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Chapter 1

Brian fumbled on his bedside table for his phone, clicking the alarm off. He had never been a morning person, but that couldn’t be helped. He dragged himself out of bed and stumbled through to the bathroom.

He had the morning thing down to a science. He could zombie his way through showering, shaving, and getting dressed, then he would revive himself slightly over a cup of coffee with breakfast.

Brian glanced into the mirror and yelped in alarm, spinning around, but the woman he saw in the mirror wasn’t there. He looked back in the mirror at her beautiful, shocked face. Brian glanced behind himself once more, but there was no one there.

He looked closer at the mirror, frowning. The woman in the mirror frowned too.

No way.

Brian raised a hand. His reflection did the same.

No, no, no, that wasn’t possible. Brian was a dude. What was going on? Was this a nightmare? A hallucination?

He pinched himself hard, but that didn’t seem to wake him up. He looked hopelessly down at his body, seeing the swell of breasts. He moved them aside to peer further down and almost fainted at what he saw – or rather, what he didn’t see. His cock was gone.

Brian slipped a hand into his sleeping shorts, which somehow fit this new body, and was met only with curls covering a pussy. He was too freaked to explore further down and quickly removed his hand. It nudged at his breasts as he brought his fingers up to his smooth face, and he couldn’t resist peering down his top.

Brian was a sucker for boobs, and these were good ones, but they weren’t supposed to be attached to his chest, for crying out loud.

He took a deep breath, turning away from the mirror. There had to be some kind of logical explanation for this. Unfortunately, assuming this wasn’t a nightmare, the only explanation he could think of was that he was suffering some kind of severe mental break.

Brian couldn’t think what could have caused such a bad breakdown. He hadn’t been overly stressed or anything recently. His family wasn’t predisposed to mental illness. What could have caused this?

Whatever the reason, Brian needed help. He dialed Nate’s number from memory, listening anxiously to the phone ring.

“Hey, Catherine.”

Brian did a double-take, wondering if he had the wrong number, but that was Nate’s voice, alright.

“What?”

“I just said hello. Are you ok? You sound stressed.”

“What did you call me.”

“Catherine. Or did you decide to go by Cathy? Last I checked, you were leaning more toward Catherine. I agree that it’s more sophisticated, though it is a bit of a mouthful.”

“Nate, stop. What are you talking about? My name is Brian. You know that.”

Nate chuckled. “Nice one. I’d totally be down for you changing your name to Brian.”

“Nate, stop it! I’m not in the mood for games right now. You don’t understand. I’m in big trouble here. I woke up and I’m having some kind of hallucination.”

Nate immediately turned serious. “What’s wrong? What are you seeing?”

“I’m seeing and feeling myself in a woman’s body.”

There was silence on the other end of the line for a few moments before Nate spoke hesitantly. “I don’t understand. Are you pulling my leg, or are you really upset? You sound worried, which I don’t get.”

“Of course I’m worried! I’m in a woman’s body! Or at least, it looks and feels like I am, but obviously, that’s impossible, so I’m having some serious kind of hallucination here.”

“Catherine… you’ve always been a woman.”

It took several moments for Nate’s words to sink in. “Nate, please don’t play with me. I’m freaking out here.”

“I know. I swear, I’m not playing with you. Look, stay where you are. I’m coming over. You’re right, something is seriously wrong. I’ll be there in ten minutes.”

Those ten minutes passed slowly. Brian did his best not to examine his new body – or at least, what appeared to be his new body – but he couldn’t help noticing the changes. He was smaller and lighter than before, and the hair all over his body was much finer. His skin was softer and his voice was higher.

He was too cowardly to explore his pussy, but he did slip his hands into his sleep shirt to touch his breasts. The nipples were very sensitive, and it would have been pleasurable if Brian wasn’t so freaked out right now.

Ten minutes later, there was a knock on the door. Brian wrenched it open, breathing a sigh of relief as Nate stepped in. Nate would surely know what to do.

His first words felt like a bucket of icy water poured over Brian’s head. “What’s wrong, Catherine? Tell me what happened.”

“I’m not Catherine! My name is Brian and I’m a guy! Why am I seeing myself as a woman?”

“Catherine, you are a woman. You’re not hallucinating, I promise. This is you.”

“No… no, that can’t be right.” If Nate was right – and Brian couldn’t see Nate lying to him in a situation like this – things were worse than he’d thought. If he’d always been a woman, then whatever mental break he was having was overwriting an entire lifetime of memories as a man.

“It is, Catherine, I promise. Look, why don’t I call your mother?”

Brian’s mother was a nurse who worked in the hospital in Treya City. Eseville was too small a town to have its own hospital.

“Yeah. Please, call her.”

Nate made the call and made Brian a strong cup of coffee while they waited. Brian didn’t talk, not wanting to hear his voice, which was all wrong.

Nate took cues from him, remaining silent but putting a comforting arm around Brian’s shoulders.

Half an hour later, Jillian hurried in. “Honey! What is it? Nate said it was serious.”

“Mom.” Brian couldn’t hold back a sob as he fell into his mother’s arms. “Everything is wrong,” he cried as she held him tightly. “I’m not supposed to be a woman.”

“Oh. Are you saying you’re trans? That’s ok, honey. I support you no matter how you identify.”

“No, I’m not saying I’m trans. I’m saying that until today, I’ve lived my entire life in a man’s body. I woke up today to this… nightmare. Nothing is how it’s supposed to be.”

That wasn’t entirely true, though. Everything else in Brian’s life seemed the same, except for the glaring discrepancy of his gender.

Jillian and Nate exchanged a concerned glance.

“Catherine, you’ve always been a woman. I know it may not feel like it right now, but I promise we’re not lying to you.”

“I know you wouldn’t lie… which means that my memories are lying to me, and that’s almost worse.”

“We need to get you to the hospital. We’ll have the doctors run some tests. There must be some cause for this kind of… whatever this is.”

Brian nodded miserably. He didn’t want to be admitted to hospital, but he didn’t see any other options. “Ok.”

He sat on the couch with Jillian while Nate packed him an overnight bag. Jillian led him to the car by the hand like a small child, and Brian allowed it. He felt very much like a child at the moment. He just wanted everything to be normal again. He was on the verge of getting into the car when someone called his name – his real name.

“Brian!”

Brian spun around to see a woman he didn’t recognize hurrying toward him. If he hadn’t been so focused on her calling him by his real name, he would have spent more time dwelling on how beautiful she was, but right now, all he cared about was figuring out how she knew who he was when no one else did.

“Brian, we need to talk.”

“You know me?” Brian whispered. “You know who I am.”

“I do. Please, may we talk privately?”

“Olivia, this isn’t the time for your strange beliefs. Catherine is sick. She needs help, not confusion. Please, leave us be.”

“No, mom, I want to talk to her.”

“Catherine, honey –”

“My name isn’t Catherine,” Brian snapped. He pulled his hand free and turned to Olivia. “Let’s go to the park.”

Olivia nodded and the two of them walked side by side to the park that was a block away from Brian’s apartment.

“I don’t recognize you. Nate and my mom are the same. Why don’t I remember you?”

“Because I’m a singular aberration.”

“A what?”

Olivia led Brian to a bench and the two of them sat down. “Brian, what I’m going to say is going to be hard to believe, but please remember that you’ve just woken up in the wrong body, and your family and friends are convinced that you’ve been Catherine for your whole life. I’m offering an explanation that doesn’t include you losing your mind.”

“I’ll take any explanation that doesn’t mean I’ve lost it.”

“Good. How much do you know about different dimensions?”

Brian didn’t know what he’d been expecting, but that wasn’t it. “Nothing, really. I mean, their existence is debated, but that’s about all I know.”

“Their existence is all too real. There are multiple dimensions, and they are mostly very similar, but with some key differences. In this dimension, you are Catherine and you are a woman, but a tear in spacetime has caused a rip between Catherine’s dimension and yours. She has been transported to your dimension, and you are now in hers.”

“How is that possible?”

“I’m not sure,” Olivia admitted. “I’m a singular aberration, which means I exist in only one dimension, unlike the vast majority of other people, who have versions of themselves in all dimensions. That gives me the ability to sense certain things about spacetime, but the ability isn’t infallible. I could feel the rip in spacetime, and I was able to glean your name, but I don’t know much else.”

Brian stared at her, unsure what to think. Olivia might have been lying, taking advantage of his vulnerable state for some sick game… but somehow, he didn’t think that was it. He had always been a good judge of character, and as he sat looking at her, he couldn’t help trusting her.

“If you’re right… what does that mean for me?”

Olivia made a frustrated gesture with her hands. “I just don’t know. If you come with me, though, I might be able to run some tests to try to figure out what’s going on.”

“Could you help me get back to my correct dimension?”

“Maybe, Brian. I can’t promise anything, but I can try.”

Brian let out a shaky laugh. He wasn’t crazy. Either that or both he and Olivia were completely mad, but he found himself believing her. “Alright. I’ll come with you.”

“You’d best break the news to your family first, or they’ll be sending the police looking for you.”

“You’re right. Ugh, this is going to be an unpleasant conversation.”

“I know. I would offer to come with you, but I think my presence would do more harm than good. Most of the town thinks I’m crazy. Before I learned to keep my insight about spacetime to myself, I convinced a lot of people that I don’t have a grip on reality.”

Brian could understand how that might have happened. He didn’t know how he was going to convince Jillian and Nate that he didn’t need to be admitted into hospital, but he had to try.

They were pacing by the car when he came back.

“Catherine! Are you alright? Are you ready to go?”

“I’m not going, mom.”

Jillian’s expression darkened. “I don’t know what Olivia told you, but you need help, honey. You’re very ill.”

“No, I’m not.” Brian considered explaining about the rip in spacetime but decided that this would only further convince Jillian that he needed a good long admission into the psychiatric ward. “Look, it’s difficult to explain, but Olivia and I have some things to do.”

“Things to do? Catherine, you’re in the middle of a mental break! Or did you forget that you called me less than an hour ago convinced that you’re actually a man?” Nate ran his hands through his hair, a gesture he typically used whenever he was frustrated. “You can’t seriously be thinking of messing around with Olivia when you need to be taking care of your health.”

Brian wondered what he could say to convince them, but the sad truth dawned on him that he wasn’t going to be able to persuade them that he wasn’t crazy. The truth was just so unbelievable; if he was them, he wouldn’t believe him either.

The sooner he started with Olivia, the sooner he would be back in his dimension, and the sooner they would have the real Catherine back.

“I’m sorry, but I have to go.”

“Catherine, don’t do this. Please, you’re sick! Come back!”

Brian hated the distress in Jillian’s voice, but there was nothing to be done about that. He needed to work quickly before she decided that he needed to be involuntarily admitted. He hadn’t given them any reason to think he was a danger to himself or others, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t try to get him admitted against his will regardless.

Brian knew that his mother loved him, but she tended to act on what she thought was best rather than respecting other people’s wishes, and that tendency could be the cause of disaster now. He couldn’t afford to be in hospital now, not when Olivia needed him to help figure out the rip in spacetime.

Olivia was waiting for him on the corner. “How did it go?”

“About as badly as I expected. Where are we headed?”

“I live on the edge of town, in the old mansion.”

The old mansion was deserted. Ever since the childless owner had died, Fabian, no one had lived there.

“I’m Fabian’s daughter,” Olivia explained. “He didn’t have children in any other dimension. He’s infertile in all dimensions except this one. I’ve never figured out why. One theory is that singular aberrations exist for this very reason – to help repair rips in spacetime, and that’s why I have the insight I do.”

“Have you repaired rips in spacetime before?”

“No,” Olivia admitted, “but nothing has ever happened this close to me. I’ve felt rips before, but they’ve been hundreds of miles away from me. I’ve never had the opportunity to try to fix something before. I’d like to try. I’m not sure if I can do it, but I feel like I’m supposed to try.”

