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CHAPTER 1:

I'm not usually a terribly sentimental or nostalgic guy but when Mike, an old buddy of mine from high school that I hadn't seen in a number of years, came by to visit one day I ended up digging out a couple of our high school yearbooks so that we could reminisce about the good old days.

"Fuck, dude look at your hair. No wonder you never got laid," said Mike with a chuckle as we looked over some of our old pictures.

"That's bullshit and you know it," I protested. "I may not have gotten as much pussy as you did, but I did all right."

"Yeah, I guess. I just seem to remember you always complaining about how hard it was to get the chicks to put out."

"Well, I made up for it in college. That's where all the real action was," I said.

"You can say that again. I don't know what it was like on your campus but at mine it was just one never ending party."

Mike wasn't entirely wrong about me complaining back in high school about not getting my dick wet as often as I would have liked but it was hard to compete with a guy like Mike who seemed to have girls dropping their panties for him left and right. College was definitely better for me in the dating department but I could imagine that Mike probably did even better.

It was fun seeing him again but he was just passing through town on business and had an early flight in the morning so we didn't drink too much or stay up too late. After he left I kind of casually thumbed through the yearbooks again before putting them away. Those had been really good times, or maybe I just chose to remember them that way.

Now as I said at the start I'm not all that sentimental but my parents had both recently died in a car crash and I had ended up with a big box of family photographs that had been accumulating over the years. It was out in my garage, where the yearbooks had been stored as well, and for some reason when I was out there putting the annuals back I decided to haul the photo box back in the house.

I had avoided looking through it but I had a bit of a buzz going and was in an unusually nostalgic mood so I opened it up and pulled a handful of pictures out at random. Some were neatly pasted into scrapbooks, but there were a ton of loose photos lying around.

One of the first ones I grabbed happened to be from the night of my senior prom, which caught my interest since I had just spent so much time reminiscing about those high school days, and especially the girls I knew back then. In the picture I was neatly dressed up in a tuxedo and posing in the living room before I went to pick up my date. I remember telling my mom that there would be professional pictures taken at the event but she insisted on documenting the event like it was the signing of the Declaration of Independence or something.

I looked so young. Kind of innocent, really, which wasn't at all the look I was going for. I was hoping for something more along the line of dashing super spy but I think I looked more like a waiter.

As I stared at the picture, trying to remember every detail of that night, I suddenly felt a little light-headed and then there appeared to be a bright burst of light, like a flashbulb going off. It startled and blinded me for a second so I rubbed my eyes. To my dismay when my vision cleared I wasn't sitting on my couch at home, I was standing by the fireplace in my parent's house, which was impossible because I had sold the place after they died.

Suddenly I realized that my mother was standing there in the living room holding a camera, but she looked exactly like she did back when I was in high school.

"My, don't you look lovely?" said my mother as she came over and fussed with the back of my hair for a moment before going back to a few feet away from me. "That dress is just perfect on you."

That dress? My next confusing shock was realizing that I was indeed wearing a dress. In fact I seemed to be dressed like a girl from head to toe, and underneath as well. I couldn't remember ever going to a Halloween party in drag, and I probably wouldn't have worn anything this elaborate.

"Now let me get a picture of you before your date arrives, and then we'll get some of the two of you together," my mother said as she raised up the camera.

My date! Fuck, I was going to the prom with Julie Bacon and I had no desire for her to see me in this getup.

"Mom, there's going to be a professional photographer there," I protested in a surprisingly high pitched voice.

"Yes, I know, but the senior prom is a big night in the life of a young woman and I want to capture the moment. It's something your grandchildren will want to see years from now," said my mother.

"Mom, that's like a million years from now," I whined.

"All the more reason to capture those memories now. It's not like you get a chance to live them over again. Now smile...that's it," she said as she snapped the photo. "My goodness, you wouldn't think it would be so difficult to get a beautiful young lady to stand still for a photograph. I thought that's all you kids did these days was take pictures of yourself."

"That's different, mom."

Suddenly the doorbell rung and my heart kind of stopped beating for a second. Something inside me told me that my date was at the door, but that was all wrong, because I went to pick up Julie at her house. I even got to use my dad's car for the night. But I wasn't really me. It dawned on me that I wasn't just dressed up like a girl I was actually a girl under all that clothing. I had long hair and cleavage and a higher voice. Everything else was exactly as I remembered it. My house, my mother, the whole picture taking ritual in front of the fireplace. It had all happened just this way, except that I had been a guy named Victor in a tuxedo.

"Do you want to go upstairs honey?" my mother asked as she turned to head for the door.

"Why?"

"So that you can make an entrance of course. You don't want to look like you were waiting for him by the door, do you?"

"No, I guess not," I sort of mumbled as I shuffled up the stairs, which was kind of difficult to do in that damn dress.

Waiting for him. That one took a moment to sink in. I went to the prom with Julie Bacon, but I was a man then and not now for some reason so it wasn't likely that Julie was still going to be my date. But my God, that meant that I was going on a date with a boy! But who?

When my mother opened the door and called for me to come down I took a deep breath and did my best to look elegant as I made my way down the stairs, hoping that I wouldn't trip and fall on my face.

As I neared the bottom of the steps my mom kind of cleared out of the way and I got my first good look at my date for the evening. It was my old buddy Mike!


CHAPTER 2:

"Wow, you look fantastic," Mike gushed when I reached the doorway.

"Ah, thanks. You like nice too," I replied rather shyly.

"Oh, this is for you," said Mike as he indicated the corsage he was holding in his hand. "Do you want me to pin it on or do you want to do it yourself?"

"I guess you can do it," I replied.

Mike proceeded to pin the floral arrangement on my gown rather expertly I noted. I seemed to recall my hand kind of shaking when I tried to pin one on Julie Bacon. It was sort of weird to have Mike's hand so close to my breast, but he didn't linger there or make a thing of it fortunately. Of course my mom was standing right there so he wasn't likely to try and cop a feel at the door but I wondered about later.

My mom ushered us over to the fireplace so that we could pose for a couple of pictures before we finally were allowed to escape the house and head for the prom. I certainly recognized Mike's car from having ridden in it a million times, but he had never held the passenger door open for me before. I noticed that he had also cleaned the interior thoroughly and it even had one of those air fresheners that gave a car that new car smell instead of the usual stale cigarettes and old French fry odor that I recalled his ride being famous for.

"That's a really great dress," said Mike after we had been driving for a bit basically in silence.

"Thanks. You look good in a tux," I told him.

That was true. He looked much better than I did. Maybe not quite James Bond but definitely not a waiter.

I tried to figure out how this was all happening but nothing logical came to me. If I was dreaming it was an incredibly accurate and detailed dream, aside from the fact that I had tits and a pussy. And if I was dreaming why the fuck would I be dreaming that I was a girl going to the prom with Mike? Yes, he had just been at my house visiting me, and we had talked about our high school days, but that hardly seemed like a trigger for me to have some gender swap fantasy.

The prom was where it was supposed to be, and everyone I remembered being there was there, even Julie Bacon, only she had a different date. I tried to remember who Mike's real date had been that night but I couldn't quite place her.

"I adore that dress Victoria," I heard a female voice say. "I would love to wear something like that but I haven't got the figure to hold it up."

I turned around and realized that I was being spoken to by a girl named Shelly Cartwright whose brother Sam I knew pretty well. Shelly was cute but she was kind of flat-chested.

"You look adorable in that dress," I said, trying to return the compliment.

"You and Mike make a really hot couple," Shelly said as she leaned over and kind of whispered in my ear. "And I hear he has a room in the hotel."

Fuck yeah, he did. I should know. I booked it with him, along with two other guys. We had an arrangement where we could sort of use the room in shifts. If it was your turn you were supposed to hang the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door until you were finished. At least that had been the deal I made when I was Victor. Somehow I doubted that this female version of me had been part of such a plan.

Booze was strictly forbidden, which of course didn't keep anyone from finding ways to sneak it in. Part of the genius of our plan to share the room was that we had a bit of a bar set up in there so it was the perfect excuse to invite our dates up for a drink. It meant that nobody was going to get caught with a bottle or a flask in their pocket and once you got a girl up to a hotel room on prom night and got a little liquor into her it was presumably not much of a stretch to assume that you would get more than that into her as well.

"You know, I've got a room here in the hotel," Mike casually mentioned while we were on the dance floor.

"No, I didn't know that," I said, feigning ignorance.

"Well I could fix you a drink if you fancy something a little stronger than punch," he suggested.

"I don't know if I should be alone with you in a hotel room. You have kind of a reputation you know," I said, tweaking him a bit.

"I'm just offering a drink."

"Yeah, I suppose that's okay."

I had no intention of doing anything other than drinking his booze so he was probably going to be bitterly disappointed, but those were the breaks. I wasn't really this Victoria girl he thought he was dating, and I wasn't really any kind of a girl at all so he was going to have to deal with his disappointment. As I recalled there was quite a lot of liquor up in that room so he could at least drown his sorrows.

As we entered the room I noticed him slip the "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door and smiled to myself. I knew exactly what his game was and I wasn't about to fall for it.

"What are you having?"he asked as he went to the table that had the makeshift bar.

"I don't know, whatever you're having I guess," I replied.

Mike fixed up a couple of rum and Cokes and brought them over to where I was sitting in a chair across the room. He handed me my drink and then went to sit on the foot of the bed.

"Wouldn't you be more comfortable over here?" he asked. "I mean we are on a date after all."

I figured there was no harm in sitting next to the man on the bed fully clothed. I knew Mike liked to brag about his sexual conquests but I also knew that he wasn't about to attack me against my will. He wasn't that kind of a guy.

We had our drinks and chatted casually a bit and then he fixed me another, which didn't worry me. I knew that I could handle my liquor. Even so I was starting to feel kind of lightly buzzed and when he slipped his arm around my waist I barely noticed.

"You are absolutely the hottest girl here tonight," said Mike as casually placed a hand on my knee, which I promptly removed.

"The hottest one in this room anyway," I replied modestly.

"No I mean it. I was so thrilled when you agreed to go out with me. I thought I must be the luckiest guy in the world."

That kind of threw me off because I knew Mike as kind of a braggart where women were concerned. I just assumed that he had that same cocky swagger around girls.

"I wasn't sure if you even liked me," he continued.

"Sure I like you Mike, we've been...I mean what's not to like? You're a cool guy," I said, quickly catching myself in the middle of giving up my true identity.

"A girl like you who's so beautiful and so smart and so popular...I'll bet you had a million guys asking you here tonight."

"Not as many as you might think," I said feeling some butterflies in my stomach.

"Well I want this night to be really special. Something you'll always remember," he said just before he kissed me.

The guy was good, I had to give him credit for that. He was kind of pushing my buttons in spite of everything. I thought about slapping his face or pushing him away or jumping up and running out of the room. Instead I just kissed him back even deeper as I felt his hand sliding up under my dress and rubbing my thigh.

We started making out a little more seriously and then I suddenly stood up.

"Fix me another drink and let me get out of this dress. If I go home with it all wrinkled up my mother will kill me," I said as I headed for the bathroom and a strange fate that I never anticipated.


CHAPTER 3:

When I came out of the bathroom I was clad in just my bra and panties. My underwear was kind of surprisingly sexy I thought, not just plain cotton or something. It sort of looked like I had planned for the evening to take this turn.

"Fuck you look amazing," Mike gushed when he saw me, which made me feel kind of hot.

He had taken off his tux jacket and tie and when I came out of the bathroom he set down my drink and came over to where I was standing. Then he took me in his arms and we began to kiss again. I found myself unbuttoning his shirt and helping him to take it off and right after that he un unhooked my bra and I let it fall away. Then we held each other tightly again as we resumed kissing, only now our bare skin was pressed together.

I honestly forgot all about my drink as he took me over to the bed and had me lie on my back while he pulled his pants off. I could see the bulge in his shorts as he climbed up on the bed next to me and began to fondle my breasts. It was the first chance I had had to see them in the flesh and they looked really nice. They felt really good too, especially when he started sucking on my nipples.

