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Prologue

 


My name is Bert Walker and I am
seventy-five years old. What I am about to tell you is something so
incredible that not even I believe it, but it is happening to me as
I write these lines. Let me tell you a bit about my life before all
this happened.

I was born into a regular blue collar
family. My father worked the railroads, and my mother was a
teacher. I had one older brother and we were pretty happy with the
way we grew up. There was always food on the table and when our
birthdays or Christmas came around we had plenty of gifts. Life in
those days didn’t include TV, Internet or smart phones. We had a
ball to kick around or used sticks to play cowboys and Indians. It
was a different time, and sometimes I think it was a better
time.

In those days if you wanted to date a
girl you had to ask her father for permission and if he gave it to
you it also included a time to have her back home. We did “park”
which included kissing and sometimes if one was very lucky touching
her boobs outside her clothes. I only remember one girl putting her
hand on my cock, and that was Mrs. Stevens in the tobacco shop. I
was missing a bit of money and to cover it she touched my dick over
my pants behind the counter. I was nineteen at the time and she
must have been close to thirty and ugly as sin.

Fast-forward and I am lying in a
hospital bed with terminal cancer. As I look back at my life I must
agree that I wasn’t always the nicest guy with the ladies. I fucked
many and most of them, I left behind with a broken heart. I did
marry a nice lady at one time, but I couldn’t keep my cock in my
pants and after four years of me cheating on her she left
me.

I had a good job and travelled a lot,
both within the States but also abroad. I had two children that I
saw once or twice a year, but by the time I was diagnosed I had
lost contact with them.

So, there I was, lying on my deathbed.
The doctor had told me I had a week left and increased the morphine
dose to take away the pain. The last thing I remembered was someone
taking my hand and then everything when dark-until I opened my eyes
again.

I looked around and didn’t recognize
the hospital room. Instead, I was lying in a normal bed, and I
could hear people laughing and talking somewhere. I lay absolutely
still, trying to get my bearings, but nothing made sense. The room
had two beds and two desks. There was a TV on the wall in front of
me and on the desks lay books and notepads. I lay in the one
closest to the window and outside, the sun was shining and a warm
breeze came through the open windows. On the walls were posters of
bands I never used to listen to, and some I had never heard of.
Suddenly I had an urge to take a piss and slowly got out of
bed.

By the time I reached the bathroom, I
realized I hadn’t used my walker. Maybe I was doing better and
didn’t need it, I thought. I put my hand inside and felt for the
light switch which was supposed to be on the right, but it wasn’t.
I found it on the left side and turned it on.

The sink was also to the left, which
didn’t make any sense what so ever. I stretched my arms over my
head and looked up, expecting to see my seventy-five year old
cancer ridden body and missing teeth in the mirror above the sink.
What I saw made me scream. In the mirror was a young woman with
black wavy hair and brown eyes. She was dressed in a tank top which
showed off big boobs and white panties. I gasped for breath, and
then everything went black.

 



Chapter 1

 


“Is she OK? What happened?”

The voices came through like a fog and
I managed to open my eyes. My head hurt and I felt
disoriented.

“Look, she is opening her eyes. How are
you, Raven? What happened?”

Raven? Who the fuck was Raven, I
thought. “I’m Bert, please help me up.”

“Oh my god, she smashed her head, she
is hallucinating.”

Someone grabbed one of my arms and then
I felt another person supporting the other. They dragged me back to
the bed and lay me down. When my eyes focused I saw a face above
me, the face of an angel. She had blond curly hair and blue eyes.
The best part was that her cleavage was showing off and I got a
good look at her boobs.

“How are you feeling, are you OK?” she
said.

I cleared my throat, and said, “where
am I?”

“Oh my god, you have amnesia. Listen,
honey, your name is Raven Robinsson, you are twenty years old and a
student at Western University. Your major is English Lit. And you
are dating Perry Green, and he is hot.”

What the fuck had just happened, I
thought to myself. I closed my eyes and took a quick bodily
inventory. After six months with cancer I knew what should hurt,
and what shouldn’t. To my surprise nothing hurt, I felt damned good
actually, apart from needing to take a piss. I had no idea what had
happened to me, so I thought it was best to go along with what
Angel face had told me and take it from there.

