

Dream Girl

Magical Tales of TG Transformation

By Portia Hab

Introduction

I received this diary by mail from a guy named Bryan.

He said he sent it to me because he had to get it out of the house. His living arrangements have changed, he added, and he no longer has any privacy.

He didn’t want to destroy it, so he sent it to me.

“I don’t mind strangers reading it,” he wrote. “I’d guess you’d say it’s like a cautionary tale about getting involved in reincarnation and people should know what could happen if they do.

 “But it might get kinda complicated if I have to explain it to my family. And, anyway, I’m not sure I could.”

 He said he started keeping a diary after attending an art exhibit that changed his life. It featured a famous woman from centuries past and, well, let’s just say that he suddenly didn’t feel quite so confident in his male identity.

As he struggled to come to terms with what he discovered about himself at the exhibit, he started to explore who he might have been in other past lives. At the same time, he started taking note of his dreams, which, more and more, portrayed him as the opposite of his male sex.

Some of the dream entries are just bits and pieces, weird fragments. And some seem to have nothing to do with gender or sexual identity. But who knows?

I’m not promising that you will find this diary as erotic and titillating as my transgender, age regression body swap stories. But I do think you will enjoy reading about his journey.

Meanwhile, I suspect you just might find some of his dreams arousing, as they reveal an increasingly feminine persona that he previously never knew existed.

Finally, as you read his story, be patient. As he deals with the discovery that he might once have been the queen of France, it takes him awhile to get to the good stuff. Then he makes up for the delay. I promise.

-- Portia

September 1

What I’m about to write about is something I’m not sure I believe in, but it certainly is intriguing.

Yesterday, Gina and I attended the Splendors of Versailles exhibit on its final day. We attended because I had feelings of a previous life in 18th century France.

When I was doing my student teaching years before, my supervising instructor told me that I had a very old soul and had once been a princess. At the time, I was a 30-year-old man and never had given thought to any such ideas. The former was flattering, while the latter was . . . well, just plain crazy and I forgot about it until recently.

Then fast-forward more than a decade, when Gina put me under a semi-hypnotic state. She’s a believer in past lives and she wanted to see what we might be able to discover about me. Since she’s a good friend, I played along.

 Incredibly, I saw myself as a young girl in late 18th century France. Uh, uh, no way. That was the last thing I expected. I didn’t want to believe it either. I wondered if Gina somehow might have planted that idea in my subconscious as a joke. After all, she had played around quite a bit with hypnosis over the years and I was a virgin in that regard.

A few days later, though, as I mowed the lawn, a name slipped into my mind: “Phillipa.”

Huh? I knew no one by that name. In fact, I wasn’t even sure it was a real name. It certainly wasn’t one that I’d ever heard before.

Unable to get it out of my mind, I obsessed on the name for weeks, trying to determine who it was or what it meant. I failed.

And now back to the exhibit . . .

I didn’t sense much of substance as we walked through the show, which featured paintings, sculptures, tapestries, and furnishings—some of them replicas—from the time of Louis XIV through Louis XVI at Versailles. I did feel a little twinge of recognition when I saw the bedroom. And I liked five nature panels and a snow sleigh. Dog’s Room was a little familiar too. I could smell and hear the dogs, but that probably only was my overactive imagination.

Then we walked into a large room featuring a portrait of Louis XVI. I smiled and felt a great longing. He seemed so familiar. Oh, my gosh, I thought, is that what I’m thinking, that I was that foppish French king?

No, I suddenly realized, I didn’t think I was him in a past life. Rather, I wanted to hug him. Oh God, no!

I kept staring with what I now suspect must have been a wistful smile  on my face. Finally, Gina interrupted my meditation.

“Are you ready to meet yourself?” she asked.

Her question shocked me to my very core. Suddenly, I knew who she meant. But how could she know when even I didn’t until that very second?

A portrait of Marie Antoinette hung to the left. I hadn’t wanted to look that way. I had wanted to look at Louis. But I had felt exactly the same thing that Gina verbalized: To look at Marie Antoinette would be to look at me.

I might have escaped doing so and pretended none of this happened, if Gina hadn’t said something. But she did, and, before I could stop myself, I replied in a dramatic whisper, “How did you know?”

*     *     *     *

At the beginning of the self-guided tour, we had watched a short film about Versailles. It mentioned Marie’s love of nature. Thinking back, I realized I felt something—Discomfort? Recognition?—both when her name was mentioned and her fondness for nature was discussed.

Gina said the film had been a revelation for her too. She suspected then that I might have been Marie Antoinette, but was reluctant to say anything because she didn’t want to influence me. In the portrait room, she finally had decided to take a chance and ask her question: “Are you ready to meet yourself?”

I never felt so exposed. This recognition was something I probably never would have acknowledged, much less revealed, unless Gina intervened. Shock quickly was replaced by affirmation that I was ready. I looked at Marie, the young woman I had been in 18th century France.

Still, I was uncomfortable looking at her, just as I always have been uncomfortable looking at my face in a mirror.

Farther on, I saw items that I suddenly realized I had great fondness for, most notably a chair and harp.

I went back into previously visited rooms. I saw the sleigh again, and the Dog’s Room seemed even more familiar.

I looked at Marie and Louis XVI again. No, it couldn’t be. That couldn’t be me. But at least at that moment, it seemed impossible to deny.

*     *     *     *

In the gift shop, we looked at books for awhile, seeking information on Marie. We found a little, before I wandered off to look at paintings.

I found one that took my breath away: “Classical French Lovers of Chaumet.” It appeared to be a painting of young Louis and Marie. She is holding a fishing pole with a small fish on the end of the line.

I told Gina that one painting caught my attention, but revealed nothing about it. She picked it out immediately, before even noticing the fishing pole. She was stunned when she saw the pole because she knew how much I loved fishing.

My love of nature and fishing, it seems, was duplicated in Marie’s life—a fact neither of us knew before going to the exhibit.

Of course, I bought the painting, which organizers said had been in storage at the Louvre for years. The only reason it was for sale, they said, was because the exhibit was closing that day and they hoped to sell a few items, including my painting, instead of shipping them back to France.

It fit perfectly in the back of my recently acquired Ford Explorer. It never would have fit in my old car, which died suddenly 240 miles from home a couple of weeks ago. I traded it in on the gray Explorer, which, I felt was exactly what I wanted. And, as it turned out, exactly what I needed.

*     *     *     *

On the eight-hour drive home, Gina and I talked almost non-stop. Mostly we discussed Maria, but wandered to other topics occasionally, just for variety.

I still had trouble accepting who we thought I might have been in a past life. I was afraid it made me seem less of a man. But it also was a little titillating. “Marie Antoinette, varsity football player and U.S. Army veteran.”

Gina mentioned other people she knows who have been famous and/or noble. I suggested a “come as you were” party and a TV series that explores “Famous rulers from the past: Who are they today, and what are they doing?”

Yeah, right. I was going to a party in a corset, dress, hair ribbons, and whatever else women wore in the 18th century. This was too weird!

A couple of times, I felt totally drained and Gina drove. As we ate in a restaurant, I grew pale and weak and seemed out of control of my body.

The food tasted good and I wanted to eat, but I had to concentrate on putting food on my fork and lifting it to my mouth. Our surroundings seemed too loud and bright and unreal. Gina theorized that I was experiencing what Marie felt as she visited my body and looked through my eyes.

*     *     *     *

Since the revelation, I’ve had loose bowels. Gina said such things usually happen with events like this.

She also theorized that the many red bumps and splotches on my face might be related. I was bitten by flies and mosquitoes the night before the exhibit, as we fished with a mutual friend. But I never had such a reaction to bites before.

The bites still are red and itchy today. In glancing through one of the Versailles books I bought, I learned that Marie had to be separated from Louis for three weeks because of measles.

I’m going to try to avoid reading too much about Marie until I see what dreams and hypnosis reveal.