I knew I should have stopped him but I didn't seem to be able to. I don't mean that he was forcing me or intimidating me or something, I just found the whole thing so strange and exciting that I didn't really want it to stop no matter how awful it really was. It was just a dream anyway, so what difference did it make?

When he started fingering my pussy I realized that I was kind of wet down there, which I suppose I should have noticed before but didn't for some reason. I kind of gasped when his fingers went from rubbing around the outside to poking into my box, but it was just such a strange feeling that it took me by surprise.

After feeling me up for a bit Mike pulled his shorts off and I got a look at his erect prick for the first time. It was bigger than I imagined it would be, or at least it seemed that way to me. Maybe he wasn't just bragging about his sexual exploits I thought.

I knew that I didn't have the biggest cock in the world, and that always made me feel a little inadequate, I suppose. I always wanted that "wow factor" when I took off my pants but instead I always kind of felt like apologizing. Now I knew what a girl actually felt like when she saw a big boner pop out to greet her. A mixture of fear and lustful anticipation.

But I also now had some idea of what it felt like to have a body that everyone else envied. Being a cute and curvy girl with nice titties was obviously the female equivalent of being a well-hung stud. I had taken a good look at myself in the mirror in the bathroom and knew that I was a knockout. If I had really looked like this in high school I probably would have had a million guys ask me to the prom. I wondered if I would still have chosen Mike if there was that much competition.

When Mike got between my legs and I realized that he was about to fuck me I kind of panicked for a moment. This was all so wrong on so many different levels.

"Be gentle" was all I could think of saying just before he slipped me his dick, which probably sounded pretty corny but was the only thing that popped into my head at that moment.

Then he was completely inside me and I felt myself sort of stretching to accommodate him. At least that's the best word I can use to describe the sensation. It was definitely a snug fit but not an unpleasant one.

I never knew how exposed and vulnerable a girl felt when spreading her legs for a guy but there wasn't anything I could really compare it to. I suppose maybe it was a little like taking of your clothes at a doctor's office, but there was never anything remotely sexual about that. You just turned your head and coughed, you didn't want to throw your arms around the doctor's neck and kiss him like I was doing to Mike now. At least I didn't. Maybe some people have sexy doctor fantasies for all I know.

"That feels so good," I cooed softly as Mike continued to thrust his rod into me.

"Yeah baby, your pussy is so tight," Mike replied.

"That's because you're so big. I never knew you had such a big cock."

"How could you know...unless you were spying on me in the locker room or something," Mike joked.

"Well I know now...and I like it. I like it a lot."

And I did like it a lot. Not particularly because he was big but because it felt so damn good to have a cock in my pussy. And even though I was in such a weird position, with my legs pulled way back and spread open, I knew and trusted Mike and felt safe enough around him to be with him like this. To let him see me and touch me this way.

I never did bring Julie Bacon up to this room, although I strongly implied that I did to protect my manly image with the other guys. I guess I just never worked up the nerve. She was cute, and fun to be around, but I didn't think she was the kind of girl who would want to go fuck for an hour up in a hotel room, but it looked like I sure was, which was pretty ironic considering the fact that I wasn't even a girl.

"Oh, God...Mike...Mike...you're doing such strange things to me," I started to moan.

"It's just normal sex," Mike replied.

"I know...but it makes me feel so funny inside. So good. So damn good. You really are a good lover Mike."

"Thanks baby, you just inspire me I guess."

I'm not sure how long we went at it but eventually Mike gave it up and started to ejaculate inside me. We were both breathing pretty hard by that point and Mike sort of grunted as he shot his wad. He just seemed so strong and masculine yet he hadn't savagely attacked me or anything. He must have realized that it was my first time and that I was a little scared and he did treat me pretty gently, at least up until the very end when he started pounding me pretty hard. I didn't mind because I was jerking my pelvis just as hard to greet his thrusts.

Then we just lay there naked, his cock still inside me, and tried to catch our breath. He was kind of heavy, and pinned me down to the bed pretty firmly, but I felt really snug and warm that way. My hands roamed all over his back and I cupped his butt cheeks a couple of times. His butt seemed really firm and kind of cute to me and I liked the fact that he was still inside me.

Then suddenly I was Victor again, back in my living room and still holding the prom picture in my hand. I was confused and disoriented for a moment or two. What had just happened? I finally decided that I must have dozed off on the couch and had a weird dream, but it seemed so real and fresh in my mind. I could almost taste the rum and Coke on my lips, and I had to touch myself to be sure that my male body was actually there.

Fortunately I was back to reality. I had been to that prom, but as a guy with a girl. I had the photographic evidence to prove it right in my hand. I never was a girl, and I certainly never had sex with Mike, although the way I felt in that dream I almost wished that I had.


CHAPTER 4:

I was too tired to go put the pictures away in the garage that night so I just found a spot for them in the house and went to bed. I think I was almost hoping that I'd dream again and pick up where the other one left off, but it doesn't really work that way, at least not with me. If I did dream something that night I couldn't remember it the next morning anyway, but I remembered every detail of the dream I had on the couch. It was kind of hard to shake it from my mind, really.

Maybe I should have been more aggressive with Julie and tried to take my turn up in the room. If she ended up feeling half as good as I felt in that dream she would have had a really good time. Of course I wasn't hung like Mike, and I doubted that I would have lasted as long, but even so I would have treated her with gentleness and respect.

Seeing my mom like that, exactly the way she was back then, was nice but also kind of painful. My parents were both gone so suddenly and way too soon. It was something that I usually tried not to think about at all.

Even so a couple of days later I found myself rummaging around through the box of photos again, still kind of caught up in the nostalgic mood from before. The loose pictures were just kind of a random hodgepodge of things from all different times. Family vacations, giving the dog a bath, Christmas, whatever. I picked one up and realized that it must have been taken at my fifth or sixth birthday, judging by my size. I was standing behind what looked like an enormous cake compared to my smallness, and appeared to be getting ready to blow out the candles.

Suddenly there was that flash of light again and I was actually standing in front of that cake, kind of on my tiptoes to get high enough to reach the candles. I didn't look quite that short in the picture but of course I couldn't see my feet in the photo.

And what was even stranger was the fact that I was in a dress again. No doubt about it. My legs were bare and I could feel the material kind of rustling about as I strained to get a little closer to the cake.

"All right Victoria, make a wish and blow out the candles," I heard my mother say.

She looked even younger than she had at prom night, but of course she would as this was like 12 or 13 years earlier. She looked so pretty, I thought. No wonder my dad married her. She was sweet, and smart, and pretty, everything you wanted from a wife. Plus she was a great cook. I didn't feel annoyed at all this time that she wanted to take my picture. I kind of liked the feeling of being the center of attention.

I took a deep breath, made a wish, and blew as hard as I could. Even with so few candles it took me two tries to get them all out, but everyone clapped and said what a good girl I was anyway. My dog Scout was there, barking as usual, only then he was just a puppy. Man I missed that dog.

After the cake I got to go play with my new toys. We always gave out the gifts first, probably because I was impatient to find out what I had gotten. I sort of remembered that birthday but not as clearly as I remembered the prom. What I definitely remembered was that these were not the same toys I got at that birthday or ever. I don't think my parents were ever consciously trying to cram some kind of gender message down my throat by the gifts they bought me, they just bought the things I liked and was interested in. Being a boy they tended to be the kind of things one usually bought a boy.

Now that I was up in my room, which was still the room I used to have, only decorated quite differently and considerably neater, I realized that in this universe, where everyone thought I was a girl, my parents had carried through the same sort of gender stereotyping only now my room was all pink and plush toys.

I had just gotten something called a Beach Blast Barbie doll, and as I looked around my room I realized that I must be pretty heavily into that whole Barbie thing because there was a fancy house and a car and a whole shitload of other stuff. "Hot new wave catchin' look," the box said and I had to admit that she did look pretty cute in her two piece bathing suit that was slightly revealing but still modest and sporty. The box also said that she had a clip on hair piece that turned pink in the sun, although I wasn't quite sure why that was desirable.

I also got a "Little Mermaid" coloring book and a bunch of other girly stuff that I would never have been caught dead with as a boy. The Barbie kind of fascinated me, maybe it was because of her rocking body and blonde/pink hair, or something. I took her out of the box and pulled out a bunch of my other doll treasures and began messing around with them on the floor. I didn't see any Ken dolls so I figured that Barbie must be a lesbian, but that was okay with me. Of course if one Barbie got it on with another Barbie would that be incest or some weird form of masturbation? It probably wasn't something a 6-year-old had to worry about one way or the other.

Aside from the dress it didn't feel all that different being in this female body. Those nice boobs I had at the prom wouldn't sprout for some time yet so I was flat as a board up top, and the absence of my penis was hardly worth noting. I was just me with a different wardrobe.

It was actually kind of easy to lose myself in the fantasy of playing with those dolls. I had always had a good imagination and liked toys and games where I could sort of make up my own rules as I went along. Sometimes I wished that life could be more like that.

Then suddenly I was back home, a 29-year-old man holding a photograph, not a 6-year-old girl playing with dolls. And while that dream wasn't quite as shockingly dramatic as getting my brains drilled out by one of my old pals it still lingered with me for quite some time.

It had to be some kind of delayed reaction to my grief over my parents loss I figured. I had held up pretty well at the time and just took care of the business that needed to be taken care of, but maybe this was my way of releasing some of that stress and pain. Although why I would do so with this whole gender swap angle attached to it was a complete mystery to me.

Sure, I had never been the prototypical macho alpha male that I kind of wished that I was, but I had never thought of myself as overtly effeminate either. I dated girls, hell, I was even married for a couple of years, although that hadn't worked out too well. When Mike came to visit I wasn't harboring any sort of secret crush on him, at least not that I was aware of. He was just a friend from high school. And I don't think I failed to invite Julie Bacon up to my hotel room on prom night because I was a closeted homosexual who would rather have been wearing her dress than taking it off of her. It was kind of like a weird transgender It's A Wonderful Life, or something, except that instead of seeing what the world would have been like if I wasn't there I was seeing what it would have been like had I been there as a girl.

Anyway, they were just dreams and they didn't really mean anything and they would probably stop soon enough. Or so I thought.


CHAPTER 5:

Now that the can of worms had been opened it was kind of hard to stay away from those pictures, although I did make a point not to linger too long on anything that had me in the shot. I was kind of surprised that my mom had kept all of these things, but she was like that. I don't know how often she ever took them out and looked at them, but maybe she was saving them for the old age that was never going to come to her. And she definitely was "old school" when it came to photography. Even when the digital thing took over and was snapping pictures with her phone she still always had them printed out like the snapshots she had grown up with.

I was kind of glad about that now because if they had just been sitting on a hard drive, or even copied to a memory stick they could get lost so easily. The fact that they existed in a physical form that could be collected and boxed together meant that they were much easier to keep track of.

One picture that made me pause for a moment was obviously taken back in my college days when my roommate Chet and I had gone to Florida for spring break. We were both in our swimming trunks, looking slightly inebriated, holding up a couple of plastic cups that I knew continued adult beverages. We were on a crowded beach surrounded by other college kids but I couldn't for the life of me recall who had taken the picture. It was a full length shot and neither one of us was holding a camera. I had no idea how that picture made it into my mom's treasure trove, but I must have given it to her or left it lying around or something. I had completely forgotten it.

Then the flash and I was no longer in my house, nor my body. Chet was there, and the booze was there, but I was wearing a pink bikini, not all that dissimilar from Beach Blast Barbie, except that it showed a hell of a lot more skin. My boobs were back, bigger and better than ever, and they seemed to be practically tumbling out of my top.

"Thanks man," I said as a guy wearing a straw hat and a Hawaiian shirt came over and handed me my phone back.

"No prob," the guy replied with a grin as he wandered off to find his own debauched adventures.

"My mom said takes lots of pictures," I said to Chet as I rolled my eyes.

"I don't mind baby, but I've got a feeling that she might not want to see some of the shit we've been getting up to," he joked as I handed him my phone and he put it in his pocket.