It wasn’t the answer Brian had been hoping for, but he tried not to let Olivia’s lack of experience discourage him. They would work together, and together, they would solve this.


Chapter 2

Olivia drove them to her apartment, where she invited Brian to sit down. “Do you want something to drink?”

“If you have coffee, that would be great.”

Olivia grinned. “Catherine also loves coffee – I would always see her drinking it on her way to work. The two of you are more similar than you might realize.”

That wasn’t exactly comforting.

Brian sipped on his coffee while Olivia scrutinized him from over the rim of her own cup.

“What?” he asked eventually.

“I’m looking at your aura,” she explained. “It’s strange. I would think that it would be all twisted up, being in the wrong dimension, but there’s nothing unusual about it.”

“So, are we going to run tests?”

“Yeah. I’ll start running a cold bath.”

“A cold bath?”

“Auras react to heat and cold. I’ll put you in an ice bath for half an hour and see how your aura changes. That may give me some insight into how you passed through spacetime, which should give us some idea of the nature of the rip.”

Great. Brian didn’t know what he’d expected, but he hadn’t been mentally prepared for sitting for half an hour in freezing water. He supposed that if it got him back home, it would be worth it.

He wondered how Catherine and his friends and family in his home dimension were doing. Catherine must be just as confused and scared as he was, and she didn’t have Olivia to tell her that she wasn’t crazy. Was she booking herself into hospital right now? Brian’s friends and family over there must be so worried about him. The sooner he got back to them, the better.

Getting into the ice bath was extremely unpleasant, and staying in it for half an hour was even worse. Brian was on the point of getting out more than once, but every time, a glimpse of Olivia’s expression of intense concentration stopped him. His aura was clearly telling her something, and he didn’t want to mess up the process and then have to do this all again.

When she finally told him he could get out, Brian practically flew to the shower, stripping off his icy underwear that he had insisted on wearing into the bath, given that Olivia would be there watching him. Now, he didn’t care about her seeing him naked. All he cared about was getting warm.

Olivia peeked into the shower. “I’m looking at your aura!” she said quickly, in response to Brian’s look of indignation. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to sneak looks at your body, but I told you, the aura reacts to both heat and cold. I can leave if you want me to, though.”

“No, it’s fine.” Brian was beyond caring at this point. He stood under the hot spray until he stopped shivering and gratefully took the towel Olivia handed him.

He got dressed with no small sense of trepidation, wondering what she could have planned next for him. “You did learn something, right? Please tell me I didn’t do that for nothing.”

Olivia chuckled. “Don’t worry, you didn’t do it for nothing. Your aura is a bit rough around the edges when it changes in response to heat and cold. It tells me that the rip in spacetime isn’t smooth. It was done quickly, more of a tear in time than a clean slice. Your aura got a bit battered on the way through.”

“Why me, though? Why did I get pulled through when no one else did?”

“That’s one of the things we’re going to have to figure out. I have no idea why it’s just you. Usually, with this type of thing, something is pulling the person in question to a particular dimension. Maybe there’s something you’re supposed to do here before going home.”

“How in the world are we supposed to figure out what that’s meant to be?”

“Everything happens for a reason. I feel confident that the universe will reveal what path we’re meant to follow.”

Brian wished he was as sure. “So, what’s next?” If it was more ice, he was going to insist on a mug of hot chocolate before he faced that nightmare again.

“Balance.”

“Balance?”

“That’s right. Balance is essential in an aura, and maintaining physical balance can help me see where your aura is unbalanced. Stand one on leg, please.”

Relieved it wasn’t anything worse, Brian lifted one leg, wobbling slightly as he tried to maintain his balance. Olivia had him sway from side to side, which nearly had him falling over several times, but she was always there to catch him.

“Fascinating,” Olivia murmured. “Your aura is perfectly in balance. It’s as though you belong in this dimension.”

“I don’t belong here!”

“I know you don’t. I’m sorry. I’m just telling you what I’m seeing. Something very strange is going on. It’s obvious that you’ve crossed over, but your aura has taken to this dimension like a duck to water. Your mind is another matter.”

“So, what do we do?”

“I think we need to focus on figuring out what caused the rip in spacetime in the first place. If we can work that out, maybe we can find a way to replicate it and send you back.”

That sounded good to Brian.

“However, this isn’t going to be an instant process.”

Brian grimaced. “How long are we looking at?”

“I don’t really know, but it’ll be days at the least – months if we’re unlucky. I’m going to need your help throughout the whole process, which means you need to avoid being involuntarily committed for a nervous breakdown, or whatever your family decides is wrong with you.”

“How am I supposed to do that? If we try to explain things to them, they’ll just have us both committed.”

“You’re right. Unfortunately, explaining the truth to them isn’t the way to go. You’re going to have to pretend to have come to your senses. While you’re here, you’ll need to take on the identity of Catherine. Fortunately, you won’t need to do that much acting. From what I’ve been able to determine, the two of you are pretty similar in personality and habits. The main thing will be changing your name and pronouns.”

The thought felt like a lead weight in Brian’s stomach. “I don’t want to change my name and pronouns. I’m Brian; I’m a man. That’s my identity, and I’m not losing it.”

“You wouldn’t be losing it. You know the truth. I know the truth. It would just be a ruse to make sure that we can keep working toward getting you back to your dimension. Think of it as a means to an end. If you don’t do it, do you really think your family will let you continue to go about calling yourself Brian from another dimension, working with the town crazy to create a hole in spacetime to send you back?”

“Well, it sounds bad when you put it like that.”

“That’s how it’ll sound to everyone else. Trust me, being Catherine will be easier for now.

Brian – Catherine nodded slowly. He – she was Catherine. She was a woman, for now, at least.

“This is going to take some getting used to.”

“I know, Catherine. Hopefully, you won’t need to put up with it for long.”

“So, how do we figure out what caused the rip in spacetime?”

“Well, we should start by looking over star charts. The movements in space have a heavy effect on the veil between dimensions. If there was anything unusual – a comet, a solar flare, something like that – it might have caused the rip.”

“If it was a comet or a solar flare, I don’t think we have much hope of replicating that.”

“Not the event itself, but we could possibly replicate its effects on spacetime. I’d have to do some more research into it.”

“Research? Is there information about this kind of thing available?”

Olivia nodded. “If you know where to look. I’ve spent my whole life trying to find others like me. A lot of the stuff on the web is just crazy talk by crazy people, but there’s this one site that’s the real thing. Other singular aberrations share their experiences and offer advice.”

“What can I do?”

“You can start thinking up a story for why you acted the way you did. You’d better make it convincing. I can’t do it without you, and I don’t think I can break you out of a psychiatric hospital.”

Brian leaned back, thinking. “Do you dabble in herbs at all?”

“Sometimes. Certain herbal concoctions can help to see the eddies in spacetime.”

“Then how about this? I’ll tell my family that I was suffering some kind of delusion brought on by stress, but you gave me a herbal remedy that brought me back to myself.”

Olivia nodded slowly. “That could work, but be sure to tell them that I’m not in the market to branch out into any form of business. The last thing I need is people with real medical problems coming to me for remedies.”

“Of course. I’ll make sure they know. My mom will probably be doubtful anyway, but once she sees and hears me acting normally again, I think she’ll let it slide.”

“Good. You’d best get to that, then. Come back here when you’re done, and you can help with the research.”

“Do you know what work I do here?”

“You work for Hanson and Sons, the investment company.”

“The same as in my dimension, then. I hope Catherine has as many sick days saved up as I do back home.”

“She probably does; I’ve never heard of her missing work.”

“Good. I’ll tell them that I’m stressed and I need a few weeks off. Hopefully, it’ll all work out.”

When Brian – Catherine – returned to her apartment, it was to find Nate and Jillian hotly debating what to do. They both spun around when they saw him – her.

“Catherine! We’ve been so worried for you. Honey, you really need to come with us to the hospital. I know you think you feel ok, but –”

“Mom, I swear I’m fine, now. Olivia helped me.”

Jillian gave her an extremely suspicious look. “What did Olivia do?”

“She gave me a herbal remedy for stress. I had this dream last night – it was really vivid – where I was a man named Brian. It was so real that I got confused when I woke up. It probably wouldn’t have come to anything, except I was really stressed with work stuff anyway, and I guess it made me dissociate from reality for a bit.”

Jillian was still looking suspicious. “You didn’t mention work stress when you were over for dinner last week.”

“It’s more recent stuff,” Catherine said vaguely. “I promise, I’m ok, now. I remember who I am.”

Nate frowned. “I didn’t know Olivia dealt in alternative medicine.”

“I didn’t either, and it’s not something she does often, but she happened to have something that she thought would help me, and it turns out that she was quite right.”

Nate and Jillian exchanged a doubtful glance.

“Look, I know you don’t think much of Olivia – and up until today, I didn’t, either – but I’m back to myself now, and that’s what matters, isn’t it?”

Jillian’s expression finally softened. “Yes, I suppose it is. Are you sure you’re feeling ok, honey?”

“I’m fine. I’m going to take some time off work, though. I think I need a break. And… I want to spend some more time with Olivia.” He – she may as well get ahead of things now, as her family would want an explanation for why Catherine and Olivia were suddenly joined at the hip sooner or later.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea, Catherine. I know she helped you, but I don’t know about her…”

“I’ll be fine, Nate. She’s not like people think. She’s just eccentric. People in small towns like this like to judge people who are different from them, but Olivia is alright – really.”

“Well, I suppose who you spend your time with is up to you.”

“Are you truly sure you’re feeling alright, though, honey? You still look rattled.”

“I’m still a little shaken,” Catherine admitted. “I can’t believe something like that happened to me. I’ll be ok, though. I think I just need a nice break. Olivia said something about watching a movie.”

It was a blatant lie, but Nate and Jillian seemed to swallow it easily enough.

Catherine shooed them away so that she could take a shower. He – she gulped as she took her clothes off. Now, she had to face her new body, whether she liked it or not. She slowly brought her hand down to where she was more afraid; her pussy.

It was soft, hot, and wet down there. Catherine ran a finger through her folds, shivering slightly at the pleasurable sensation. She couldn’t resist bringing her hand further up to rub a finger over her clit. That drew a moan from her throat.

She knew all about clits, of course, having been with women before, but it was one thing knowing how much pleasure they brought, and another feeling it for himself – for herself.

Catherine forced herself to stop. This wasn’t party time. This was shower time. She had a job to do. Get decent and get back to Olivia.

She knew she should shower quickly, but she couldn’t help lingering. Spreading soap over every inch of her new body was a revelation. Now that the initial shock was wearing off, Brian – Catherine realized that being in this body wasn’t nearly as horrendous as she had thought it would be.

It actually felt kind of good. Did all women feel this comfortable in their own skin? Were women generally happier in their bodies than men, or was this just Catherine? That was a disturbing thought, one she put aside. It was irrelevant to what she needed to do.

She finished the rest of her shower as quickly as she was able to and then went to face her closet. There was a variety of clothing there, and while she could easily have gone for jeans and a t-shirt, Catherine found herself gravitating toward the dresses. She had always wondered what it might be like to wear a dress, but as a man, she’d been worried about the judgment she would receive for it.

She picked a frilly blue dress, admiring in the mirror how it accentuated her breasts.

Catherine found a purse hanging from the cupboard door and slung it over her shoulder before hurrying out. She was relieved to find that her car was the same as it was in her home dimension. She got easily behind the driver’s seat and drove straight to Olivia’s home.

Olivia was waiting for her at the door. Catherine noticed once more how attractive Olivia was, with long, white hair and pale blue eyes. She looked ethereal, and Catherine wondered how Olivia might feel in her arms.

Was she imagining it, or was Olivia eyeing her up too?

Olivia gave her a warm smile. “All sorted? Then let’s get to work.”


Chapter 3

“Are you sure about this, honey?”

“Yes, mom, I’m sure. I promise Olivia isn’t nearly as scary as you think. You should give her a chance.”

