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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

‘You seriously throw like a girl!’ My voice sounded out loud and clear over the incessant circus music. Other sounds of a late summer night reverberated around us: cicadas; the soft, murmuring laughter of happy families; distant sounds from the highway. 

	The small, hard rubber ball bounced softly off the brightly-colored backboard. The carnival stand was clown-themed: everything on it was covered in the grim, fake-smiling lips of countless clowns. The targets were clowns. The balls had little clown noses on. It was clowns, as far as the eye could see. Jared looked dejected. He’d missed another target, and I wasn’t going to let him live it down.

	‘You trying to get in the spirit of things?’ I asked.

	‘What do you mean?’ Jared turned round to look at me. His heavily-muscled arms hung at his sides like two hog-legs, dangling by string.

	‘Acting like a clown.’ I said, pleased with my little joke. Jared didn’t seem too pleased.

	‘Fucking hell, Ryder. I’m trying to think of the last time you made a funny joke.’ He paused for effect. ‘Nope, my memory doesn’t go that far.’

	The carnival attendant at the side of the stall plucked the ball from the gully at the end of the sloped stand. She was in her early twenties and looked seriously fine. I gotta admit, I was acting up a little to impress her. I wasn’t convinced it was working, but it was always worth a try. You miss a hundred percent of the shots you don’t take, after all.

	‘Would you like another go?’ She approached Jared with a slinky-hipped gait. Was she flirting with him? It was hard to tell. 

	Jared nodded in reply. Man, I couldn’t wait to see this. 

	I gave Jared a cheeky look. ‘You know the definition of madness is doing the same thing over and over again and expecting the results to be different?’ I said.

	The carnival attendant butted in before Jared had a chance to reply.

	‘Funny,’ she said, ‘because my mother always told me that the definition of madness is hanging out with jerks.’

	‘Don’t call Jared a jerk,’ I said, trying desperately to let her know that I was a fun-loving, easy-going guy just out for a great time. The attendant gave me a slow, withering look. The kind of look that said, ‘nice one, loser.’ Why did the pretty ones always have to be such a hard work? And this one was seriously pretty. She was one of those exotic-looking girls. It was hard to tell where she was from - she had beautiful, full, almond shaped eyes - hazel-colored and warm, with a twinkle in their corners. Her body was lithe and full - slim, toned, brown arms and full, curvaceous breasts. The kind of figure that, if you woke up next to, you wouldn’t feel worthy of. I tried to think of something more intelligent to say to her, but got caught in the expectant gaze of those bright, brown eyes. Nothing.

	I’d always found it hard to talk to women. I don’t know why. All the guides I read on the web say that the most important thing to women when they look for a partner — even more than looks, if you can believe — was a sense of humor. So I worked at it. I tried to make a joke whenever I could. I studied great comedians. I even  — and this is gonna make me sound so much like a dork — planned out  conversations in advance.

	Like what would happen if I was chatting up a girl and she said something like, ‘Oh, this is too much.’

	I might reply with something like, ‘If this is too much, just wait ‘til you see my cock.’

	OK so that wasn’t like, one of my best comebacks. But I swear usually I came up with something pretty funny. Or if not funny then at least smart. But I gotta admit, on that day I was struggling.

	‘Come on Jared,’ I finally said, after a period of too-long awkwardness. ‘Could you at least win us one thing? I’m not saying I even want the most expensive prize.’ I motioned at the huge targets at the front of the gaming area. ‘Even one of these would be fine - anything really.’

	It was getting late now. We’d been at the throwing stall for around half an hour now. For some reason, Jared was obsessed with the game. Actually, no, I knew exactly why he was so into it - he desperately wanted to win one specific prize - an iPhone. Well, it wasn’t exactly an iPhone - it was a voucher entitling the barer to an iPhone. The target for the phone was tiny, and was far back against the wall, at least fifteen feet away. The chances of hitting it were astronomically low. And probably, even if you did manage to hit it, it’d be stuck on or something, meaning that there would be no way you could ever win it.

	‘Right Ryder,’ he said, tossing the tiny ball up and down in the palm of his hand, trying to give me as much of a serious look as he could, ‘I’m gonna shut you up once and for all.’

	I’d been best friends with Jared for as long as I could remember. In fact, technically I’d been friends with him for longer than I could remember. We’d grown up in the same neighborhood, and from a young age we’d hung out together. I’d always been very physical, and Jared had been more cerebral - so we’d played imaginary games together until we were old enough to chase girls. Jared had gone to college and I’d stayed in town to become a personal trainer. Then, when Jared came back from studying, I’d taken one look at his emaciated, student-food destroyed body and had offered him my services for free. Under my careful tutelage, he’d become an Adonis in no time. Of course, that didn’t stop him throwing like a girl.

	He took a few steps back.

	‘I don’t think a run-up is going to help you,’ I called out, putting my hands up to my mouth.

	He stumbled a little, stepped up to the plate and threw the ball. His arm swung in an ungainly loop, and his hand released the ball at the absolute worst point in the arc. It was a weak throw. The ball flew threw the air reluctantly, as though it would have rather rolled across the floor. But somehow, miraculously, the ball hit a fucking target.

	‘Yes!’ he shouted out.

	‘Well I’ll be damned,’ I said. I looked at the attendant who now had a broad grin on her face. ‘What did he win?’ I asked her.

	‘Let’s take a look.’ She walked up to the target that had been knocked off the wall. You won’t be surprised to hear that I watched very carefully as she bent over. Her ass made a perfect apple shape as she reached further down — her long legs and shapely body making a stirring impact on my heart. She grabbed the ball and flipped back up, turning round, catching me staring at her incredible body. She gave me a disapproving look.

	‘Oh! Lucky boys. You’ve won the most interesting prize available.’ She held up the ticket and smiled. ‘It’s a free tour of the hall of mirrors right here at the carnival.’

	God damn. What a crappy prize.

	‘Awesome!’ shouted Jared. He fricking punched the air with delight, as though he’d won the top prize of the entire game. He stopped and looked at me, as though he’d remembered who he was with and that he was actually sane. ‘I love halls of mirrors,’ he said. He looked as though he’d been caught doing something shameful.