By the way, as we browsed in the book section of the gift shop, I said that I was looking for an “autobiography” of Marie. I didn’t even realize what I said until Gina repeated it.

She also pointed out that my hatred for things around my neck, especially ties, might have something to do with what happened to Marie Antoinette’s neck in 1793.

As I was going through old photos today, looking for ones I took at Versailles when I went there more than a decade ago, I found my favorite photo of me. I am wearing a turtleneck that completely covers my neck. I told Gina that I never have liked my neck. She said that I frequently stroke it.

For years before doing so, I felt compelled to go to France. Then, when I finally went, I had a picnic with friends on the grounds at Versailles during late November. It felt as if I were in my own backyard, especially since no one else was around.

By the way, I live in a town with a French name. All of the streets are in French as well.

*     *     *     *

I’ve taken all the art out of the bedroom. The only piece on the walls will be my new painting.

I bought a new bed a couple of weeks ago. The old one was positioned in the room at an angle. This one sits with the head straight against the wall, and the arrangement looks hauntingly similar to the king’s bedroom in the exhibit.

September 3

I grew tomatoes, peppers, melons, and pumpkins this year, with a few zinnias and marigolds.

I’ve always wanted to grow a garden filled with only flowers, but thought it somehow inappropriate. Don’t ask me why. Gender roles? Flowers are for girls? For whatever the reason, I now feel emboldened to do exactly that next year.

*     *     *     *

Although I’ve wanted to remember dreams because of what happened at the exhibit and how profoundly it affected me, I haven’t been able to these past two nights.

I tried to sleep with the curtain open last night so maybe I could see the painting by moonlight when I awakened from time to time. But the open curtain made me feel vulnerable, even though the window is well above the ground.

We’ll have a full moon soon. That’s always kept me from sleeping well.

September 5

I might have had several dreams last night. I should have written them down immediately upon awakening, but I didn’t. I’ll need to be better disciplined if I’m going to make any discoveries.

I’m writing this after a three-mile morning walk. I don’t know why, but I seem to have a problem confronting my dreams.

About all I can remember is that I was a paper boy in one and a nurse in another. A paper boy is no big deal, I guess. I mean, I am a boy. But the idea that I was a nurse is a little more intriguing. Of course, men can be nurses, but . . . Considering what’s going on right now, possibly I wasn’t.

Before now, I never thought of being anyone but my male self in my dreams. I mean, I am who I am and that’s all that I am, just like Popeye. But that’s not to say I haven’t been other people. I realize that now. As with most everyone, I suspect, I just don’t remember those other lives, some of which were centuries ago, just as I recall almost nothing about my dreams after an hour or two.

September 7

Gina relaxed me into a meditative state yesterday and then asked me questions. We spent more than an hour doing it, but, to me, it seemed like only 10 or 15 minutes.

Some of my answers came spontaneously and easily. Others did not. For still other questions, I had no answers.

I came back to reality feeling very good, but ambivalent about whether Marie Antoinette and I are one and the same. It seemed to me that I didn’t know much.

After doing some research on the computer, though, I feel a stronger connection to her than ever before.

Gina had asked me who my friends were when I was Marie, and I couldn’t name any. Some historians say that her “friends” really weren’t. They say she was “always lonely.”

I said that Louis and I didn’t want to be king and queen. Historians say that is true. Upon their coronation at ages 19 and 20, Marie and Louis are supposed to have said, “Protect us, Lord, for we reign too young.”

My first and strongest memory was sleigh riding at night. On our visit to the exhibit, I told Gina how drawn I was to the sleigh. Historians say that Marie loved “sleigh racing.”

I said that, as Marie, I loved my children. Historians say she was devoted to them.

 Marie called one of her children “petit chou.” Even though I don’t speak French, I’ve used that term for more than 20 years. I don’t know where it came from.

Marie loved fans. Before I read about this, I bought a fan with her likeness at the exhibit—at Gina’s insistence.

I think that my former wife was one of those who pretended to be a friend to gain wealth and power. Perhaps that helps explain, too, why she sometimes dreamt of me as a woman, something that repulsed me at the time and a memory I had repressed until recently. I can think of one friend today, Mike, who might have been a palace guard. He’s large and strong, and, yes, loyal as a friend. But who today was Louis then? More importantly, who today was Axel Fersen?

I think he was Marie’s closest and more trustworthy friend. Some believe they had an affair. I don’t think so. In another time, they might have been lovers.

*     *     *     *

I saw Marie this afternoon—a quick reflection in the glass of the back door to the garage. I was wearing an old yellow cap that sat up on my head because my hair is so long and thick right now. But me wearing a baseball cap wasn’t what I saw in the window.

September 8

It’s dark. I’m in a sleigh, gliding down a steep snow-covered hill. At the bottom, I can see a bonfire and hear people talking and laughing. I am eager to join them.

My memory of the dream was brief, but vibrant. It could have been based on a pleasant memory from my childhood except for a few differences. Back then, I lay belly down on a sled that I steered with my hands. In this dream, I was just along for the ride, comfortably buried under blankets of furs and I could hear people running along beside me. One of them referred to me as “Votre Altesse.”

When I checked online, I learned that means “Your Highness.”

September 9

I told Gina that I had really wanted to buy Sue’s stained glass ballet dancer a couple of years ago, but thought it would look rather strange in my bachelor home. Instead, I bought a mermaid from my artist friend.

I just read that Marie “had a particular fondness for ballet.”

September 15

I am feeding bits of French bread to a tan Great Dane, two macaws, and another dog that I can’t remember. Both dogs are well behaved and sit as I feed them.

A third, a black and white terrier, is not and I must shoo him off the table where the food is, along with several bottles of wine.

The Great Dane’s head can rest on the table, but he eats only what I give him.

One of the macaws sits on my bare shoulder. Ouch! It hurts!

And why do I have a bare shoulder? Just as I look down to see what I’m wearing . . .

Actor Tom Bosley comes in and I quickly remark about how large the Great Dane is. For some reason, I feel vulnerable, embarrassed

“Yes, he is,” he said. “He’s related to the king.”

*     *     *     *

I am standing in the stall of a public bathroom. Camping equipment and fishing tackle are scattered everywhere. A backpack hangs on the door and large fishing lures float in the clean water of the toilet bowl.

Because I don’t want to piss on the lures, I am just about to go to another stall, when a boy opens the door and charges in, peeing toward the bowl as he comes. A man grabs his arm, but the boy keeps peeing spraying the stall and my legs—my bare legs.

The man seems apologetic, but aggravating. He just keeps talking and talking without saying much of anything, as if he is shocked by something. I ask him what he is going to do about cleaning the urine off my legs. He’s looking at them in a way I don’t like, but he doesn’t answer.

*     *     *     *

It is raining. I look out the window and see flowers that I have planted growing quickly before my eyes. They reach gigantic proportions, with huge, color blooms. I feel so happy.

September 16

I am in the store-office of a camping resort. I would like some water. Two couples are there, making ice cream sodas, floats, and cones. I move to the sink to get my drink, but it is full of ice cream containers.

I see a water fountain and start for it. But one of the women puts her ice cream there. “Excuse me,” I say as politely as I can because she is so much bigger than I. “I’d like to get a drink.”

But she doesn’t care. “Go away, little girl,” she says.

*     *     *     *

My friend Jim and I are changing a tire at the home of some friends. A young woman comes out the front door, and I see that she’s Linda, someone I had a relationship with five years ago and still love. The timing just wasn’t right for us to be together then.

Maybe now, I hope.

“You’ve changed,” she says.

*     *     *     *

I went to the art museum alone today. I never had been to the “décor” section before and decided to go there to see furnishings from 18th century France.

I was drawn to a “corner cabinet” made by Jean-Henri Reisner. Upon reading about it, I learned it was one of four made for Marie Antoinette. Touching the cool marble with my hand was so soothing and comfortable. I felt that I had touched it before.

