had woken up before you, or so I hoped, but I knew that when you did, you would be lost and have many questions.  So I got dressed and rushed over here as fast as possible.”

Smiling, I said, “And you have no idea how grateful I am.  So, what’s this all about, and why is everything exactly the same except for you and me?  I mean, why were we changed and everyone else is the same?”

“That’s a good question, one I don’t have the answer to at this moment in time.”

Patting my tummy, I said, “So, it appears that I am pregnant.  How far along am I, and am I married?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “The First Gentleman passed away eight months ago, which is exactly how many months along you are.”

“The First Gentleman?”

He nodded and said, “That’s right.”

“So, I was like married?  To a man?” I asked in an elevated voice.

“You were,” he replied, and then a huge grin came across his face.  Apparently, he found my angst somewhat amusing, and who could blame him because it was an unusual situation.

“Oh my God, Bryan, I’m a widow and the President of the United States and am one month away from having a baby.”

Nodding, he said, “Yes ma’am, that’s right.”

“I bet the press is having a field day with this.”

“I did turn on the news and briefly listened to what a few of the talking heads were saying while I drove over here, and all I can say is that it depends on the media outlet.  However, you are a grieving widow, and they are cutting you a little bit of slack for that, but the opposition is saying that because you are pregnant, you are unfit to be Commander-in-Chief.”

Nodding, I said, “A response that would be expected from them.”

“Exactly.”

After a few moments, I asked, “Can you think of anything at all that might have caused us to turn into members of the opposite sex?”

Shaking his head, he said, “I don’t have a clue.”

“There’s got to be something.  Think Bryan, what have you and I done or been exposed to recently that could have caused this?  It would be something unique to only you and me, an occasion where no other members of our cabinet or staff were present.”

After a long pause, he said, “I think there’s something we’ve not even addressed here, Madam President.”

“Oh?”

“I don’t think this is as simple as a gender swap situation as you might see in a wacky movie.”

“No?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Think about it, despite the fact that we have changed sex, we both seem to fit into this existence and are not out of place at all, and from what I’ve seen so far, everyone around us sees us as part of this reality.  These people believe that President Kimberly Nelson is their President and that a guy named Bryan is her Chief-of-Staff.  The only thing that is out of whack is that you and I can remember our previous lives,” he said.

Snapping my fingers, I said, “Yes, that’s a good point, Bryan.”

After a few moments, I asked, “How familiar are you with the multiverse concept?”

“The theory that there are an infinite number of universes that co-exist with our own?”

Smiling, I nodded and said, “Yes, and each of them occupies the exact same space as ours but exists on a different dimensional plane.”

“I think I see where you’re going with this Madam President,”

Waving my hand, I said, “Bryan, considering the predicament that we are in, why don’t you just call me Kimberly, at least in private.”

Chuckling, he said, “Okay.  So, Kimberly, are you going with this where I think you are?”

“I think so, but you go first.”

“You’re lucky that I’ve watched enough science fiction TV and movies; otherwise, I would be lost.  Okay, here goes.  Do you think it’s possible that somehow our consciousnesses have changed places with their counterparts in a parallel universe?” he asked.

I nodded and said, “I was thinking that some sort of transposition had taken place, and I think that your supposition is a great place to start, especially since you didn’t say we had changed places with our counterparts in an evil parallel universe.”

We chuckled, and he then said, “No, that would be ridiculous.  After all, I don’t have a goatee, now do I?”

We began laughing, and I said, “Yes, I’ve seen that exact episode and know what you are talking about?”

A few moments later, he said, “Okay, since we are extrapolating, think back to every sci-fi episode you’ve seen, TV or movies, where someone changed places with their counterpart or ended up in a parallel universe.  What happened that enabled the swap to actually take place?”

Deep in thought, I sat there tapping my forefinger on my chin and after a few moments, said, “Okay, I’m going to throw out a few ideas whether they make any sense or not, so just bear with me.”

He nodded and said, “Ready.”

“How about some sort of atmospheric disturbance such as a solar or magnetic storm?”

Nodding, he said, “Great start, keep going.”

“A tear in the fabric of space or the universe itself?”

“Good one.”

“A vehicle or transporter that allows people to move between universes.”

Nodding, he said, “Any more?”

“Yes, one, a rip in the space-time continuum, even though I don’t totally know what that means,” I said.

“I think the last one is pretty close to the second one, which is a tear in the fabric of space.  However, let’s start with number one and work our way down the list,” he said.

“Okay, sounds good,” I replied.

“Number one, an atmospheric disturbance, including a solar or magnetic storm.  Don’t you typically get briefed by NOAA on such activity?”

Nodding, I said, “Yes, and I don’t recall anything being mentioned recently as far as upcoming solar activity.  Old Sol has been pretty quiet.”

“Number two, a tear or rip in the universe or space itself, which is a good one, by the way.”

“Thanks.  Now, where have you and I both been recently, prior to midnight, approximately, where that could have potentially occurred?” I asked, “Because I don’t have a clue.”

“Me neither, and unfortunately, there are no flashing signs telling us where to look.”

“Which would be convenient if there were,” I added, and a smirk came across both of our faces.

“Last night, in our previous existence, before all this happened, we had dinner in the White House dining room with Dr. Van Helder, remember?” he asked.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, that’s what I remember happening as well, and he sat right between the two of us.  Prior to that, we had been at the facility he oversees in Nevada, where he gave us a tour.”

“Which is a particle accelerator!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, a device which could potentially be responsible for disrupting the space-time continuum,” and we both chuckled at my comment, and he added, “There you go with that space-time continuum thing again, but you’ve got a good point.”

“You know Bryan, I’m no physicist, but as I think about it, I wonder if that’s even a possibility.  Despite the fact that you and I were present during the tour of the facility, so were a bunch of other people from the White House, and we were the only two that were changed.”

“Which leads you to believe there’s no way that could be related.”

“Well, yeah.  However, Dr. Van Helder did sit right between the two of us during dinner, which couldn’t possibly be a factor, or could it?”

“At this point, Madam President, can we truly rule out anything?”

Shaking my head, I replied, “No, we can’t, and we need to explore all the possibilities, no matter how remote.  Dr. Van Helder would probably be a pretty good person to talk to because he’s one of the most brilliant minds in the world when it comes to physics.  However, I can’t imagine us walking up to him and telling him what happened because he would think we were absolutely nuts, and who wouldn’t.”

“I agree.”

We sat there in silence for a few moments, both of us deep in thought regarding our current dilemma, when Bryan sat up and said, “How about this?  I’ll head down to his hotel and tell him that it was great meeting him and that you also extend your thanks for the tour of the facility and for his joining us for dinner.  During the conversation, I will somehow bring up what happened to the two of us but will say I saw it in a movie.  I’ll spin it to where two people were near a particle accelerator and ended up becoming members of the opposite sex, potentially in the wrong universe, etc.  What do you think?”

“I don’t have any better ideas, and even if your meeting with him is a dead-end, we won’t be any worse off than we are now.  So, you’re sure that he’s still in town?”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, and I know exactly where he is staying.”