	‘I had no idea that you were so into mirrors,’ I said. I did my best not to laugh at Jared. It was so funny to see my big, buff best friend as excited as a little kid to get a tour of a fricking hall of mirrors exhibition.

	‘Yeah,’ he said. ‘Don’t you remember?’

	‘Remember what?’ What was he talking about? I cast my mind back to our childhood friendship. We’d been to plenty of funfairs and carnivals in our time. But I’d never really noticed that anything particularly memorable had happened.

	‘The hall of mirrors in Hammyville. We were like, ten or something.’ He looked at me with such emotion. This was obviously an important memory to him. I felt so sad that I couldn’t remember it. ‘We went to the hall of mirrors last thing in the day. I felt like I’d never laughed so much in my whole life. Don’t you remember? It was like, painful - my jaw was hurting at the end of it. One of the mirrors in that hall made you look just like a woman. Don’t you remember?’

	It was vague, but there was definitely something there. Deep in my memory banks, somewhere far back in the mists of childhood. But honestly, I couldn’t remember anything specific at all.

	I pulled my lips up into an apologetic grimace.

	‘I’m sorry bro, I don’t remember it.’

	His face dropped. He’d been looking so hopeful and excited and now…it felt like I’d kicked a puppy. ‘Let’s just go home,’ he said. He looked at the attendant. She’d been listening in and she was looking at me like I was a piece of shit. ‘Listen darling, we’ll just call it a night I think - just give the prize to whoever comes along next. Maybe a kid would enjoy the hall of mirrors more than my friend and I.’

	Secretly, I was delighted. I didn’t exactly want to go round a hall of mirrors. I had no interest in having a giggle at some funny-looking reflections of myself and my friend. But something was niggling away at me. That look on Jared’s face. I treated him so badly normally. I always teased him whenever I could, and I could be mean sometimes. Now, the way he’d looked when I’d forgotten a cherished childhood memory — it was more than I could take.

	Plus, I wanted to impress the sexy attendant. OK, it was basically entirely because I wanted to impress the attendant. Maybe if I spent like ten minutes of time in the hall of mirrors with Jared I could scoot back out and grab her number. 

	‘No Jared,’ I said, ‘come on bro, we’ve got to head to the hall of mirrors. I’ve gotta make up for forgetting about Hammyville. I feel so bad. Come on, let’s make some new memories.’

	Jared’s face slowly lit up. It was great to see him looking happier than before. But the attendant had other ideas.

	‘I’m afraid,’ she said, ‘that the guy who runs the hall of mirrors might not be so happy with you guys coming in now. Are you around tomorrow?’ She handed the ticket to Jared who was standing, looking like a kid on his birthday.

	‘We’re not coming back to the Carnival tomorrow,’ I said.

	‘It’s just that it’s quite late now, and I know that for sure that at least one part of the hall of mirrors is gonna be locked off. It might be better to come back tomorrow. Then you’d get the full experience.’

	‘We’ll think about it,’ I said. I clapped my hand on Jared’s back. ‘So bro, let’s at least go have a look.’

	‘I’ll show you the way,’ said the carnival attendant, ‘but you’ve got to promise me something.’ She looked me in the eye with an intensity that I’d never seen in anyone before. ‘You’ve got to promise me that you don’t break any of his rules. There’s something unusual about the hall of mirrors. You’ll be safe, so long as you go where he tells you and do what he says. And whatever you do: Don’t go into the moon room after midnight.’ Her eyes gleamed in the light of the moon. She took my hand and squeezed it.

	

	

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

It almost felt as though we were being taken on a trip through a magic forest. I don’t know whether it was the beers I’d been drinking all evening, or whether there was just something bewitching in the air that night, but I felt intoxicated as we tripped over the tangled mass of tree roots underfoot.

	‘Where are we going?’ I asked. The attendant, who’d since introduced herself to me as Cynthie, still had hold of my hand. She tugged me forward and looked back at me with glee.

	‘Oh don’t worry,’ she said, ‘we’ll be there soon. The location is secret, it’s only really for the winners of the target range. We can’t have just anyone looking at these magic mirrors. They’re too special for the general public.’

	Too special? What was she talking about. 

	I was started to get a little worried. We’d been walking for half an hour or so, and the carnival seemed a long  way in the distance. We were in the woods now and the trees seemed to be crowding in closer with every step forward we took. I couldn’t even think of a thick forest like this near to the carnival. There were strange smells in the air - woodsmoke, spice and sweet, thick vanilla. I caught glances of dancing fireflies between the trees, flying along with us, curious about the three strangers in their domain.

	Cynthie was setting a demanding pace, especially in this challenging terrain. Jared was following behind. I had to be careful not to trip, and Jared was struggling too. Occasionally he’d call something out, asking us to slow down, or something else vague and strangled-sounding. But I didn’t let worries slow me down - I felt swept up in something magical, and I wanted to feel every strange twist of this weird trail.

	Eventually, after what seemed like hours, we arrived in a cozy little clearing that must have been the heart of the forest. It was dark here - gloomy. I looked up and saw the stars above us, gently twinkling. When I brought my gaze back to normal, I saw a small caravan - an old fashioned, gypsy-style thing. It was brightly painted in yellows and reds, but I could hardly see the colors through the dim light of the late night. There were two small candles set in holders on each side of the front door of the caravan. Their light flickered against the old lacquered wood of the trailer. Above the front door was an intricately hand-painted sign read: Hall Of Mirrors.

	This was the hall of mirrors? The whole hall was inside one tiny caravan? Maybe I would only be looking at it for five minutes, let alone ten. Then I could get down and dirty with Cynthie. She’d seemed to warm up to me on the way over here. Maybe she’d be down for some fun after all.

	I looked around to ask her what was going on here, and I saw that she wasn’t holding my hand any more. Instead, Jared was there, awkwardly looking at our clasped fingers. How did I end up holding his hand? With an awkward laugh, we pulled apart from each other. That’s pretty fucking weird. I glanced around, but Cynthie was nowhere to be seen.

	‘Where’d she go?’ I asked. My voice sounded loud in the silence of the forest.