*     *     *     *

Do others also see us in different incarnations sometimes in half-glances, as I saw Marie the other day in my reflection?

As I waited in line at a restaurant, the guy behind the counter looked up part way and said, “May I help you, ma’am?”

No one else was around. Looking up fully, he saw his error and apologized.

A few years ago, a waitress said, “How are you today, ladies?” as she came up to our table. Gina and I were the only ones there.

*     *     *     *

A historian says Marie was average height, but with small bones, delicate hands, and feet, and highbrow. That matches me.

Gina also had pointed out my small hands and feet and added that I had “the look of nobility.” I don’t know about that.

Marie preferred a slender build in the opposite sex. So do I.

Even so, I still don’t know about all of this MA craziness, but it has led to self-examination.

My older friend Grace once told me, “You have gender identity issues.”  Of course, I didn’t think so at the time. I was dating her daughter. Still, I was afraid to ask what she meant. Now I wish I had.

I’m confident that has nothing to do with sexual preferences. I am a heterosexual male. I love women.

But I am not comfortable in the male “aggressor” role. I never have pursued a woman. Karen, a woman I was engaged to, and Leigh, my former wife, both pursued me. Linda came to me and initiated our relationship, although I was first to reveal my feelings.

When I joined a dating service a few years ago, I took a battery of personality tests. One of them classified me as INFP--- Introvert, Intuitive, Feeling, and Perceiving. Those are the warm, fuzzy traits generally considered more female than male. I was told that only one-half percent of men are INFP.

At any rate, if I have been female in a previous life and carry with me those feelings and experiences, who I am today makes a lot more sense.

Maybe who I am includes not just one previous life, but many, both male and female.

September 17

I am driving to the house where I lived as a child, and I am smoking a cigar. I don’t know why because I don’t like it. It burns my throat.  As I round the bend to reach an intersection, I see an accident has occurred and no one can get through.

Now I’m walking and my throat feels much better because I threw the cigar away. But for some reason, I no longer can find my way in the neighborhood I grew up in.

A bus stops. It is full of cheerleaders. One of them says, “Would you like to join us?”

*     *     *     *

I am stopped at an intersection, daydreaming. Suddenly, I turn to the passenger side and see an elderly black woman about to get in by mistake.

She notices her error and backs away, but catches her umbrella strap on a door. She apologizes and says the car is nice. It’s a large, older car, something I normally would never drive. I tell her it is my friend’s.

Something black and white falls out of the car and she picks it up and hands it to me. It is a purse.

“You wouldn’t want to lose this,” she says.

*     *     *     *

I am walking outside in a big work compound of some kind. I fall and my left hand lands on a cactus. Now my hand is full of needles.

I ask where the nurse’s office is. But people won’t tell me. They suddenly turn very nasty and start throwing pieces of lumber at me.

 “You don’t below here!” one of them yells.

September 18

All kinds of materials are available to beautify the school, where I teach or attend. At first, I’m not sure which. A student I don’t know decides to build a self-sustaining waterfall. He calls it a “miccopaty.” That’s an Indian word, he says. He asks if I want to help. By the way he looks at me, now I know which. I’m a female student.

I smile and say that I would like to but I have class and then practice.

“Maybe some other time?” he asks as I hurry down the hall.

*     *     *     *

I am staring at an attractive young woman with blonde hair and blue-gray eyes. I smile at her and she smiles back. I arch an eyebrow and she does the same. Then the stunning revelation hits me.

 I push my face closer to the mirror to make sure. Oh, no! I have a pimple by the side of my nose!

*     *     *     *

I am sitting with Paul Hogan, an Australian actor. He orders a pitcher of beer.

I ask him about Foster’s, an Australian beer. He says it’s no good. Then he adds, “But you’re too young to drink.”

He says there are parts of Asia where he could live. I ask about all the people. Once you get outside the cities, he says, it’s not bad. “But it still might be dangerous for someone like you, someone so young and so pretty.”

September 19

I am riding my bike when I see an old man on a bench. I stop to talk with him.

“People are never satisfied,” he says.

I tell him I have to go because I’m trading my bike in for a new one.

“With those long legs of yours, I can see why,” he adds.

*     *     *     *

I return to a parking lot that had been full but now is nearly empty. A basketball is rolling toward me. As I open the car door, I scoop up the ball, and throw it to a kid.

“This yours?” I ask.

“You throw like a girl,” he says.

September 20

I am staying at the antebellum home of a young woman, her mother, and her grandmother. All are sophisticated and attractive.

As the young woman comes down the stairs, I tell her that she looks beautiful.

“You do too,” she replies. “I really like your dress.”

The grandmother announces she is moving to Marietta, Georgia.

*     *     *     *

I try and fail to find an empty stall in two bathrooms. Boys are in one and girls in the other. I am embarrassed because I don’t know where I belong.

“Come in here,” a teen girl tells me from the open door of the women’s room. “There’s an opening.”

*     *     *     *

An attractive young Asian woman is teaching a graduate level seminar. I sit next to her at a round table.

As she talks, she slightly touches my hand with hers. Soon, we are holding hands.

“I didn’t realize you were too,” she whispers to me.

September 23

I am in a bar. The men and women there somehow find out how I feel about protecting endangered animals. They are vicious and relentless. They ask me what peregrine falcons taste like.

I don’t know what I said or did to reveal myself, but they keep attacking. I don’t fight back, but that doesn’t slow them down or make them feel bad for what they are doing. They hate me.

As I recall it, I think this was a powerful dream about how I don’t fit in.

Probably prompted by my Marie discovery and all that’s happened since, I’ve suddenly realized that my whole life has been about trying to fit in and not ever feeling that I belong. But maybe “fitting in” isn’t so important after all.

*     *     *     *

I’m in the bar again, but people are more peaceful this time. Everyone is drinking beer or whiskey. Everyone, that is, except me. I’m eating ice cream.

*     *     *     *

As I walked early this morning, a brown and white butterfly flew alongside me and then moved slightly in front. He (or she) kept pace until I stopped! And, honestly, I stopped because that is what I felt the butterfly wanted me to do.

Then he landed on my jeans. “Hi, there,” I said.

With those words, he fluttered up to the pocket on my tee shirt and landed. We looked each other in the eyes for a moment and then he went on his way.

September 24

As a class requirement, I have to pretend to be a black woman for two weeks. Not only that, but a black woman working with black women.

The idea of being black frightens me more than changing sex. I don’t know whether to mimic speech and actions or just be myself as another race and gender.

*     *     *     *

As I stand in a store and talk to someone, an attractive dark-haired woman comes up to me and says, “I get off in an hour. Want to wait?”

We then kiss. And kiss again. I fondle a breast with one hand and put my other arm around her. Suddenly I realize she is doing much the same to me. It feels so good!

As we part, I noticed a display of condoms on sale for $6.73 each. The woman notices where I’m looking and laughs. “Well, we certainly won’t need those, will we?” she says.

I go outside and walk around to the back of the store to wait for her. It is dark and suddenly I am frightened as I see a tall boy. He’s kicking a football into a net.

“No need to be afraid of me,” he says, looking down into my eyes. “Kylie told me to take care of you until she gets here.”

*     *     *     *

I find a turtle. I’ve never seen one like it before. It has a gray shell with the pattern of a single large diamond.

I try to pick it up, but it has a long neck and almost bites me. When I try again, the head comes out the side of the shell instead of the front.

“Back off, bitch!” the turtle says.

*     *     *     *

I am in a small boat, wearing a life preserver, the kind a child would wear. It is big and bulky around my neck and almost completely hides my face. In fact, I feel as if I am hiding.

I don’t know who I am or who is with me. Lots of other boats are around. One moves among the rest, stopping at each, as if looking for something or somebody.

“We’re looking for a little blonde girl who’s lost!” someone yells.

*     *     *     *

As I walked this morning, I realized that Marie Antoinette and I were the same age when traumatic events occurred in our lives. At age 14, she had to leave her family in Vienna and move to France, while I had to move with my family to a new town.