We strolled around the beach for a while but there really was nowhere to sit. I noticed that as we walked we had our arms around each other's waist. Well, actually Chet kind of had his hand partly stuffed down my bikini bottom, but we were definitely going arm-in-arm. Jesus, was I dating my roommate? Maybe he wasn't my roommate in this world. Maybe he was my boyfriend or something. That was a freaky thought. It wasn't that Chet wasn't an attractive guy it was just that I lived with the man in college and never once had any sort of romantic thoughts about him.

Still when in Rome, or Florida in this case, I figured. I was dreaming that I was a girl again and so it probably wasn't that unnatural that I'd be dreaming that I was with a boy, although looking around that beach at all those hunky muscle dudes I wondered whether it was a mistake to be tied down to just one guy.

I'd like to say that I remembered that trip in great detail but I was honestly pretty wasted a lot of the time. Chet and I had gone down there full of visions of a non-stop orgy with endless co-eds from all across the country but I seem to recall that we basically spent most of our time getting fucked up and leering at all the babes around us. Now I was one of those babes and I couldn't help but notice that plenty of guys were leering at me, even if I was in tow with a man.

"Are you hungry?" Chet suddenly asked.

"I could eat," I replied, thinking that maybe some food in my stomach would be a good idea.

We found a crowded little place and had some fish tacos and beer. We had to eat standing up as there were no tables available, but that was all right. It gave us a chance to do a little people watching as we stood outside the joint and rested our beer bottles on top of a trash can.

"Man, I had no idea it would be so crowded," said Chet, taking a bite from his taco.

"Yeah, it's pretty crazy," I commented before sipping my beer.

"What do you want to do next?" he asked.

"I don't know. The beach is pretty packed."

"Everything is," Chet added.

"I think I just want to get out of the sun for a little while," I suggested.

So after we ate we went back to our room, which was still the same room Chet and I had rented on that trip. There was only one bed back then too, which was kind of lame, but the only thing that was available that didn't require us sharing with half a dozen other people. We had bragged about how we'd probably be out all night banging chicks on the beach anyway so it wouldn't be a problem, but as I recall we just sort of squeezed ourselves to the absolute edges of the bed and tried to make sure that we never rolled over and touched each other accidentally. I had a feeling that in this version of the story we had no such sleeping arrangement.

I went to the bathroom and took the opportunity to check myself out in the mirror again. I looked pretty much like the girl I saw on prom night but I think I had filled out a little more and had a different hairdo. I was definitely blonde and suddenly thought of that Barbie with the hair that turned pink in the sun and laughed at the thought of having pink hair, although it would go well with my bikini I noted.

When I came out of the bathroom Chet was kicking back on the bed smoking a joint. I went to lay beside him and he handed me the weed. That I remembered well enough. I honestly wasn't a huge partier but I did indulge in college, and especially on spring break. Weed usually made me feel mellow and kind of artistic. I often smoked a joint when I had a creative writing assignment. Now it seemed to be making me kind of horny for some reason.

"You know, it's kind of crazy to go with a date to spring break," Chet commented as he took a long drag.

"You mean because you'd be banging so much tail out there on your own?" I asked.

"No, but that's what everyone is really here for. To hookup with strangers. At least that's the dream. We could have gone anywhere and probably gotten a nicer room for less money," he pointed out.

"Yeah, but it's one of those things you just kind of have to do, at least once in your life. Everybody's always going to ask where you went for spring break, and I kind of wanted to see it for myself. See if it was as crazy as everyone says it is."

"Believe me I'm much happier being here with you than bumming around the beach trying to pick up on some skank."

"That's not a very nice way to talk," I chided him. "There were lots of attractive women out there."

"Yeah, but not like you baby. You're sweet, and smart, and pretty. Everything a guy could want."

"But I'm not that great a cook."

"So what? We can just buy tacos."

It was funny to hear my own thoughts come back to me in the form of a compliment, but I suppose that sort of thing happens in dreams. I'd like to think that I was all of those things but I really didn't know this Victoria chick all that well. I just knew that she was getting slightly buzzed and very turned on.


CHAPTER 6:

Chet had my bikini top off and was working my tits. I could see from the bulge in his pants that he was erect, but I wondered what kind of heat he was packing down there so I stuck my hands in his shorts and grabbed his prick. It was thick and warm and pulsated in my hand. He moaned as I stroked him and flicked his tongue against my nipple.

I was honestly anxious to see his tool for myself so I slid down and pulled off his shorts as he lifted his butt up enough for me to get them off. Then there it was, another big cock. Was every guy in my life hung like a horse except me? At the moment it didn't bother me too much. It just looked so inviting.

When Chet suddenly put his hand on the back of my head I knew what he was implying but I wasn't sure that I could go through with it. Mike and I had taken it kind of slow, and by the time he got around to entering me I was pretty worked up and ready for it. Of course it appeared that Chet and I already had some sexual history so it probably wasn't that surprising that he would expect me to suck his cock. We weren't kids anymore, this was college, and college girls gave head.

I kept stroking him a little more and got my face down near his pole. Then I tried licking the side of his shaft, which wasn't too bad, so I tried licking the other side. My pussy felt like it needed some attention but I still had my bottoms on and I wasn't sure exactly what to do next so I just kept stroking the base of his shaft while I opened my mouth and let the top couple of inches of his hard on pass between my lips.

I was giving head like a real girl. Giving head to my old college roommate in fact. My old college roommate with the very big dick. I wondered what our relationship really was in this world. Were we going steady or had we just hooked up? Was there a whole romantic thing going on or were we just fuck buddies? God it was surprisingly easy to suck a man's cock once you took the plunge and let it into your mouth I thought.

Well, maybe not that easy from a technique standpoint, but from a psychological one at any rate. It didn't seem wrong or unnatural, just kind of weird. I managed to keep one hand on his shaft and got the other down into my pants and began to finger myself up. That made the whole thing much more enjoyable. And when I found my clit it made the whole thing so intense I thought I was going to explode.

I remember a girl telling me once that sex was better on weed. It had something to do with THC releasing dopamine to the brain, and some kind of receptors being activated that made it easier to have an orgasm, or something like that. I didn't really pay that much attention to the science of the thing but I sure did make sure to have some pot ready for her when we finally got around to hitting the sheets. I liked to think that I was responsible for the wild orgasms she seemed to be having but maybe it was the weed. In any case something was going on inside me that made my head spin.

As I looked up at Chet, his dick firmly planted in my cheeks, I felt positively wicked and lascivious. Quite different from the shy and scared virgin of prom night, although if this was the same trip I assumed it was that prom was only a couple of years ago. I sure felt like a sexually experienced woman now so I must have done a lot of fucking in college.

I wondered how long Chet would last and what I would do if he started to cum in my mouth. Deciding to blow him was one thing, but actually letting him finish this way was something else to consider. There was also the question of getting his cock in my pussy, which I wanted very badly. When I had my prom dream it only lasted about as long as Mike's erection so I was worried that if Chet ejaculated while I was giving him head I'd never get the pussy fucking I longed for.

Taking that in mind I removed his dick from my mouth and positioned myself over his twitching member. Then I slid myself down on his hardness and let it fill me to the brim. It was an exquisite feeling, and less intimidating than prom night had been because I sort of knew what to expect and I was in control of the situation more being on top.

Once I was pegged to his groin I started to move myself up and down. I experimented with different speeds and found that if I leaned forward or backward his cock kind of struck me at different angles of pressure that changed the sensation.

After a while I put my hands behind my head and watched in fascination as my boobs bounced up and down. I noticed that Chet seemed pretty fascinated by that as well. It wasn't the most comfortable feeling but it sure looked good.

"Oh, Vicky, you totally fucking rock," Chet groaned happily.

"Better than banging some skank on the beach?" I teased.

"I'm surprised you'd have to ask," Chet joked in return.

"Well you're pretty hot too stud. I think I like being perched on you like this."

"That seat's always available for you honey."

It was funny to be around Chet, and even be in a time and place we had been before, and yet have everything slightly sideways. He would never have called me "honey" and I never would have referred to him as a "stud," obviously, but there was still a sense of the familiar about the whole scene. I wondered what it would have been like to know Chet as a boyfriend instead of a roommate. We had always gotten along great as "roomies" but it seemed like we might not have been bad as lovers either.

So strange to think of my friends Mike and Chet as lovers, but that's what they were in these crazy dreams. And it wasn't so bad, really. I didn't feel terribly diminished by the emasculating aspect of the thing. Chet and I seemed to have a pretty similar dynamic to our relationship, it's just that I now had various holes for him to stick his dick in.

"Oh, God, honey I'm going to fucking cum," Chet suddenly announced.

"Yeah, baby, go ahead and cum. Cum in my tight little pussy," I said encouragingly.

A few moments later he did just that. As he was finishing up I got a wild hair up my ass and jumped off his prick so that I could catch the last few drops in my mouth. Even though I had chosen to ride his pecker to avoid tasting his jizz, in the mood I was in now I really wanted to know what he tasted like. I didn't get that much in my mouth but I licked him clean which gave me a pretty good idea of what that salty stuff was like.

Then with a flash I was back. This time it wasn't rum and Coke I tasted on my lips, it was Chet's cum, and even weirder my lips and fingers almost seemed to be sticky with the stuff.


CHAPTER 7:

That was around the time that I started to wonder whether I was going insane. The cum must have been my own, I figured. I probably jacked off during the dream, and while not consciously aware of it, put my fingers to my lips or something. It was obvious that I blacked out during these "dreams" because they had happened at various times of the day or night and happened whether I had been drinking or was stone cold sober. I was awake and living my real life, then suddenly I was back in time, then just as suddenly awake again. And unlike a normal dream I mentally existed in both worlds simultaneously.

When I dreamed about being a little girl I could analyze the situation from the perspective of a grown man, but I could also lose myself in the joy and wonder of playing with my dolls. Same with the sex scenarios. I could remember the event as it had actually happened to me as a man but I could also feel what it might have felt like had I lived that moment of my life as a woman.

As I said earlier I've always had a good imagination but these weren't things that I was trying to imagine. If someone had said that I could go back and live one moment from my life over again but I'd have to live it as a female I might have accepted that offer out of intellectual curiosity, but I certainly wouldn't have chosen anything that might remotely have to do with sex or dating or romance. Getting different gifts at my childhood birthday party was kind of interesting and enlightening. It showed just how casually different it was to be raised as a boy instead of a girl but sucking my roommate's cock on spring break was definitely not something I wanted to fantasize about.

At least it wouldn't have been had I been able to choose from the start what I was going to dream about. Having "experienced" sex as a woman a couple of times now I knew that there was nothing to be afraid of. The wiring in my body was different from what I was used to but the payoff was basically still the same. It was sex and it felt good and I liked it. And I especially liked the way I looked as a woman. Perhaps that's shallow, but it gave me a kind of confidence that I didn't always have. I was pretty and I had perky tits and a nice ass. It was kind of nice to feel really good about my appearance.

What didn't feel good was the fact that this was happening to me at all. I couldn't help what I actually dreamed about in my sleep. As far as I knew I never dreamed about being female before. What the fuck was that all about? I understood that my grief might make me long for a time when my parents were still alive, but I didn't live that life as a girl. Everybody else I knew in those dreams seemed exactly the same, except in the way they interacted with me. I was different so they treated me differently.

I had to wonder whether I was experiencing some kind of mental breakdown or something. Was there something gay about me, or queer, or whatever those letters stood for in the whole LGBTQ thing? It seemed incredibly hard to believe that I had been walking around for 29 years without the slightest hint that I secretly wished I had been born female and was attracted sexually to men. That wasn't possible, was it?

I didn't really understand the psychology of the whole gender thing. I was born with a penis and grew up playing with footballs and fire trucks. I liked kickass superhero movies back in the day when Wonder Woman wasn't some feminist icon it meant watching reruns of the old TV series because Lynda Carter had awesome tits. I stayed in my lane because that's where I assumed I belonged. But were there cracks in that facade? Clues that I should have picked up on? There had to be some reason why my mind kept putting me back in the past, recast as a girl.

I thought about seeking professional help but then I decided the easier solution was to just put the box of photos back out in the garage and not look at them for a while. Since they seemed to be the trigger mechanism that sent me off into these female fantasies better not to keep sticking the gun in my hand.