	‘I dunno,’ said Jared. His eyes looked bright white in the dim light. ‘She didn’t say anything to you? We don’t even know how to get back. Do you know where we are?’

	It was so strange to see big strong Jared looking so timid. He was a sweetheart though, I’d always kinda known that.

	‘I’m sure that whoever is in that caravan will help us get back to the carnival. Don’t worry - we haven’t come that far at all. Let’s go have some fun at the hall of mirrors.’ I looked down at my watch. It was a quarter to twelve. It was so weird to think that the carnival was still open for business. Was this still the carnival any more? It didn’t even feel like we were in America anymore - it felt more like we were in some kinda Eastern European forest.

	‘Do you think it’s safe?’ said Jared.

	‘Let’s go find out,’ I replied. I stepped down towards the caravan, and Jared followed timidly behind me. As we got closer, the scent that I’d smelled before seemed to intensify. It was as though I was following my nose to the very center of the wood. I knocked my knuckles on the front door three times and waited. I could hear music coming from inside. A strong, complex tune, played on a guitar - bright and twinkling.

	I waited for just a few seconds, then a high, soft voice came from inside.

	‘You may enter.’

	As I crossed the threshold, something strange happened to me. It was like I stepped into a dream. There was smoke everywhere - not thick black smoke from a fire, but a sort of light gray mist, hanging in the air like fog. It was incense smoke, I was sure of it - the rich scent of vanilla was intoxicating. As I breathed in big lungfuls of the warm, scented air, I felt light-headed, a woozy, pleasant, floaty feeling took over my head. I felt calm, happy, at peace.

	‘Welcome.’ A figure moved close to me and planted a kiss on my left cheek, then a kiss on my right. She smelled incredible. So different from the vanilla on the air - she was shrouded in a sharp, floral aroma - like roses and nightshade. It took a moment for her appearance to sink in - she was beautiful, that’s for sure. But aside from that, I was shocked by her looks. It was her eyes. They were sharp, acid green - so pure and beautiful, but dangerous, too. Like two drops of poison in the middle of her face. The rest of her features were dark. She reminded me a little of Cynthie in some ways, but the sharp green of her eyes marked her out as someone truly special. Her hair was jet black and tied back behind a red band across her forehead. The obsidian hair fell in loose ringlets on her bare shoulders. She wore what looked to be a corset around her waist - a tight piece of ribbed, crimson fabric, pulling inward. It pushed her impressive breasts up and out. Man, she looked good enough to eat.

	I watched  jealously as she moved toward Jared and gave him a squeeze, followed by a kiss on each cheek. She wore a tight pair of black pants that showed of an incredibly tight, toned ass. I was so full of lust I could barely control myself. I had images of this mysterious woman straddling me, her breasts bouncing up and down as she rode me, her hair spread across her chest and her ruby-red lips moist with saliva from her twisting, pleasure-giving tongue.

	The vision kinda took me by surprise. There must have been something in the air — an aphrodisiac or something — because I didn’t normally just accidentally start fantasizing about the women I meet, honest. She pulled away from the two of us and put her hands on her hips, before sizing us up for a moment.

	‘Welcome, weary travelers, to the Hall of Mirrors. My name is Vadoma, and I will be your guide this dark night. May I see your tickets please, handsome stranger?’ God damn, she was talking to Jared. To my surprise, I felt my dick throbbing in my pants — I was getting hard just looking at her, she was so fucking sexy I couldn’t believe it.  Why was this woman causing such an insane reaction in me?

	Jared took the tickets from his pocket and pressed them into Vodoma’s palm.

	‘Ahhh,’ she purred, closing her eyes and shivering lightly, ‘I can tell that these were won fair and square in a noble contest of skill.’

	‘How do you know that?’ I asked. Was she a fucking fortune teller?

	She gave me a playful wink. ‘Don’t worry stranger, nothing nefarious going on here. These late night tickets are only available to win at the fair. You can’t buy them anywhere. For any price. So it’s logical that I should know, you see?’ Where was that accent from? She didn’t even sound like she’d learned English in America. She had this mix of a British accent and something exotic that I just couldn’t place.

	Jared smiled. ‘You’ve got a cute little caravan here,’ he said, ‘it’s very authentic-looking.’

	She bristled. ‘Well it should look authentic. It’s been in my family for generations. I live here, in the front part of the caravan.’ She gestured to the rest of the interior of the caravan. It was kooky, that’s for sure. Lots of weird old ornaments, the kind of stuff I’d not really seen before. Old porcelain dogs, fucked-up looking mugs with human faces on them, ancient green glass paperweights. The strangest thing though, were these strings of glass beads. Each bead was about an inch long and round. They were bright white with a blue center. It kinda looked like a bunch of eyes on strings, hung from every hook. Kinda creepy.

	‘So, I have a couple ground rules I need to just talk you through before you enter the hall of mirrors.’ I was trying to work out where the hall of mirrors actually was. Was there another building she was going to take us to? I couldn’t see any other option. ‘Rule number one: please no touching the surface of the mirrors. They are polished very carefully with a specific technique, and any fingerprints or smudges on the surface will ruin the effect.’

	‘OK, no touching,’ I said. ‘That’s not the first time a pretty girl has said that to me.’ I gave Vadoma a cheeky smile and was given nothing but a blank stare in return.

	‘I have no idea what you’re talking about,’ she deadpanned back at me. ‘Anyway, rule number two: no talking. The hall of mirrors is a secret, quiet space in which people make discoveries about their true selves. It’s important that each viewer of the mirrors is allowed the time and peace to reflect on what they see in their own time.’

	So I wasn’t even allowed to talk to Jared while we were looking round? I shot him a look, but weirdly, he looked very attentive, as though he was listening very carefully to everything that Vadoma was saying.

	‘It’s important as well,’ she continued, ‘that you don’t discuss with each other afterward what it is that you see in the mirrors. Each vision is extremely personal, and you can dilute the power of the experience if you share it. There is power in secrecy.’ 

	‘Anything else we should watch out for?’ Jared asked, as sincerely as a choirboy. I couldn’t believe how seriously he was taking this.