“I’m just worried for you. It’s only been two weeks since your… episode. I don’t want to put you under any undue pressure. Maybe it would be best for you to convalesce at home with me.”

“I’m not convalescing. I’m fine, and Olivia is my friend. I’m going to spend time with her, whether you like it or not, so you’d best just get used to the idea.”

Jillian pursed her lips but refrained from arguing further.

“I’ve been to Olivia’s place, and it seems pretty normal,” Nate added. “No crystal balls or pentagrams.”

Catherine nudged him in the ribs, but she was glad to have him on her side. Nate had insisted on meeting Olivia properly since Catherine was now spending so much time with her.

Ever since Nate’s parents had died when he was ten, he had been more of a brother to Catherine than anything else. His grandparents had raised him, but they were old and got tired easily. Jillian had often offered to take Nate off their hands when things got to be a bit much for them.

“Hm. Well, I suppose it might be good for her to spend some time around normal people.”

Catherine bit back an annoyed response. Olivia was perfect the way she was. She didn’t need to be made more ‘normal’ by anyone, but getting into an argument over it would be counterproductive at this point.

The conversation moved away from Olivia, and the rest of dinner went without mishap. Catherine was already eager to get back to Olivia’s house, where she had been sleeping in the spare room, not that Nate or her mother knew that.

It was just easier than going back and forth every day. They had spent the last two weeks thoroughly researching any kind of solar event that may have caused a rip in spacetime, but they were coming up empty. The forum that Olivia was a part of didn’t know of anything, either.

It was frustrating, to say the least, but neither of them was willing to give up yet.

Olivia was sitting at her computer when Catherine walked in and didn’t look up, probably not having heard her. Catherine found it endearing, how Olivia could get so focused on a task that the rest of the world just blanket out for her. It was a good thing Olivia had given her a spare key, or Catherine might have been outside the front door for a while.

She came up behind Olivia and put a hand on her shoulder. Oliva startled slightly and looked up at her. “Hello. I didn’t hear you.”

“I know. Anything new on your post?”

“Just more people saying that there was nothing of significance on their side of the world. I think we’re going to need to start changing strategies.”

“What do you mean?”

“Natural events are almost always the cause of tears in spacetime, but they don’t have to be. Such tears can be manmade, too. I think we need to start looking at possible causes from that angle.”

“What kind of manmade thing could cause a rip in spacetime?”

“There’s only one that I know of for sure that’s happened in my lifetime. A college experiment went badly wrong. The students were trying to create a machine that would allow them to look into the future. Of course, messing with time is a dangerous business. It was no wonder they caused a tear when their experiment blew up in their faces – literally.”

“So we need to look for big explosions.”

“That would be a good place to start. Of course, it doesn’t have to be an explosion, but if it was something that never made it to the press, I don’t see what hope we have of ever finding it. We must hope that whatever it was, it was big enough to draw attention.”

“Do you think it would be nearby, physically? If we’re looking at events all around the world, we’re going to have to wade through a lot of news articles.”

“I think it would be nearby since the tear happened here. You were likely the closest person in that dimension who had something pulling them toward this world. Nothing happened here – I would have heard about it – but we should look for things in the surrounding cities.”

So, they started downloading news articles for the five cities closest to them. It was depressing work. From murder to rape to kidnapping, the articles reminded Catherine why she generally avoided looking at the news. “There was an explosion here, but it looks like it was a meth lab. I don’t see that messing with spacetime, right?”

“That’s right – I doubt it was the meth lab that caused the problem. We’re looking for something unusual. Something out of place.”

It was several more hours before they found it. Catherine’s eyes were itching with tiredness by now, but she was determined to at least find a good lead before going to bed.

“Olivia, look at this. There was an explosion in Treya two weeks ago! That’s the same time the rip happened, and it’s close to us, too.”

“What caused it?”

Catherine grimaced. “That’s the thing. This article says it was a malfunction of some skincare product.”

“How can a skincare product cause an explosion?”

“It’s a device that looks like a bit like a hair straightener. You’re supposed to turn it on and pass it just above your skin to let the rays soak in or something like that. It says here that it interrupts and reverses the aging process of your skin.

“No one is entirely sure what happened, but there were at least five hundred of the devices plugged in for the grand opening. Somehow, they got involved in a chain reaction and caused a big explosion, killing ten people.”

“I don’t know about that, Catherine. We’re looking for things that mess with time. I don’t see how a skincare product could do that.”

“I know it’s a bit of a stretch, but what if they are doing something to mess with time to reverse the aging process?”

It was a reach, but Olivia didn’t shoot it down at once. “I suppose it’s possible. They wouldn’t be the first company to dabble in dangerous pursuits in the name of a profit. They may not even realize what they’re doing is dangerous.”

“Exactly! We should go check it out. You’ll be able to tell from being in the area whether it’s where the rip was, right?”

“I think so. I mean, I’ve never done anything like this before, but I imagine the aura of the place will be severely disturbed.”

“Then we should go!”

Olivia hesitated.

“What’s wrong?”

“It’s – well, there’s a reason I’ve never investigated stuff like this before, even though I could have if I was willing to take a plane.”

“What is it?” Trepidation bloomed in Catherine’s belly. Was this all to come to naught? Would she be stuck in this dimension forever?

“It’s just – well, my father left me everything he had. I’ve tried to get a job before, but no one wants to hire me. Everyone in town thinks I’m crazy, which means I’m living entirely off my inheritance. I’ve run the calculations, and it should last, but only just. I can’t afford to do things like go on holidays to other cities.”

Catherine was so relieved that she had to fight back a laugh. “Don’t worry about it, Olivia – I’ve got us covered. I make a stupid amount of money working for one of the top investment firms in the company. You know that the branch here is only one of the many worldwide, right? It may not seem like it, given this nowhere little town I live in, but I’m one of their most valuable employees. I’ve made them millions, and they pay me accordingly. You don’t need to worry about the money side of things.”

“Are you sure? The last thing I want to do is leech off you…”

“Olivia, you’re doing me a favor here, remember? The least I can do is foot the bill. Besides, it’s not like we’re going on holiday. This is business.”

Olivia eventually returned Catherine’s smile. “You’re right. I’m being silly. I guess I’m just not used to having anyone else to share the burden with, you know?”

Catherine couldn’t honestly say she understood. Her father had never been in the picture, but she’d always had her mother and Nate. She couldn’t imagine how lonely Olivia must have been before Catherine was flung into her life, what with most of the town avoiding her on the suspicion that she was mad.

“Let’s get some rest. We can leave tomorrow. I’ll tell mom and Nate that I’m going to book a few nights in a hotel and see the city sights. I’m sure they’ll agree that it’ll be good for me.”

“That sounds perfect. Goodnight, Catherine.”

“Goodnight, Olivia.”

Catherine’s mind was spinning as she flopped into bed, closing her tired eyes. Despite all the thoughts running around in her head, it wasn’t long before she was drifting off.

***

Treya was bigger and louder than Catherine remembered. She had been here before as a child, but not in many years. There were people everywhere, going in every direction, and none of them spared so much as a glance for Olivia or Catherine.

It was a strange feeling of invisibility and not one that Catherine liked. Back home, everyone knew everyone, and you couldn’t walk down the street without being greeted by half a dozen people. It got wearying at times, but right now, she kind of missed it.

“This looks like the place.” Olivia pointed to the police tape surrounding the blackened, burned area.

They tried to edge closer, but an officer appeared out of nowhere. “I’m sorry, ladies, but this area is off limits to the public.”

“Of course.” Catherine stepped back. They hadn’t yet discussed how they were going to get close to the actual site of the explosion. They would book a hotel and regroup, returning with a good story as to why they were there. Maybe they could say that they were reporters or something like that.

Booking into a hotel was easier said than done. After the fifth one they tried, which was fully booked, Catherine was starting to lose patience. “Why?” she demanded. “Why are you all booked out?”

“I’m sorry, ma’am. We’ve seen people from all over the world here to try out the Electascope at the grand opening night. It’s supposed to be a revolutionary technology, and it’s caught the eye of many.”

Great. So the very reason they were here was the reason they weren’t able to find a bed.

“You’d think that two weeks after the explosion, people would have gone home,” Olivia muttered.

“Maybe they’re hoping that the product is repaired and the grand opening event redone. After all, if they’ve come from all over the world, they’re not likely to want to go home without their product.”

“Their exploding product?”

“People can be stupid when there’s something they want. You know how some people get about aging. It drives them crazy. I’m just saying, they may not be reacting rationally. If they got it into their heads that they’re going to stop their visible aging right here and now, they may not be willing to leave without what they came here for.”

Olivia grumbled something indistinguishable under her breath. Catherine forced a smile for her. “Come on, let’s try this place.”

Three hotels later, they finally found a tiny bed and breakfast that had one room left. Unfortunately, that room had only one queen-sized bed, but Olivia and Catherine were hardly in a position to be picky about where they stayed. They were lucky to have the room at all.

It was nighttime and they were exhausted. “I’ll take the floor,” Catherine sighed, wishing that their room at least had a sofa.

“Don’t be ridiculous; I’m not making you sleep on the floor. This bed is plenty big enough for both of us.”

“Really?”

“Of course. Come on, we could both use some rest.”

With that, Olivia wriggled under the blankets, pulling them aside for Catherine to join her.

Catherine wasn’t sure if this was a good idea. She knew that she was attracted to Olivia. Sleeping in the same bed as her may not be wise. Of course, she was in a woman’s body now, so she was at least safe from inappropriate boners, but that didn’t mean it wouldn’t be awkward.

But Catherine really didn’t want to sleep on the floor, and the bed looked so comfortable. Before she could think better of it, she was turning out the lights and sliding in opposite Olivia.

Olivia’s eyes gleamed slightly in the moonlight coming through the window, where they had forgotten to close the curtains. They were very close together, so close that Catherine could feel Olivia’s breath on her cheek. She must have misjudged how close Olivia was when she lay down, or maybe the bed was smaller than it had at first appeared. Either way, Olivia was tantalizingly near.

“Thank you for helping me,” Catherine whispered. “I don’t know where I’d be without you. Or rather, I do – I’d still be in hospital, insisting that I’m Brian and convincing my doctors more and more every day that I’m crazy.”

“It’s my pleasure, Catherine. I’m glad I can finally do something to help repair a rip in spacetime. I hope this works. I hope I don’t fail you.”

“Don’t think like that. You’re amazing. You’re not going to fail.”

“You’re pretty amazing yourself.”

This was a bad, bad idea. Catherine wasn’t sure who had moved, but their faces had somehow gotten even closer together. Her eyes fluttered shut as she felt Olivia’s warm breath on her cheek.

Catherine tilted her head up and leaned in a little, letting their lips meet in a soft kiss.


Chapter 4

For a few moments, Catherine could barely believe what was happening. Was she really kissing Olivia? It didn’t seem real. It certainly felt too good to be real. Olivia’s lips were soft and plump and tasted of something Catherine couldn’t name but immediately decided was her new favorite taste.

She couldn’t hold back a soft moan and wrapped an arm around Olivia’s waist, drawing her in closer. Olivia surprised her by throwing a leg over Catherine’s hip under the blankets, entangling them thoroughly. Catherine gasped, and Olivia took advantage of her open mouth at once.

Olivia’s tongue in her mouth was like nothing Catherine had ever felt before. She’d been kissed plenty of times before, but it had never been like this. Was it because she was a woman now, or was it because it was Olivia she was kissing? Or perhaps some mixture of both? Either way, Catherine couldn’t get enough of it.

She startled slightly when the beside lamp clicked on. Olivia withdrew from her lips just enough to speak. “I want to see you.”

Catherine barely had time to nod before Olivia was diving back in, kissing her so thoroughly that it left Catherine breathless and wanting more. She pulled back to look at Olivia’s face as she slipped her hands under Olivia’s shirt.