CHAPTER 8:

If I wasn't going crazy before I surely was now I thought. It was kind of like The Tell-Tale Heart. I just kept thinking about that box of photos out in the garage. I didn't know exactly what I wanted to see or where I wanted to go but I knew that I was curious about being that Vicky girl again. It was harmless, after all. It wasn't like I was actually putting on a dress and makeup and going around town trying to pass myself off as a woman. It was more like a guilty pleasure. My little secret adventure.

I wandered out to the garage and retrieved the box, hauling it back into the house. Then I settled down on the couch with a glass of wine and randomly pulled pictures out and glanced at that them. The "trick" seemed to have something to do with focusing my gaze on a picture for some length of time so I was careful to just skim through unless I found something that I wanted to really look at.

This time I happened to pull out a picture from my ill-fated wedding. It was one of the many shots the professional photographer had taken, at rather considerable expense I seemed to recall. It was a posed picture, taken after the ceremony and before the reception. There I was in a tuxedo again, still looking something like a waiter. My bride, Carol, looked stunning in her wedding gown. She certainly wasn't hurting in the looks department but that was about all the nice things I could think of saying about her at this point. It was a big mistake, and we started fighting almost right off the bat, and in the end I caught her cheating with someone I worked with who I thought was a friend.

Flash! I must have been staring at that picture while my mind wandered because suddenly it was my wedding day, and true to the pattern of previous dreams I was there but I was now the bride instead of the groom. It all seemed so familiar, only now I had traded places for the posed photograph.

The man standing next to me, my husband I guess I should say, was a handsome devil, but I had absolutely no idea who in the fuck he was. Tall, well-built, strong chin, dark hair. He looked like the groom on the top of the wedding cake. My dress was surprisingly heavy, but I still didn't have much experience wearing dresses.

We finished taking that picture and then posed for some more pictures with various members of the wedding party. The whole time I kept racking my brain trying to figure out who I had just married. Everything so far had just been a slight flipping of the script. If I had been a girl in high school I might very well have gone to the prom with Mike. Chet was my roommate and the guy I went on the trip to Florida with, I just wasn't packing any bikinis the first time around. My family was my family and my friends were my friends. They just saw me as Vicky instead of Vic. But here was this whole new variable. I didn't recognize the groom or his best man or his groomsmen or any of his family members.

I was a little surprised to see that my maid of honor was a woman named Nancy Sims that I worked with back in those days. I always liked her and thought that she was attractive but I was dating Carol at the time and was soon engaged. I guess I remembered her more fondly than I thought.

It turned out to be the strangest dream so far because it lasted so long, for one thing, and there was this whole big mystery about the man I was supposedly married to. The reception went much like the original had gone except that it was my father dancing the traditional first dance with me and I was the one tossing the bouquet.

So weird to see my father like that. He wasn't terribly open-minded and I think he would have hated knowing that his son imagined dancing with him in a wedding dress, but in the dream he couldn't have looked happier, even though this time around he was paying for the wedding.

I did at least glean that my husband's name was Andy and that he must be fairly well-off financially because the rock on my finger was considerably more impressive than the one I had given Carol. He also seemed very charming and didn't get drunk at the reception, which is more than I can say for most of the attendees.

Every time someone took a picture and a flash went off I thought I was about to go back home but it didn't happen. The flash that transported me back and forth between these worlds seemed to come from inside my head and behind my eyelids, but my initial reaction was always the same. Yet the dream just kept going and going. That gave me the idea that sex was the key and that I wouldn't go back until I had fucked, but then I remembered my birthday party and realized that there was a flaw in my logic. Even Beach Blast Barbie didn't get laid in that one.

So, on we went until we reached the bridal suite and our wedding night. By that point I was kind of hoping that it wouldn't end until we'd had some kind of sex because I was getting pretty hot for my new hubby, whoever he was.

"Was it the wedding you've always dreamed of?" he asked as he took me in his strong arms.

"Oh, it was the wedding of my dreams, that's for sure," I replied truthfully, but with a slightly different spin.

"How did I ever end up so lucky as to get you to agree to marry me?"

"I don't know, how did you?" I said coyly, while secretly hoping that he might say something that would clue me in as to where I knew this guy from.

"That first time I saw you I knew I had to do something, or say something, or you'd just walk away and I'd probably never see you again, never even know your name."

So it was a random encounter. That was romantic but not very helpful. In his world I may have made a lasting impression on him at first glance but in my world he was completely anonymous to me.

We started kissing and I gave up trying to figure out why he was my groom. He looked great and he seemed nice and this marriage probably wasn't going to last the night but I did want to see him naked before it ended. I excused myself to the bathroom to take off my gown, much as I had done on prom night, and discovered that I had on some terribly sexy lingerie again. Even sexier than in high school, but of course I would have been prepared for this moment and wanting to look my best.

Apparently Andy was pleased because he scooped me up right away and carried me to the bed. I had taken my panties off in the bathroom which left my bottom exposed in just a lacey white garter belt that fastened to my stockings. I figured it was best to make his access as easy as possible since I didn't know how much longer this spell was going to last.

Andy spread my legs and began to lick my pussy, which I wasn't expecting at all. I would have figured that he would be anxious to claim his bride but apparently he was going to warm me up a little first.

It was weird, having never grown up with any particular dreams about marriage or fancy weddings to find how emotional the experience was to be a bride, even if I had missed the actual ceremony. There's something about putting on that damn dress that goes to your head I think. Everything was just so beautiful and so perfect and everyone was so full of happiness and hope. I'm sure that's the way my wife felt when this happened. Sadly it was probably the highlight of our marriage.

Even so I was swept up in the experience. I didn't even know who the joker was lapping at my gash, but I knew that I loved him, as insane as that sounds. Not just knew that I was supposed to be in love with him because I was his bride, I actually felt something really deep inside me. The guy could be a total asshole for all I knew but there was something in his eyes that just made me melt.

When he got under the hood and started messing around with my clitoris I felt the most amazing orgasm coming over me. I think I squealed, and I know I was wiggling around because it was almost too intense to bear. It was actually slow torture like that for quite a while. I'd get his shirt unbuttoned but before I could pull it off he'd roll me over and be kissing my breasts. I got his pants unfastened and tried to pull his cock out but then he turned my sideways and started to finger bang me while he kissed my neck and shoulders.

"Andy, I don't mean to be pushy but you've really got to fuck me soon," I finally said in a state of near desperation.

"We've got our whole life for that, don't we?" he said with a laugh.

"Yes, yes, of course, but I need you to fuck me like right now," I pleaded.

Andy just laughed again and got up from the bed to strip naked. I was delighted with what I saw. He just looked perfect to me and yes, he too had a very large penis. When I dreamed of men they all had horse cocks I guess.

I had been planning to lie on my back so that I could look at him as he fucked me but I suddenly got inspired to try something new so I got on all fours and looked back at him over my shoulder.

"Come and take your bride," I said as he grinned and got up on the bed behind me.


CHAPTER 9:

"Oh, fuck darling, fuck me...fuck me...don't let it end...not now...not yet," I moaned as he humped me vigorously.

Presumably he thought I meant that he shouldn't cum yet, but I was just babbling and a bit out of my mind and I dreaded the thought of this wonderful dream ending before my man could finish.

"You are a wild girl, aren't you?" said Andy with a playful slap on my rump. "I don't know if I'll ever be able to tame you."

"Oh, fuck...you're making me cum again..."

"I should marry you more often if this is what a wedding does to you," he teased.

"Anytime you want my darling. Oh, fuck...fuck me...I think I'm losing my mind. How could anything feel this good?"

I guess this was sort of the epitome of the female fantasy that had been percolating inside me ever since I looked at that damn prom picture. I was on my hands and knees in the most feminine position I could think of being given a hard fucking by my new husband that I was madly in love with, even if I didn't know his full name. I was so much a woman and proud to be one. All I could think about was how much I wanted to please that man, for no good reason in the world. I had already gotten off several times, and this dream had gone on way too long, but I had to make him cum. I couldn't leave him hanging, even in a dream.

I decided to take drastic action so I somehow squirmed out of his grip and turned to face him. As quick as I could I grabbed his cock and stuffed it in my mouth. If that didn't make this guy pop soon nothing would I figured.

"Oh, God...darling...fuck...shit..." moaned Andy as it was his turn to lose control.

I sucked that big prick like it was the last source of water on Earth and I was dying of thirst in the desert. I didn't just suck it, I devoured it.

"Glurp...glurp...glurp..."

It got noisy and wet but I didn't care. I would have killed for that man's cum at that moment in time. Somehow he held out a little longer but then all of a sudden it just sprang out of him like a pipe that had burst. I had no idea a man could produce so much semen in one session but I took it all and swallowed down greedily. Then I waited for the flash but it didn't come, so I continued to lick his prick for a while until he pulled me down on the bed and started kissing me.

"God, is it always going to be this wild?" Andy asked between kisses.

I just started crying. It was stupid, but my emotions were running high and I knew that it was never going to be like this, or anything else again.

"Hey, what's wrong?" Andy asked. "I meant wild in a good way."

"Oh, darling I love you so much," I said through my tears as I tried to smother him with kisses.

"Then hopefully those are tears of joy," he said once I gave him the chance to use his lips again for something other than kissing.

Then the flash and it was all over. I was sitting on the couch, my glass of wine still on the coffee table in front of me, and tears were running down my cheeks.


CHAPTER 10:

That was a tough one to get over. It was the first time that I really embraced the idea of being a woman instead of just accepting it and being somewhat intrigued by the experience. And I felt like I had met the great love of my life, but he was a man, and he might not even exist. I may have just invented the perfect mate to round out my wedding fantasy.

I was kind of surprised that it wasn't the guy who was the best man at my actual wedding, or someone else who was originally there, but then again my best man was the guy I caught screwing my wife so maybe I just blocked him out of my mind completely.

How could I feel so much love for a man who I didn't even know. Or any man for that matter? At least guys who were my friends I had a relationship with and a bond established. Adding sex to the mix would logically tip the scales in the direction of romantic love, but I didn't feel the same way about Mike or Chet in those dreams as I did about Andy. I wanted to fuck him and suck him and cook for him and host dinner parties for his boss or whatever the perfect wife was supposed to do.

That all sounded so appealing for some reason. It didn't make a lick of sense to me but that pretend wedding really got under my skin. Like I said before, I knew who I was the whole time it was happening but I also felt like a bride. Considering how crappy my marriage turned out you would think that I would view the prospect of marriage with more than a little skepticism, but it felt different somehow, and not just because of the way I was dressed.

I thought again about getting some professional help but I wasn't really sure that I wanted to be cured just yet. It was really fascinating to see my life through the eyes of a woman. I started thinking about different times and situations from my past and wondered how they would have played out if I had been a girl. I was curious to see myself at different points along the road I had traveled. And as for the sex, well, that was getting pretty darn interesting too.

Of course there were no major changes to my life so far in these dreams, aside from some of the pieces on the board being rearranged to fit my altered gender. So there would have been more pink in my life instead of blue but I was guessing that had I actually been born a girl things would have turned out very differently in a lot of ways. I might not have studied the same courses or gone into the same line of work. I might have even gone to a different college for all I knew, or not gone to college at all. I might not have had any reason to meet a lot of people I'd met in real life, and I'd probably have made some very different friends.

I wondered what my "maid of honor" Nancy Sims was doing these days, and whether she was still named Sims or had gotten married by now. And I wondered why I had dreamed that she was the woman I chose to be at my side during my wedding. She might not even remember me. I didn't work for that company all too long and quit after the ugly incident involving my wife and my best man. I just had no desire to be around that guy at work all the time and have to act like nothing had happened. Fortunately I got a better job and put that whole mess behind me.

Carol and I had talked about having a kid, but largely as a way to potentially "fix" our marriage. Thankfully we didn't go through with that horrible plan. That sort of thing never works and just ends up making things far worse.

I decided to see if I could find Nancy Sims and with a little effort I actually managed to track her down. She sounded very surprised to hear from me but if she was just pretending to remember me she did a very good job of it. It was a bit awkward but we agreed to meet for coffee, although I really had no idea what I was going to say to her once I got there.