	‘Just one more rule, and it’s the most important one. Whatever you do, don’t look into the moon mirror. It’s coming up to midnight. The moon mirror is in its own room, so I would just walk past the door and don’t go in. It’s an extremely powerful mirror, and if you’re not careful, it can change your life forever.’

	A mirror, changing your life forever? What was she talking about.

	‘Now,’ she said, ‘if you’re ready, it’s time to enter the hall of mirrors.’ She walked towards the back of the caravan. There was a tapestry hanging there. Maybe not a tapestry, it was kinda like a Persian rug I guess - intricate, repeating patterns on a warm piece of fabric.

	She pulled back the heavy-looking rug and to my surprise, there was a door behind it. Above the door was a simple sign that said ‘Hall of Mirrors’.

	When she pushed open the door and I saw what was on the other side, I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

There was no way that this was even physically possible. Beyond the doorway was a long corridor. The hallway was dark blue, and silver dots on the walls made the whole space look like the night sky.

	‘Well?’ said Vadoma, ‘Aren’t you going to head in? There are wonders to behold in that corridor.’

	Jared looked amazed. Mind you, I probably looked as though I’d been slapped silly, too. I don’t know why, but I was creeping forward as slowly as I could manage, trying to work out how on earth it was possible that this caravan extended so much backwards. There must be some kind of optical illusion going on. That was it. In the dark, I’d probably just not seen the building — which must have been painted to look just like the woods — behind the caravan. That had to be it, because it was either that, or this was some kinda fucking magic.

	Well, I guess there was one other option: I was blind drunk. But I couldn’t be. I only had a very mild buzz on. Plus the effects of whatever weird narcotic was in the incense this carnival attendant was burning.

	Jared though, surged ahead of me. He couldn’t wait to get in there, like a kid in a candy shop. I followed behind. Lots of little rooms branched off the hallway. Jared dashed into the very first room on the right hand side. 

	‘Wait up,’ I called, only to be surprised by Jared turning round and pushing his finger to his lips. He was telling me to be quiet, while keeping quiet himself, of course. He ducked back into the first room. I followed him. 

	The room was painted bright, sky blue. At the end, of course, was a mirror. There was a line painted on the floor, parallel to the mirror. I guess that’s the distance that you’re meant to view the mirror from. Jared walked up to the line first and looked into the glass. His eyes widened instantly, and then a look of pure joy spread over his face. His eyes wrinkled up, and he doubled up, as though he were going to laugh. He turned to look at me, and beckoned me over to him.

	When I stood next to him and looked into the mirror, my first thought was, ‘Oh, it’s just a goofy fat mirror.’ It took me a couple seconds to realize that this was no simple warped piece of glass.

	The figure staring back at me from the highly polished surface was an incredibly accurate version of the way I’d look if I were overweight. The way I knew that it wasn’t just a simple mirror was the fact that in the mirror, my muscle definition was totally gone. And my body wasn’t warped. I just looked fat. I had jowls. I reached up and touched my pecs, and in the reflection, my chest jiggled as though I was really overweight. I couldn’t help it, I laughed. The effect was amazing - I really hadn’t expected to see anything as good as this. Whoever made this mirror was a fricking genius. 

	Just to test it out, I took a step back from the mark on the ground. The image in the mirror distorted, changed until it looked just like a warped picture of me - the kind of picture you’d imagine a normal curved mirror in a funfair to look like. It was incredible, and I wanted to speak to Jared about it, but I kept my mouth shut, because I knew he’d be upset if I broke any of the Vadoma’s precious rules.

	The next room was painted fresh, Spring green - the color of the first shoots of foliage that come up in early March. The mirror at the end of the room was smaller, not quite full length, and strangely, it was set up so that its lowest edge was touching the ground. It was about as high as my chest, but my head was cut off in the reflection as I stepped closer to the mark on the ground. 

	I approached the mark first this time, while Jared waited by the entrance door. As I stepped closer, I saw that my lower body was slowly shrinking in the mirror’s surface. My legs and waist got thinner and thinner, and then when I stepped onto the mark on the ground, the image changed entirely.

	There was a young boy looking back at me. Not just any boy. It was me. I was transfixed. I’d never seen anything as amazing in my whole life. I was as I’d remembered looking, as I looked in photographs from my youth. I’d had blond hair as a kid, it had faded to a dull, mousy brown as I’d grown up. The blond hair was back, and as I ran my hand through it, I was amazed that the kid in the reflection did the same thing. When I smiled, he smiled back with my smile. Then out of nowhere, stepped up another young boy. It was Jared. I turned to look at him as he stood next to me, a fully-grown, well-built man. He smiled at me, and I looked at the young Jared in the reflection. It was a wonderful feeling. Then, I realized that I could remember the time we’d gone to the carnival as children, the time we’d stood in front of the warped glass in that hall of mirrors, I could remember our smiling faces, the non-stop laughter, doubling up in agony as we chuckled relentlessly. I looked at Jared and was about to saying something, but looking into his eyes, I knew that he knew I could remember.

	Then, something a little strange happened, he took hold of my hand, and we walked out of the room together. When we left the room, I let go of Jared’s hand - it had felt totally natural to hold Jared’s hand for a moment, but now that we were out of that room, it just felt fucking weird.

	I was about to walk into the next room, when I saw a strange sign above the door. It was a beautiful, hand-painted picture of the moon, against a deep-blue background. It was simple, really, but there was something kinda mesmeric about the image, too. It almost looked as though the pale white-yellow moon was pulsing against the background, swirling clockwise then anti-clockwise, the flecks of thick paint twisting and warping against the wall.

	I took a step forward and felt Jared’s hand on my arm. I turned back and saw that he was shaking his head at me with a worried expression. I shrugged, as if to say, ‘What’s the problem.’

	Jared looked furtively down the hallway to check whether Vadoma was anywhere to be seen. When he concluded that she wasn’t, he whispered more quietly than I’d ever heard him whisper.

	‘Don’t go in there, that’s the moon room.’

	‘So?’ I hissed under my breath.

	‘She said not to go in there after midnight.’

	I looked down at my watch. It was 12:01am. 