Olivia’s expression showed nothing but naked desire, so Catherine continued. Since they were getting about to go to bed, Olivia wasn’t wearing a bra, which meant there was no clothing barrier between Catherine’s fingers and Oliva’s breasts.

Catherine was glad that Olivia had turned on the light when she got Oliva’s shirt off. Olivia’s breasts were beautiful, smooth expanses of flesh with bright pink nipples rapidly hardening in the center. Catherine brushed her fingers over Oliva’s nipples, listening to Olivia gasp in response.

Catherine ducked her head down to pull one nipple into her mouth, sucking gently, then with increasing vigor, encouraged by the noises, Olivia was making.

She could feel herself getting wet. It was a strange feeling. By now, Olivia was used to peeing in this body, which had been something to get used to in and of itself, doing things sitting down, but this was a different kind of wetness. This was much more pleasurable.

Catherine gasped in surprise and pleasure as something brushed against her clit. She realized that Olivia had brought a hand between them without her noticing, and was now rubbing on her clit in insistent circles.

“Fuck, that’s so good,” Catherine murmured, letting her eyes slip shut as she enjoyed the sensation.

“You wait. We haven’t even gotten to the best part. Here, you take over.”

Olivia moved Catherine’s hand to replace hers. Catherine started rubbing her clit at once, taking over where Olivia had left off, but Olivia wasn’t gone for long. She returned with a huge dildo and turned it on so that it started vibrating vigorously.

She raised an eyebrow. “You keen?”

Catherine couldn’t deny that she’d been wondering what it would be like to have something in her pussy. “Yeah, I’m keen.”

“Then lie back and spread your legs.”

Instead of putting the dildo straight in, Olivia started with her fingers, first on, then two, then three. The stretch was delicious, and when Olivia twisted her fingers just right, it hit a perfect spot inside Catherine that practically made her see stars.

“I’m ready, Olivia. I want it.”

Olivia nodded and slowly pushed the dildo into Catherine’s pussy. It was big, and the stretch hurt at first, but only for a moment. When Olivia started thrusting, Catherine quickly forgot about the pain as pleasure overtook her.

“Touch yourself,” Olivia urged. “I want to see you come.”

Catherine hadn’t come yet in this body. The urge to experiment had been there, but she’d been so busy working with Olivia on the rip in spacetime that she hadn’t had the energy at the end of the day to make time for it.

Now, she wondered how she could ever have waited this long.

Her fingers flew over her clit in time with Olivia’s thrusts. In no time at all, Catherine was sobbing out her release as she clenched impossibly tightly around the dildo, her pussy gushing as her pleasure peaked.

It seemed to last forever. When it finally faded, she found herself staring at Olivia with wide eyes. “Is it always like that?”

Olivia chuckled. “I wouldn’t know. I don’t have a past sexual history with you.”

“That was the best orgasm ever. Do all women feel them so intensely?”

“It’s always been pretty intense for me, but I can only speak for myself. I suppose the only way you’d really know is to speak to trans people about their experiences before and after transitioning.”

They didn’t have time for that, as interesting as it would be.

“Lie back. I want to touch you. I’ve been thinking about it for weeks now.”

“I’m glad to hear I’m not alone in that.” Olivia grinned as she lay down, spreading her legs invitingly.

Catherine couldn’t resist taking the invitation, running a hand through Olivia’s wet folds. Olivia moaned softly as Catherine’s fingers brushed across her clit. Catherine used one hand to pump two fingers in and out while she brought her mouth to Olivia’s clit.

Olivia squealed at the first touch of Catherine’s tongue. Catherine had done this before as a man, and it didn’t feel much different as a woman, except that this was Olivia. The way she writhed underneath Catherine was so beautiful that had Catherine still had a cock, she felt sure that it would be hardening again.

“Dildo,” Olivia gasped.

Catherine reached for the dildo and turned it on, wasting no time in pushing it into Olivia’s pussy.

Olivia cried out and arched her back, her hands clenching into fists on the sheets.

“Yes, Catherine, just like that.”

Catherine quickly worked up a rhythm, timing her thrusts with her licking of Olivia’s clit. She listened to the noises Olivia was making. Catherine didn’t yet know what Olivia liked. She was determined to figure that out. For now, she would muddle on as best she could. Judging by the way Olivia was writhing against her, she was doing an ok job.

“I’m close. Fuck, I’m so close, Catherine. I’m – Catherine!”

The sound of her name on Olivia’s lips as Olivia came was the sweetest thing Catherine had ever heard. She redoubled her efforts on Olivia’s clit, determined to wring every last ounce of pleasure out of her.

After a few moments, Olivia weakly pushed Catherine’s head aside, panting. “It’s you. it’s not always like that for women. There’s something about you.”

Catherine glowed, pleased that she could bring Olivia as much pleasure as Olivia had brought her.

She pulled Olivia into her arms and Olivia came eagerly. There were two wet spots on the bed, but neither of them could be bothered to clean up right now. All Catherine cared about was holding Olivia close and breathing in the sweet scent of her hair.

They fell asleep like that, entwined in each other’s arms, and nothing had ever felt so right.

The next morning, Catherine was reluctant to extract herself from Olivia’s embrace. Only a reminder that they needed to investigate the source of the explosion. Catherine would be happy to spend a few days in bed before getting to work, but Olivia explained that the effects of the explosion on spacetime would wear off as time passed, so the sooner they investigated, the better. Pity.

“So, I think our best bet is to be reporters.”

“I agree.” Olivia bit her lip. “I’m not sure how we’re going to pull it off, though. We’d need cameras, for one thing, as well as ID badges.”

“Cameras are easy enough to buy, and we can create our own ID badges. They don’t need to be super high-tech. I bet we could do them in MS word and get them printed out and laminated in the mall nearby.”

“I don’t know, Catherine, that all sounds expensive…”

“Money isn’t an issue, remember? Besides, it’s not like it’ll be a waste. You mentioned that you liked taking photos of the sunsets. When all this is over, I’ll leave you with the camera. It’ll be better than your phone’s camera for sure, and you’ll be able to expand your photography horizons.”

“I – thank you. You’re too kind.”

Catherine rolled her eyes. “Says the person who has dropped everything to come to a new city with me to try to get me home. You underestimate how much you’re doing for me.”

Olivia dipped her head, smiling slightly. “Perhaps. That doesn’t mean I can’t be grateful.”

Catherine stole a kiss before pulling back. “I suppose we should get going.”

“Yeah.”

The morning was spent shopping and creating fake ID badges. They made up a small news company to pretend to be a part of. No one looked twice as they got the ID badges printed. The cameras were easy to get, too. The shop assistant was only too happy to sell them the most expensive camera in the store.

Catherine knew nothing about cameras, so she let him guide her. She was probably being ripped off, but that wasn’t what was important right now. What was important was getting back to her home dimension.

The thought sent a strange twinge of regret through her. Getting home was still her goal, but she couldn’t deny that she would miss Olivia. A small part of her even acknowledged that she would miss being in a woman’s body a little.

It had grown on her, and she was quickly coming to feel more comfortable like this than she had as a man. Catherine pushed such thoughts aside. She needed to focus on the game here, and that meant keeping her doubts aside, at least until they had gotten what they wanted.

Once they knew how to send her back, there was plenty of time to make another decision, if that’s what she really wanted.

Catherine and Olivia approached the scene again, this time as reporters. They did heavy makeup and Olivia even worse a wig, in an attempt to prevent the officer from the previous day from recognizing them. Thankfully, it didn’t come to that, as it was a different officer guarding the scene.

“I’m sorry, but no one is allowed in.”

“We’re with the Morning News. We want to report a story on the explosion.”

“All reporters are to go to the station, where you will receive periodic statements on how the investigation is going. This area is off limits.”

Catherine was trying to marshal counter-arguments when a tall man strode past her and stepped over the barricade.

The officer heaved a put-upon sigh. “Mr. Finley, I’ve already told you, you can’t go in there!”

Mr. Finley stopped and turned to glare at the officer. “This is way above your pay grade, I’m afraid. I’ve still got valuable equipment in there, equipment that needs to be analyzed if I’m to determine what went wrong with it.”

“You already have half of the equipment – or did you think we wouldn’t notice a large number of the devices vanishing overnight before the police took custody of them?”

Mr. Finley appeared completely unabashed. “I’m afraid I don’t know what you’re talking about. What I do know is that you’re keeping me from my rightful property. Don’t make me get my lawyers involved in this.”

“What I do know is that if you try to come any further, I’m going to have to have you arrested.”

Mr. Finley’s mouth twisted in an expression of disdain, but he didn’t dare go further toward the crime scene.

“You’ll be hearing from my lawyers about this.”

“I can’t wait,” the officer muttered.

Mr. Finley made to storm off, but he caught sight of Catherine and Olivia and swerved in their direction.

“And who might you two lovely young ladies be?” He looked particularly at Catherine. He wasn’t looking at her face.

Catherine felt herself going red, but forced herself to answer him normally. “We’re reporters. We’re here to do a story on the accident.”

“James Finley, CEO of Enterprise Technologies. It’s my product you’re reporting on. I’d be happy to give you a private interview. Say, over dinner”?”

He stepped close – way too close – and squeezed Catherine’s ass.

She was so shocked that she didn’t react immediately. When her brain finally started sending signals to her body, she stepped sharply back.

“That won’t be necessary,” she said coldly. “Come on, Olivia. There’s nothing worthwhile seeing here.”

“You know where to find me if you change your mind!”

As if she would change her mind. The guy was a sleazeball. Olivia linked her arm with Catherine’s and the two of them hurried off without a backward glance.

When they got back to their room, Catherine flopped onto the bed. “Well, that was a dead end. I guess we’re going to have to try to sneak past the police officers. At night is probably our best bet.”

“Actually, that may not be necessary. We already know that they’re guarding the site of the explosion, and we know that the devices caused the explosion. If the police are right and James stole back some of the devices, all we’ll need to do is get to the devices, and that should be enough for me to try to work backward and figure out how to recreate the rip in spacetime.”

“He probably has the devices somewhere safe – in his office, I’d bet. If you can get in there, you can steal a couple of them and get out. Then, we can come back here and study them.”

“Yeah, but how in the world am I going to get into his office? It’s probably highly protected, with passwords and keycards and the like.”

“I was thinking… well, James clearly showed interest in me.”

“I’m not sure I like where this is going.”

“What if I tried to seduce him? Not to sleep with him – I wouldn’t take it that far – but just enough to swipe his keycard. I could give it to you and keep him distracted long enough for you to get to his office, get the devices, and get back. I’ll return his keycard and leave, and he’ll be none the wiser.”

“I don’t know, Catherine. That sounds like an awfully risky plan. What if he gets impatient and demands that you follow through on what you’re pretending to offer?”

“We’ll be in a public place. if worst comes to worst, I’ll scream and cause a fuss. He’s not going to want a public incident, and even if he’s willing to risk it, someone will step in if they see him forcing himself on me.”

“I suppose you have a point, but you still don’t like it.”

“I don’t, either,” Catherine admitted. She wasn’t keen on getting any closer to James than she absolutely had to. “Do you have any better plans, though?”

Olivia hesitated before shaking her head. “That doesn’t mean we can’t come up with something. We’ve only just got here, after all.”

“You said that the closer to the actual time of the event we figure this out, the better.”

“That’s true,” Olivia admitted. “Rips in spacetime naturally repair themselves. We’ll have a better chance of sending you back before this one has healed completely.”

“Then tomorrow, I’ll go to the Enterprise Technologies headquarters and ask to speak to James. Assuming he’ll even see me, I’ll take him up on that drink.” Catherine didn’t really know how to flit, but she supposed she’d have to try.

“I guess I’ll follow you to wherever he takes you, then. Probably just to bar. He doesn’t seem the type to waste time on wining and dining a woman. He’ll want to get drinks out of the way as quickly as possible before he moves on to what he really wants from you.”

Catherine reflected glumly that Olivia was probably right. What had she gotten herself into?