She still looked great, maybe even better than before I thought. And apparently she was still single and still worked for the same company we had both worked for.

"I was so sorry to hear what happened to you. I don't know how you didn't strangle both of them with a sash cord or something," said Nancy once we had gotten past the preliminaries.

"Oh, so you heard about that," I replied.

"Kind of hard not to. You know the way office gossip is. It's a shame you left. Fred didn't last too much longer after that. Got caught groping one too many women at the office. It's bad enough being a cheating asshole, but it's even worse if you're too dumb to do it without getting caught," she said with a slight chuckle. "Or maybe this is painful for you and you'd rather talk about something else."

"No, actually I've been in kind of a nostalgic mood. That's why I called you, I guess. Now don't take this the wrong way but I had a dream about you. It was nothing dirty or anything like that. We were both at a wedding, and it was very real, and it made me think of you," I explained.

"Somehow I have a feeling that's not the whole story," she said as she looked at me closely.

Then it all just spilled out. I told her the whole crazy thing, leaving out some of the more explicit details but not pulling any punches about what happened or how I felt. I don't know why I did it or why I chose her to be the one to tell but I had to talk to somebody about it and maybe I felt like she was a safe choice because she could just get up and walk away and I'd never have a reason to see her again.

"So I was your maid of honor, huh? How did I look?" she asked with a crooked grin.

"You looked great. Of course you looked more like you did a few years ago when I actually got married, but you were very beautiful then. Still are, for that matter," I quickly added.

"And you think there's some significance in me playing that part in your dream?"

"No, I don't think so. I may be crazy but I'm not totally insane. It's just that we seemed like such good friends in that dream. Like we had been best buddies for years. I just thought...hell, I don't know what I thought. This was probably a dumb idea," I said more sadly than I had intended.

"No, don't say that. Dreams are powerful stuff. And it sounds like your situation goes a little beyond the average kind of dream. It sounds kind of scary actually, but exiting too."

"So tell me truthfully, did I ever seem gay to you or effeminate in some way?"

"I didn't know you all that well, and not at all outside of work so it would be hard for me to say. There was certainly nothing that stood out in my mind that way," she replied. "Do you think you're gay now?"

"Not really, but I think I like dreaming about having sex with men, at least while I'm dreaming that I'm a woman."

"So you look at a picture for a long time and then you see a flash of light and magically you're transported into that picture except that now you're a female version of yourself?"

"That's pretty much the way it seems to work."

"That doesn't sound like any ordinary dream to me. Do you think it would still work if someone else was in the room with you while you looked at the picture?" she asked out of the blue.

"I don't know. I was looking at yearbook pictures with my friend Mike the first day that this thing happened, but it didn't happen then, it was only later when I started going through the photos in my family collection."

"Well, why don't we give it a try? I'd like to be there when it happens. Maybe you talk in your sleep or walk around and act things out or something. It might be good to know whether you just pass out cold or whether you still have some consciousness."

I thought about the fact that I might have jacked off and then licked my own cum from my fingers and thought about declining her offer but in the end I was grateful to have someone hear me out who wasn't going to call for a straightjacket.

"Okay, let's do it," I said.

So it appeared that my next performance would have an audience.


CHAPTER 11:

It was odd that this woman from my past, who was never more than a co-worker, would be the one I would take into my confidence and that she would have enough sympathy for me, or at least be intrigued enough by my situation to actually want to help.

I felt kind of funny about someone being there while I went into one of my "trances" and I wondered whether it would even happen if I wasn't alone. Still there was no harm in trying it so when Nancy came by to watch my twisted brain in action we both sat on the couch while I flipped through pictures from the box.

"You know if this works it's probably going to be incredibly boring for you but in case I start flailing about or something you might want to move over there," I suggested, pointing to a chair across the room.

"Don't worry about that. I'm just waiting for you to pass out then I'm going to rob you blind and take off," she joked.

I then began my usual routine of reaching into the box and pulling out a random handful of photographs. The difference was that this time after I finished glancing at one I handed it to Nancy who frequently commented on something about the photo. Suddenly I pulled out a picture that made me stop and look longer than I had anticipated. It was taken at the place where I used to work with Nancy and it was of me and Ed Granger, the guy who was my best man at my wedding and who I later found banging my wife in our bedroom.

I wanted to tear the picture up but I guess I had been staring at it for too long because I suddenly saw the flash and was transported back to that moment in time. I couldn't even remember why we were having our picture taken at work like that but there was Ed, smiling away with his arm around my waist, and there was I, Victoria in a smart business suit.

Just after the picture was taken I felt Ed's hand slide down to my ass just before he gave one of my butt cheeks a quick squeeze.

"Ed," I protested softly. "What are you doing? You know I'm engaged."

"Sure I know, but you haven't walked down the aisle yet," he said with a wink.

Fortunately we both had to get back to work so Ed went off to his desk and I returned to mine. It appeared that I had basically the same job I had when I was a man so at least I hadn't been demoted to a secretary or something.

It seemed like just another day at the old office until Nancy came by and we started talking about the wedding plans and fittings for the bridesmaid dresses and things like that. It really appeared that we were good friends. Since we were at work we didn't chat long but we made plans to go to lunch together.

After a little while Ed called me into his office. He wasn't exactly my boss, or my immediate supervisor but he was senior to me at the company and sometimes I did have to discuss business things with him that pertained to his department so there was nothing odd about meeting with him like that.

What did seem odd was the fact that he locked the door behind me as soon as I came into the room.

"So you're really going to marry that guy?" said Ed as he leaned on the front of his desk near where I was standing.

"That's right," I replied. "In June."

"What a shame."

"Excuse me."

"It'll be a shame not having you around anymore to admire."

"I'm not going anywhere, at least other than my honeymoon, but I'll be back after that," I told him.

"Yeah, but he'll probably knock you up pretty quick and ruin that perfect figure of yours," said Ed as he moved over from the desk and put his hand around my waist.

"Ed, what are you doing? This isn't appropriate at all," I said as I tried to push his hand away.

"Come on honey, don't be like that. You know we've had some good times together. Can you blame me if I don't want it to stop?"

"But I'm engaged now Ed," I said rather weakly, feeling him pulling me tighter.

"That doesn't matter. I've banged lots of married chicks. They get bored pretty quick you know once the honeymoon is over. You'll want me again soon enough once Amos stops giving you the attention you deserve."

"Andy," I corrected him.

"Whatever."

Then Ed put a hand behind my head and kissed me. I'll admit that I felt a tingle of excitement run down my spine but I managed to pull away from him for a moment. There was obviously some kind of sexual history between us and he did have some kind of very powerful chemistry that was attracting me, even though my real brain was mortified by the thought.

"Ed, we're at work, and I'm engaged, and whatever we did in the past has nothing to do with anything anymore. This is completely wrong," I told him as firmly as I could.

"Which is why it makes it all the more exciting baby," said Ed as he walked around me.

I thought he was going to go unlock the door but instead he pressed himself up tightly against my back and cupped my breasts. I could feel my temperature rising and my breathing getting a little faster. I could also feel his erection through his pants which didn't make matters any easier for me.

"You like it when I play with your tits, don't you honey?" he whispered as he continued to fondle my boobs and kissed my neck.

I didn't reply. I just stood there trying to figure out what to do. Ed was very good-looking and had this charisma that I had never noticed when I was a man. It was strange because otherwise he seemed like the same guy to me. Now that I was a woman I felt sort of irresistibly drawn to him, despite the fact that what he was doing was so terribly wrong. I wondered if that's what Carol felt when she started cheating on me with him.

While I stood there thinking he unbuttoned the top of my blouse and stuck his hand into my top where he continued to squeeze my breasts through my bra. His other hand slid up under my skirt and began to rub my panties.

"Ed, please don't do this. You know I find you attractive but I'm in love with another man and I'm going to be his wife," I said between heavy sighs.

"So be his wife, I'm not stopping you. But that shouldn't stop us from doing whatever we want. And I know you want it baby. I can feel how wet your panties are.

Then he spun me around and kind of pushed me down on my knees in front of him. He unfastened his pants and pulled out his humungous cock, which was rock hard and pointed right at my face.

"Are you telling me that you want to walk away from this?" said Ed as he put a hand behind my head and slowly started pressing me closer to this dick.

I opened my mouth to tell him to go fuck himself but instead I put his cock in it and began to suck.


CHAPTER 12:

"Good girl, I knew you'd listen to reason," said Ed as I found myself inexplicably giving him head despite my total repulsion for the man. "It's just sex, baby, it doesn't mean anything and nobody cares. That doesn't have to change just because you've got a ring on your finger."

It was awful, but it wasn't. I didn't want to be sucking his cock, but he wasn't really forcing me to. I guess he didn't have to. I could have just gotten up and walked out of the room. He wouldn't have tackled me or tried to restrain me. He wasn't going to hurt me and I wasn't worried about losing my job or something. He just had something about him that made me feel weak when he pressured me.

Part of it was probably the fact that I spent a lot of time thinking about getting laid as a woman these days. The thought of a big beautiful cock, like the one Ed had, just kept getting into my brain and stirring up all these feelings inside me. And the wickedness of the situation also fueled my horniness. I'd never had sex in the workplace before with anyone, at least not in my male life. It sounded like Ed and I had probably done it a few times in my alternate reality.

I tried not to think about Andy or my ex-wife, or anything other than the fact that I had a man's prick in my mouth and how much I enjoyed that feeling. There simply wasn't any denying that now. It was almost like an addiction or something. The more I did it the more I wanted to do it again and again. Yes, I would rather have been sucking Andy's cock, but he wasn't there and Ed was and I didn't get that many chances to suck anybody so I sucked Ed with enthusiasm.

"Fuck baby, you are such a great little cocksucker," said Ed, seemingly confirming what I had suspected about myself. "That slutty mouth was just built for BJs."

I assumed that he would want to finish this way but he had other plans as he grabbed me and pulled me up from the floor. He kissed me aggressively then spun me around and bent me over his desk. I felt his hands reaching under my skirt again and tugging my panties down to my ankles. Then he lined his prick up with my gash and shoved it in.

It was sudden, surprising, and thrilling. It was the middle of the workday and the walls of his office weren't that thick. I tried to keep my voice down but I realized that I was moaning pretty loud.

"Jesus Christ!" I blurted out as I felt myself on the edge of an orgasm.

"Do I have to gag you?" Ed chuckled. "We're at work you crazy bitch. You want everyone to hear you?"

"Maybe you better," I gasped in reply.

Ed just laughed as he pulled off his belt and stuck it in my mouth. Then he tightened it up and tugged on the end of it like it was the reins of a horse.

"There you go slut. Now you can scream your silly head off and nobody will hear you."

It was a good thing that he put that belt in my mouth because when he resumed fucking me he didn't go back to the same hole. To my dismay I realized that he was putting his cock in my ass. And he wasn't terribly gentle about it either. I was screaming from both the pleasure and the pain but fortunately the strap of leather muffled my noise.

As he pounded my anus he tugged harder on the belt and got more savage in his tone of voice.

"You can marry whoever you like but you belong to me. You're my bitch and I'll fuck you whenever I like however I like. Is that understood?" he hissed.

I tried to nod my head yes but he was yanking so hard on the reins that I couldn't really move it.

"You girls are all so alike. You prance around the room showing off your ring like you're some little princess in a fairytale but when a real man comes along you can't help yourself and you turn into a total whore," Ed sneered contemptuously.

I was getting dizzy and going weak at the knees. I had no idea what being fucked in the ass would be like but it was nothing like I expected it to be. It hurt but it turned me on too and had its own kind of sensation that was hard to put into words. Despite the fact that this was a man who had betrayed my trust, slept with my wife, and now totally degraded me as a woman he was getting me off pretty hard. I was so confused and ashamed and aroused all at the same time.

Maybe in a way I felt like I deserved this for being such a queer. How could I ever really think of myself as a man again after admitting how much I loved being fucked this way? All that wild love that I thought I felt for this Andy character I dreamed up just went out the window once Ed whipped his dick out. Jesus, I really was such a whore.