	‘One minute’s not going to make a difference. Come on, let’s have a look. What could possibly be dangerous about it? It’s just a fucking mirror!’ But Jared stood his ground.

	‘You can go in if you want, but I’m staying out here. I don’t know why you have to ruin everything like this.’

	Honestly, sometimes it just felt as though Jared and I were a fucking old married couple, just bickering away in their marriage bed at the end of a long day.

	‘OK you frickin’ nerd,’ I spat. I turned round and walked through the door. This was a little different to the other rooms we’d been in so far. In here was another hallway, with a turn to the right at the end. On the wall all the way down were plaques. The hallway seemed to get darker the further down I walked - it was lit by candles which diminished in size.

	I walked up to the first plaque and read it.

 

	Discovered buried deep in the Carlsbad Caverns in New Mexico, the Mirror Of The Moon has a long and bloody history. Initially prized for its great beauty, it was only years later that its strange properties were unearthed.

 

	What kind of mirror had ‘strange properties’ that were stranger than a mirror which showed you an image of you as a child, or as an overweight version of yourself? I kept walking and reading.

 

	Stolen in the early nineteenth century by renowned privateer Monroe Muldoon, the Mirror Of The Moon claimed its first victim. Monroe was crushed by the tons of gold doubloons he’d stolen throughout his career which burst through the wall of his pirate vessel. The mirror was found at the top of the pile. Witnesses say that the night before his death, Muldoon had gazed upon the mirror in the full glow of moonlight.

 

	Kind of a creepy story. A pirate had stolen the mirror and got crushed by gold. Not a bad way to go, I thought to myself. Shame he had to go at all, to be sure, but I couldn’t see how looking at a mirror in the moonlight would lead to something like that. I had to admit though, the hairs on the back of my neck were pricking up. It almost felt as though it was getting cooler in here.

 

	As time went on, the mirror switched owner countless times. Rumors began to bubble and spread. Some said that the mirror showed you your heart’s deepest desire. Others said that the mirror’s magic only worked at night. Others of course claim that the mirror has no power whatsoever. We’ll leave that for you to decide. But out of caution, visitors are strictly forbidden after midnight. You have been warned.

 

	I was really spooked now. I’m not sure why. I really considered turning round and leaving, right then and there. I could feel this strange hum in the air, like there were bees buzzing around inside my head. That’s when I saw a gleam of white coming from round the corner. It was moonlight, I was sure. And the moonlight was calling to me strongly, singing to me like the sound of a well struck blade, ringing in my ears. With every step I took forward, I felt myself falling further into the swirl of intoxication I’d been circling the edge of all evening.

	I turned the corner and in front of me was an amazing sight: a circular room, with an opening in ceiling. It kind of felt as though I was stepping into an arena of some kind, or an amphitheater, I guess. In the center of the space was a circular mirror. There was no reflection at all in the mirror from where I was standing, it just looked like a larger, silver circle.

	Above the mirror was a hanging banner:

 

	To gaze into the mirror of the moon is to gaze into one’s own heart.

 

	I stepped further into the room, approaching the marker on the ground. A beam of moonlight shone brightly down from the ceiling, striking the mirror full on, making it glow alabaster in the evening light. I stepped onto the marker on the ground, and everything in the room changed.

	It felt like I was in the mirror, watching the reflection start to swirl and warp inside. As I watched the image of myself, I realized that the reflection’s body was starting to change. At first it was subtle, a little pinch of flesh here, a smoothening of other parts of me there. But then the changes starting coming thick and fast. My face lengthened, my body became curvaceous, breasts appeared, my hair grew long - turned blond, and before I knew it, I’d been transformed into an incredibly hot women. Barely a moment passed before my reflection ripped her clothes off.  It was moving fast. Her — my — hands moved over her taut body, teasing her nipples, dipping into her mouth, her pussy, and then, from nowhere, Jared appeared behind her. He was naked too, and his cock was hard — hard and long, thick and powerful. He grabbed me by the waist and bent me over as though there was no strength in my body, then he turned me round so that I could see the gaping pussy of the me in the reflection and then he rammed the red, soft end of his cock deep into the pink of the cunt on display. 

	Rather than be freaked out by what was going on, I felt my own dick start to harden and lengthen in my pants — I was so fucking turned on, I felt out of control now. I watched the image of Jared fuck the image of me and I started rubbing my cock through my pants, then I opened my zipper and thrust my hand down there and curled my fingers round the hard, warm meat of my cock and  tugged and pulled, timing my beats with the thrusts of Jared’s muscular body. 

	I know I shouldn’t have been doing what I was doing, but I was just caught up in the moment. I could feel myself moving closer to the edge of ecstasy. I couldn’t believe that I was watching Jared fuck a female version of me, and even more than that, I couldn’t believe that I was enjoying it so much. Was this the desire I had in my heart, to be fucked by Jared as a girl? I’d never even thought of being a girl before - but now I watched the curves of my body, the bright blond of my hair, the pale blue of my eyes, my pert, curvaceous breasts, I thought to myself that life might not be so bad as a female.

	A few more strokes of my hard dick, and I was right on the verge of cumming. The reflection of Jared robotically grabbed my reflection’s tits hard, squeezing so that the flesh bunched up around his fingers. The face of my reflection contorted in pleasure as Jared fucked harder and harder, and I felt my pleasure build until a silvery beam of moonlight shone from the surface of the mirror and engulfed my body. I felt a surge of white heat light my body aflame with lust, and I started spraying cum from my cock harder than I ever had. So much came out that I started worrying, and then, I started to feel as though I was getting weaker and weaker. My vision started to fade, my body started to get heavy, my mind went blank.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

My dreams that night were so fricking strange. A mix of crazy tribal dancing around camp-fires in the nude and bizarre green smoke swirling around my body. I woke sometime in the middle of the night and I was slick with sweat. It wasn’t a warm night, but I was cold from the moisture on my body. I couldn’t remember how I’d got here, but thank God I was in my bed in my apartment. I checked my phone - it was four o’clock I the morning. I wrapped myself up in my blanket and fell back into feverish sleep. 