Chapter 5

“I’m here to see James Finley.”

The receptionist narrowed her eyes suspiciously at Catherine. “Do you have an appointment?”

“No, but –”

“Mr. Finley is very busy. I’m afraid you’ll have to make an appointment. What is this regarding?”

“Tell him that I’m the woman he met yesterday outside the crime scene, and I’d like to take him up on his offer of dinner.”

The receptionist’s expression cleared. “Oh, you’re another one of those. Go right up, honey. Just take my word for it, one woman to another – you’re going to get your heart broken with that one. He’s a player.”

“Don’t worry, I know what I’m getting myself into.”

“I hope you do. Seventh floor, first door on the right.”

Catherine was more than a little nervous as she knocked on the appropriate door. She was wearing a red dress that Olivia had selected especially for the occasion. It was so short should she bend over, her panties would be on display for everyone to see, and if she so much as sneezed, her breasts would come tumbling out of the low, tight neckline.

Olivia had assured her that the dress would reinforce her attempts to flirt with James, and honestly, Catherine could use all the help she could get.

She knocked on the office door and James opened it, his eyes immediately going to her cleavage.

“Well, look who it is,” he said to her boobs, and Catherine had to resist the urge to grab his chin and force him to look at her face.

“I’ve changed my mind.” Catherine batted her eyelashes at him. “I’d like to go on a date with you, James.”

“Of course, you would. Let’s go, shall we?”

“Now?”

“Of course, now. What’s the point in being the boss if you don’t get to set your own working hours? There’s a nice bar around the corner.”

Catherine allowed him to put an arm around her back, ignoring how his arm crept steadily further down until he was practically groping her ass. She gritted her teeth and kept going. This would all be over soon. It was just a means to an end. She simply needed to get through this, and then she need never see James again.

They sat down and James ordered drinks without first asking her what she wanted. Catherine grimaced as she took a sip of the expensive whiskey. She’d never been a whiskey fan, this was hardly about having a good time.

“So, how long have you been a CEO? It’s an impressive position.” Catherine leaned forward, running her hand down James’ chest. He didn’t even notice when she snagged his key card from where it was clipped to his shirt. She leaned back briefly to place it on the seat behind her before turning back to James.

She could feel movement behind her that told her Olivia had come and taken the keycard. Now, she just needed to keep James distracted until Olivia was back.

“About five years.” James puffed out his chest. “I’m the youngest man in the history of the company to reach the CEO position.”

“Wow,” Catherine purred, doing her best to look starstruck at his boasting. “You must be really smart.”

“It’s not just about intelligence, you know. I mean, intelligence is essential, but there’s a lot more to it. It’s about knowing what you want and going for it, and about making circumstances work for you, even when things aren’t ideal. Like this explosion. It’s very bad press for the company, but I’m selling it to the investors as an interest point. We’re going to make a big deal of the investigation, getting people interested in what went wrong.

“Once we finally unveil the flaw in the product, people will be so invested in its story that they won’t be able to resist buying the renewed, safe product.”

“So you still don’t know what went wrong?”

James frowned. “Enough about me. Tell me more about you, my dear.”

Catherine decided that it would be too difficult to make up lies, so she settled on the truth – at least, most of it. “I come from a small town. I’ve lived there all my life, though I’ve been to the city a few times. I came here because I heard about your product, to be honest. Tell me more about it?”

James grinned. “It’s a revolutionary technology. I’ve had my scientists working on it for years. The Reformer device is passed over the face, about an inch over the skin. It emits an electromagnetic pulse wave that interferes with the aging process of your skin, halting it temporarily and even reversing it somewhat.”

“That sounds amazing,” Catherine said truthfully. If it worked, James was well on his way to becoming one of the richest me in the world.

“Yeah. I’m always coming up with world-altering ideas. You could say it’s a talent.”

And there he had to go ruining it with his boasting. The guy’s head was so big that Catherine was surprised his neck was strong enough to support it. She did her best not to let her annoyance show on her face as she took another sip of her drink.

James moved closer, pressing his body up against hers, and Catherine fought the urge to move back. He grabbed her ass and squeezed lightly. “What do you say to us taking this party back to my place?”

Catherine knew it was too early. Olivia hadn’t gotten back with the keycard yet. besides, she had no intention of following through to the conclusion that James thought this night was leading to.

She giggled and ducked her head aside as he pressed his face close to hers. “Give a girl her moment in the spotlight. It’s not every night I get to be seen in public with James Finley. My friends won’t believe me unless I have some witnesses.”

That seemed to mollify him, for now.

“Bartender! More drinks for the lady!”

James had soon downed his third whisky, while Catherine was still sipping daintily on her first. The last thing she needed was to get drunk, right when she needed her wits about her the most.

As James got tipsier, his hands wandered more and more. Catherine gently removed them from her ass for the fifth time.

“Come on, don’t be a prude,” James whined. “I know what’s on your mind – you wouldn’t have shown up in that dress, otherwise.”

She couldn’t afford to lose his attention now. She needed to get that keycard back before he realized that she wasn’t going to follow through on her implied promises.

“Oh, believe me, we are of one mind, but I prefer to keep my escapades behind closed doors. I’m a schoolteacher, you see. The last thing I need is my students seeing pictures of me getting down and dirty with a hot CEO in a bar.”

“Ooh, a schoolteacher, huh? Well, miss, I’ve been a very naughty boy. I’d say I’m due for some punishment.”

Fuck, this was so not what she’d signed up for. Catherine forced a smile. “That can be arranged. For now, be a good boy and finish your drink.”

She could have cried in relief when she felt a light tap on her shoulder. Olivia was already passed by the time she turned, but the keycard was there on the seat behind her. Catherine picked it up and cradled it close to her body.

Her phone pinged just on time. Catherine made a show of checking it and frowning, keeping the keycard hidden in her free hand. She got up and pressed her body against James’, clipping the card easily back onto his shirt.

“Well, I hate to have to end things early, but something has come up. I’ve got to go. Rain check?”

“Something has come up? What could possibly come up for a schoolteacher?” James scoffed.

“One of my colleagues has a sick daughter and won’t be able to make it in tomorrow. I need to take over her classes for the day, which means I need to prepare.”

“Prepare in the morning. Tonight, I have plans for you.”

James grabbed her ass, but this time, Catherine was not so tolerant. She put both hands on his chest and shoved, leveraging herself away from him. “Another time,” she said firmly. Then she turned and left before he could try to grab her again.

She heard James calling after her, but she turned out his words, focusing on getting out of the bar as quickly as possible. She could still feel the ghost of his hands on her, and it made her feel dirty, but she’d done what she’d had to.

There was no way she’d have been able to do that in her old body. it hadn’t exactly been a pleasant experience, but it was invigorating, knowing she could use her looks and her femininity to get something she wanted. Catherine just hoped that it wasn’t something she had to resort to often.

Olivia was waiting just outside the bar, their rental car idling.

Catherine got in and slammed the door shut. Olivia started driving immediately. “Did it go ok?”

“If by ok you mean getting groped by a creep, then sure, it went fine.”

“I’m sorry. You shouldn’t have had to do that.”

Catherine sighed. “I knew what I was getting into. Did you get what you needed?”

“I did! There were some of the Reformer devices in his drawer and I managed to swipe one.”

“Excellent! How did you get in and out? That receptionist didn’t seem too keen to let me in the other day.”

“I just asked her if I could use her bathroom. I had to beg and tell her a sob story about how I’m a stranded, lost tourist, but she caved eventually.”

“Brilliant. Do you think we’ll be able to replicate the spacetime tear with the Reformer?”

“I won’t be able to tell for sure until we run some tests on it, but that’s what I’m hoping for.”

The drive back to the hotel seemed to take forever. When they got back to their room, Olivia carefully took the Reformer out of her bag, treating it like a bomb that could go off at any moment – which it might well be.

“It doesn’t feel strange – no different to any other electronic device.”

“Try turning it on.”

Olivia nodded and plugged the Reformer in before flipping the on the switch.

She gasped and dropped it. Catherine quickly unplugged it, worried that it might explode.

“Olivia? What’s wrong?”

She was staring at the Reformer as though it might bite her. “That thing is seriously dangerous. I don’t know how it was created, but the moment it turned on, it started creating ripples in time. No wonder a whole bunch of them in the same room at once exploded and caused a rip.”

“Fuck. Forget causing a rip for our own personal purposes – how do we stop this product from going on the market? We can’t have it ripping holes in spacetime every time someone decides they want to look younger; spacetime will look like Swiss cheese.”

“I think as long as they’re being used individually, spacetime will be ok, but we can’t have another huge event like the one that caused the initial rip, or the same thing is bound to happen again. We should write to their development team. We can pose as scientists and explain that operating the devices together is dangerous and will invariably cause explosions.

“They won’t necessarily believe us, but they will investigate. If they’re smart enough to create this thing, they’re smart enough to realize we’re right, once we put them on the correct path.”

“That makes sense. Though if multiple devices are needed to create a rip, that still doesn’t help us create one of our own to send me back.”

A small part of Catherine was hoping that Olivia would say it was impossible to do, but Olivia said no such thing. “We just need more devices. We only need to create a small rip. I’d say ten devices should do it. There were plenty in the office, but I’d need to get in there with a way to take them out without arousing suspicion, as I’m not going to fit ten in my handbag.”

“We could put you in a disguise and send you in as a cleaning lady – you could say that the regular person is ill or something. You could sneak devices out in your cleaning cart. Though I’m not sure how easy it’ll be to get James’ keycard the second time. He’s probably quite frustrated with me right now.”

“Do you think you can do it?”

“I think I have to try. He left me his number. I’ll give him a call, once we have your disguise sorted.”

“Do you think you can keep him busy longer this time? I saw some papers under the devices that look like they may be important, but I didn’t want to take the time to read them. If I can take photos of them along with stealing the Reformers, that could give us valuable information.”

Catherine gulped. She did not want to have sex with James, but she’d do what she had to. “I will keep him busy longer. How long do you need?”

“At least twenty minutes.”

Last time she’d only managed to keep him occupied for ten.”

“Ok, well maybe this time I’ll insist he takes me out to dinner. That should take more than twenty minutes, so we should be ok there.”

“It’s a plan, then.”


Chapter 6

Unfortunately, even the best-laid plans go awry.

Catherine managed to convince James to give her another chance with the help of some cleavage photos sent over WhatsApp. They agreed to meet at a fancy restaurant the next evening for dinner.

Catherin chose her outfit carefully, with Olivia’s help – a long, tight black dress with a plunging neckline. The more distracted James was, the better. She needed to keep him ogling at her and not thinking about potential reasons for him to return to his office while Olivia was there.

James sat down opposite her and ordered some wine without asking her what she would like. It honestly wasn’t a surprise at this point. Catherine offered him a vapid smile. “How was work?”

James shrugged. “Made a deal worth a couple of million. You know – all in a day’s work.”

Catherine resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Yes, he was a bigshot CEO. She got it. The constant bragging was starting to get to her, but there was nothing she could do about it right now except smile through it.

“You’re so talented,” Catherine purred. She leaned forward, offering James a better view of her cleavage and smoothing down his shirt. She swiped his keycard as she did so, letting it drop to the floor next to her chair.

Olivia was passing right at that moment and dropped her handbag. When she picked it up, the keycard was gone too.

James’ eyes were still on Catherine’s cleavage. He looked like he wanted to devour her right there in front of all the other restaurant patrons. Thankfully, the waiter arrived with their wine before anything had a chance to escalate.

They made small talk as they sipped on their wine. James wasn’t a pleasant person to talk to. He made a small token effort to ask her about herself but didn’t seem interested in her answers at all. He was much more concerned with regaling his various triumphs, both in the business world and in his personal life.

Catherine wished that Olivia would hurry up. She resisted the urge to check her phone. Olivia was going to send her a text when she was safely away. They had decided that it would be too risky to try to return the keycard to James a second time, so Olivia would simply drop it in the lobby. Someone would hand it in to reception and assume that James had dropped it.