“Great.  Get down there as soon as you can.  Meanwhile, I will attempt to get showered and dressed so I can get the day rolling.  Despite the fact that I’m a pregnant female President, I can’t lay around the room all day now, can I?”

“I think you’ve got a clear calendar until later this afternoon, so feel free to get some rest if you need it,” he replied.

“Bryan, it’s so hard getting used to calling you that.  Anyway, I will be fine,” I said.

“Before I head out, would you like me to help you pick out some clothes to wear?  Considering that you’re new to all this, I figured you might welcome a few suggestions.”

Smiling, I said, “That would be great because I need all the help I can get; plus, you have much more experience with women’s clothing than I do.”

“Madam President, that is a fact.”


Chapter 3

After assisting me with picking out something to wear for the day, Bryan gave me a quick lesson in putting on makeup and even found an online video on the subject, which he shared with me.  He then departed for the hotel, where he hoped to have a conversation with Dr. Simon Van Helder, though we were doubtful that his efforts would prove fruitful.

After taking a shower, I put on my panties and bra, which was an interesting experience as my swollen breasts barely fit into the cups.  I then put on the black maternity dress that Bryan and I had picked out, and as I stood in front of the mirror, it was very apparent that the baby would be arriving soon as my poor belly was extremely swollen. 

Next up was makeup, and thank goodness Bryan had found that video because without it, I’d never have gotten my face on.  When all was said and done, I looked at myself in the mirror and was pleased with the outcome, as it had definitely improved my looks.  As I thought about it, I realized that I was essentially in the body of a female version of me.  I couldn’t help but wonder why it was here that she was born and I wasn’t.  I’m sure my counterpart, now occupying my body back in the universe I came from, was asking the exact same question.  Unfortunately, that would be a mystery that would never be solved for either of us.

Putting on several accessories that Bryan had helped me select, I donned a pair of small gold hoop earrings, a bracelet as well as a simple necklace, and lastly, an attractive silver watch.  The watch was something which I enjoyed wearing as there were multiple photos on the news websites showing me with it on, though personally, I didn’t remember it.

Looking at the clock on the bedside table, I saw that it was 8:29, and I was ready to head downstairs for breakfast, and I was starved because, after all, I was eating for two.  Grabbing my gold-colored dress jacket, which Bryan had helped me pick out because it accented my black dress quite well, I headed for the door, but before I got there, the phone on my bedside table rang, and I walked over and picked up the receiver.

“Hello.”

“Madam President,” Bryan said.

“Hi Bryan, did you find our friend?” I asked.

“Oh yes.  Have you had breakfast?”

“No, I was getting ready to walk out the door to do so.”

“How do you feel about the three of us having breakfast together?”

“Since you’re suggesting that I’ll have to take it that your visit with the good doctor shed some light on what we discussed earlier?”

After a slight pause, he said, “You might say that.”

“Okay, I’ll have the staff set up for three in the small sitting room, which will give us plenty of privacy, and we will be able to talk freely,” I replied, “By the way, how far away are you from the White House?”

“We are downstairs, and I hope you aren’t pissed, but I already told them to set up for breakfast, exactly where you suggested.”

“Awesome, I’ll be right there.  See you in a minute,” I replied.

Hanging up the phone, I exited my suite, and my secret service detail accompanied me as I lumbered along.  When you’ve got a huge swollen belly, it can be pretty cumbersome to walk, believe it or not.

Arriving at the small sitting room, I entered and saw Bryan sitting at the dining table along with a dark-haired middle-aged woman wearing a navy blue skirt and matching jacket who looked at me and then smiled.  Bryan and the lady with him stood up as I entered, and he said, “Madam President,” and he looked in the direction of my detail and shifted his eyes, which meant he needed to talk to me privately and get rid of the secret service guys.

“That will be all gentlemen, thanks,” and they promptly exited and closed the door leaving the three of us alone.

“Bryan, would you like to introduce me to our guest?  And by the way, where’s Dr. Van Helder?”

Extending her hand, she smiled and said, “Good to meet you, President Nelson. I’m Dr. Simone Van Helder.”


Chapter 4

With my mouth hanging open from being so surprised, I asked, “Dr. Simone Van Helder?”

“I can see you are surprised, Madam President,” she replied.

Nodding, I said, “Yes, very.”

“When I arrived at the hotel and asked for Dr. Simon Van Helder’s room number, they told me there was only a Dr. Simone Van Helder staying there.  Once I arrived at her room and we began to talk, I quickly figured out that it wasn’t just you and I but all three of us,” Bryan added.

“Let’s have a seat.  We can talk while we eat breakfast,” I said, “I’m absolutely starved, plus, I need to get off my feet,” The three of us then took our chairs and began to eat.

“Madam President, as we drove over here from the hotel, Bryan brought me up to speed on what happened to the two of you since dinner last night.  Apparently, you both woke up and found you had been changed into members of the opposite sex as well,” she said.

With my mouth full of food, I continued chewing, nodded once, and said, “Mm-hmm.”

“The exact same thing happened to me.  Like Bryan, once I woke up, I got on my computer and researched and found out that here, wherever it is, I’m a female and wasn’t sure what to do next.  However, I’m sure glad I’m not alone in this,” and she then glanced at each of us.

“Misery loves company,” Bryan said.

“Dr. Van Helder, Bryan, and I went over this earlier, and the fact is that we were both at the Nevada test site with you yesterday.  Earlier, when we thought it was just the two of us that this had happened to, we couldn’t figure out a common link.  Then we thought about dinner last night, where we all sat together, and you were right between us.  Surely that has to be a factor.”

Nodding, she said, “Yes, Madam President, it is a factor, and I have a pretty good idea what happened, causing us all to land here, in this parallel universe.”

Looking at her, I asked, “You do?”

“Yes, and I am terribly sorry because I’m to blame for the entire incident,” and she began to sniffle, weeping slightly, and then added, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me and why I’m so emotional.”

She felt that way because she was now a woman, and girls are wired a bit differently than men and are sometimes a bit more sensitive.  In a sympathetic voice, I said, “Dr. Van Helder, don’t be so hard on yourself.   Surely it’s not something you did, or at least not intentionally?”

“I’m afraid it is my fault, Madam President, and I accept responsibility for what happened,” she said remorsefully.

“Dr. Van Helder, perhaps you’d better start from the beginning, the very beginning, and let me be the judge of that, okay?”

She nodded and said, “A couple of years ago, I began work on a device that would not only open a gateway between universes but would also establish a stable threshold allowing one to travel between them.”

“That’s incredible,” Bryan said, “I thought such technology was still decades away, so I’m quite surprised to hear it’s even on the drawing board.”

Nodding, she said, “That’s because I’ve been working on it privately, and not a soul knows about it.”

“Until now,” I said.

“Yes, Madam President.”

“And the technology you’ve been secretly working on was responsible for all of our transpositions?” Bryan asked.

“I’m afraid so,” she replied.