	When I woke up in the morning, I experienced a hunger like I can’t even describe. It was like someone had scraped out my insides with a wooden scoop, purging all of the nutrition I’d been storing in my body. When I got to my feet I was surprised to notice I was still fully dressed. My room was nothing fancy — the salary of a personal trainer wasn’t so high, and the money I did earn I spent more on things like clothes and nights out, rather than on decking out my pad with a load of fancy gear.

	I took a step forward and stumbled. I felt so weak! It was like the muscles I’d had in my legs had shriveled up. I gripped each of my thighs with a hand and was shocked to feel that my legs were thinner than normal. They still felt toned and lean, but their girth had significantly reduced. What was going on? Was I sick? I took a couple more steps forward, putting a huge amount of effort into each step, urging myself onward to the kitchen. I just had to get something to eat. 

	Huh, that was weird: my door was closed. I had my own apartment, and I never slept with the door closed. What would be the point? It tended to get hot in my bedroom, and it was nice to have a breeze blow through. I put my hand down to the door handle and pushed it, then stopped for a moment. I lifted my hand up to my face. What had happened to me?

	All the hair from the back of my hand was gone - it was smooth as a child’s, or a woman’s. The fingers had become longer and more shapely. I’d always been a little ashamed of my hands and wrists. No matter how much you work out, you can’t really lose so much girth from your hands. So I was kinda thrilled to see such a change. Never would I ever have expected to wake up to different hands, and yet here I was. Even the shape of my fingernails was different. They were smooth, shiny and round-ended. It was like I’d had a manicure or something.

	I pushed the door open and to my surprise, I saw Jared, lying on the sofa. He was too tall to really fit his whole body stretched out, so his legs were bent at the knee, and he was tucked under himself. A blanket was over him to keep warm. He looked so peaceful it was cute.

	At least I knew how I’d managed to get home. Obviously Jared had brought me back. But did I walk? Had he picked me up and carried me? The thought of Jared picking me up and throwing me over his shoulder kinda made me feel a little funny. Like I kinda wanted it to happen. Those big hands, on my soft skin…

	That’s when I remembered my vision from the night below. Jared, behind my bent over body, impaling me with his organ…

	God damn it had been a weird night. I crept through the living room, being careful not to trip over anything on my way to the kitchen. I felt sluggish — like I hadn’t drunk any coffee for around a month, so the first thing I did was to brew up a cup. The smell was incredible. I used a little French press, and when I pushed the plunger down, an unbelievable aroma was released. I couldn’t wait to get it down my throat. I cut myself a couple slices of bread and rammed them in the toaster. I was impatient  to get some food down me, so I slathered them in butter before they were actually ready. But that didn’t stop the toast from tasting AMAZING. Every bite was packed with flavor, and when I washed them down with a big slug of hot black coffee, my tastebuds went berserk. It was like a fireworks display in there.

	I looked out the window above my sink. I lived on the second floor of a shared house, and I looked out over the river. It was a bright day, and I felt an overwhelming sense of well-being. It felt as though I had been through a strangely life-changing event last night. I couldn’t say why exactly, but things felt different today. They really felt different.

	‘Wow!’ I couldn’t help but say.

	‘That good huh?’ Jared’s voice was closer than I thought it might be. In fact, it sounded like he was just behind me.

	‘You watching me eat?’ As I spun round to face him, I wondered what had happened to my voice. It sounded slightly strange and high-pitched. A little strained, I guess.

	‘Not exactly,’ he replied, with a note of caution in his voice. But I am watching you. How are you feeling?’

	‘Fine,’ I lied. 

	‘Do you know how long you’ve been out?’

	What did he mean, how long I’d been out?

	‘No — a night, I guess?’

	His eyes widened. ‘Buddy, you’ve been lying in that bed for three straight days and nights.’

	Three days? 

	‘Don’t you remember?’ He continued. ‘I found you slumped over in that room, covered in sweat, smelling awful. I had to rush you out, I grabbed you, and that weird gypsy woman, Vadoma, she went absolutely nuts. Like crazy. She was pulling her hair, tugging at her clothes, just looking totally wretched. She was screaming that you shouldn’t have gone into the moon room — that she couldn’t be held responsible for what was going to happen to you. It was fucked up. Then she started to gurgle in this language I’d never heard before - like she was cursing you or something. She explained to me after that it was the opposite, that she was trying to get rid of a curse. But she said that it didn’t work.’

	‘And what was I doing at the time?’

	He looked at me with cold intensity. ‘You had passed out. You were just lying there on the ground. It looked worse than sleep. It looked like you were dead. Every minute or so, I had to keep checking you were breathing, because you just looked so still.’

I started to have this strange, swirling feeling. It was as though my body was thankful for the fuel I’d put into it, and was starting to click back into action. Like I’d been re-starting. The swirling started around my heart, a warm, prickling sensation. It spread outward from my core to my groin, to the thighs and biceps, and finally outward to my finger and toe tips.

	‘Have you been here the whole time?’ I asked.

	Jared looked slightly ashamed. His cheeks reddened. ‘I had to make sure that you were gonna be OK. And she told me that I shouldn’t take you to a hospital under any circumstances. She said that doctors wouldn’t help. So, here I am.’

	I couldn’t believe that he had just been sleeping in my house for three days. I had to remind myself to never take Jared’s friendship for granted. As I thought about him looking after me, an unusual tenderness came over me. I found myself thinking back to the vision I’d seen in the mirror last night, of the love and lust that I’d felt as I stared at the image.

	‘Thank you for looking after me,’ I said as sincerely as I could.

	‘No problem,’ he said, looking away. Then, he looked back at me - ‘Can I ask you one question? What did you see in the mirror?’

	‘Just…me and you,’ I said, as normally as possible.

	‘That’s what I saw,’ he said. ‘I mean, I only looked for a second. Like, maybe less than a second. But. Anyway. How are you feeling?’ He seemed seriously awkward. He looked so cute to me. Those big muscles and that coy, innocent face. If he knew what I’d seen, I wonder what he’d think.

	‘I feel great now,’ I said. ‘You know, now that I’ve got some food down me. I was really fucking hungry.’