Now, Catherine just needed to keep James distracted long enough for Olivia to do her work.

James’ phone pinged midway through another long, boastful story. “One moment, please, Catherine. Hello? Yes, what is it? Uhuh. Yeah. Ok, I’m on my way.” He hung up and turned back to Catherine. “I’m sorry, darling, but something has come up. I’ve got to go back to the office.”

“But – but I’ve so been looking forward to this! Didn’t you say your place has a jacuzzi?” Catherine lowered her voice. “I’m wearing my bikini under my dress, you know. I’d love to spend some time in the hot water with you.”

James stood and pulled her up so that she was flush against him. “Now there’s an offer I can’t refuse. This won’t wait, though. I’ll tell you what – why don’t I have my driver take you to my place? You can get in the water and wait for me. I won’t be more than half an hour, I promise.”

Fuck. This wasn’t going at all as planned.

Catherine pouted. “This was supposed to be our date night. I don’t want you rushing out to work on me.”

James rolled his eyes. “Please. As if you don’t know what this is about. This isn’t a date, this is a pre-fuck meeting. Now, you’re just going to have to wait a little longer for my cock, ok, darling?”

Catherine slapped him across the face.

James staggered back, staring at her in shock, but Catherine was too mad to care about that right now. She reached into her bag as she stormed out, grabbing her phone and calling Olivia.

Olivia didn’t answer. Shit. She had probably put her phone on silent so that it didn’t ring and give her away while she was sneaking around in James’ office.

Well, Catherine would just need to go there and warn her.

Catherine dashed to their rental car and broke every speed limit on the road trying to make it to James’ office building before he did. She hurried inside and tried to head up to his office, but security stopped her.

“I’m sorry, ma’am, but you can’t go that way.”

Olivia had gotten in disguised as a cleaning lady, but Catherine had no such disguise. “Please, I just need to use the bathroom.”

“The bathrooms are this way, ma’am.”

She forced herself to take a deep breath. “Ok. Thank you.”

Security escorted her to the bathroom but thankfully didn’t follow her inside. Catherine peeked out from inside the bathroom, waiting for them to return to their posts. She would simply need to wait for them to turn their backs for a moment, then she could sneak past them, just like Olivia had the previous day.

Unfortunately, time was not on her side. James strode into the lobby and went straight up toward his office. Catherine swore under her breath and tried to call Olivia again, but there was still no answer.

A few minutes later, security got a call on their radio and rushed away. Catherine didn’t bother to follow them. She knew what they were getting called away for, and getting herself entangled in it now wouldn’t help her or Olivia.

Sure enough, Olivia was escorted down by security. By the time she was in the lobby, the police had arrived. They took her away in handcuffs.

As much as she wanted to follow her to the police station and demand that Olivia be released, Catherine had to be smart about this. She went back to their room and did a google search for lawyers in the city.

It didn’t take long to find someone who specialized in corporate theft. Penny promised to meet Catherine at the station.

When Catherine arrived, Penny was there, demanding to speak to her client. Catherine wasn’t allowed into the room for the interview, so she paced outside until Penny was done.

“How is she doing?”

“She’ll be fine. This is her first offense. I think we can get her off with a warning. It helps that she’s an attractive woman – Mr. Finley does have a soft spot for such women, from what I hear. If she flashes a bit of cleavage, he’ll more than likely be willing to drop the charges in the hopes of it getting him laid.”

That tallied with Catherine’s experience of James so far.

“She was also adamant that you should have her phone. She said you’d know what to do with it. She’s signed a release for the police to take it out of her personal things and give it to you.”

“Thank you. I’d best get on that right away. When can I see her?”

“Only when she’s released, I’m afraid, but I think I can get that sorted within a few hours. She’ll still need to appear in court unless James drops the charges, but there’s nothing to suggest she’s a flight risk.”

A few hours. That wasn’t too bad. Catherine got Olivia’s phone from a surly police officer and immediately navigated to the photos. Sure enough, there were pictures of documents there. Catherine zoomed in and read.

She felt her eyes going wider the longer she read. This – this was big. It seemed that the investors had been getting impatient with the slow progress of testing the Reformer. They had threatened to pull the funding. In response, James had forgone the final three rounds of testing, pushing it straight through to production.

If this got out, James’ entire company would go under. James would probably go to prison, given that people had died in the explosion.

This was everything Catherine needed to get James to drop the charges – and more. With this kind of leverage, she could demand that he hand over a couple of dozen Reformers to her and Olivia, no questions asked.

Catherine emailed the pictures to herself, then backed them up to Dropbox as well, just to be safe.

She still had a couple of hours before she could see Olivia, and she was determined to use those hours wisely. She marched out of the police station and headed for James’ company building.


Chapter 7

“I need to see James. It’s important.”

“You’re Catherine, aren’t you?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I’m sorry, but you’re on James’ past list.”

“His what?”

“His past list. The list of women he’s moved past. He won’t see you.”

Catherine gaped at the receptionist. James had an actual list? “I – it’s important.”

“I’m sure it is, dear, but I can tell you from watching it happen many times before, once James is done with someone, there’s no changing his mind. He gets bored easily, you see.”

Hm. Well, if the receptionist wasn’t going to be persuadable, maybe one of the security guards would be. Who didn’t love a good bribe?

“I see. Thank you for your time.”

“Best of luck, dear. Find someone better next time.”

“Oh, I will.”

Catherine skulked in the waiting room until one of the two guards on duty left, probably to go to the bathroom, before approaching the other.

“Hi.” She batted her eyelashes at him. She had flirted her way into this mess, and she was going to flirt her way out. “I’m Catherine.”

“Jake.” His voice was gruff but not unfriendly.

“Listen, Jake, I have a problem. I left a… personal item… at James’ house last night and I really need it back, but he won’t see me. All I need to do is nip into his office and ask for it back. It won’t take more than a few minutes.”

“I’m sorry, but Mr. Finley is only taking appointments at the moment. Can I take a message?”

“Ah… no. It’s a – it’s a personal item, you understand. I don’t’ want to discuss it with… others.” Catherine fixed her gaze on the floor and let Jake’s mind fill in what it would.

“Look, if you could help me out, I would make it worth your while.” She got out her wallet.

Jake was already waving her away. “I don’t take bribes… but there’s something else you can offer me.”

Catherine had a horrible suspicion she knew what that was, but one way or another, she had to get up to see James. “What’s that?”

“A date.”

“A date?”

“That’s right.”

She supposed she should count herself lucky that he wasn’t asking for a blowjob in the company bathroom. A date was doable. “You have yourself a deal, Jake.”

He grinned. “Excellent. You can go up the back way to Mr. Finley’s office, where no one will see you. This way, Catherine.”

Jake escorted Catherine all the way to James’ office before taking her number and leaving with a distinct spring in his step.

Catherine knocked once before stepping inside.

“Tiffany, I told you not to disturb – oh, it’s you. How did you get in here?”

“Never mind that. I have something important to show you.”

That got James’ attention. His eyes raked down her body. “Oh yes?” Maybe he wasn’t as bored with her as he’d told his receptionist.

“Yes. Take a look at this.” Catherine navigated to the photos of his classified documents on her phone and handed it over.

James’ expression darkened. “Where did you get these?”

“It doesn’t matter. What does matter is that I have them backed up in multiple places, so having security take my phone won’t help you.”

James sighed. “Fine. How much do you want?”

“I don’t want money. What I want is for you to drop the charges against Olivia, and I want twelve Reformer devices.”

James wrinkled his nose. “Why in the world would you want those? You’ve read the documents. You know they’re not ready for public use yet. We’re pulling them all back into another round of testing to figure out what went wrong before.”

“Never you mind what I need them for. All you need to know is that I’m to have them, and the charges against Olivia are to be dropped, or these documents will be made public.”

“Very well. You’re not the first blackmailer I’ve dealt with, nor will you be the last. Your price is not overly high, I’ll grant you that, but what assurances do I have that you won’t start asking for more once I’ve given you what you want?”

“As I said, I don’t need your money. I just want my friend free, and we need the Reformers for a… personal project. Once we have what we need, we’ll be out of your life for good. I can take a lie detector test if you’re worried I’m deceiving you.”

James snorted. “You don’t get to be where I am by not being able to tell when you are being deceived. No, I can tell you’re telling the truth – I just don’t understand why.”

“The why doesn’t matter. All that matters is getting past this so that we can be out of each other’s lives as soon as possible.”

James frowned, but he nodded. “I suppose so. I was never going to get into your pants, was I?”

“Never a chance in hell.”

He sighed again. “Pity. I suppose one can’t have everything. Here.” He opened a drawer and pulled out a dozen boxes, shoving them into a bag for Catherine. “Here are your Reformers. Just please don’t try to use them all at once; we’ve already seen the kind of chain reaction that can cause, for whatever reason.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll be careful.”

“I’ll make the call to release your friend now.”

Catherine stayed to ensure that James did indeed drop the charges before finally leaving his office. By the time she made it back to the police station, Olivia was already being released.

“Catherine!” Olivia flew into Catherine’s arms. Catherine put the bag of Reformers down on the ground so that she could hug Olivia fiercely.

“Are you alright?”

“I’m fine. The lawyer you hired is amazing. She got me out even faster than she said she would.”

“Actually, that’s… you know what? Let’s go back to the hotel. We can talk more there.”

Half an hour later, they were curled up in bed together as Catherine told Olivia everything that had happened while she’d been in police custody.

“I can’t believe you did all that. That was such quick thinking. You truly are amazing, Catherine.”

Catherine felt herself blushing. “I learn from the best. I had no idea how to be a woman before you came along and led by example.”

“Well, in that case, I think we both deserve to celebrate our victory. Do you reckon room service does champagne?”

“I bet we can find out.”

Room service not only did champagne, but they also provided strawberries with whipped cream on request. Catherine didn’t hesitate in making that request, along with ordering some pizzas, not wanting to drink the wine on an empty stomach.

“Ooh, strawberries and cream! I like it.”

“Hey, those are for dessert.” Catherine whisked the tray out of Olivia’s reach, chuckling when Olivia pouted. She was so cute when she pouted. She was so cute all the time, actually.

They ate and drank champagne until they were both pleasantly tipsy. “Now for dessert.” Catherine bit into one half of a strawberry and brought herself close to Olivia, who eagerly bit off the other half. They both chewed and swallowed, Catherine, spitting out the leaf and stem before she did so.

“My turn.” This time, Olivia approached Catherine with a strawberry. Catherine bit off the end before licking the cream off Olivia’s lips. Olivia did the same with her, and then they were kissing, the kiss sweet with the taste of strawberries and cream.

Catherine pushed the tray aside, more interested in tasting Olivia than some plain old strawberries.

They moved to the bed, kissing languidly as they did so. Their clothes came off somewhere along the way, leaving a trail across the floor.

Catherine ended up on her back with Olivia hovering over her. Olivia ground down onto her, giving her some much-needed pressure on her clit. Catherine groaned and bucked her hips up. That felt so good, and she needed more of it, now.

She reached up to caress Olivia’s breasts, quickly bringing her nipples to hardened peaks. Olivia writhed against her, grinding their pussies together in a quick rhythm that was so good but not quite enough.

Catherine decided to turn the tables, flipping them over so that she was on top. She wasted no time in going down on Olivia, savoring the little gasp of pleasure Olivia made when Catherine’s tongue flicked over her clit.

Catherine licked Olivia until she was practically sobbing with need, her hips jerking up, her hands clenching and unclenching around the sheets.

Then Catherine pulled back, causing Olivia to whine in protest.

“Hush, love, be patient.”

The endearment slipped from her mouth without her permission, but it felt right, and Olivia didn’t comment on it, so Catherine didn’t pause. “I’m going to get the strap-on.”

“Oh fuck. Yes, please.”