“Which puts it even beyond the drawing board if I’m reading you correctly,” I asked.

She nodded and said, “Way beyond the drawing board.”

“Dr. Van Helder, it seems to me that being able to transport individuals between realities would take a lot of power as well as a large facility, not to mention a lot of specialized equipment.  I know the three of us were present at the Nevada test site and even sat together at dinner last night.  Perhaps I missed it, but I don’t think the three of us were anywhere at the same time where that was even possible?” I asked.

Reaching into her bag, she pulled out a small black box, opened it, removed what looked like a mobile device, and said, “Not necessarily, Madam President.  I hold in my hand a device that will open gateways between dimensions.”

“That little thing?  It looks like a cell phone.” Bryan asked.

“Exactly, and for a good reason, because that’s how I want it to appear so no one will be the wiser.  If anyone sees it, I want them to think it’s nothing but a cheap cell phone,” she replied.

“And you had it with you at dinner because?” I asked.

“Yes, that is a good question, Madam President.  As I said, I have been working on this in secret and have been almost paranoid about letting it out of my sight because of the awesome power of what it could potentially do.  I’ve not even tested it yet, but I knew it was ready and had to safeguard it at all costs.  That’s why I wouldn’t even leave it behind when I traveled to D.C. yesterday.  I also didn’t want to leave it at the hotel when I came to dinner last night because I was worried about it being stolen.”

“It is a valuable little item if it works as you say, which I’m not denying at this point,” I said as I patted my pregnant belly.

“When I came to dinner last night, I brought it with me and put it in a pocket inside my jacket for safekeeping.  By accident, it somehow got switched on, and the two of you and I were affected and inadvertently traded consciousnesses with counterparts in another universe,” she said.

“You’ve still not explained how that little thing could generate enough power to open a wormhole or gateway,” I said.

“It does require power but not as much as you think but does require more than a cell can provide.  The device itself is designed to lock onto the nearest cell tower and draws as much power as it can, but that’s still not enough; it needs a little more help to finish the job,” Dr. Van Helder said and then took a sip of her coffee.

Continuing, she added, “Let me explain. When we were at the Nevada test site yesterday, and the demo was in progress, everyone there was exposed to the electromagnetic fields which were created as the particles accelerated in the machine.  Then at the moment, the particles impacted radiation was released as well.  Now, even though shielding was in place, a little of each will always get through as it can’t be helped.”

“So all three of us were exposed to an electromagnetic field as well as radiation?” Bryan asked.

Nodding, she said, “Yes, the levels are so low that they are non-lethal and not a bit dangerous.  After it was over and we traveled to D.C., we all carried those electromagnetic and radioactive remnants on and in our bodies, which typically dissipate over time.  However, when we sat down to dinner last night, the three of us were essentially charged from being exposed to the experiment, and when my device was switched on by accident, it drew in the energy stored in and on our persons.  From there, it opened the gateway, and over the next couple of hours, we faded away from our universe and ended up in this one,” she said.

Dr. Van Helder then added. “Wherever this is because the number of universes co-existing with ours is infinite, or at least that is what most scientists believe.”

“And that’s that way you expected it to work?  To end up body-swapping with our counterparts in an alternate dimension?” Bryan asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “My initial thoughts were that when the gateway was opened, one could travel to another reality, visit, and leave.  However, the results of all this have shown that it’s not possible for one’s physical form to move between universes.”

“Why is that?” I asked.

“At this moment, I’m going to theorize that the whole thing must work as one big safety valve of some sort, providing a built-in natural layer of protection, almost like a baby that is protected in its mother’s womb, in a sense.  By not allowing foreign materials to enter, it acts like a placenta filtering out things that could harm it.  Just think of all the things that could happen if it did act as it did.  What if a disease organism was potentially carried from one universe into another, for example.  Although our strain of the common cold is a simple thing where we come from, here that variation might be devastating.”

“I see.  It could be deadly to them but a minor inconvenience to us?” Bryan asked.

“Yes.  It could also be something along the lines that one universe was positively charged, and the other was negative, or one was made of matter and the other of anti-matter, which could result in the destruction of one or both universes if like particles came into contact.  So, a swapping of consciousnesses is about as good as it’s going to get, and for a good reason,” she said.

“Doc, is there anything you can do to reverse or undo this so we can return to our universe and resume our rightful place in our original bodies?  Like the ones we were born with?” Bryan asked.

“I’m in favor of that too because if you don’t come up with something and fast, I’ll soon be delivering a baby.  The thought of something that large pushing its way out of my tiny little cooter horrifies me because I was a guy in another universe until a few hours ago.”

“What I can do is return to my lab and examine the readings on the gateway.  Hopefully, I can retrieve the logs and decipher them, which should tell us which universe we came from and the one we are in now,” she said.

“You can do that?” Bryan asked.

Nodding, she said, “Yes, each universe has a unique quantum signature that is unique from all of its counterparts.”

“You learn something new every day,” I said.

“Hopefully, I can find the needed data on the gateway and then begin work on a solution to recreate the conditions that caused us to end up here.  If I can, and I think it’s doable, there’s a chance we can get home,” she said.

“Awesome, “ Bryan said.

With a stern look on her face, she said, “I have to warn you, just because I say it’s possible doesn’t mean it will happen.  I’m not trying to be a negative Nancy or anything, but I don’t want to create any unrealistic expectations.”

“Understood.  How are you traveling home?” I asked.

“Commercial flight out of Washington National,” she replied.

“Cancel it.  Bryan, arrange for a private jet to take Dr. Van Helder back to Nevada immediately.”

Nodding, he said, “Right away, Madam President.”

“Dr. Van Gelder, before you leave here today, we’ll give you an encrypted cell phone, which you will use to stay in touch with Bryan.  Anything you share with him, he will pass to me.  If there’s anything you need at all, just let us know.”

“Yes, Madam President,” she replied.

“So, what do we do in the interim?” Bryan asked.

“Despite the fact that we are in the wrong universe and the wrong bodies, it’s back to business-as-usual, Bryan.  After all, somebody has to run the country,” I replied.

“And I guess that’s us,” he said.


Chapter 5

Dr. Van Helder returned to Nevada to begin working on a potential solution.  God willing, the three of us would be able to return home at some point in the near future because the prospect of remaining in my new reality wasn’t at the top of my list of favorite things to do.  This wasn’t because I was a woman, not at all, but the fact that I was getting ready to give birth and that the prospect horrified me beyond belief was a major factor.  I knew that women had been giving birth since humans first appeared on Earth, but my having to do it was another thing.

All we could do was get on with business as usual, and that’s precisely what we did because we had an entire country to run.  When you’re in charge of the United States, much more is involved than you think.  When you’re Commander-in-Chief of the U.S., you’re also the leader of the free world.  Your allies and neighbors look to you for leadership and typically expect you to have instant answers anytime there’s an international shit storm.  This has its advantages as well as its disadvantages because when things go well, you’re a hero, and when they don’t, you’re a dickhead.  When the economy is roaring, everyone loves you, and when it’s not, it is your fault that the average person is broke and doesn’t have any disposable income.