“Yeah, of course. I am so sorry, I must
have hit my head and got confused. I am fine now, you can leave me
alone.”

“Are you sure? Look everyone is
here.”

I turned my head to the left and saw
several other young men and women in the doorway. “I’m fine, just
give me some time alone, and I will be as good as new.”

“OK, if you say so.”

Angel face left and closed the door
behind her. I stayed in bed a few more minutes trying to figure out
what had just happened. In the end nature called and I had to go to
the bathroom, or piss my bed, which wouldn’t be something a young
woman like Raven would do.

 



Chapter 2

 


The light was still on in the bathroom,
but I stopped outside to take a deep breath before walking in. When
I turned left and caught the sight of me in the mirror, I had to
hold on to the sink. I closed my eyes and then opened them again, I
was still the same. I put my hands to my face and pulled at my
cheeks, the skin was soft and firm. Then I put my hands through my
hair, which was thick and soft. I then touched my boobs and
realized I wasn’t wearing a bra. Then I looked down at my bikini
briefs and took a deep breath. I pulled them open and saw I had no
pubic hair. I let go and they snapped back stinging my skin. Holy
shit, what the fuck was happening, I thought again.

First things first. I went over to the
toilet and pulled down the panties and before I realized what I was
doing I was pissing all over the floor and my legs. I cut it off
and felt that special sting that you get when you stop pissing. I
took some toilet paper and wiped the wet seat and sat
down.

When I was done, I realized a shower
would be in order and took off my clothes and went inside the
stall. The hot water hit me hard and I relaxed a little bit. There
was a bottle of shower gel on a shelf and after pouring a generous
amount in my hand I washed my body. When I came to my tits I
stopped and let my hands massage them ever so lightly, but it felt
so good I did it a bit harder which made me think. I had a pussy,
how would that feel to touch? I knew how it felt like to be a man
touching one, but how was it when you were a woman?

My hands slid over my flat tummy and
reached the pubic area. When I touched my clit it felt like an
electric current washed over my body. I began rubbing it faster and
faster and after a while I slid a finger into it which made my
knees weak. In the end, I ended up on the shower floor, my legs
spread wide and with two fingers fucking myself while my thumb
rubbed my clit. The orgasm that followed was similar to the ones I
had known as a man, but I took a lot longer to reach
one.

When I had dried myself I went over to
the closest which stood by the bed that I had woken up in, figuring
it would be Raven’s. I found several pairs of blue jeans, some
shorts and blouses. There were also bikinis, thongs and briefs in a
drawer. I took out a pair of white briefs and put them on. They
looked like the ones I had used as a man, but without the fly. Then
I chose a pair of jeans and a simple black T shirt. There was a
mirror on the wall and when I took a look at myself I saw that my
long black hair was tussled and I wasn’t wearing any makeup. I
looked like shit, I thought.

I sat down at the desk closest to my
bed and on it there were several makeup items. I had no idea where
it all came from but I knew exactly what to do. Ten minutes later I
looked beautiful. I got up and walked over to the door leading out
and stepped out into a completely new world.

 



Chapter 3

 


It turned out Angel face was my
roommate and her name was Liz. I learned that from all the photos
that were stuck to the inside of the door. She was waiting outside
in the corridor when I came out.

“How are you feeling?” she said,
concern in her voice.

“Fine, I feel great.”

“Are you sure? You took a nasty fall in
there.”

“I’m a bit hungry, that’s
all.”

Liz put an arm around my shoulder and
led me along the corridor. There were rooms on either side and when
we walked past, I looked inside some of them. I was in a dorm, but
wasn’t sure if it was mixed or girls only. When we reached the end
of the corridor we took an elevator down and walked through a lobby
full of students.

Liz let go of me and said, “look there
is Perry, I called him.”

A young man came through the glass
doors and walked towards us. “Raven, how are you? Liz told me you
had fallen.”

He was not very tall, but had kind blue
eyes and a very short hair. His blond hair looked like a hedgehog,
and I had to hold back a laugh.

“I’m fine, don’t worry.”

He hugged me and then kissed me on the
mouth. I tried to take a step back, but he held on to me and began
probing my mouth with his tongue. I realized I had to play along
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