	‘Well, I’m glad that you feel good, because honestly, you look fucking weird.’

	‘What do you mean?’

	‘Have you looked in a mirror this morning?’

	I hadn’t. A sudden chill came over me. What was wrong with the way I looked? I stood up and made my way to the bathroom. I had a full length mirror in there. How else was I gonna check out the guns every couple days? What I saw in the mirror today though, did more damage than my guns ever had.

	The first thing I thought was that I’d transformed into the woman from the Moon Mirror. But I hadn’t. Not quite. My chest was still flat. My face still had a vague masculinity to it. But there was something about my facial structure and my body shape that had fundamentally changed. There were curves were before there had been solid muscle and straight lines. There was softness where there had been hardness. My t-shirt was loose on me — like I’d lost weight — but with none of the sagging skin and weakness that such a drastic weight loss would normally incur. I could see my left clavicle where the t-shirt was dropping down, and I was kind of mesmerized by it. I took my hand and ran it over the impossibly smooth skin of the little scooped out indent at the base of my neck. I turned my head to the right and watched as the flesh shifted beautifully under my skin. The feel of my body was so different now. It was like running my hand over warm, shining silk.

	Suddenly, a rush of panic entered my mind. I didn’t want to look fuckin’ feminine. I was a man. I fucked women. I lusted after them. I didn’t want to become one of them. 

	Did the mirror have actual magic powers? I mean, obviously it had done something to me — the mirror and the moon together had fucked me over — knocked me out, and had started to warp my body. And I knew that it was gonna keep going, keep changing, until I was totally different. 

	‘No, no, no,’ I whispered to myself, ‘I don’t want to change, I don’t want to be a woman.’ It wasn’t right. But if it was so wrong, why did everything feel so amazing?

	I had been absentmindedly stroking my skin and I kept exploring, letting my hands move by their own volition over the sweeping, subtle curves of my upper body. I started to feel a thrill. Like, a real, adrenaline thrill move throughout my body. I felt hot. I felt wet - like damp all over my body. I suddenly felt as though I was gonna struggle to keep standing up. I grabbed the sink, and then let out a moan. But it wasn’t a moan of pain. It was a moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure. It felt like my chest had had an orgasm. 		It was so powerful, I felt my legs trembling, and I moaned again, before I felt my legs buckle out below me and I fell to the floor like a stone.

	Jared came running in, having heard the crazy sounds I was letting out.

	‘Are you OK?’ he said. His breathing was hard and heavy — he sounded like he was worried.

	I turned round to look up at him and saw that he was looking down at me with utter incredulity.

	‘Ryder,’ he whispered, scarcely able to believe what he was seeing, ‘you’ve got tits.’

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

When I looked down at my body, I felt my eyes widen in sheer disbelief. The ripples of pleasure continued and I watched my flesh twist and distort. I did have tits. They were small but with every beat of my heart, with every ounce of blood that flowed through them, they were growing. Not quickly, but it was incredible to see them pulsing out gently, and with each inflation and deflation, there was a net growth in their size.

	They weren’t just getting bigger, they were getting rounder, perter, more perky. They were making the kind of shape that any woman would have been proud to have — jealous even. Now, they were quickly filling up my t-shirt. It had been so loose on me just a few minutes ago, and now it was getting tight across my chest. It felt as though there were two huge balloons growing in there. It almost felt as though my shirt was going to rip.

	‘What’s happening, Jared?’ I asked, my feminine voice trembling slightly.

	‘I don’t know,’ he replied. ‘Could it be something to do with the mirror? Is that even possible? Is it something Vadoma did?’

	‘I’m scared,’ I said, and I lifted my hand to the top of my head. My hair felt different. It was like, silkier, had more body to it, more volume.

	‘It’s going blond,’ he said.

	I stood up on shaky legs and looked into the mirror. It was true. My previously dark hair was shimmering, as though there were little eddy currents of gold swirling through it, and it was growing longer, too, inch by inch, slowly becoming at first wavy, then full-bodied,then finally it reached down easily to my shoulders. I was amazed by how it looked against my skin. It almost looked as though my skin was getting marginally darker, like I was developing a light tan.

	‘What the fuck is going on?’ I said.

	I remembered that the female version of me in the mirror had a tan, blond hair and a rich, tropical tan. A great rack. A  tight, pink pussy. Was that all in store for me? I had a sudden impulse to check that my cock was still there. Maybe it had already disappeared. My dick had been basically my favorite part of my body. Not that it was, you know, massive or anything (certainly nothing like the mammoth dick that I’d seen on Jared in the mirror), but it had been the part of me that had given me the most pleasure, that’s for sure.

	‘Do you feel OK?’ asked Jared. ‘Do you think that we should go to the hospital? Maybe just a doctor?’

	How did I feel? Honestly, not even light-headed any more. In fact, I felt good. No, not just good — incredible. Like, better than I’d ever felt before in my life. You know that feeling you get a couple hours after a really phenomenal sleep? Not the feeling you get when you first wake up, not that drowsy sensation, I’m talking after breakfast, after a strong coffee and a cold drink, that sweet moment during which you feel as though you could take on the world. Well, I felt twice as good as that; clear-headed, happy and full of hope for the day.

	‘You know,’ I said, ‘I’m actually feeling fine. I’m not even feeling anxious.’ I held out a slim-wristed hand. ‘Let’s not call the hospital just yet. I’m sure this is just some weird, temporary reaction to the mirror. Or something. I don’t know. But I really don’t feel bad. In fact, I’m feeling wonderful.’

	I stood up from the floor, and pulled myself together. Jared was looking very, very nice. I wondered if it would be weird to have him examine my body? Maybe it would be a good idea, just to have him have a quick look.

	‘Jared,’ I said, using my new, womanly voice in a flirty way, ‘do you think you could just take a quick look at me. Make sure there’s nothing wrong with me?’ He shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot.

	‘I don’t know if that’s a good idea, Ryder.’ He said. 

	‘How come?’ I said. I took hold of the lower edge of my t-shirt, playing with the fabric between my fingers.