The most disturbing part of the job is that you’re the guy, or gal, with their finger on the button.  In the event of an international conflict with a major power, you alone might have to make the ultimate decision on launching a nuclear strike or counterstrike to protect the country as well as its allies.  The thought of making a choice like that is unsettling, and to date, no Commander-in-Chief has ever had to make that decision.  Though it has been close a time or two, I sincerely hope it’s something that will never come to pass.

When all is said and done, it’s a job like no other, and if you’re a people pleaser and want everyone to like you, then pick something else because it’s not the position for you.  Also, as I said earlier, you’re on all the time and live the job twenty-four hours a day from the time you’re sworn in or until the guy replacing you takes his hand off the bible and says I do.  The alternatives to that are being impeached or assassinated, which also removes you from the job, both of which are undesirable.

I got back in the swing of things and followed my hectic schedule, which was a tad lighter because of my condition, which had already been taken into account by my staff and planned for over the past few months.  However, I continued to stay busy because there was always something to do, whether it was signing important legislation, attending a breakfast or luncheon, meeting with foreign dignitaries, or battling with the opposition about pending legislation.  After all, when you’re the Prez, it’s always something.

Bryan and I seemed to be spending a lot of time together, which was not unexpected because the two of us had something in common as we were the only ones of our kind at the White House, both from another universe.  Spending time together provided us with comfort because, in many ways, we felt like strangers in our new surroundings, and when we could sit down and chat, it was just like being able to visit with a good friend or family member.  In so many ways, I felt like Bryan was all I had in the world, and he admitted that he felt the same way about me.  We had been friends for many years as we’d initially met in college and after graduation had always stayed in touch, and once I was elected, I picked him, in our former reality, her, as my Chief of Staff.  However, since our transposition, we had become better friends than ever as we shared a common bond.

About a week had passed when all of a sudden, there was a rumor that Bryan had been seen entering my bedroom early one morning while I was still in my nightgown, which just happened to be the day we discovered we were no longer in Kansas, so to speak.  Darn it!  I should have known better, but now that it was out there, I would have to deal with it.  We met with our team and discussed how the situation should be handled and then came up with a couple of potential options, including one, we could ignore it and say nothing.  It was a good idea, but it would lead to more gasoline being poured onto the fire because, in the eyes of the press and the other party, silence is an admission of guilt.  Two, we could respond and say that Bryan was there on official business at my request, and that’s what we went with.

At the White House press briefing, which I personally handled, I told the lynch mob that was present that Bryan had been working on a sensitive matter and came to my suite at my request.  The reason we hadn’t met in the Oval Office or one of the meeting rooms was that I hadn’t felt very well that morning.  The last thing I wanted to do was get up, dressed, put on makeup, and waddle down the hall to meet him.  I then asked if any members of the press had ever been pregnant and could relate to what I had just said, and there was dead silence in the room.  At that point, I told them that at eight months pregnant, the last thing on my mind was having a romantic encounter because when you carry something the size of a volleyball around in your belly, you don’t feel super sexy in any way, shape, or form.  I then told them to go ahead if they wanted to print or publicize any more of their wild speculations in their underperforming publications or news channels because I wasn’t participating.  Lastly, I told them that if I had been a male president and this had come up, no one would have said a word about it, but because I was a woman, I was held to a different standard than a man and an unfair one at that.

That evening on the news, the footage of me giving the press a dressing down was on the air for all the world to see.  There were various responses from both sides, especially the part where I called the media and their outlets underperforming.  At that point, no one was concerned about a strange man entering my bedroom, and it was all about me criticizing the major networks and newspapers, and that was the end of that.

Bryan hit the mute button on the Oval Office television that had been airing the footage, and he then looked at me and said, “Nice work Madam President.”

I returned to my desk, sat down, smiled, and said, “Nothing to it.  All in a day’s work.”

“I mean it.  You did a great job of shutting those clowns down.  Don’t think I could have done better myself.”

“As a man or woman?” I asked.

We both chuckled at his comment, and he then replied, “Either.  You’re a tough gal Madam President which is exactly what the country has been needing, a woman president who doesn’t take any shit.”

“Thanks, Bryan.”

Looking at the clock on my desk, I saw that it was 7:45 p.m., and I was feeling a bit hungry.  I should have eaten dinner at least an hour prior, but because I had been so busy, I had put it off, which was not a smart thing to do.  When you’re pregnant, you don’t mess around with stuff like putting off meals because it can mess up your system and throw everything out of whack, including your blood sugar.

“Bryan, it’s been a long day, and you can go on home if you want,” I said.

“I think I will.”

“As for me, I’m going to get something to eat because I’m starved.”

“Me too.  I’m going to stop and pick something up on the way home,” he replied.

Walking toward the door, I asked, “Want to join me for dinner?”

He stopped and looked at me and asked, “Really?”

Nodding, I said, “Sure.  Why don’t you join me?  If you don’t, I’ll have to eat alone.”

“Okay, if you don’t think it will draw undue attention.”

“I think as long as I keep my clothes on and don’t change into my nightgown, we will be fine,” and we both laughed.

**********

The two of us then proceeded to the family quarters, where Bryan and I had dinner in the West Sitting Room at a small table for four, which was my preference most of the time because the formal dining room seemed too large and stuffy, and I was looking for a something a bit more intimate.

For dinner, we had salads, followed by ribeye steaks and masked potatoes for our side, and I must have been famished because I really packed it away, cleaning off my plate.  When all was said and done, I sat back and said, “Bryan, you will have to forgive me, but I was really feeding my face tonight, and at times I may have been somewhat unladylike.  Sorry.”

Chuckling, he said, “Didn’t even notice, and you know it’s okay.  After all, you are eating for two.”

“You’re right. I guess I am.”

As I sat there looking at Bryan, the strangest thing began to happen.  For the first time, I began to see him in a different light, in a way I hadn’t previously.  For starters, I noticed how good-looking he was, not to mention his great smile.  Also, for the first time, I became aware of his wonderful laugh and noted how charming he was; he also had the prettiest eyes I had ever seen, and at times it seemed like they sparkled.

All the while, I noted all of his wonderful characteristics while he was busy talking to me, and I was just sitting there smiling and nodding my head as I thought about how attractive he was, not to mention his great personality. 

I couldn’t believe how completely comfortable I was with the way I felt because I should have been beside myself.  After all, before we landed here in this alternate reality, I was a man, and Bryan was a woman named Brie, and in all my years as a guy, I’d never once entertained being with a man.  However, strangely enough, as I sat there with one of my oldest friends, I was feeling an attraction to them that I never thought I could possibly feel toward a member of my original sex, and it all seemed quite natural and exactly as it should be.

“So what do you think?” he asked.

“Huh?”

He had caught me off guard, and the last thing I had expected from him was a question.  I didn’t know how to respond because I hadn’t paid a bit of attention to what he had been saying as my mind had been off in another universe daydreaming about him.

“Yes, what do you think?”