I hated leaving my school, friends, and the woods behind our house. In fact, if I could have, I would have stayed behind. Being where I was happy was more important to be than being with my family.

But what is the importance of sharing qualities and experiences with Marie? Couldn’t I pick out just about anyone in the history of the world and do the same thing?

Or is each one of these similarities like a bread crumb?  Taken alone, it means little. But lined up the right way, maybe it leads to something important.

Perhaps I can understand similarities in personality, likes and dislikes, even physical traits. It makes sense that a single life force would share them across several incarnations.

But what about parallel events? Just coincidences?

*     *     *     *

I had a picnic with Gina this afternoon. I mentioned that I had been thinking about the similarities between Marie Antoinette and me that normally wouldn’t mean anything more than coincidence but . . .

She asked me to tell her a few, so I told mentioned my frizzy, unruly hair, as well as the other physical traits we had talked about before.

“I noticed them long before you did,” she laughed.

September 26

Overnight, my hair turned reddish blond. Also it is longer. A teacher asks why and I say I don’t know.

“Well, it looks good on you,” she says. “You should wear it that way more often. It really complements your delicate features.”

*     *     *     *

I meet a woman to whom I am attracted. She is smart, funny, and well-travelled. I am honest with her about my young age. But she says it doesn’t matter. She likes me too and wants to have a relationship.

Then I find out she already is in a relationship. I tell her I’m no longer interested. She says her lover doesn’t have to know.

“And even if he did, he wouldn’t mind,” she says. “He might even want to watch or join us in a threesome.”

*     *     *     *

I am sitting with two good-looking blondes. I think that we might be on a plane, traveling someplace.

The first asks a favor of me, but I can’t remember what. The second, who wears bright red lipstick, asks me to go to Monterrey with them.

“I’d love to but I didn’t bring enough clothes with me for a trip like that,” I say.

“Don’t worry,” the first blonde says. “We have plenty and I think we’re about the same size.”

September 29

Someone is blowing soap bubbles. It is outside, maybe at a baseball game. It is such a delight to see the bubbles floating, flitting, flying, and sparkling in the sun.

I catch one on my finger and drag it about until it stretches and then bursts with a satisfying “Pop!”

October 1

I am riding in a snowmobile with a friend, even though there is no snow. He likes to run the snowmobile off the top of hills so that we seem to fly.

Suddenly, we are hundreds of feet up and falling. I clutch him around the waist and scream.

He laughs and soon I join him. My voice is much higher than his.

*     *     *     *

I am a child, maybe a teenager, living at home. We are moving things around to make room for visiting relatives.

I am carrying two long dresses to another bedroom. To do that, I must go through a bathroom and, as I do, I see my uncle standing there, relieving himself.  He smiles. I am very embarrassed.

“I’d love to see you in that red one,” he says.

*     *     *     *

Gina sent me an e-mail yesterday, telling me that she is going to marry a man she met in Mexico a few weeks ago. He owns a roofing company in Kansas.

There she goes, out of my life again. I guess I had hoped that we were going to be more than just friends after what we had shared.

Then again, considering what I’m going through right now and the fact that she started me in this direction, maybe I’m not surprised. Despite my male physical appearance, we seem to have become girlfriends.

October 3

I am looking in a tub for something to drink. It is filled with melting ice, water, and lots of bottles. I am disappointed because all I can find is beer and I promised that I wouldn’t drink alcohol at the party.

As if he has read my mind, a boy behind me puts his hand on my shoulder and says, “Oh, go ahead. One won’t hurt.”

October 18

I’m in a restaurant by myself and can’t decide what to order.

Eventually, a waitress brings a small plate with three fried shrimp and two potato wedges.

“Not much food for the price,” I tell her.

“I know,” the waitress says sympathetically. “But we serve these to women all the time.”

October 25

I’m climbing a mountain trail. The sides are steep, smooth granite Melting snow and mud make the climb treacherous.

I don’t know where I’m going or how to get there. I go off the trail and scramble to a smooth overlook. I’m awestruck by the view. But still lost.

October 26

My former girlfriend’s teenage daughter can’t make the interview for a summer job at a store in the mall. She has to stay at college for one more final.

“You two are so much alike that you can do the interview for her,” Cathy says.

Before I can protest, I am standing in front of a mirror in Emma’s bedroom, and I am Emma. I am wearing a short, yellow sundress and Cathy is putting my hair up in a high ponytail.

“Don’t worry,” she says. “You’ll do fine.”

“But how did you . . .” I start to say, but then I hear my girlish voice and stop.

Cathy laughs. “I’ll never tell. And if you like being a girl,  then I’ll be happy to be your boyfriend when you get back from the interview,” she says, as she reaches around and squeezes one of my breasts.

I squeal and jump away from her.

“There will be a lot more of that waiting for you when you get home, Emma,” she says. “Now, put on these wedges and I’ll take you to the mall. Don’t forget your purse.”

Holy crap! As this little porno piece demonstrated, I’m definitely becoming more skilled at recalling my dreams. And, at the same time, this one provided more than just subtle hints about my gender—or is it sexual?—exploration. This one laid it all out there.

But what did it lay out there? That I was, indeed, a woman in at least one past life? That I want to be a woman again? That I want to be a teenage girl? That I want to work at Forever 21?             

I’m not sure that I can even talk to Gina about this one.

November 1

As it turns out, I couldn’t. The idea that I could dream about being transformed into a teenage girl was just too embarrassing and bizarre. But Gina did invite me to meet her husband. While I was there, she asked if I’d like to try a past life regression using a CD. Of course, I agreed.

I’m glad I did too, because that solved the mystery of “Phillipa.”

The logical assumption was that the name must have been mine in a former life. But on my own, I never could come up with a life and story that rang true. I just knew that the name meant something to me.

It was a bit like I didn’t feel I was French in a past life, but I felt a close tie to France and things French. Something was missing. Then I learned Marie was Austrian.

Anyway . . . here’s the story of Phillipa that I learned from the past life regression:

I was to picture myself at 15. I saw a young girl in a pink dress and white stockings, but no shoes. She had dark hair and blue eyes. She was preening and posing in front of a large oval mirror on a wooden stand. The year was 1879, and the place was a  country home near Lafayette, La. The home had a large formal garden.

“Pamela Ann, hurry up,” my older sister said. “Momma’s going to switch both of us if we don’t get down to the party.”

Five years later . . . I was giving birth to my only child, a daughter—Phillipa Jane. Later on, I called her “P.J.,” which was unheard of informality for that time.

Then . . . my husband, Edward Masters, was bitten by a snake. He died in my arms, and I could do nothing to save him. I felt was helpless.

I became a volunteer, ministering to the sick. I went to a leprosy colony.

Even though I had little education myself, I realized that it was power, and I wanted that for P.J. She went to medical school and became a doctor. I was so proud of her.

As a woman, I had a low self-image. I was a second-class citizen, but I wanted more for my daughter.

As I exited a relaxed, semi-hypnotic state and returned to this lifetime, I suddenly noticed extreme pain in my abdomen. “I’ve got to pee really bad,” I told Gina, who laughed.

“You were having labor pains,” she said.

November 6

I am wearing work clothes, a short, pleated skirt, blouse, and ballet flats. Again my long brown hair is in a ponytail.

“Cathy, it’s time to turn me back,” I say. “I want to be me again.”

“Just one more week or maybe two,” she replies. “I’m afraid Emma’s been delayed again in coming home from college.

“And don’t call me ‘Cathy,’ young lady. I’m your mother.”

“No, you’re not,” I whine and stamp my foot. “You’re my girlfriend and I demand you turn me back right now.”

“Oh, you’re so cute when you’re mad,” she laughs. “Now go get in the car so Mommy can take you to work. And if you keep acting like l such a spoiled brat, I just might keep you this way all summer. How would you like that?”