Catherine fumbled to get the dildo strapped on as quickly as possible. Her clit was throbbing angrily and she couldn’t help but give it a few sure strokes. She was already leaking down onto her thighs, and her attention to her clit only exacerbated the situation, but she didn’t focus on that now, not when Olivia was so wet and ready for her.

Catherine gave Olivia’s opening a long lick, testing her wetness, enjoying the taste of Olivia on her tongue. Olivia cried out as Catherine let her tongue flick once more over her clit before slowly positioning the strap-on and pushing inside.

Olivia wriggled her ass, moving herself further down on the strap-on. Catherine started thrusting, spurred on by the look of pure bliss on Olivia’s face. Olivia’s legs were around her hips, pulling her even deeper in.

Catherine’s body was on fire and she leaned in to kiss Olivia. Olivia met her kiss fiercely, their tongues dancing together as Catherine’s hips snapped back and forth.

She broke away for breath and pulled Olivia’s left leg over her shoulder, leaving Olivia’s clit open. “Touch yourself.”

Olivia took advantage of the opportunity at once. It didn’t take long. Mere seconds after her fingers made contact with her clit, she was coming hard, crying out as her pussy contracted so tightly it almost pushed the dildo out.

Catherine stilled, panting, watching Olivia with greedy eyes. She would never get enough of Olivia’s blissed-out post-orgasm face.

“Come here,” Olivia mumbled.

Catherine made to join her, but Olivia shook her head. “No. Sit on my face.”

Catherine’s breath caught. This was something they hadn’t tried yet, though she’d certainly thought about it. “Are you sure? I can give you more time to recover.”

“Nah, I’m good. I just want you.”

So, Catherine carefully shuffled herself over Olivia’s face. “Let me know if I’m smothering you.”

Olivia gave her a thumbs up before flicking her tongue upward. It took her a few tries, but she eventually struck gold, her tongue rubbing perfectly up against Catherine’s clit.

Catherine leaned into the movement, changing the angle so that it was absolutely perfect and exactly what she needed. She rode Olivia’s tongue, barely aware of the noises she was making, her only focus being the pleasure she chased.

Olivia brought her hands up to caress Catherine’s breasts, squeezing the nipples between her forefinger and thumb.

That did it for Catherine. She clutched at the headboard as she came in hot pulses all over Olivia’s face.

She rolled off as soon as she was done, looking at Olivia in concern. “Are you alright? I didn’t smother you, did I?”

Olivia grinned, licking Catherine’s juices off her chin. “I’m perfect. You were perfect. Come here. Let’s cuddle.”

They fell easily into each other’s arms like they belonged there. They drifted off that way, and when Catherine woke, she was still securely nestled in Olivia’s embrace.


Chapter 8

“Are you sure?”

“About as sure as I can be. I’ve spent the past two weeks examining these machines under different circumstances. I believe I know what caused the chain reaction. It’s not something their scientists will figure out easily, as it has to do with the play of time between dimensions.”

“Well, as long as you have it figured out, that’s what matters – at least for us. Though maybe we should write them a letter or something. We don’t want them getting impatient and trying to re-launch the product early just because they can’t work out what when wrong.”

“Yeah, we can do that. For now, though, let’s focus on you. Are you… are you ready?”

“You mean – you mean now?” Catherine balked. No, of course, she wasn’t ready now. “I – I thought we’d go home first. It’s probably best to do this away from the city – we don’t want our Reformers setting off a chain reaction with the others here and creating a bigger rip in spacetime than we need.”

“Hmm… I don’t think that will happen, but I suppose it’s better to be safe than sorry. When we get home, then.”

Catherine knew she wasn’t imagining the sadness in Olivia’s gaze. She wondered if Olivia could see the relief in hers. It would take many hours to get home, hours in which Catherine could… she honestly didn’t know. Prepare herself?

The harsh fact of the matter was that Olivia was too brilliant for her own good. She had figured out how to re-open spacetime, at least for long enough to send Catherine through and get the real Catherine back.

The problem was, that Catherine was no longer sure whether she wanted to go back. She hadn’t been enthused at first about being a woman, but she had grown to love it. She felt more comfortable in this body than she ever had in her old one.

The thought of going back to being a man felt like a lead weight being dropped into her stomach.

Almost worse was the thought of leaving Olivia. Catherine had fallen and fallen hard. If she left this dimension, she would never see Olivia again. Could she live with that? Did she want to?

They were both quiet on the long train ride that would take them to the bus station nearest Eseville. Catherine knew that she shouldn’t waste this last time she had with Olivia. She should be talking to her because this was the last chance she would ever have to hear Olivia’s voice. Every time she tried, though, she felt like something big was stuck in her throat, and ended up closing her mouth in defeat.

They managed to avoid most of the town as they crept to Olivia’s house. It would be easier not to say goodbye. The real Catherine would be back soon enough. These were her people. Catherine would be back with her own family soon. She supposed she should start thinking of herself as Brian again. The thought made her feel vaguely ill.

There was nothing but stilted silence between them as Olivia started setting up the Reformers around the room, plugging them in but not turning them on yet. She pulled out her set of amplifier crystals, which would use the already unstable Reformers to rip a hole in spacetime.

She started setting them up. As each crystal was put down, panic rose further up in Catherine’s throat. She couldn’t do this. She couldn’t.

“Wait.”

Olivia turned, her eyes shining with something Catherine could only read as hope. “Yes?”

“I don’t want to go.”

“You don’t?”

“No. I want to stay here. I want to stay a woman… but more importantly, I want to stay with you, Olivia. I… I love you. I can’t leave you.”

The crystals dropped to the ground as Olivia threw herself into Catherine’s arms. “Fuck. I love you too, Catherine. So much.”

“Truly?”

“Truly. That’s why I’ve been so quiet – I’ve been preparing a speech, to try to convince you to stay. I guess you beat me to the punch.”

Catherine chuckled, her heart lighter than air as relief sung through her veins. “I guess so. We won’t be needing these, then.”

Olivia hesitated.

“What is it?”

“I think we should still open the rip in spacetime. Not to send you back, but to give the other Catherine the chance to come back, if she wants to.”

“Wouldn’t that switch our bodies, though?”

“Yes, if we do it the way we were planning to, but there must be a way around that. If I could just create a repeating bind, that should be enough to transform Catherine into her old body while keeping you in this one.”

Catherine didn’t know what a repeating bind was, but whatever it was, she was certain Olivia could do it. Olivia was a genius who could do anything.

“Before we spend weeks working on this bind thing, we should try to contact her. Maybe she’s like me – maybe she doesn’t even want to come back to this dimension.”

Olivia nodded slowly. “That could well be the case. Some people theorize that tears in spacetime don’t happen randomly – that they have a purpose and are meant to fix mistakes in the universe. It’s possible that you were always meant to be here, which means that the other Catherine might have always been meant to be there.”

Catherine could only hope that was the case because she didn’t know what she would do if her counterpart did want to come back and Olivia couldn’t figure out the repeating bind. She would never want to steal anyone else’s body from them, but how could she ever give this one up?

“Do you know how we might be able to contact her?”

“That’ll be considerably easier than sending you across. It’s kind of like the difference between making a phone call across state lines versus getting onto a plane and flying across state lines. We should be able to improvise the right effect with just two Reformers and one crystal.”

“You’re sure it won’t accidentally pull me over?”

“Positive. If anything, it may not connect. The connection might be too weak, but I’d rather have it too weak than too strong.”

“Then let’s do this.”

Olivia re-organized their setup and stood turned on the Reformers.

The Reformers started glowing a dull orange. The crystal between them lit up bright purple, shooting rays of light onto the wall opposite.

Those rays of light moved and shifted in all different colors at first, but they slowly resolved into a picture of a face Catherine knew very well; her old face. Olivia backed away a step, giving Catherine room to speak.

“Catherine?”

The other Catherine jumped violently. “Who are you? My name is Brian.”

“I know who you are, Catherine. I am – I was Brian. I’m in your dimension, and you’re in mine. There was a tear in spacetime that caused us to become switched.”

“So that’s what happened,” Brian/Catherine breathed. “I knew I wasn’t crazy. Everyone told me I was, and I went along with it, but I always wondered. You’re just like I remember myself looking like before.”

“Be quick,” Olivia murmured, her eyes on the crystal, which was vibrating slightly. “The connection is unstable.”

“Look, Catherine, it’s a very long story, but the short of it is that if you want, we can bring you back to your home dimension and give you your old body back if you want it.”

Catherine/Brian bit her lip.

“You have to decide now, though,” Catherine prompted. “We don’t have a lot of time.”

Catherine/Brian took a deep breath. “My name is Brian. I am a man. I always have been. I was born in the wrong body. I didn’t realize that before, but I do now. I’m happy in this dimension. I’ve made relationships with the people here. I don’t want to go back.”

Catherine let out a shaky breath that was part sigh, part laugh. “That’s great, Brian. Thank you. I feel the same. We’ll leave you where you are, then. We may not get another chance to talk. Is my mother –?”

The crystal exploded, sending small shards flying everywhere. Catherine and Olivia ducked in time to avoid getting hit by anything, but it was a near miss.

“I’m sorry.” Olivia looked sadly at the broken crystal. “I don’t think it’ll be safe to open up another connection like that. It was more unstable than I realized, and opening it up again could risk ripping spacetime wide enough for people to pass through. You and Brian might be forcibly pulled back into your original dimensions if that happens. I know you wanted to ask about your mom.”

Catherine nodded. “I did, but we got all the essential parts of the conversation done. Mom will be fine – she doesn’t know I’m missing, after all.”

Catherine would be lying if she said that didn’t hurt a bit, but when Olivia put a gentle arm around her, her reasons for staying came rushing back. She wanted this. She had a family in this dimension, and most importantly, she had Olivia.

Catherine was sure that she would wonder about Brian every now and then, but he was part of her past, now. It was time to move forward.

She gestured toward the Reformers. “I guess we won’t need these anymore.”

“Absolutely not. I suggest we find a good electrician to melt them down. I don’t want to be within a hundred miles of one of these menaces.”

“Actually, I’d hold off on that.”

“Seriously? Why?”

“You said that you might have been able to help with issues in the fabric of spacetime before if you’d had the money. Well, I earn plenty to go on overseas holidays every now and then. Why don’t we hang onto them? They might prove useful in repairing situations we come across.”

“You may be right… but I’m going to find a way to ward them. Maybe a crystal and lead-lined box. We can’t have these things going off accidentally and teleporting us somewhere in time we’re not prepared for.”

“Agreed. We can work on that… but first, I want to introduce you to my family.”

Olivia’s face scrunched in confusion. “I already know your family. I grew up in this town, remember?”

“I know that, but I meant to introduce you to them as my girlfriend.”

Olivia went pink. “Oh.”

“If you’re ok with that, that is.”

“Yeah, I am! I’m just – what if they don’t like me? As your girlfriend?”

“Then they’ll learn to like you. You’re an amazing person, Olivia. The only reason you aren’t more popular around town is that people don’t understand your abilities around spacetime. As long as we keep quiet about what we’ve been up to during our absence, I think we should be good.”

“So no telling them that you’re actually a doppelganger of yourself?”

“Probably not the best way to win your way into their hearts, to be honest.”

That had them both laughing, and once they started, it was hard to stop. All the stress of the last couple of weeks just seemed to melt away as Catherine flopped into Olivia’s arms, laughing until her sides hurt. They stayed like that for a long time, until both were too exhausted to laugh any more.


Chapter 9

One year later

“What do we do?” Catherine hissed.

“Why are you asking me? Do I look like I know how to deal with a baby?” Olivia hissed back, her voice rising to a slightly hysterical pitch toward the end.

They both stared helplessly at the wailing baby between them.

They had been successful – mostly. They had closed the tear in spacetime. Alien spores were no longer coming through and infecting people. However, it had been such a big tear that closing it neatly had been next to impossible. It was inevitable that someone was pulled through.