I didn’t want him to think that I hadn’t heard a word that he had said because that would have been incredibly rude.  Suddenly I had a flash of brilliance and asked, “Bryan, what do you think?”

“What do I think?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, I want to hear your opinion.”

“Really?” he asked in disbelief.

Once again, I nodded and just sat there looking at him, waiting for his response.

“You want to know what I think about buying the apartment I’m currently renting?  Madam President, I already told you that I’m leaning toward purchasing it, but I wanted your input.  After all, whether we are in this reality or back in our own, I’ve still got the same decision to make.  Whether you are running for re-election or not will be part of my decision.  I know it’s still a way out, but the end of your four-year term will be here before we know it.”

At that moment, I felt like a complete idiot, and I’m sure he knew that I hadn’t been paying attention to a word he had said because there was no way I could have been that aloof.  In a further attempt to cover up the fact that I hadn’t been paying attention, I said, “In the end, you’re the one that has to make that decision, Bryan, and right now is the worst moment in time for me to give you an answer on my political plans, whether here or there if you know what I mean.  However, let’s wait and see what Dr. Van Helder says, and then we’ll take it from there.  Fair enough?”

He nodded and said, “Fair enough, Madam President.”

Smiling at him, I said, “Didn’t I tell you when it was just the two of us to call me Kimberly?”

“You did.  However, it’s kind of hard shifting gears back and forth like that, so it’s easier for me to stay in Madam President mode all the time.  That way, I won’t slip up, if you know what I mean?”

“That’s fine.  However, I think the two of us have moved beyond a completely professional relationship,” I said.

“Because of what we’ve been through together?”

I nodded and said, “Yes, and like I said, I’m totally okay with you calling me Kimberly, in private, of course, and if you want to, I would really like that.”

Smiling at me, he said, “Okay,” and after a pause added, “Kimberly,” and we both chuckled.


Chapter 6

It had been three weeks since Brie and I arrived in our new home and considering that we had been stripped of our original bodies and deposited into ones of the opposite sex, we were doing quite well.  Overall, I was feeling pretty good and had gotten into the swing of being a woman and pregnant at that.

I asked Bryan to check in with Dr. Van Helder on her status.  She relayed that she believed there was a solution and would be able to reverse the process and get us back home as she had all the information she needed.  However, she didn’t know if it would be one day or ten days because very precise computations would need to be made before attempting such a feat, and the amount of time required for each calculation varied, not to mention that there was no room for error.  I was totally okay with her taking her time because the last thing I wanted was to end up somewhere that was weird, such as an apocalyptic world that aliens had destroyed, and as a result, mankind had resorted to eating one another because of the lack of food.  Yep, I was okay waiting around for Dr. Van Helder because I wanted the settings she would be plugging into her device to be right on the money.  I did ask Bryan to tell her that the moment she was ready, we would send a plane for her because, in my mind, time was of the essence, and according to my obstetrician, my due date was seven days away.  With the clock ticking, I knew it was a matter of time, and more than anything, I wanted to try and return home before pushing an oversized baby through my snatch, even though women had been doing it since humans first appeared on Earth, but I was still scared beyond belief.

Another thing that bothered me was my concerns about the baby I was carrying inside me and what would happen to it once it was born.  In my universe, my wife had died during childbirth, and our child as well.  This led me to believe that the same thing would probably happen to the child I was carrying as my spouse here; my husband had died on the exact same date that my wife had in the universe from where I had come.  The thought of delivering my baby and it not surviving horrified me beyond belief, and if that happened, I would essentially be reliving the entire thing over again, a prospect that filled me with dread.

Talking with Bryan about the way I was feeling did provide me with some comfort as he was a good listener and also gave excellent advice.  He said that even though both spouses died on the same date along with my child, that didn’t mean it was going to happen here.  According to Bryan, all of that happened nine months ago in the universe we came from, but in this reality, it was very possible that something completely different would happen.  He explained that leading scientists on the subject theorized that every single possibility was played out in each of the countless universes leaving an infinite number of possible outcomes.  Finally, he told me not to worry because it wouldn’t help as there was no way I could control the future or what would happen, no matter where I was.  I did thank him for his advice as well as his kindness as he was a wonderful man and just being around him made me feel special.

Since our arrival, my attraction to Bryan continued to grow, and over the past few weeks, it had grown exponentially and had turned into a full-blown schoolgirl crush.  Symptoms included my heart going pitter-patter every time I saw him walk into the room, laughing at any humorous remark he made even if it wasn’t funny, and using any excuse possible to stand or sit close to him.  More than anything on earth, I wanted him to kiss me, something which I had even daydreamed about, but since I am the President, that wasn’t such an easy thing.  Complicated might be a good word?  When you’re the Commander-in-Chief, you’re never alone except when you’re in your bedroom, and I wasn’t going to go through a repeat of that whole affair.  Considering the fact that there just weren’t many opportunities for him to snog me because there was always somebody around was frustrating.  Another thing I didn’t know was if he felt the same about me as I did him, and for all I knew, Brie, inhabiting the body she was in, might not even be attracted to girls but guys.  After all, that was how she had always been before our arrival, and if that was the case, I understood that.  Just because I had developed an attraction for the opposite sex did not mean that Brie, now Bryan, had as well.

Another day had elapsed, and Bryan and I had again had dinner together at a small table in the West Sitting Room, which was much more intimate than eating in the dining room, as I stated before.  After we finished eating, the staff took the dishes away, and afterward, I asked the secret service agent on duty to close the doors to the Center Hall and wait outside.  The two of us sat there and chatted about the day's events, which included a visiting dignitary, a meeting with the Speaker of the House, and a photo op with a group of scouts.  Overall, it had been pretty light, which had been on purpose because they were trying not to overload me because of my condition. 

“So, how are you holding up?” he asked.

“Let’s just say that I’m holding my own,” I replied, and we both chuckled.

“As far as I can see, you seem to be doing well for a lady due in five days.”

Holding up my hand, I said, “Don’t remind me.”

“Okay, but let me say one more thing, you make it look easy and,” then pausing and looking around, he whispered, “If we ever get back and I end up pregnant, hopefully, I will do as well as you.”

“Thanks.  I’m pretty good at outward appearances, the hallmark of a great politician,” I replied.

“Well, you’re doing a great job, and you look like a million bucks if I do say so myself?”

“Oh?” I replied.

“Yeah, you really do.  If there were a magazine called beautiful pregnant woman, you would be right on the cover.”

I was a bit surprised to hear him say that but was glad nonetheless, and this was the first inkling that I’d had that Bryan might potentially have an attraction to me.

“I bet you say that to all the pregnant girls,” and then waved my hand, and we both chuckled.

Shaking his head, he said, “Only the beautiful ones, and no, I mean it, I really do.”

Smiling at him, I said, “I appreciate you saying that, Bryan, because in my current condition, I don’t feel very pretty, so you saying that means a lot.”

“Would you believe me if I told you that I had previous experience being a female?”