With my back to her, I quietly giggle, as I pick up my purse and head for the car. I’d like that just fine. With my employee discount, I’ve been buying all kinds of really cute clothes at Forever 21.

Wow! My second dream as Emma was even more realistic than the first. But it didn’t scare me as much. I guess that’s a positive.

November 8

I’m going to box against someone, and I don’t want to do it. We sit at a table, going over the rules.

“You’ve got the wrong person!” I scream. “Look at me!”

When I lower my head, I see skinny arms and giant boxing gloves engulfing my tiny hands. They are resting on my thighs, which are covered by a short, plaid skirt. I’m wearing black Mary Janes and knee-high maroon socks.

“I’m supposed to be in class right now,” I say.

*     *     *     *

I’m carrying a big, heavy box. I don’t know what’s in it. And I’m looking for room No. 2. I had thought I knew where it was, but now realize that I’m lost. I feel as if I’m about to cry.

Finally, I ask a teacher for help and she gives me directions.

Then she says, “That box looks awfully heavy for a girl your size. Why don’t I carry it for you?”

November 12

I decided to visit a psychic named Joan DuFour. All I told her was my name.

After about 10 minutes, she said, “I’m in a trance now.”

Then she added, “I don’t usually do past lives, but you have a very old soul. I do also. I think we might have known each other in past lives.

“I see Russians and I see French,” the psychic continued. “Yes, I see French. I see sometime around the Renaissance and I see later.

“I see you fighting, but you are not wearing a uniform. You are a resistance fighter, a female resistance fighter.”

She told me that I am saying goodbye to a relationship—Gina, I guess. And she told me that I would have a new romance. So what else is new from a psychic?

She also said that I am “very psychic.” She explained that she does automatic writing and added, “You could too.” At first, I didn’t realize that she was speaking to me specifically and not rhetorically.

Success lies ahead for me with my writing, she predicted. “You are very lucky,” she said, but then corrected herself. “No, it isn’t just luck,” she said.

Finally, she said that she sees me writing about “fairies and magical things like that.”

December 6

I don’t know that you can call it “romance,” but I do have a new woman in my life. Her name is Terina and she’s from British Columbia. With short brown hair, she’s almost my height and has a fit body with impressive breasts. I’ve never been a breast man. But hers are difficult to ignore.

We met online and she came down to visit me for a few days.

Terina was somewhat taken aback when she saw the large painting of young Louis and Marie hanging on the wall of my small bedroom. In fact, at first, she didn’t even want to sleep there.

“You really should move that to the living room,” she said.

I told her when and where I bought the painting, but nothing about the back-story.

Although we kissed and cuddled that first night, we didn’t make love. I told her that I needed time for my shy body to become accustomed to her.

On the second night, she said, “I want you to masturbate while I watch.”

I told her that I’d never done that in front of a woman before. But she insisted. “Please,” she said. “That would really turn me on.”

So I tried. But I couldn’t even come close to getting an erection. Finally, Terina guided my hand to the base of my penis.

“Rub it there,” she said.

Oh, my gosh, it worked!  As I orgasmed, she said, “Just like a woman.”

Where did that come from? And the next day, things got even weirder.

As I washed dishes at the kitchen sink, Terina came up behind, put her arms around me, and began to play with my nipples.

Now, I’d always enjoyed doing that to a woman. But I’d never had it done to me! Intense pleasure in my nipples turned into a spark that flashed down my chest and into my stomach. My knees buckled.

Terina must have heard me groan.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I replied, as I regained my strength. “I never knew it could be that way for a guy.”

“Maybe it’s not supposed to,” she replied, as we pushed her crotch against my butt and pressed against my stomach with her hands to push us closer together.”

I had no problem getting and sustaining an erection that night and we made love three times, with Terina always on top. She insisted.

During the final day of her visit, I finally gathered the courage to ask her about her unusual sexual behavior.

“But I’m not complaining,” I added. “I’d just like to know. Do you act this way with all the guys you’ve been intimate with?”

“That’s none of your business,” she said with a smile. “But there was something about that painting in your bedroom that made me curious.”

December 8

Terina and I are sitting in a bathtub, facing each other. Soap bubbles hide our bodies.

As she starts to stand, I see that her firm, beautiful breasts are missing. But before I can say anything, I notice something even more disturbing. She has a long, hard penis between her legs!

Staring in disbelief, I suddenly hear a male voice that sounds strangely familiar say, “Terina, assume the position.”

Looking up, I see why I recognized the voice. It’s mine, and it’s coming out of my mouth!

He smiles.

Then he reaches down, takes my hand, and pulls me up. As he does, suds dribble off the substantial breasts now on my chest. They glisten in the bathroom light, and the nipples—my nipples!--- are rigid. As I stand, he lowers his head to suck on one of them.

My knees weaken and I cry out in pleasure.

“Hey, girl, we’re just getting started,” he laughs. “Don’t get too far ahead of me.”

Then he gently turns me around to face the wall where the faucets are, and I assume the position.

I wake up from the dream flushed and breathing deeply.

Oh, my God, I think, that was too real. My body still is tingling. I can feel the weight on my chest and the emptiness between my legs.

This dream was even more vivid that the one in which Cathy turned me into her daughter. And, consequently, even more disturbing. But, I must admit, disturbing in a good way, if that’s possible.

I notice that my panties are wet. Actually, they are Terina’s  panties. She left them for me and insisted I wear them to bed while she is away so that they would remind me of her. They’re green with a big pink bow on the butt.

I can’t help but think that she would approve of that dream. She was one kinky lady. And pretty intuitive, it seems. But I’m not about to tell her, Gina, or anyone else about it.

December 9

Some friends and Kevin Costner are putting in a new floor and deck at a lakeside cabin when I arrive.

My job is to clean the kitchen and bathroom. I’ve only just started when I hear . . .

“Hey, babe, that can wait,” Costner says as he comes into the kitchen.

I’m bent over, mopping the floor, and he slaps me on my bikini-clad bottom. Then he grabs a six-pack of beer from the refrigerator.

“Come on out with the rest of us,” he adds. “The sunset out over the lake is beautiful.”

December 10

I’m in a clothing store. A saleswoman approaches and asks if she can help.

“I don’t know,” I say. “I don’t why I’m here. I don’t have a girlfriend right now, and I don’t know anything about women’s clothes.”

She smiles knowingly.

“Well, you certainly don’t have to have a girlfriend to buy women’s clothes, you know. And you have a great body. What are you, about a 36C?”

*     *     *     *

I’m walking along the side of a road as a pickup passes. An attractive woman on the passenger side turns and smiles at me.

Then the truck slows down and pulls to the shoulder just in front of me.

Oh, boy, I’m getting a ride and I get to sit next to that good-looking girl, I think.

As I approach, she smiles and says, “I hope you don’t think we’re being too forward. My brother thinks you’re awfully cute. Would you go on a date with him?”

December 11

People are waiting in line to draw cards that tell them how to dress for a party. Some are to wear hats with horns and be Vikings. Some are to be professional wrestlers.

But my card says only, “Come back later.”

So I do, time and time again, but I never get instructions.

December 12

I am standing by my car, which is parked at the side of the road. The doors are open.

Down the way, I see three monkeys in a tree and I think it peculiar. I don’t know where I am, but it’s not a place where monkeys should be.

Then I look in the car and see more of them. Some of them are napping. I pull them out and sit them on the ground. Strangely, I’m not surprised about how docile they are with me.

Under all the monkeys, I find a pup with a black head and white body. I sit him outside too.

“Thanks for the ride, Monkey Princess,” the dog says.

*     *     *     *

I’m trying on clothes that hang on the back of a door. As I look in the mirror, I see I have on a red shirt and a black beret. My red hair peaks out the front of the beret. I have freckles and braces.

*     *     *     *

Some friends return a boat. For some reason, it is filled with women’s shoes. They look much too small for my feet. But after my friends leave, I try them on and discover they all fit perfectly.