His cum slammed into my asshole and I felt the grip on the belt release. I was sort of crying but not really hard. I just felt kind of drained and used and spent. Then flash! I was back on my couch and Nancy was there holding my hand.

"I'm guessing you had a pretty wild one," she said as she smiled compassionately at me.

"Why? What the hell did I do?" I asked in a panic.

"Oh, not that much, really, but you kind of jerked around sometimes and you were breathing awfully hard. I was thinking that maybe you were having a seizure or something but then you started mumbling something about "cock" and "fuck" and "slut" so I figured you were having one of those dreams again," Nancy replied.

"Oh, God...the things I did. Or maybe I should say the things that were done to me," I said as I shook my head.

"By Ed?"

"Yeah, how did you know?"

"You were looking at a picture of the two of you when you blacked out. And I know Ed, so if you turned into a girl next to him you were bound to be in trouble," Nancy said with a slightly ironic laugh.

"We did it right there in his office. He made me suck his cock and then he fucked me in the ass," I confessed embarrassedly.

"You mean he raped you?"

"No, not really. He just kept putting all this pressure on me and I couldn't seem to resist for some reason."

"You don't have to explain. I've fucked Ed too. Only I didn't have the excuse of it being a dream."

"You fucked Ed?" I stammered.

"Yup. Couple of times. Once on a business trip and once in the office. Actually twice in the office to be exact. He's got some crazy animal charisma, even if he is a douche bag," Nancy said with a chuckle. "And that huge cock is pretty impressive."

"Oh, he really does have a big cock. I thought I just dreamed that about every guy I fucked."

That made us both laugh and I felt so much better having someone to share this secret with.

"Don't beat yourself up over this. I think every woman probably has a bad boy in her life at least once. It's a total love/hate thing, but the sex can be pretty great," said Nancy as she patted my hand.

"Sort of puts my whole marital infidelity situation in a different light. It was sort of my own fault, in a way. I knew that Ed was a guy that didn't have any boundaries when it came to women, he bragged about it all the time, but I somehow assumed that because we were friends it wouldn't apply to my wife. And considering how easy I caved in it's hard to blame Carol for doing the same," I said sadly.

"Now don't beat yourself up over that either. That situation wasn't cool any way you slice it, and it certainly wasn't your fault. The flesh is often weak, my friend, and we do what we do sometimes for really shaky reasons. Now I'm no psychologist but it seems to me like you've got some issues to work through. What just happened here today was not natural. People don't just look at a photograph and go into a trance. And the fact that you turn into a girl each time it happens seems like...well...I don't know what it seems like because it doesn't seem like anything I've ever heard of before. But it's sort of like someone is trying to tell you something, or you're trying to tell yourself something, or this is all just some weird horror movie shit and you're going to get murdered by some dude in a mask."

That made us both laugh again but I knew she was right. There were forces at work of some kind. Maybe all in my head, maybe supernatural in some way, but there was something strange going on inside me and I needed to sort it all out somehow.

"Hey, don't look so sad. Being a woman isn't the end of the world you know," said Nancy. "If it turns out that that's who you really are inside, or you want to be, there's no shame in that. I think it's kind of thrilling, really. I mean most of us only get to live our lives once, and we certainly never get a chance to live it over in another body. I say go for it. Keep looking at those pictures and searching your soul for the truth. Just don't look too hard at any pictures where you were at camp as a teenager. That masked killer thing is still a possibility."


CHAPTER 13:

There was obviously some feminine side of me that I never knew about before, or repressed so deeply that it seemed not to exist. The desire to live parts of my life over again probably wasn't that strange, but the fact that my brain insisted on it happening to me as a girl seemed to indicate some kind of sense that I had gotten it wrong the first time. And the fact that I had gone from shock, to curiosity, to loving the sensation just sort of reinforced that. Each new experience, good or bad, made me feel a tiny bit closer to that female identity. And the sex...always back to the sex...I just couldn't shake from my head.

It felt so natural to have that body and to have men fuck me. There were times now where I could almost feel the weight of my bosom, like a phantom limb. And the role just seemed to suit me for some reason.

And there was something strange about the way Nancy just slipped into the situation so perfectly. When we were sitting on the couch after my "incident" I felt exactly about her as I had done during the wedding dream. Like we were old and dear friends. But we weren't. We had worked together once a few years ago and had a cup of coffee on a whim of mine. But that whim had really been a gut feeling or an instinct. Because of the role she played in my dream I had this strange feeling that somehow she was tied up in this, or connected to it in some way. That she wasn't my maid of honor out of coincidence or out of the unrequited lust I felt for her once. And damn it, it sort of turned out that way.

My feelings for her now were completely platonic, even though I thought she was more attractive than ever. Even when I woke up and found her holding my hand I had no thought of trying to make a pass at her. I felt, well, almost a sisterly sort of affection towards her, even though we were both single now and I was sharing my most intimate thoughts and secrets with her.

That gave me an idea. I wondered what would happen if I stared at a picture that I wasn't in or that I didn't take. Something that happened at a time and place I wasn't at. Would I still enter that world and if I did would it be as Vic or Vicky? I asked Nancy to bring some pictures over from various points in her life just to see if I could put myself into that situation and much to my surprise it worked.

First I became one of the girls at a slumber party she threw when she was 13. I was just Vicky, Nancy's friend and one of the gang. It was incredibly goofy fun and I had no idea that girls could be so crazy. We tried "Light as a Feather/Stiff as a Board," which didn't work, broke out a Ouija board, that seemed uncannily accurate, and ended up braiding each other's hair. There was a lot of other shit, but sadly none of the sexy lesbian fantasy stuff I had always imagined, and then with a magic flash of light I was back on my couch relating the whole sordid incident to Nancy.

"Holy shit! That's exactly what happened," she said in amazement. "I mean a lot of the same stuff happens at slumber parties all the time, but you even remember the names of the other girls and I never told you who they were. Hell, I forgot Joyce's name until you just brought it up. This is kind of freaky."

"I know, isn't it?" I replied with a mischievous grin. "It's like I've lived this whole secret life that I didn't know about and I'm just discovering it in layers."

"Or maybe you're inventing it as you go. Dreaming about things that actually happened in your own past is one thing, but now you're dreaming about my past and knowing things that you couldn't possibly know," Nancy pointed out.

"That's true. It's impossible, but it happened, and thankfully you're here to confirm it all," I said. "You can see that as crazy as everything sounds there's some kind of a truth to it."

"Yes, but to what end I wonder?" asked Nancy.

To what end, indeed?


CHAPTER 14:

I took a few more trips down Nancy's memory lane and the results were always pretty much the same. We were gal pals and we did stuff together and had fun and talked and I was learning a lot about her background while developing a female personality of my own that wasn't rooted in my old male memories or experiences. Then one day she handed me her phone and told me not to look at it until she explained the situation.

"Look, this one is kind of wild but I think you might enjoy it. I know I said stay away from camping pictures but I think this is safe enough. Just bear in mind that I was 19, in college and living away from home for the first time, and I went on this camping trip with some other people. For obvious reasons I don't keep copies of this picture lying around and I virtually never show it to anybody. Now you can look," Nancy finally concluded.

The photo on her phone was a snapshot of her in what appeared to be a tent, which seemed pretty certain to be the case since she had said it was taken on a camping trip. The interesting feature was the fact that 19-year-old Nancy was lifting up her shirt and flashing her tits for the camera with a kind of goofy grin on her face. It wasn't hard at all to stare at that image as she had some pretty cute knockers. A flash later and I was in the tent holding the camera looking at her bare breasts in person.

"Okay, now you're turn," said Nancy as she pulled her top down and reached for the camera.

"Hey, I never agreed to that. You just asked me to take the picture, you didn't say I was supposed to be in one two," I said as I tried to keep her from wrestling the camera away from me.

"Come on, bitch, let's see those babies. You've got nothing to be ashamed of," said Nancy as she made another lunge for the camera.

After some more jostling and teasing she finally talked me into pulling up my own shirt and showing off my boobs. We were both wearing nothing but t-shirts and our panties as it was nighttime and we appeared to be getting ready for bed. She snapped one picture and then I lifted up one of my tits and stuck out my tongue like I was going to lick my own nipple, just to be a smartass. At that moment the tent door opened and two guys stuck their heads in.

"What the fuck?" said one of them with a huge grin.

I quickly pulled my shirt back down and felt my face turning red. The guys both came into the tent and sat down.

"So this is what you girls do when we're not around," teased the other guy.

They were both young and cute and I suddenly realized that we were probably sharing a tent with them...at the very least.

"You've got to let me copy those pictures to my phone," said the first guy, who I would come to know as Bob.

"Fuck off," said Nancy, more playfully than scornfully.

"Did you take pussy pics too?" asked the other fellow, who was named Jason.

"None of your business," Nancy snapped back at them.

"You don't want to leave the job half done do you?" Jason replied. "We'll take them for you."

"I'll bet you would," said Nancy dryly.

"Only if we can take dick pics of you," I suddenly interjected.

Nancy punched me in the arm but the guys just grinned and pulled down their pants. Neither one of them was erect but as always they both seemed pretty well-hung. I grabbed the camera back from Nancy and snapped photos of both of their members.

"It would be better if they were hard," I commented during the process.

"Well, you do the pussy pictures and we'll get hard, I promise," said Bob.

Nancy and I both kind of giggled and shrugged and pulled off our panties. Nancy hiked her shirt up and spread her legs. I got in tight and took a nice photo of her slit. Then it was my turn so I got on my hands and knees and presented my bare ass to the camera. Nancy shot that photo, which probably gave a pretty nice view of what I had to offer between my legs. While that was going on the boys were stroking themselves furiously and had produced very nice erections that needed to be captured for posterity so Nancy and I took turns photographing their hard cocks until they couldn't stand it anymore and pounced on us.

Bob grabbed me and Jason pinned Nancy to the ground. I assumed that Jason was her boyfriend, or her date on this trip, or something. I didn't recognize either of these guys from anywhere but Nancy and I went to different colleges so these were probably dudes she knew from her school. It didn't matter to me. They were both hard and they were both hot and Bob was a good kisser.

He fingered me while we kissed and I stroked him right back. Glancing over at Nancy and Jason it looked like they were similarly engaged, although Nancy had her shirt off entirely and Jason was giving her hooters some special attention.

My tits came into play next as Bob pulled up my shirt and began to squeeze them. He was a little rough, but I didn't mind too much. Sometimes a guy just couldn't help it if he was a bit too enthusiastic.

Pretty soon we were all buck naked and I was on my back, propped up on my elbows as Bob got next to me on his knees and gave me his cock to suck. I didn't hesitate. I just turned my head, took his stick in one hand, and went to work polishing his knob. I have no idea what Nancy and Jason were doing during this interval but when I got a chance to turn and look I saw Nancy happily bouncing up and down on Jason's prick in the reverse cowgirl style.

"Why don't you get in the same pose you were in for that picture?" Bob suggested. "I like the way your pussy looks from the back."

I just grinned and got on my hands and knees again, knowing full well that he was going to do more than just admire the view. A moment later he was inside me. I had angled myself so that I could watch Nancy and Jason at work and I wasn't disappointed by the view. There was a time when seeing Nancy naked and getting boned would have made me incredibly horny, but incredibly jealous at the same time. Now it just made me happy and horny, because she and Jason looked good fucking and because I could tell that Nancy was having a very good time being fucked.

I know I was. I had discovered how much I liked it doggy-style when I offered up my rear end to Andy on our wedding night. At first I thought I wouldn't want to do it without being able to make eye contact with the guy but there was something kind of awesome about the animalistic feeling of being humped from behind. It seemed to get men really charged up too so that was a plus.

Bob gave me a good thumping for a while and then all of a sudden he called out to his buddy.

"What do you think, bro, ready to switch?" said Bob.

"Sure, why not?" Jason replied.

So just like that Bob pulled out of me and Jason came over and took his place. A moment later my pussy was back in action. Bob went over to where Nancy was lying and she got on her knees and started giving him head. It was definitely the best camping trip I had ever been on.


CHAPTER 15:

"Holy crap! I think I like your version a lot better," said Nancy once I had been zapped back home.