“Do you now?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “Yes, and the fact is that girls need to be complimented or hear a few sweet words about how lovely they are from time to time which is something I know from previous experience, and you’re just going to have to trust me on that,” and then we laughed.

“Okay,” I said, “Despite the fact that you’re a man, I’m going to say yes, I believe you.”

We chuckled at my comment, and he added, “It is true, Kimberly.  Even though you’re pregnant and, at the moment, don’t feel like a runway model, I think you’re incredibly beautiful if you don’t mind me saying so.”

Shaking my head, I said, “No, I don’t mind at all, and once again, thank you.”

We sat there saying nothing in the moments that followed, and I then added, “And, if you don’t mind me saying so, you’re a good-looking man, Bryan, and now that I’ve said that, hopefully, you won’t turn me in for sexually harassing you or anything?” and we then laughed.

Shaking his head, he replied, “You can’t harass the willing,” causing us to chuckle.

Biting my lower lip and looking dead at him, I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that it wasn’t just me that had a crush on him, as he was also fancying me, which filled me with delight.  At that moment, I was giddy with excitement and couldn’t believe that he felt the same way about me as I did him. Needless to say, I was thrilled and about to burst with joy.

Trying to figure out the best way to respond to his suggestive comment, I processed a number of potential responses in my mind.  I wanted to come back with the perfect reply because I didn’t want to seem too easy or appear as though I were shocked, but something kind of in-between which would also let him know I was very interested but not a slut.  Typical politician, right?  After considerable thought, I finally licked my lips, shot him a big warm smile, and before I could deliver my refined reply, the words, “That makes two of us,” fell out of my mouth, and to this day, I don’t know why.  At that moment, I could have just died from embarrassment as my response indicated that I, too, was willing, and even though I was, that wasn’t what I meant to say.

Raising his eyebrows, he looked at me, grinned, and said, “Great minds think alike.”

“You know Bryan, I think I could have phrased that better.  What I meant to say was …” and then I stopped talking, struggling for words, hoping to gloss over my “That makes two of us,” response, but I couldn’t come up with a darn thing.

Chuckling, he said, “It’s okay.  We’re just two good friends sitting here enjoying the evening and having a good time.  You don’t have to explain anything.  After all, you’re the President.”

“Like I said, “Kimberly, when we are in private ...”

Nodding, he said, “Okay, Kimberly.”

After a few moments of silence, he said, “Well, I guess I’d better head home if I’m going to work tomorrow.  Unless my boss is going to give me the day off,” he looked at me and smiled.

Shaking my head, I said, “Nah, not going to happen,” and we both chuckled.

Standing up, I said, “I’ll walk you out,” and we then stepped over to the closed door separating the West Sitting Room from the Center Hall.

“Thanks for having dinner with me,” I said.

Nodding, he said, “No, thank you, once again.  You probably need to let me pay you back for some of these meals.  After all, the first family may have someone to cook their meals, but the food cost comes out of your pocket.”

Shaking my head, I said, “It’s worth it just to have the company,” and then, looking into his eyes, I added, “And really great company at that.”

Our eyes were locked, and he wasted no time as he leaned down and pressed his flesh against mine, and we kissed gently and passionately for about fifteen seconds.  As he pulled back, we both smiled at one another, and he asked, “Mind if I admit something to you?”

“Sure.”

“I’ve been wanting to do that for quite some time.”

Chuckling, I replied, “Want to know something?”

“Sure.”

“I’ve wanted you to do that for quite some time.”

Putting our arms around one another, he pulled me close, and once again, we kissed.  Breathing in his scent, I was instantly captivated as his musk had a powerful effect upon me that I’d not expected.  At that moment, I wanted nothing more than for him to hold me tight and never let go because being with him felt so right as a wave of warmth washed over my body.

Pulling apart, we looked at one another, and he said, “I guess I had better get going,” he gave me a quick peck on the lips and added, “See you tomorrow.”

Smiling gently, I replied, “Okay, looking forward to it.”

Bryan then opened the doors to the Center Hall, revealing two Secret Service agents standing there with their backs to the door, who quickly stepped off to the side.  He then chuckled and said, “Thanks again,” gave me a wave, and walked toward the stairs.

Deciding to turn in as I had a fairly busy schedule the next day because when you’re Commander-in-Chief, every day is like that.  I took off my makeup, brushed my teeth, got into my nightgown, and then climbed into bed, planning to catch up on the novel I’d been working on before turning out the light.  Books were something that I absolutely loved, and I’d always enjoyed being able to sit for hours on end doing nothing but turning the pages of a good adventure.  However, when you’re the President, you don’t have a lot of spare time for interests, or anything else for that matter.  So you steal a few minutes at every opportunity in order to try and stay sane. 

Turning off the light, I lay there and thought about my encounter with Bryan, how we had kissed, and how wonderful it had been.  Even though some, especially in the opposition party as well as the media, might consider it scandalous if discovered, I didn’t care as those few moments in Bryan’s arms as he held me close were worth the risk.  As I continued thinking about it, I could easily envision myself as his wife and raising a family with him because he had an array of great qualities and would make a wonderful husband.  A few weeks prior, the thought of being with a man would have been quite offensive, but all that had changed, and at that moment, the whole prospect seemed quite natural as well as inviting, and I could see myself falling right into the role of being his bride.  Then I had another thought, maybe he and I should stay here and not go back with Dr. Van Helder.  After all, Bryan and I could be pretty happy here and have a great life together, something that was not guaranteed if we returned.  But staying here, I could totally see it happening.

Perhaps I was getting ahead of myself.  For one thing, Bryan might not be ready to settle down with me and set up housekeeping because, after all, he had only kissed me, and that might be all that ever happened between the two of us.  I was pregnant with my previous husband’s baby, and he might not be ready for an instant family where he raises another man’s child.  There was also the possibility that Dr. Van Helder’s invention might actually work and that any day we would be warping back to our own reality, which would erase me settling down with Bryan in this alternate reality.

All I could do was hang on for another day and see how things played out with the pregnancy, my new relationship with Bryan, such as it was, and Dr. Van Helder’s getting us back home and for the time being, all I could do was wait patiently.


Chapter 7

It was 7 a.m. the following day, and I’d just sat down to have breakfast and was taking a sip of coffee when Bryan walked into the room and said, “Good morning.”

As I looked up at him, I couldn’t help but notice his good looks and winning smile, and it was undeniable that there was some chemistry in the air as a result of our encounter the previous evening.  By the way he was looking at me, I was sure that he felt the same, as somehow I just knew, call it women’s intuition.

“Bryan, won’t you join me?  Would you like me to have the staff fix you something to eat?” I asked.

Shaking his head, he said, “No thanks,” leaning close to me, he said, “I talked to our friend in Nevada a few hours ago, and he, I mean she, says we’re ready.”

From being so close to me, I caught a whiff of his scent, and just like the previous evening, it filled my soul with delight, also causing me to become a bit aroused, despite my best efforts to contain myself.  Knowing I needed to focus and get back on track, I said, “Awesome, so what’s the plan?”