December 14

Once again I am standing at the sink, washing dishes. Only this time, I hear Terina coming up behind me and I smile in anticipation of the pleasure her hands are about to give my man nipples.

Only when she squeezes, the pleasure is far more intense that before, as her hands fill with soft, firm flesh. Breasts! I have breasts!

She lowers her hands and gently backs me away from the sink. I look down to see impressive cleavage peeking out of a little black dress with a white apron. My breasts bounce as I step backward in black stiletto heels.

Then I feel large, rough hands under my short black skirt. They peel down my panties to the tops of my sheer black stockings.

“But, sir, stop. I’m just the maid. I must do the dishes,” I protest in a playful way. “And your wife will be home soon!”

I hear her moving into position and feel a presence near, but not quite touching, my bare bottom. I gasp in eager anticipation.

“You’re not just a maid, Terina,” she says in my voice. “You’re my French maid and you’re here to serve me. Now, assume the position.”

“Yes, sir,” I say as I comply, obediently awaiting penetration.

This time, I wasn’t wearing Terina’s panties when I awakened from the dream. But I was breathing deeply and even sweating as I recovered from the most intense “wet dream” of my life.

I wasn’t fondling my limp penis either, I realized. I was trying to massage breasts that no longer were there.

December 17

Gina gave me a CD to try past life regressions on my own. On the cover it says, “Ultra-Deep Hypnosis to go deeper than you’ve ever been before.”

Here’s the life I discovered the first time I tried it:

My name was Callie. I wanted to be a ballet dancer. I lived during the 1920s and 1930s. My family was poor and we were part of a circus. I was an acrobat.

A wealthy family from Connecticut saw me and volunteered to raise me and send me to ballet school. They had two small children, a boy and a girl.

When I was 17, the parents left on a cruise. Their children were ages 4 and 6. I was their nanny, while their parents were away.

Tragically, they never returned. Their ship sank.

I raised the children. I wanted to do it. But I gave up my dream to become a dancer.

My proudest moment was when Janet married. I had raised her to become a kind and generous person. She would be a good mother.

She and her brother always loved me, and I was happy with that. I gave love and received it.

But I didn’t know how to balance my life. I didn’t know how to love others and also follow my dream.

I never regretted my choice, but was not personally fulfilled. Also, I never married.

In my present life, I feel that I’ve gone the other way. I’ve tried to commit myself to others, but just can’t seem to do it the way Callie did. I’m afraid of losing myself. Trust is difficult for me.

December 20

I’m in a witchcraft store, possibly in New Orleans. I’m dressed all in black and my dark hair is short. Someone invites me to a pool party at the home of the owner of Kinko’s.

“But I don’t have a swimsuit,” I say.

“That’s okay,” says a tall young man with blond hair. “You won’t need one.”

December 22

Oh, my gosh! Terina is back!

And that’s not me in her body looking at myself in a mirror either. She’s standing in the doorway of my bedroom.

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” she says. “Time to get up and get going.”

“Terina, how did you get in? What are you doing . . .”

That’s when I realize I have a high, girlish voice.

Looking over at a mirror, I also discover I have long, dark hair framing my face and two prominent bulges pressed against the tee shirt that wasn’t nearly as tight when I put it on last night.

She laughs.

“That’s what happens when you wear panties to bed,” she says. “You become a girl.”

“But I don’t want to be a girl,” I protest, as I swing long bare legs off the bed and note that I am, indeed, wearing her panties. They are pressed firmly against my flat crotch.

“Too late,” she says. “Now, you’re my daughter. Hurry up and get dressed. We have to get back to Vancouver. School starts in two days and we still have to buy your school uniforms.”

As I lay on my back thinking about that dream, I realized that this was the second time I had become a girlfriend’s daughter. Did my life as Marie have something to do with it? I wondered.

At age 14, she was taken from her family and delivered to France for an arranged marriage to Louis. Maybe the Marie who had been awakened in me by our visit to the art exhibit now directed my dreams and wanted life again as a young girl with her mother.

“Or maybe I should just stop wearing Terina’s panties to bed,” I said, as I sat up, swung my masculine legs off the bed, and stared at my raging erection straining against the soft, silky material.

December 27

I saw Marie again in my reflection at a window. Only this time she seemed to be much younger and smiling mischievously, as if she knew something I didn’t.

January 10

Well, I’m trying again with a woman I met online. Her name is Sarah and she lives about 150 miles away. She has a 14-year-old daughter named Liberty.

Sarah has shoulder-length naturally red hair and is nearly as tall as I am. Like me, Libby has brown hair and green eyes, with braces. She’s cute and funny, and very much a teenage girl, complete with current slang and fashion sense.

So far, we’ve taken turns visiting each other on weekends and really seem to enjoy each other’s company. I’ve even opened up to her about Marie Antoinette, the painting, and my exploration of past lives. She seems open to the possibilities, and I feel much safer with her than I did with Terina.

Libby likes me too. I can tell. We clicked right away. And Sarah said that we’re very much alike. I’m not sure what she meant by that, but I’ll take it as a compliment.

By the way, Terina left one day and didn’t come back. I don’t know why. And I didn’t try to communicate with her. Honestly, Terina scared me a little.  Or maybe I scared me a little when I was around her. Not to mention those dreams she inspired!

January 12

“I have a vagina. I have a vagina. I have a vagina.”

I woke myself up this morning saying that! What the Hell!

I do not have a vagina! And I am not wearing Terina’s panties. I just confirmed both with my hands.

What was that dream about? I wondered.

Try as I might, I couldn’t remember it. But as with song lyrics that sometimes get stuck in my head, discovered myself mumbling those words this morning. Too weird!

January 15

I had a dream in which I was Sarah or at least seeing through her eyes. I’m not sure which.

It was short and hardly worth noting. But I told her about it anyway.

I knew that she had attended a business meeting which included several seminars and that was where I saw myself. I was sitting in on a session with a woman as a speaker. When it was over, I slipped my feet into black sandals. Both my feet and legs were bare, which meant, I guess, that I was wearing a dress.

Sarah then told me that only one woman speaker was there and she had sat in on only that session.

When I asked her about the sandals and bare legs, she said that normally she would have been dressed more formally for a business meeting. But, since it was on a Saturday, she had, indeed, worn her favorite black sandals and a casual dress.

January 16

While visiting Sarah for a three-day weekend, I started to feel a little strange Saturday evening. By the time we went to bed, I was crabby and short-tempered, or at least I felt I was being that way. If she noticed, she didn’t say anything.

I attributed my mood to fatigue. We had just finished two long days of a yard sale.

I also felt a tight soreness in my stomach and feared that I would wake up in a few hours and rush to the bathroom with intestinal cramps.

About 2 a.m., I did wake up with cramps. But they weren’t where they should have been. They were higher and deeper. I kept waiting to be forced to the bathroom, but never was.

On Sunday morning, I mentioned my peculiar maladies to Sarah. She seemed genuinely taken aback, before telling me, “You seem to be having my period.”

That’s right. She said she had started her period on Saturday.

“Those cramps you described are just like menstrual cramps,” she said.

Sarah asked if I had soreness in the small of my back. Just as she asked, I turned to look at her and realized that I did!

We’ve since made lots of jokes about “my period.”  But both the sandals dream and my physical symptoms seemed so real.

January 21

I am sitting in the left front of a car, but there’s no steering wheel there. I look out the window and see a hot, arid landscape, just like in those old “Road Warrior” movies.

I say, “It looks like a Mel Gibson movie out there.”

A voice to my right says, “Sure does.”

When I look, I see Mel Gibson smiling, as he drives the car from the right side, and I realize we are in a movie. I look in the rearview mirror and see that I’m a young woman with long, dirty blonde hair and a head band holding it back from my face. I also have a thick scarf wrapped around my neck.

*     *     *     *

I am staying at a big, elegant resort, where I have been invited for a party.