"It didn't really happen that way?" I said.

"Up to a point. We did take some dirty pictures and we did have sex but we just put out the lamp and did it in the dark, and there was definitely no swapping," she said with a bemused look on her face. "I've got to watch out for you. You could get a girl in trouble."

"Sorry if I stole your boyfriend or something. It wasn't my idea to switch."

"Oh, he wasn't really a boyfriend. They were just a couple of guys I knew. There were actually a bunch of people on that trip and we hadn't paired up or anything before that so when they poked their heads in the tent I was genuinely kind of pissed off. Of course they were two of the hottest guys so I wasn't that pissed off."

"Obviously not," I said with smile.

"Well if you're not actually a girl I think you ought to be. You seem to be really good at it and you always have a great time," said Nancy.

"I'm beginning to agree with you, but I'm not sure where that leaves me. I live most of my life as a man but then I have these little side trips to wherever the hell I go and the more I take them the more it begins to feel like that's my actual past and what I'm living now is the fantasy."

"Well...I guess you could try to transition," Nancy suggested. "Or maybe try just being with a man when you're a man, since you obviously have a thing for cocks."

"Yeah, I don't know. The problem is I'm kind of spoiled by being Vicky. I like her life a whole lot. I like her family, I like her friends, I like the way she looks, and I like the way I feel when I'm her. I'm not sure whether I'd feel the same having a bunch of surgery."

"Okay, I've got an idea. I'm going to take a picture of someplace that hasn't got any people, or maybe has a whole bunch of people, but they're all strangers. Look at it and see what happens."

"Why?" I asked, not seeing the point yet.

"Just to see what happens when you're Victoria without anyone's story being involved. Not a younger version of yourself but as you are right now. Who knows? Maybe you're out shopping, or going to the library, or walking along a sandy beach, but you won't be tied to existing memories because you'll be living in the present, not the past."

"Sure, I'm game, although I don't know if it will work," I said with a shrug.

"Okay, you tell me when you want to try it and I'll snap a picture somewhere right before that and send it to you. Then I'll clear out so that I don't bump into you wherever I am. It might be a complete waste of time but on the other hand it might be another way of trying to take control of this thing instead of just being a participant."

We agreed on a time and like clockwork Nancy sent a photo to my phone that she had just taken. It appeared to be a shopping mall, but I didn't recognize it from the picture. There were some people walking around in the background but none of them were too clear to see in any detail. A moment later I saw the familiar flash of light and then I was standing in that mall, wearing a dress and carrying a handbag. In the bag I found a bunch of miscellaneous crap but there was also some money and some credit cards so I could buy something if I really wanted to. It was a funny thought to be someone who didn't really exist racking up debt on imaginary credit cards. I'd heard of people making money in their sleep, but not spending it.

It felt good to be Vicky again, but also slightly scary to be all alone. Usually I just jumped into a situation, like coming in on a movie that had already started. Sometimes I already knew, more or less, what was going to happen, and other times I figured out what was going on pretty fast, but this time I was flying solo. There wasn't anything going on other than people going about their business.

I decided to walk around for a little while and just sort of window shopped. It was actually kind of pointless for me to buy anything since it would all just vanish as soon as the dream was over, but I thought it might be fun to at least try some clothes on so I went into a shop that sold ladies apparel and browsed for a while. I didn't end up trying anything on but it was fun to look at things.

When I got to the lingerie store that was a little more inspiring. I knew that sexy lingerie was more for a man's benefit than a woman's but I liked some of the things there and decided to see how I looked in them. I tried a few things on and thought that I looked pretty hot in them, but I had no one to wear this stuff for so I opted against picking anything up. Instead I ended up buying a bracelet that I really liked at another store because I could just put that on now and wear it while I walked around.

Then when I was thinking about getting something to eat my heart suddenly stopped as I caught a glimpse of a man getting on the escalator to go down to the lower floor. It was just a glance but from a distance it looked a hell of a lot like Andy.

I didn't want to make a scene by running through the mall, and quite frankly I don't think I even could have in the shoes I had on, but I walked as fast as I could and tried to catch up with the guy. I got another look at him and almost called out his name but then he disappeared before I could reach the bottom of the escalator. Maybe it was just wishful thinking on my part but it sure looked like him. More than that it felt like he was near, as dumb as that sounds.

I went ahead and got something to eat and walked around a little more after that and then I was back home. I called Nancy right away and told her everything that had happened and she seemed pretty excited.

"You actually found him just like that?" she said.

"I don't know that it was him, but it certainly might have been. And I don't know what I would have done if it was him," I replied.

"You would have flirted with him, dummy."

"Yeah, I could have done that I suppose. But just because I married the guy in a different dream doesn't mean that he'd have any reason to know me now or be interested."

"Maybe not...but I think he's the key to this whole thing. I've got a theory, that might be completely stupid, but I'll lay it on you the next time I come by."

Nancy's theory was basically that Andy, if that was his real name, and I, were some kind of star crossed lovers. We were meant for each other, whatever that means, but somehow we could never get on the same page or exist in the right form in the same universe. Maybe we had been trying to hook up for centuries, or maybe we had been lovers in some past life. It was all kind of screwy but also a very romantic notion.

"So let's suppose for a moment that your crazy idea is correct. How is that going to solve anything? Maybe I stumble across him again sometime in a dream, and maybe sparks fly and we get it on, which would be awesome, but then I'm just going to be zapped right back here no different than before," I said.

"I have a hunch that everything revolves around you meeting him in the present day. That if the two of you can come face to face as man and woman your universes will collide and you'll both be living in the same world at the same time."

"So you're saying that the dream would essentially never end. I'd never be flashed back here as a man again. I'd just go on living my life the way it was but as a woman?" I asked for clarity.

"Yeah, except that your life wouldn't be exactly the same because you'd have found the man of your dreams and you'd both fall hopelessly in love."

"I think you read too many romance novels," I joked.

"That's beside the point. Don't you get it? There has to be a reason why this has been happening to you. Maybe it was to tell you to go get hormone injections or hang out at gay bars or something but it feels bigger than that. Like somebody up there wants you to be with this guy. And it's definitely what you want, and it's probably what he wants to, although he might not know it yet. Or maybe he's had dreams where he turns into a woman and marries you as a man, although he doesn't know who you are," Nancy suggested.

"Man, now you're giving me a headache," I groaned.

"Think about your wedding. I mean the one to Andy. Not about the sex, you little slut, think about anything anyone might have said that could give you a clue as to where he might be found."

"And if that doesn't work?"

"Then you just have to keep going out there. Maybe he'll find you."


CHAPTER 16:

I tried and tried to think of a clue but nothing came to me so I had Nancy send me some random photos and I went off to wherever she sent me hoping to run into the mysterious Andy again but there had been no sign of him. Then I suddenly remembered the rest of the story that Andy had told about the day he supposedly met me. I had forgotten that part until just now.

After he said that he had to do something or I'd walk on by and he'd never see me again he apologized for pretending that he didn't know where Harper's Delicatessen was, even though he went there all the time. Asking me for directions was just his excuse to spark up a conversation. That part had slipped my mind, but I was pretty darn sure that's what he had said. I think he also said that it was just around the corner from where we were standing.

If I was right about that then I needed to find out if there really was a Harper's Delicatessen and either hang out there or look around the neighborhood and see if there was any logical spot where we might have crossed paths.

Nancy got really excited when she heard the news and after a quick Internet search we found that there was such a place so we headed over to check it out. It was kind of a charming but modest little bistro with red and white striped awnings and a few tables on the sidewalk. We walked around the corner and there was a big department store with people bustling in and out. It took up much of the block and almost had to be the place where he had supposedly seen me.

"Take a picture of the front of that store for me and then don't wait for me in the car," I said to Nancy. "If your nutty theory is correct I may never be coming back, at least not this way. And if it doesn't work I'll call Uber and get a ride home," I said.

"It'll work. I feel it," she said as she squeezed my hand tightly. "God, this is all so exciting! But I'm going to miss you."

"No you won't. We'll still be best friends and you're going to be the maid of honor at my wedding," I said with a smile, still fighting back a tear that was welling up.

She took the picture and handed me the phone. I stared at it hard and wondered if it would work. I had never done this outside of my house before. Suddenly there was the old familiar flash and I was transported just a few yards away, but inside the store. I could still see Nancy standing at the curb and thought for a moment that it hadn't worked, but then I realized that I was Vicky and I got a really weird feeling in the pit of my stomach. I sort of wanted her to see me this way, and wondered whether she would somehow recognize me but she was already starting to walk away as I came through the front door. I got to the curb but I couldn't see her. She must have gotten back in the car and driven off as I had told her to do.

"Excuse me, miss. I hate to bother you but I was wondering whether you knew of a place called Harper's Delicatessen. It's supposed to be around here but I don't have the actual address."

I turned around and there he was. It was Andy, just as I remembered him from our wedding, only now we weren't married even though it was several years later in time. Somehow, someway, Nancy's totally bonkers theory seemed to be working out.

"Sure, it's that way," I said pointing in the right direction. "It's just around the corner actually so you weren't far off."

"Oh, that's great, thank you. Ah...you know, if you're not busy I'd love to buy you a cup of coffee or a slice of cheesecake or something. If it's close we could just stroll over there."

"That sounds very nice," I said, my heart beating a mile a minute. "I love cheesecake."

We walked over and sat at one of the outside tables and chatted away so comfortably, like we were old friends, which maybe we were in a way. I think I learned more about him in that conversation than I had spending the whole day and most of the night with him in my wedding dream. When he asked me out on a date I naturally accepted without hesitation. I kept waiting for the flash to zap me back but it didn't come.

Then when we were getting ready to part he gave me a friendly kiss on the cheek and suddenly I saw that blinding light but instead of returning to my living room, or back out in front of the store where I had looked at the picture I was still right where I was. More amazingly I was still Victoria.

When I got home I couldn't wait to call Nancy and tell her the news. I still lived in the same house but it was decorated very differently. Definitely more feminine in nature. My closet was full of female clothing too but most things were still where I had left them.

"You won't believe it but your crazy theory really worked," I gushed when I got Nancy on the phone.

"What theory?" she asked.

"You know. The whole star crossed lover thing and meeting the man of my dreams being the key to everything," I said.

"Calm down, girl. Are you trying to tell me you met someone?"

"Yeah...I met Andy," I said slowly.

"Okay, so who is this Andy character and what makes you think he's the man of your dreams?" she inquired skeptically.

"Oh, you know me. I'm just being overly dramatic. He's this really nice guy I just met and we're going on this weekend."

"Well, good for you. But for God's sake don't call him the man of your dreams already. You don't need to put that much pressure on it," Nancy advised.

"You're right. I guess I'm just excited."

"God you're such a goofball sometimes," Nancy said with a laugh. "Hey, I gotta' run. I'll talk to you later."

So Nancy didn't know anything about my situation. I suppose that made sense in a way. This Nancy lived in a world where I had always been Victoria and she never knew me as Victor. It would probably be that way with everyone. I still knew who I was, or who I used to be at any rate, but I wondered whether that memory would fade away eventually, or maybe just seem like sort of a weird dream. It felt funny to think of Vic just being gone but he wasn't really. Just his dick was gone and I could live without that quite nicely.

Everything seemed to be in order. My driver's license and credit cards. All the mail was addressed to Victoria Johnson instead of Victor Johnson. I owned the same car and all my computer passwords seemed to work.

I felt completely at home, perhaps because I was at home, even if it was slightly modified from before, but more than anything I felt completely at home in my new body. It didn't really feel all that new to me after all the times I had borrowed it already. It felt warm and natural, although of course I hadn't had my first period yet or been poked at by a gynecologist. That made me realize that I'd better do something about birth control pretty quick because I had a feeling that I'd be having a lot of sex in my future.


CHAPTER 17:

As the week went by I was relieved to find that I was still female. I was kind of jumpy about it, and worried that somehow this was just a longer dream than usual, but pretty soon I started to get the feeling that the change was permanent.