“After I spoke with her, I requested that an aircraft pick her up as soon as possible and bring her to D.C.,” then looking at his cell, he added, “And she should be lifting off the ground as we speak.”

“Was she hopeful that the process would be successful?” I asked.

Nodding, he said, “She is but says the chances are even money on it working, at least correctly.”

“Correctly is important, at least to me anyway, because I would sure hate to end up in a universe where things were wackier than this place.  At least here I know who and what I am, and it’s a lot better than ending up in a dimension where I’m a talking dolphin that’s President or something even crazier than that.”

“Madam President, you’ve sure got an imagination,” he said and chuckled, “According to Dr. Van Helder, she says there’s a ninety-nine percent chance it will work or it won’t, so not worry.”

“That’s good to hear,” I said.

“Hey, after all this, I can’t blame you for being a bit worried because this entire experience could make any human being question their sanity.”

“So, I guess we’ll find out in about five hours or so if the good doctor can reverse the process or not.  Now we just have to wait patiently, once again.”

Wrinkling his forehead, he said, “Oh, I need to add one more thing.  We’re kind of up against a deadline.”

“Oh?”

Nodding, he said, “According to the doc, when the device was activated, it opened a door in the fabric of time and space, which we already know, and after we went through it, or at least our consciousnesses, it closed.  She discovered something quite interesting from experiments she conducted in her lab the past few weeks.  Apparently, the thing didn’t fully close.”

“What does that even mean, Bryan?  It didn’t fully close?”

Shaking his head, he said, “Van Helder said that after the exchange of minds took place and the device was turned off, what happened then was the equivalent of a screen or curtain being pulled in front of the door.”

“So, it’s still there, we just can’t see it or access it?” I asked.

“Exactly, and according to the doc, it is a direct gateway back to our reality, not to some other dimension.  So once the curtain is opened, so to speak, it is a straight shot home.  We’ve just got one little problem.”

“And that is?”

“According to Dr. Van Helder’s recent testing of the device in her lab, she discovered that the direct gateway between realities only lasts for a limited amount of time, and the one that can get us back home is closing fast.”

“Like how fast?”

“We’ve only got a number of hours left because once the time runs out….”

“Wait, don’t tell me.  Our straight shot back home is off the table.”

Nodding, he said, “Yes, and as far as reopening a new portal to exactly where we came from, the odds would be astronomical.”

“And could be to that place where I was president but a dolphin.”

“Yes, Madam President.”

“Bryan, how much time do we have left until the window closes?”

Looking at his cell phone, he said, “Five hours which should be noon today.”

“What time does she land?”

“11:05 a.m., and I’ve already told the FAA that this mission is a Presidential priority and is not to be delayed under any circumstances.  As soon as the aircraft lands at Reagan, a car will drive the doctor directly to the White House, which should put her here not later than 11:30 a.m.”

“That should give us plenty of time,” I added, “Provided there are no delays in the Washington traffic.”

“And we know that never happens,” he replied as we chuckled.

“Once she arrives here, I will meet her and expedite her through security because time is of the essence.”

“Sounds good, Bryan.”

“Oh, one more thing Madam President, we will need to do this in the State Dining Room, as close as possible to where we were sitting when the device was activated the first time in order for this to work.”

“This just gets better and better, doesn’t it?”

“She’s also requested an extension cord be available, ran from a power outlet to the place in the room where the original transposition took place.  This is to provide the device with extra power.”

“Why is that needed?  It wasn’t last time.”

“That was because our bodies were carrying a supplemental charge from being near the particle accelerator earlier that day, and needless to say, that energy has long since dissipated.  The power cord is to provide the device with extra power, to make up for that loss of energy,” he said, “Make sense?”

Shaking my head, I said, “None of this makes any sense, but since I’m not an expert in any of this….”

“Hang in there.  In five hours, we very well may be home,” he said and then smiled at me gently.

As I sat there looking at him, I thought about what he had said, that we would be back home, and though returning to our reality was the right thing to do, I was dreading it.  I’m sure my counterpart wanted to get back to where she came from as well as her life, and who was I to take that away from her.  However, over the past few weeks, I had easily fallen into my role as a woman, and in so many ways, it seemed way more fulfilling than my old life, and I felt a sense of peace.  It was as if I was finally the real me and living my life as I should have been long ago.  These were all thoughts I would never have thought possible if I had not arrived here and actually experienced this life I was now living.

But it was true.  For the first time in my life, I felt as though I belonged and was exactly who, what, and where I was supposed to be, and this was home.  However, if the doctor were successful, it would all become nothing but a memory of something that only happened in the recesses of my mind while I was occupying the mind of my counterpart in an alternate reality.  Though I did not know her, I knew one thing, I envied her because, in my mind, she had exactly what I wanted, which was to be her.


Chapter 8

My baby had been pretty active all morning long and much more than usual, which concerned me.  Considering all factors, the last thing that I needed was to be whisked out of the White House and off to the hospital because I had to be present in the State Dining Room at high noon when Dr. Van Helder activated the interdimensional gateway, which would allow the three of us to return home.

Bryan checked in with me in the Oval Office at 11:00 and said that the aircraft had landed and that Dr. Van Helder was in the car and on the way to the White House with a police escort.  At 11:30, he reported in again and said he had just spoken with her and they were stuck in traffic but hoped to be arriving soon.  Some police escort. I thought the whole point of having the cops escort someone was so there wouldn’t be any delay in arriving at their destination.  Bryan also said he had the extension cord in place in the State Dining Room and had put a secret service agent in place in front of the door and told them that no one was allowed in or out.  The agent thought his request was peculiar but agreed, nonetheless.  Sometimes when you’re a Secret Service agent, you see a whole lot of things you’re asked not to ever share with others, and many of those times, you wish you hadn’t seen them in the first place, or so I’m told.

The clock kept ticking, and the next thing I knew, it was 11:49 and Bryan told me she had just arrived at the White House, and he was going to run her through security at top speed.  I told him I would meet the two of them in the State Dining room, and I headed in that direction.  As I walked, or should I say waddled, toward the room, my baby was really acting up, worse than it had since my arrival.  Even though I’d never had them before or knew what they felt like, I was pretty sure that I was having contractions, which was the last thing I needed because time was of the essence, and every second counted.

As I approached the doors to the State Dining Room, the Secret Service agent guarding the entrance opened the door, and I entered with my personal security detail following me.  It looked quite different than when I had seen it last as the tables were all put away, and the chairs were stacked neatly in rows against the wall, with the exception of three chairs which were placed side by side almost in the middle of the room.  I also noted the long orange extension cord running from the wall stopping directly in front of the three chairs which Bryan had set up for Dr. Van Helder.

Looking at the clock on the wall, I could see that it was 11:54, and there were six minutes left.  If Bryan and Dr. Van Helder didn’t arrive soon, our chances of returning home would be gone for good, a dilemma over which I was torn.