As I sit in the lounge area, several tall men tell me to come with them. I do.

Now we’re sitting at a long table and everyone else is much bigger than I am.

“We saw a woman in Mel Gibson’s room,” one of the men says. “She looked a lot like you.”

“Is he heterosexual?” asks another.

“Of course he’s heterosexual,” I reply.

January 23

In my next past life regression using the CD Gina gave me, the year was 893 B.C. My twin sister and I were vestal virgins at a temple in Greece. We were abducted by Roman soldiers.

In Rome, we were sold as slaves and the separation was very painful. I was bought by an army officer. I taught the Greek language to his children, two boys and a girl.

Someone tried to rape me. I hit him with pottery. Then my master arrived and killed him.

His wife died of a disease before he bought me and now he wanted to marry me. When I refused, he offered to buy my sister and unite us. I agreed.

He was a good man, and my sister and I were together gain.

I liked being a teacher, but I was so lonely until my sister joined me. Then I was happy and she was happy too.

I had to marry someone I didn’t love, but he was a decent man and it was worth it. I would have died for my sister.

Teaching and family were the most important things in this life.             

January 25

Sarah told me about a dream she had in which I handed her a condom and said, “Here. Find a use for this.”

On the same night, I dreamed I was wearing a wide leather belt that squeezed me tightly in the middle. When I looked at myself in the mirror, I saw that I had narrow shoulders, a slender waist, and wide hips. I was wearing jeans and a short sleeve lace top with a V neck.

*     *     *     *

I am standing on my toes and looking at my back in the mirror. I have shoulder-length brown hair and am wearing a pink, very short nightgown.

*     *     *     *

I am sitting naked on a sofa and a young girl, also naked, is lying in my lap. I stroke her hair and comfort her.

“Mommy, I still don’t feel so good,” she cries.

*     *     *     *

A woman says, “You will need a new name. I like ‘Elizabeth.’ And we can call you Beth.”

“Why that name?” I ask.

“Because you look like an Elizabeth,” she says.

January 27

I’m about to put on a pair of overalls that are tight in the legs and flare at the bottom. Before I do, I slip into a little red top that has a heart design in the middle of the scooped neck.

*     *     *     *

One moment I’m teaching a class and the next I’m a 13- or 14-year-old school girl sitting at a desk in that class. I’m wearing a very short denim skirt and black shoes. I have long, black hair.

Before I can panic, I realize that I know how to be a girl and everything will be okay. I will keep my legs together when I sit. I will walk with my wrists bent and my hips swaying. I will carry my books against my chest. I will use the girls’ bathroom. And I will change my Tampon at lunchtime.

January 29

I am introduced to a woman “who used to march in parades.”

She says, “You must have marched in parades too. You have the

legs for it.”

*     *     *     *

I’ve just had my hair cut. Looking in the mirror, I see that it is a short, feminine style, featured on the sides and at my neck. And standing nearby, Sarah is smiling at me.

“That is so you,” she says. “Now let’s find you a new outfit to go with it.”

*     *     *     *

I’m wearing a long-sleeve olive fleece top and tight, white shorts. Only they aren’t my clothes. They’re Libby’s!

When I look up, I see her wearing the same clothes and smiling at me. “Cool outfit, sis,” she says with a grin. “We’re twins now!”

I see the braces on her teeth and realize I have them as well!

January 30

I am running down a street in Sarah’s neighborhood. As I run, my feet begin to leave the ground. At first, I think that the wind is blowing me. But then I realize I am flying just above the ground, the hem of my dress flapping around my bare legs. Occasionally long, brown hair whips in my face and I push it away.

I discover I can turn and dip and dive and change direction as I fly. I don’t have to move my arms and legs anymore. I just lean and fly. It is great fun!

*     *     *     *

I am a girl with curly reddish-brown hair and freckles. I have small teeth with braces. I’m wearing a knee-length blue gingham dress with a white pinafore. As I admire myself, I turn my head this way and that and say, “I’m so adorable!”

*     *     *     *

Wearing a white bath robe, I am sitting in front of a mirror.  I have long, black hair, wrapped turban-style in a towel. I have a pale complexion and dark brown eyes.

February 5

I took Sarah with me to visit Gina and her husband a couple of weeks ago. This past weekend, while Sarah was away on business, I went back. I suspected Gina would have some interesting thoughts regarding our relationship.

She did.

The most glaring thing to her, she said, was the role reversal. She saw male energy in Sarah and female energy in me. 
“Sarah had on a short skirt and sandals,” she said. “But what I saw was a man in a short skirt and sandals.”

She also told me that she thought Sarah was my older brother when I was Marie and my father in England during World War II, when Libby was my sister.

I revealed to Gina that I had sexual problems with Sarah. She suggested that maybe the problem stemmed from past lives, and, boy, did that ring true. I love her but just do not feel any sexual attraction to her.

I wondered if maybe I’ve never been comfortable in my skin is because so many of past lives have been female. I am a man, and I function as a man, but my gender (not sex) is toward the feminine side.

Gina said that she agreed with me and even admitted that was why she couldn’t see us as a couple, but more as “girlfriends.”

February 6

I am standing outside Sarah’s front door in the pouring rain. What in the world is going on? I wonder. Just as I reach for the knob, the door opens. And she is standing in the doorway.

Oh, my goodness, she is so much bigger than I am now.

“Sweetie, what in the world are you doing out there?” she exclaims, as she takes my hand and pulls me inside. 

“Look at you! You’re drenched!” she continues. “And you in that condition too. Shame on you!”

I look down to see that I not only am wearing a wet yellow dress, but that I am pregnant, very pregnant!

What? No! I can’t be pregnant. I’m a man!

“Not anymore you’re not,” Sarah says, as if she can read my mind through the shock and dismay on my face.

“Don’t you remember having your period for the first time last year?” she asks. “And now look at you. You didn’t take precautions, did you?”

She steps into an adjacent bathroom, grabs a towel, dries my face, and then hands it to me.

“Here, dry your hair and take off those clothes before you catch pneumonia,” she says. “I’ll get some of Libby’s clothes for you to wear.”

Then she smiles and adds, “But I’m afraid that belly and those mommy boobies are going to make it difficult to find something that fits.”

Dejected, I take the towel and say, “But Sarah, I don’t understand any of this.”

“It’s not ‘Sarah’ now, sweetie,” she says. “It’s Mom or Mommy.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to take good care of you and the baby. And Libby will love that she’s going to be an aunt.”

February 8

I’m at school again and a student asks me to play in a charity basketball game.

“You’ll have to wear black and white, Charity” she says.

Charity? I guess that’s my name.

When I get to the gym, I see girls wearing nun habits, only they’re very short and sexy nun habits.

“We’re playing against nuns?” I ask.

“We are the nuns,” she replies. “We’re the Naughty Nuns.”

*     *     *     *

As I’m standing in front of a full-length mirror, Sarah puts a short, white dress with a floral pattern on me. After she zips up the back, she grabs a brush and starts to brush my hair. Again, I look remarkably like Libby, but I know I’m not.

“Now, you and your sister have fun at the dance,” she says.

Then she bends down to kiss me on the forehead, smiles, and adds, “And if you decide to do it with your boyfriend in the bathroom, make sure he wears a condom this time. Okay?”

*     *     *     *

I’m back at home. I open the top drawer of my dresser and am sorting through my jockey shorts when I find a bra. It is light yellow with lots of little red hearts. The tag says “34B.”

February 10

I’m in line for a machine that can make you look like another person. How closely you resemble the person depends on how long you stay in the machine. When it’s my turn, I press a button marked “Libby.”

*     *     *     *

I’m running down a broad expanse of outside steps. I stop to pick up a doll.

It appears new, but is very old-fashioned looking with curly blonde hair and an elegant dress.

Farther down, a woman and two girls sit on the steps, their long dresses spread around them.

“Is this your doll?” I ask.

“No, it’s yours, Charity,” one of the girls says.