Everything just hummed along. Work was just the same as it always was and everybody just thought of me as the woman I now appeared to be. The only tricky part was that the dynamic of some of my relationships had changed a bit. There were girls who invited me to lunch that would never have done so when I was a man, and guys I used to grab a drink with after work were now just cautiously flirtatious.

I wondered whether being female was going to hurt my career in the long run, but I tried not to worry about that too much. I also wondered whether there was an Ed lurking around this company that I didn't know about who was going to try and back me into a supply closet and feel me up or something. I tried not to worry about that too much either. I was in control of my own life now and I just needed to make smart decisions and roll with the punches whenever necessary.

I took forever choosing what to wear for my big date with Andy, although it probably didn't really matter all that much if the fates had actually brought us together. The color of my dress was probably not going to make or break the deal at this point. Still, I wanted to look my best for him and I didn't want to take any chance of letting him slip away somehow. Not after everything I had gone through to find him.

In the end I settled for the classic little black dress with a simple string of pearls. It just always looked good for some reason. I did hit the salon and had my hair and nails done and even trimmed the hair on my pussy a bit...very cautiously. I knew that Andy had a taste for beaver and I wanted to give him a nice clean plate on which to feast.

The date was a date like any other date I suppose, except that we talked a hell of a lot about a lot of different things. We had dinner and then went somewhere for drinks and even did a little dancing, mostly of the slow variety which let me feel his arms around me, which was divine. Then he asked me if I'd like to come up to his place for a nightcap and I hesitated for just a moment.

If I went with him he'd no doubt kiss me or make some kind of a move and I'd reciprocate and then we'd fuck, which is what I wanted desperately. But I was a woman now on a first date, if you didn't count coffee and cheesecake at the delicatessen, and I wondered whether I might be screwing things up by screwing too quickly.

"I know what you're thinking," Andy suddenly said when I didn't respond to his invitation right away. "When a guy asks you to come up for a drink he really means that he wants to make a play for you."

"No I wasn't thinking that...exactly," I replied.

"Well I'm just going to shoot from the hip here and be totally honest. If you come up I probably will make a play for you because you've been driving me wild all night. So if you accept my invitation be warned that I will most likely try to kiss you...at least," he said quite earnestly.

"Well, in that case, let's have that nightcap," I replied. "And whatever else strikes our fancy."

"Do you want to contact somebody and tell them where you are?" he asked.

"What?"

"Well, women can't be too careful these days and you don't really know me at all," he replied.

"Oh, I know you better than you think Andy. Trust me on that," I said as we turned to walk into his apartment building.


CHAPTER 18:

"Oh, God...God...oh...oh...oh....it's even better than I remembered," I moaned.

"What's that?" Andy asked in confusion.

"Never mind. I sometimes say random shit that doesn't make any sense. Especially when I have a huge cock inside me."

"I'll have to remember that."

It had started with a drink but he had begun to seduce me pretty quickly and I let him, shameless hussy that I was. I tried to use my old male brain and understood the need for a man to enjoy the thrill of the chase and the feeling that he had "conquered" a woman, but on the other hand what horny man in his right mind was going to turn down a luscious piece of ass like me? I did not get the feeling at all that he was looking for a one-night-stand or would hold it against me that I felt as attracted to him as he did to me. If he did then maybe he wasn't the right guy after all.

I was on my back in his bed with my legs wrapped around his neck. And I was in love with him, just the way I knew that I was in love with him during my wedding dream. Certainly nothing that had happened since I had "met" him in this new world had made me have any second thoughts about him, but it was still weird to feel so close to someone I honestly hadn't known for very long in any sort of a conscious state.

It was also weird to think that it was "real" now and that there were consequences to my actions. Not just the possibility of getting knocked up, which I had thankfully seen to, but the reality that everything I did and said now would stick with me and not just vanish when I zapped back to my couch and my old body.

All those dreams were just a lark that usually ended with me getting a good fucking, at least in the ones where I was an adult. But they all definitely ended. But things were bound to be different in this new scenario. There would probably be fights and disappointments and hurt feelings and misunderstandings. I wouldn't just float away magically and leave everything behind. This was my life now, for better or worse, and I was accountable for everything that happened. I hoped I was up to the task but there probably wasn't really a choice at this point.

"God, I've never wanted a woman the way I want you," said Andy as he continued to fill me masterfully with his manhood.

"You mean on her back?" I teased.

"On your back, standing up, upside down, sideways, any way that you can think of. I'm not always this much of an animal but you do something to me."

"Well I like what you're doing to me just fine. But if you really want me upside down just flip me over and stand me on my head. I'm sure I won't mind."

He didn't do that but he did take my legs and turned me into a human pretzel as he folded them back further than I thought a person's legs could go. That really opened things up for him and he was able to go even deeper than before. It also inspired me to play with my clit while he fucked me and soon I was a babbling idiot.

"Baby...fuck yes...don't stop, don't stop, don't stop...ummmmm...ummmmm...fuck yes, oh, you're making me cum, or I'm making me cum, or we're both making me cum," I jabbered.

"It's a collaborative effort," Andy tossed in for clarification which I needed as my brain was completely shot to hell at that point.

After a very long while he finally began to cum inside me and I was practically numb by that point. I was the happiest girl in the world, but I probably didn't look or sound like it from the way I was whimpering. I started to see stars before my eyes and for a moment I braced myself for the return to manhood, but thank God it was just Andy having fucked the living daylights out of me.

He wasn't done with me quite yet, even after draining his tool, as he went down on me and took full advantage of my neatly trimmed bush. The fucking hadn't quite killed me off but I figured the pussy licking would finish the job and I resigned myself to my fate. I would like to have lived a bit longer, and really gotten to enjoy being a woman more, but there were worse ways to go.

Fortunately I didn't die I just had one huge fucking orgasm that felt like it was ripping out my innards for a moment but then everything was wonderful and blissful and eventually I was snuggling in Andy's arms and trying to figure out how the hell this had all happened.

"Do you believe in love at first sight?" he asked very softly.

"I didn't once, but I do now," I replied.

"Is that a fact?" he said, sounding slightly amused.

"Yes, that's a fact lover."

"I never believed in it either...until I saw you standing out in front of that department store. It was like, there's the woman I've been waiting for all of my life."

"And I'll bet you knew exactly where that delicatessen was," I said.

"Guilty," he replied with a grin. "It was the best excuse to talk to you that I could think of on the spur of the moment."

"It's okay. I knew that you knew. I was just waiting for you to come over and talk to me. You could have fed me the corniest old line in the world and I still would have gone off with you."

"Is that true?"

"Yeah, it's true."

"And why was that, if I may inquire?"

"Because you're the man I've been waiting for all of my life, so I guess it's a good thing that we bumped into each other like that."

"A very good thing," said Andy as he kissed me.

I don't know how many times we made love that night. It just kind of kept going with little pauses in between. I was so wrecked by the end that I slept really hard when I finally tried to sleep.

In the morning I woke up and stretched and realized that I was still a woman and that I was waking up next to a man for the first time in my life, unless you counted that spring break trip with Chet where we both had to share a bed. That made me think about Chet, and Mike, and Bob, and Jason, and even Ed, and any other guys I might have fucked in my dreams along the way. They had all helped me come to this point. I especially thought about Mike because he had really started this whole ball rolling by his suggestion that we look at old yearbook pictures. And he had been my first, at least in some iteration of my female life. Anyway, that was the story I would tell Andy when we got around to talking about how we lost our virginity.

Andy was still snoozing so I treated him to a wakeup BJ. That seemed like a really pleasant way to start the day for both of us, and that kicked off another fuck session, and we finally didn't get out of bed until lunchtime. I had a feeling there were going to be quite a few days like this in the near future.


CHAPTER 19:

We actually dated longer than I thought we would before Andy popped the question, and then I was the one who opted for a fairly lengthy engagement period. It wasn't that there was really any doubt in either of our minds but I think Andy just wanted to be cautious, and I just wanted a little more time as a woman before jumping into such a serious commitment.

Surprisingly I wasn't interested in being with any other guys, despite the fact that I had only just turned female. It would have been quite natural to be curious and exited by the idea of "trying out" different men, but I knew that I had the man I wanted and I just didn't need anything else. Sure, a hot guy with a cute butt would turn my head if he walked by but I wasn't going to do anything about it.

Once I was officially engaged I got "bridal fever" like many women do. I had the advantage of having already experienced the perfect wedding in my dream so I knew what I wanted, but even so the whole getting married thing really does make you kind of crazy. Naturally Nancy was my maid of honor and I think in some ways she might have been crazier than I was.

Nancy had said that Andy was the give to solving my problem, and in the bigger picture she was right about that, but she had actually been an important key as well. Something told me that she would play a major part in all of this, even when I barely knew her, and it had all come together at her instigation. If Andy was the man I was meant to marry then Nancy was definitely the woman who was meant to be my best friend.

"I'm so jealous. I never thought you'd get married before me. You've always been such a slut I figured you'd never settle down with just one guy," said Nancy on my wedding day.

"Thanks a lot," I said in mock annoyance.

"Well I mean that in the best way possible. I admire your sluttiness."

"You're not exactly the shy virginal type yourself," I pointed out.

"True. But you've always been a bad influence on me."

"Well now I'm going to be a respectable married lady, so maybe that will influence you to stop screwing around and find a good man like I did."

"And you did find a good man, didn't you. Andy seems almost too good to be true. And he's so fucking handsome that even if he was a dick you could probably put up with it for some time," Nancy said with a laugh.

"Fortunately he's not, so I don't have to put up with anything other than his awesomeness."

"Jesus, are you drunk already?"

"No, and I don't need to be. I'm buzzed on romance. It's the happiest day of my life. I only wish that my parents were here to see it," I said a little sadly.

"I know, baby, but I think they are in a way," said Nancy, taking my hand.

"I think you're probably right. Anyway you should just be thinking happy thoughts, like the fact that a handsome stud is going to fuck your brains out all night."

"Believe me, I've thought about that a lot. And I've got the perfect underwear for the occasion," I chuckled.

This version of my wedding was going to give me the chance to actually walk down the aisle and go through the whole ceremony, which made me a little nervous because I kept spontaneously busting out in tears all day for no apparent reason. My emotions were kind of all over the place but I was trying to stay focused.

I had already experienced one wedding as a man in my prior life, and I had already married Andy in a dream, but this was the whole enchilada and I wanted everything to go just right. I had a feeling that this was the last time I was ever going to get married so I didn't want anything to fuck it up.

Fortunately nothing did and it was as perfect as anything as crazy and complicated as a wedding can be I suppose. Of course every little thing that could potentially go wrong had me a nervous wreck, and when we were reading our vows I kept choking up and had a hard time getting through it, but once I had a couple of glasses of champagne in me I relaxed a little and just enjoyed the party.


CHAPTER 20:

"Was it the wedding you've always dreamed of?" Andy asked as he took me in his strong arms.

"Oh, it was the wedding of my dreams, that's for sure," I replied truthfully.

"How did I ever end up so lucky as to get you to agree to marry me?"

"I don't know, how did you?" I said coyly.

"That first time I saw you I knew I had to do something, or say something, or you'd just walk away and I'd probably never see you again, never even know your name."

Sure, I had lived this whole scene before and it was kind of like watching a re-run of a TV series but that was fine with me. I didn't need to be surprised, especially when I knew what was coming next and how fucking amazing it was going to be.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I obviously write erotic romance novels. Some are heavier on the eroticism and some are heavier on the romance. This one was definitely written when I was in a romantic mood. My family didn't take a lot of pictures and the ones we did take were usually of our pets. My grandmother did take a ton of photos and I always wondered how many pictures of somebody's 10th birthday you really needed but they really are a passport to the past. One time I looked at a picture from Christmas when I was like 2-years-old and I swear to God it all came back to me. I remembered the gifts I got and even how they were wrapped. It was freaky and almost felt like I had gotten in a time machine or something.

I just took that feeling and turned it into something a little naughtier and sexier. Hope you enjoyed it! (And don't throw away those old family photos. You never know when they might come in handy.)

And the Victor/Victoria thing is a definite nod to the classic gender bending movie of that name starring Julie Andrews. It just happened to be on when I was starting this book so I thought I'd use the name as a tribute.
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