It was 11:56 a.m. when Bryan and Dr. Van Helder entered the room, and as soon as they did, I told the secret service agents to close the doors and wait outside.  When I gave them the order, I could tell they were uncomfortable with it because it was their job to protect me at all times, but they reluctantly obeyed.

Dr. Van Helder took the briefcase she was carrying, set it on the floor, and immediately opened it.  She took out her magical device and plugged a special power converter into it and then the other end into the orange extension cord.  She then sat down in the middle seat and asked us to take our original chairs, referring to the ones we had been sitting in the night of the transposition.  Looking at the clock on the wall, I could see that it was now 11:59 a.m., and as I looked at the doctor, I could see that she was busy working away plugging equations into her souped-up electronic device, and there wasn’t a moment to waste if we were going to make it back home.

Looking at his wristwatch, Bryan said, “Any time now, doc,” and by the expression on his face, I could tell he was concerned as to whether we were going to make it or not.

Suddenly, Dr. Van Helder panicked, and as she looked across the room, she said, “The extension cord has come unplugged from the wall.”

“Can we not make it on the device’s current charge?” I asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “Without the power, maybe two of us, but not three, and we’ve got ten seconds until the gateway between the universes closes for good.”

Dashing across the large room toward the power outlet, Bryan got there in record time, plugged the cord back into the wall, and then started running as fast as he could toward us. But before he could get there, Dr. Van Helder activated the device because she had no choice.  She pressed the button on the device’s electronic screen labeled open gateway and said, “Here we go.”

Still running toward us at full speed, I knew there was no way that Bryan would make it because she had already started the process, and he was too far away.  The prospect of him sacrificing himself for us left my heart feeling heavy as the man that would be returning would be the same in physical form but nothing else.  He would be a stranger and nothing more.

At that moment, I had to make a split-second decision and knew exactly what I had to do because if I didn’t, I would probably regret it for the rest of my life.  Because I was big and pregnant, it was impossible for me to stand up and step aside, so I did the only thing I could do, I gently rolled out of the chair and onto the floor, landing on my side.

“Madam President, what are you doing?” Dr. Van Helder exclaimed.

Just as suddenly she was gone, Dr. Van Helder had vanished into thin air, and the only two people in the room were Bryan and me.  Stepping over to me, he helped me up and then asked, “Kimberly, why did you do that?  You could have made it back home?”

“I couldn’t leave you behind, Bryan. I just couldn’t.”

I then reached for him, and we hugged for several moments. The two of us just stood there holding one another, and it felt wonderful being in his arms.

“You made quite a sacrifice staying here with me, Madam President.”

Smiling at him, I said, “Are you saying that you really wish that I’d gone and left you here?”

“There’s nobody I would rather be trapped here with than you,” he said.

“Ditto,” and then the two of us kissed.

Just as suddenly, we heard a noise that sounded like a swoosh, and as we turned, we saw Dr. Van Helder back in the chair she’d vanished from less than thirty seconds ago.

“Doc, you’re back?” Bryan said.

Standing up, she smiled and said, “Sort of. I’m the consciousness of Dr. Van Helder that belongs to this universe, not yours.”

“Dr. Van Helder, we are so sorry, but we had a little incident, and the two of us missed our ride back home.  I am so sorry that the minds of the two people that actually belonged here were unable to make it home,” I said.

Chuckling, she said, “It wasn’t just here, Madam President, back in your original universe, we had a little problem as well when the power cord came out of the wall, and you rushed to plug it back in, but you didn’t make it.  Your Chief-of-Staff Brie jumped out of the chair at the last moment, clearly out of range of the device’s beam, as she was determined not to leave her friend behind, stuck in a parallel dimension.”

“So, it happened exactly the same in both universes?” Bryan asked.

Nodding, Dr. Van Helder said, “If I hadn’t known better, I would have thought that perhaps the two of them had become romantically involved during the past few weeks.  After all, they had become intimately entangled here, prior to their departure.”

“They had?” I asked.

“Yes, and there’s something else that you need to know as well.”

“And I can’t wait to hear it, but there’s something I need to tell you before you proceed,” I said.

“And what’s that, Madam President?” she asked.

“My water just broke, and I’m ready to have this baby.  Perhaps you can tell me on the way to the hospital.”


Chapter 9

After turning command over to the Vice President, I was off to the hospital, and when all was said and done, I delivered a bouncing baby boy that was eight pounds exactly, and all the previous fears I’d had were completely justified because it hurt like hell.  Let’s face it; there’s no way it couldn’t because when you’re pushing something that big out of a teeny, tiny opening, there’s no way it can’t smart, at least a little.

On the way to the hospital that day, Dr. Van Helder continued her story and told Bryan and me something quite surprising.  The baby I was carrying was not that of my deceased husband, who had supposedly got me pregnant days before he died but belonged to Bryan.  Moments before leaving our universe to return to this one, my counterpart shared with the good doctor that the baby she had been carrying was that of Bryan’s and not her dead husband.  Apparently, the two of them had a romantic encounter the night after her husband’s funeral, and while comforting her, one thing led to another, and you know the rest of the story.  After that night, the two of them continued their relationship but never made it public due to the scrutiny that would follow as her husband had recently passed.  So, they decided to keep it quiet and would handle it later, but that day never came.  The next thing they knew, she was eight months along and was inadvertently transposed with her counterpart in a parallel universe, where there was no way to do anything except try and find a way back home.

After returning to the White House with my baby, Bryan and I announced that we had decided to get married.  After all, the two of us truly loved one another, and there was nothing more that we wanted than to be together.  Once we announced our intentions, we received quite a warm response, even from the other major political party.  Everyone everywhere said it was good to see a President with a family back at 1600 Pennsylvania Avenue.

Time passed, and our baby was growing up quickly.  The next thing we knew, it was a year until the next general election.  Bryan and I made a joint decision that I would not run again and leave at the end of my term in office.  Even though many wanted to see me seek re-election, I declined because the two of us had bigger plans as I was expecting once again and would deliver three months before the next election.

After departing the office, we settled down and started to raise our kids, and it was an absolute joy doing that alongside Bryan.  Despite the fact that he had been a she prior to our arrival, he fell right into his new role and was doing a great job of being a guy, a father, and a husband.  When I asked how he could make the transition so easily, my spouse said that as a little girl, she was a little bit of a tomboy, and perhaps that had something to do with it. 

Whether that’s true or not, I do know one thing, Bryan and my kids make me feel complete in every way, and the hole in my soul that I suffered with for so long after my wife’s death, was finally filled after becoming Kimberly, and all as a result of a technological accident.  It’s a great feeling when you know that if you died tomorrow, you would have no regrets because you lived your life to its fullest, and that’s the way I feel.  I have absolutely everything anyone could possibly want because I get to wake up each day as a beautiful young woman who loves embracing her femininity, right next to my wonderful husband, who I love and adore, and I’ve got the two best kids in the world.  All of these are things that bring me happiness, as I’ve never known that money can’t buy.

I hope that you, too, can find the joy that I have, as it is the simple things in life that matter.  You don’t have to become Commander-in-Chief to find them.

President Kimberly Nelson 
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