February 12

I have long, black hair and have pulled it over my right shoulder. I am wearing a modest western-style blue dress with a flared skirt and cowgirl boots.

I’m on a train with a mother and her two children.

“Are you in the rodeo?” one of them asks.

“No, I’m Miss Buckaroo,” I reply.

*     *     *     *

The girl looks familiar to me. I think we might have gone to school or worked together. She is slender with short brown hair and a great body.

I stand to the side of a doorway. She passes through and slightly rubs against me. She doesn’t have to since she has plenty of room to pass.

I touch her arm. She stops and we kiss.

Then she asks, “Do you think anyone noticed us?”

“No, I don’t think so,” I reply, seeing no reason for concern either way.

Later, I’m in a bathroom, when she comes through the door. Her hair is wet and she has a towel wrapped around her breasts. Our eyes meet and she smiles.

Then another girl comes in and another and another. They’re all wet with towels around them. I look in the mirror and suddenly see that I look just like them.

Two of them start to kiss and then the girl I kissed earlier comes to me and gently removes my towel.

February 15

As I brush my hair, it grows longer and lighter. As it does so, my face becomes more and more feminine until—I look like Libby.

Suddenly, I notice that I am sitting there in front of the mirror wearing only my bra.

“Libby won’t mind. We share everything,” I say, as I go to one of her drawers and pull out a pink tank top to put on.

*     *     *     *

Sarah and I are sitting at a table watching couples dance around us.

“What’s your favorite Broadway song?” she asks.

“I Iike ‘Someone to Watch Over Me,’” I reply.

February 18

Sarah, Libby, and I are eating lunch in a café.

Suddenly, Libby reaches across the table, grabs my hand and says, “Let’s go to the bathroom.”

In the bathroom, I look in the mirror and see that I am Libby’s twin!

“Let’s switch clothes, Charity,” she says with a grin. “We’ll pretend to be each other and see if Mommy notices.”

As I start to put on her dress, she says, “No, we have to switch bras too. Yours is a different color and the straps show with your tank top. If we don’t switch, Mommy will notice when I’m dressed like you.”

After we trade bras, she zips up the little sundress for me. Then she puts my hair up in a high ponytail like she was wearing hers and places her gold studs in my ears. We trade necklaces and bracelets too.

Then Libby has us stand side by side in the mirror. “Now you’re me and I’m you,” she giggles.

Suddenly she sees we’re not quite there yet. “We have to trade shoes!” she said. She gives me her wedges for my sandals. Now, I’m about two inches taller than her.

I point it out and say, “Now, Charity, I’m the one in charge. I’m Libby.”

She laughs and replies, “In your dreams.”

We walk back out to join Mommy. She can’t tell us apart.

February 19

As I walk into the bedroom, I see Libby sitting on her bed with my diary in her lap.

“Hey, that’s private,” I say, as I took it away.

“If you don’t want anyone to read it, you should hide it in a better place than under your bras and panties,” she giggles.

“And besides, we’re like twin sisters,” she adds. “We don’t keep secrets from one another.”

I sit down beside her and our bare legs touch. I put my arm around her shoulders.

“I’m sorry, sis, but with this one thing, I kinda do,” I say. “If you or, even worse, Mommy ever read this, I’d probably get locked away somewhere.”

“Ooooh, that makes me want to read it even more!” she giggles and made a weak attempt to take it back.

But I don’t allow it.

“Okay, I understand,” she replies, as she kisses me on the cheek. “But just this one thing, okay?”

“Just this one thing,” I agree.

February 20

That was such a weird dream last night! I mean, like, I don’t even have a twin sister! And then that part about a diary being in a drawer under my bras and panties!

That’s crap!

Or at least I thought it was. Then I, like, looked under my bras and panties and found it. OMG! I so wanted to yeet it in the garbage! The thought that someone—maybe some guy!—had been in my bedroom and, even worse, in my underwear drawer almost made me want to hurl.  I mean the ick factor was, like, totally off the charts!

But then the idea that I probably should find out what’s inside the diary and maybe who wrote it started living rent-free in my head and I just couldn’t help myself, even though I was, like, afraid that it would mess with my mind even more.

So I read it. It did mess with my mind too. And now I’m writing in it. Weird-o-rama, huh?

Even weirder? It looks like some other girl who said she was my “twin” wrote the last dream entry and she didn’t want me to read the diary! Her name was Charity and it’s like, in Bryan’s dreams, I was her before I was me. Eeeee!

After I had read for awhile, I realized some of the diary is about my life. Yeah, I know . . . like how crazy is that?

Or, more accurately, it’s about my past life, I guess you’d say.

I’m Liberty, a 14-year-old girl who lives with her Mom. And I thought that’s who I’d always been until I looked under my bras and panties because of that strange dream. The diary changed my mind cuz, well . . .it just did!

It was kinda like when that guy Bryan (His name was in the diary.) wrote about seeing that picture of Marie Antoinette, ya know? It just seemed right. And I suddenly remembered Gina and those other women and how, when I was a guy, I had dated Mom! Ewwww!

That’s cap too! It, like, has to be. But I read it in the diary. And I kinda, sorta remember it.

It also was kinda scary. Suddenly I was like a man in a girl’s body! And I don’t want that!!! I like being a girl inside and out. I like being a cheerleader and going to ballet classes. I don’t wanta have a thingy hanging between my legs. And I don’t want have to shave my face. Yuck!

I like having long hair. I like having boobies. Hee. Hee. I like wearing dresses and other pretty clothes too. I love all my shoes! Men’s stuff is so bo-ring!

And, like most important, I like boys!

Yeah, I don’t like having periods once a month. But that’s, like, the price you pay for all the good stuff!

Then I was wondering if what was happening was kinda like those dreams that he wrote about, only in reverse, that I was a girl thinking she’d been a guy, and I’d wake up. Only I didn’t cuz, like, I already was awake.

I really believe that the diary, somehow and someway, is real, and, as I first was reading it, I thought that I gotta get rid of it. I mean, like, I didn’t even want to tell Mom or my friend, Beth, about it and we share everything!

The good thing is that, as the day went on, what I read in the diary did seem like a dream and I felt more and more like me, a 14-year-old girl, again. I don’t know where Bryan went. But he’s not here. I am!

I’m just, like, really glad that I didn’t wake up this morning as that bitch Terina’s daughter! Or pregnant! Yucko!

I’ve still got strange words and terms, and even like memories, bouncing around in my head. You know, words and stuff that a girl my age wouldn’t know about or use but an adult would. Things like “cautionary tale.”

In a day or two, as long as I don’t read the diary again, I think I’ll be okay. I’ll be like a thousand percent Libby again.

But I don’t want to burn it or throw it away. Even though I don’t want Mommy or Beth to read it and even though it like really scared me at first, I’m thinkin’ it’s like a story that some people would like to read cuz it’s about reincarnation and past lives and other crazy stuff.

I’ll check online and see if I can find someone to send it to. And while I’ve still got these big words in my head, maybe I’ll try to use ‘em to make it sound like this diary is coming from this guy Bryan, since it was his story right up until that dream last night.

‘Course I’ll, like, tell them to change the names to protect the innocent.

And, yeah, I understand. Maybe you think I shouldn’t be writing in his diary. But, like, now I’m thinking it’s not so much his anymore. It’s more like mine, I guess, since it was in my underwear drawer! And you wanta know a really funny thing? Our handwriting really isn’t that much different. 

He’s not around either. At least I hope not! Maybe I should look under the bed! Tee. Hee.

I’m gonna end this now. If I think about it too much, I’m afraid my head will explode. I mean, like, how can I be Libby now and before be a man who was dating my Mom!? And where was I when she was seeing him? This is so wack!

But the diary is real. I know that cuz I found it under my bras and panties, even though I’ll never understand how it got there.

And this story needs an ending.

So . . . The end.

-- Libby

#     #     #     #
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