Olivia and Catherine had been prepared for that. They’d had to explain things to people several times before. Sometimes, it was possible to send people back to their home dimensions, but if spacetime was particularly unstable from the rip, sending them back wasn’t always possible, and they had to do their best to make a home in their new dimension.

This was one of those cases.

How the hell were they supposed to explain that to a baby?

Catherine gingerly picked him up and almost dropped him when his wailing increased in intensity. “Shh, shh, don’t cry,” she murmured, rocking him frantically, looking around. The explosion had no doubt drawn attention. The police would be arriving soon.

“We can’t just leave him here.” Olivia looked worriedly at the purple pallor on the boy’s cheeks. “He’s too little. He can’t withstand the transition from one dimension to the other without crossover treatment. He’ll die.”

Some people were more sensitive to interdimensional travel than others. Olivia had developed a medication that helped people who would otherwise be ill for weeks adjust quicker. That treatment could save this little boy’s life, except…

“We can’t just kidnap a child, Olivia! He needs to go to social services.”

“And what would they do with him? They would never be able to find his family. He’d be lost in the system with a trauma none of them could ever hope to understand. If he even survived, which he won’t if we don’t get him treatment fast.”

Olivia was right, of course. They had the treatment there with them in a flask, but the baby couldn’t drink from a flask, and to get a bottle they would need to leave the area, which meant…

“I guess you’re coming with us, little guy.” Catherine hesitantly hefted the wailing child onto her shoulder. “What are we going to call him?”

“Connor,” Olivia said softly.

Catherine brushed a hand across Olivia’s shoulder. “Connor is perfect.”

They had lost Connor to a spacetime rip gone wrong. He had been like Olivia – a singular aberration. He had been torn apart by spacetime repairing itself, but he had saved seven lives.

“Right, Connor, let’s go get you a bottle.”

Catherine waited in the car while Olivia dashed into the store to get a bottle. She returned with the bottle, then went back to the store to get some general baby supplies while Catherine did her best to feed Connor the treatment that would save him. Fortunately, he seemed to be hungry, because he drank it right down.

Almost immediately, she noticed a difference in his skin tone. His wailing decreased in volume slightly and his breathing got a bit easier. The poor little guy had probably been so uncomfortable, no wonder he was screaming.

Olivia returned with a basket piled so high with baby supplies that she had to poke her head around it for Catherine to see her. They tried and failed to install the car seat, so Catherine sat with Connor on her lap. He was quickly falling asleep and was much cuter when he wasn’t threatening to burst one of her eardrums with his screams.

They got back to the hotel, glancing guiltily around as they returned to their room, but no one paid them any attention. It was a big hotel and no one had been tracking whether or not they checked in with a baby.

People probably assumed Connor was their child. It was certainly a more sensible guess than suggesting that they had kidnapped him from another dimension.

Catherine settled Connor on the bed, since they didn’t have a crib, and helped Olivia organize their baby supplies. There was a crib there, but it was in a flat box and neither of them knew how to set it up. There were more important things to do right now than try to figure out the box instructions.

“What now?” The moment Connor was down, Catherine started pacing. “We’ve kidnapped a child. No way can we just turn him in – we’d be arrested.”

“We could drop him off at a Church. They generally don’t ask questions.”

“Yeah, but do we really want him going to some random Church? What if they’re homophobic?”

Olivia hummed in agreement under her breath. It was a few moments before she said what they were both thinking. “We could… we could keep him.”

Catherine knew that she should protest, but as she looked at Connor, the words died in her throat. She and Olivia had discussed adopting a child. Of course, they hadn’t meant now, but why not? Connor needed a home, and who better to understand his past than them?

“How would we do it? I mean, he doesn’t even have a birth certificate.”

“I bet Charlie could help us with that.”

That much was true. Charlie worked for the police now, helping to identify forged documents, but she had been a career forger in her time. She had also sworn that if Catherine or Olivia ever needed anything in return for helping her return here, to her home dimension, all they had to do was call.

“What would we even write on the certificate?”

Olivia pulled a blanket up over Connor, who was shifting restlessly. We could have her fake papers from a small adoption agency. They can say he was dropped off without a note. Legally, we’ll be his parents.”

“What about my mom? What about everyone in town? They’re not going to care about what the papers say. They’ll want to know why the hell we went on holiday and came back with a baby.”

“We can tell them a story that’s as close to the truth as we’re able to get. We’ll say that Connor’s parents were killed and we were caught in the middle of it. He was going to go into foster care, but we fell in love with him and decided to adopt him.”

“They’re going to think we’re insane.”

“Yes, but don’t they already?”

Catherine had to chuckle at that. She and Olivia would never be entirely normal, not when they made it their business to run around correcting rips in spacetime around Catherine’s day job.

Of course, they couldn’t tell anyone what they were really up to, so they had to come up with increasingly improbable reasons for needing such frequent holidays. Most of the people in Eseville regarded them as odd, to say the least.

“I suppose so. What’s a surprise baby to add to an already dubious reputation?”

“Exactly.”

“I’ll make the call, then.” Catherine pulled Olivia in for a quick kiss before searching her phone for Charlie’s number.

“Hello?”

“Charlie, it’s Catherine.”

“Catherine! I get the sense this isn’t a social call.”

“It’s not. I – we need a favor.”

“Alright, let’s hear it, then.”

Twenty-four hours later, Charlie was in their hotel room, sitting hunched over a stack of papers with a microscope and several different types of pens laid out on the small hotel desk.

“Keep him quiet, I need to concentrate,” Charlie murmured.

Olivia frantically tried to hush Connor, who of course had to pick the most pivotal moment of the forgery to be fussy.

In what limited time they’d had, Olivia and Catherine had done some frantic research on how to deal with babies. They didn’t even know how old Connor was, though their best guess was somewhere around three months.

From what she had been able to determine, Connor was a comparatively easy baby.

What that meant was not so much that Connor was easy, but that other babies were next-level difficult. Catherine was already exhausted and she wasn’t even officially a mother yet.

And yet, as she looked at Connor’s tiny face, she couldn’t bring herself to regret this decision. She wanted him, sleepless nights and all.

Connor thankfully went back to sleep, drooling on the towel that Olivia had taken to carrying over her shoulder.

Catherine watched as Charlie added the finishing touches to the ‘adoption agreement’. It certainly looked legitimate, but to her untrained eye, anything might appear so. She could only hope that it held up under official scrutiny.

“Right, that’s you guys sorted. I’m sorry, but I’ve got to dash. I only took the one personal day – didn’t want to raise too many suspicions about where I was going and what I was doing – but he’s officially yours. Congratulations.”

“Ours.” Catherine laughed shakily. “We’re parents. Fuck. I don’t have any idea what I’m doing.”

Charlie winked at her. “No one does. Good luck.”

“Thanks, Charlie.” Olivia handed Connor over to Catherine and walked Charlie out. Catherine settled Connor in the now-assembled crib, where he grabbed onto his stuffed monkey in his sleep. He was perfect.

They debated staying in the hotel for a few more days to get used to things but eventually decided that the sooner they could get Jillian’s help, the better. Raising a child was no joke, and Catherine was already anticipating handing him over to his grandmother for the night so that she and Olivia could get a decent night’s sleep.

On the plane ride back, Connor was a little monster, screaming up a storm and making the other passengers utterly despise them. Catherine kept waiting for a whisp of regret at the decision they had made to surface, but nothing came. She could feel only gratitude for the bundle of energy in her arms, even if said bundle was currently doing his best to bring down the plane with the force of his voice alone.

They didn’t have a pram yet, so Catherine carried a wriggling Connor while Olivia dealt with the luggage.

They were almost to the bus station when –

“Mom?”

“There you are! Your plane was running late, I was beginning to think I’d missed you.”

Catherine gaped at her. “What are you doing here?”

“I came to meet my grandson, of course! Honestly, you were a practical joke type of girl, I’d have thought you were pulling my leg when I got a message saying you were coming home with a baby, but that’s never really been your style. Now, let me take that handsome little man off your hands. You look like you could use a break. Nate, come here and take their luggage. They’re dead on their feet.”

Catherine could have sobbed in relief as she and Olivia were relieved of Connor and their luggage. She followed them to Jillian’s car, which already had a car seat installed.

“You two just rest. I’m staying at your place for a few days, to help you get Connor all settled in,” Jillian said firmly. As if either of them would argue with such a lifeline.

“Thank you, Jillian. That would be wonderful.”

“I remember what it was like to have a baby, dear.” Jillian gave Olivia a fond smile. “You won’t get much sleep if you try to do this on your own, but we live in a town for a reason. I’ve told Mrs. Sanderson and she’s already started baby-proofing her house so that she can take Connor for a night once you two have settled in with him.”

Catherine felt tears prickling behind her eyes. She and Olivia could do this alone if they had to, but she was beyond grateful that they didn’t have to.

“I’m not very good with babies, but I can learn,” Nate added. “Little guy will need someone to teach him football when he gets older. For now, Jillian has already shown me how to change a diaper and how to safely bottle feed a child. We’ve got you.”

There was no answer to that except to pull Nate into a tight hug. Nate rubbed her back gently. “You’ll still need to tell us the full story of how you got him, but that can wait. You look exhausted. Let’s get you into the car.”

Jillian expertly strapped Connor into the baby seat while Nate packed their luggage into the back. It felt strange, not having something she needed to do with her hands, and Catherine was sure the sensation wouldn’t last long – probably only until Connor needed his next bottle.

Nate sat in the front with Jillian while Olivia and Catherine bundled into the back next to the car seat. Catherine leaned her head against Olivia’s shoulder, letting her eyes drift shut.

She tensed, waiting. Connor seemed to have a sixth sense for when one of them was falling asleep – it was his favorite time to start crying – but Connor slumbered peacefully on. Maybe the movement of the car was lulling him. It was certainly lulling Catherine. She made a mental note to take Connor out for a drive the next time he was being fussy.

A soft snore next to her told her that Olivia was already asleep. Catherine glanced once more at Connor before allowing her eyes to slip shut. She drifted off, surrounded by her family, with a smile on her face.
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An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:

As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help.

The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowd. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of the platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of the stage hooted and waved at me as I approached.

Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor.

I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar.

The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out…”

Go read the rest right now by subscribing to Alyson Belle’s newsletter to get this and FOUR other free Alyson Belle classics!
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Girl Boss

Harry has spent his entire career working toward his next big promotion, but on the day before his performance review, he discovers that it’s going to be denied to him–the company wants a woman for the job instead. Gender diversity in management is important, but that doesn’t change the fact that Harry is crushed to lose his job and everything he’s worked so hard for.


When he tries to drown his sorrows and tells his sad story to a mysterious bartender named Cara, she sends him home with a smile, and the next day he wakes up as a woman! At first, Harry thinks he’s going insane and the adjustments are surprising, but he soon begins to get used to his life as a woman–even though the newfound attention from his male colleagues is more than a little uncomfortable.


It seems like everything is going fine and Harry’s (now Haile’s) promotion is on track with his new identity until an FBI agent shows up asking questions about Cara and the mysterious events surrounding her. Haile doesn’t know what to do, and soon finds herself drawn into a world of intrigue and danger that’s more intense than she ever could have imagined… 
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How to Be a Girl

It all starts with a single, innocent question: What’s it like to be a woman?


For years, Fabian has been curious about the lives of the women all around him, but they never seem to want to talk to a too-curious man about it–there’s always a bit of the experience he couldn’t get to or questions that would seem too inappropriate. But now, he has a brilliant new cover plan that will help him get to the bottom of things: He’s going to write a book about it! Purely for research purposes, of course.


As part of Fabian’s research, he finds a willing instructor that’s happy to not only answer his questions, but persuades him that some primary research might even be necessary: undercover, as a woman. But as he continues to experiment and learns more and more about the secrets of femininity for his book, he’s soon faced with a startling and deeply personal question…


What if he actually likes things better this way?
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