	‘It doesn’t seem appropriate or something,’ he said. He was breathing heavier though. He had to be as fascinated as I was by what was going on, didn’t he? Neither of us had ever seen anything like this before.

	‘I think you should have a look,’ I said. I felt my eyes dilating as I looked at him. I was hungry for him now. Hungry for my best friend. This was so wrong. So fucking wrong. But I felt something going on between my legs now — something warm and wet, something tight and slick. I knew that my dick was gone. I knew that I had something new and much more interesting down there.

	‘No - I think maybe we should go to the doctors…’ and as he tried to change my mind, I lifted my t-shirt up and felt two huge breasts bounce as I released them from my clothes.

	‘Holy shit, look at them,’ I said. They were perfect, just perfect. I lifted my hands up to each breast and gave them an experimental squeeze. ‘They feel good,’ I said, ‘go on, give them a squeeze.’

	Jared was staring at my chest with a look of utter disbelief on his face. I moved my hands down and around my breasts. Each tiny, delicate touch set off a little electric shock of pleasure around my body. I felt so sensitive and tender. It was like someone had taken all the nerve endings from my body, and concentrated them in the tiny tip of each nipple. It was hard not to just shout out in surprise when I touched them. ‘Jared honestly, you’ve got to touch them, I don’t know how to describe it, it’s just incredible.’

	He stepped forward and held out a hand. Just as his fingertips were about to touch the lower surface of my breast, just an inch or so below the nipple, he hesitated. I couldn’t wait. I moved my chest forward, lightly brushing my skin with the absolute tips of his fingers. I shuddered, and he sighed with surprise.

	‘Don’t they feel good?’ I whisper.

	‘This is wrong,’ he said, trembling. But his fingers moved lightly over my breast, making the skin pucker, making the strange feeling between my legs intensify. ‘It feels so real,’ he said. He touched with a second finger, then he lightly squeezed the flesh of my brand new breast between his fingers. ‘Do they hurt?’ he asked, those big eyes widening with concern.

	‘No,’ I said, dreamily, ‘it feels wonderful — just incredible. Touch the nipple. It feels silky.’

	Without thinking, he moved his finger over his nipple.

	‘Holy fuck,’ he said, ‘You feel just like a woman.’

	‘I’ve got a confession to make,’ I said, batting my eyelids at Jared. I couldn’t believe that I’d never noticed how soft and big his lips looked. How kissable and red they were. He was just my friend, wasn’t he? You weren’t meant to feel this way about your friends, were you? I mean, I never thought I’d be fantasizing about kissing those lips with my own. ‘When you touch my nipple, it’s making me tingle down below. Like a nice tingle.’ I’d never seen Jared turned on before, obviously, but now I felt as though I was seeing him as turned on as a guy could be. I thought about the vision in the mirror again, and I wondered just how anatomically accurate it had been. I glanced down at his crotch - just a peek, and then I moved my eyes away as quickly as I could.

	Even though I only looked directly at his groin for a moment, the image I saw was burned into my memory; a thick, strong bulge, up and out - something huge, straining, desperate to get out. 

	‘You’re tingling?’ He said. His voice came in a quiet, strangled whisper, almost like he’d forgotten how to speak.

	‘Mmmmhmm,’ I said. ‘Could you please keep stroking my breast while I examine myself…down below? Just as an experiment. I’m desperate to see if I’ve changed down there.’

	‘Are you sure we should be doing this?’ he asked.

	‘What do you think?’ I replied.

	He didn’t say anything. I moved my hand onto his and squeezed it, making him squeeze my breast even harder. I slid my other hand down my body, over my ribs, then down over my toned, flat stomach. Each part of my body was a revelation, so smooth and warm and soft. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on me anywhere, I was as lean and toned as you could imagine — I could even feel some small, well-formed abs under my skin. It was a thrill. I tucked my fingers slowly under the loose band of my boxer shorts. They barely fit me any more - they were loose and large on me now. I felt the smooth plane of my hip bone underneath - it felt wonderful, smaller than it had been before, and yet slightly more prominent, most likely because my muscles were not as tough and strong anymore. Next I felt my thigh. It felt longer somehow, than it had before, although I most certainly was not any taller than I had been before.

	‘What does it feel like?’ he asked.

	‘It feels like a woman’s body. I feel smooth and warm,’ I said. As I spoke, I moved my hand over my pubic hair. Even that felt different than it had done before. Where it used to feel wiry and almost sharp, my hair was now soft and springy - it was still curly, but it was almost like a kinda downy, felt-like almost. A cute layer of soft fuzz about my genitals.

	I paused a moment. The sensation was getting ridiculous - almost too much to handle. I was panting and my heart was racing. I also felt little prickles of sweat on my body.

	I pulled down my pants, so that I was just in my boxer shorts. I almost pulled those down too, but I didn’t want to put Jared off. I was desperate to get closer to him, but I knew that he was slightly freaked out. I was going to have to be smart if I wanted to seduce my best friend.

	‘Sorry I just came over all hot,’ I said. I showed him my clammy forehead. ‘I’m just so excited by this situation,’ I continued, ‘I can’t explain how wonderful everything feels. I wonder if this is how women feel like all the time. My senses are all burning - like someone cranked up my perception of everything. Like — I can smell you from here,’ I said, and took a big sniff of the air. ‘You smell kinda metallic,’ I said, ‘and there’s a subtle hint of sweat — in a nice way, it’s hard to explain, like a musky flavor.’ I pushed my hand down my boxers again. Jared was watching. I closed my eyes for a second as my fingers explored. ‘And I can smell coconut too,’ I said. I moved down to the place where the base of my cock would normally be. It wasn’t there. Instead, there was the start of something; A soft tender cleft began where my dick had started before. I moved my finger away for a second because it was such a shock.

	‘Jared,’ I said, ‘I think that I’ve got a pussy.’

	‘Are you serious?’ 

	You’d have thought that the sight of my breasts would have helped him get used to the idea that my body was changing. But I guess there was something particularly meaningful about the cock. It was like, the last bastion of my manhood. And it was gone.

	‘Have a look,’ I said. And I slowly, as slowly as I could, slipped down my boxer shorts. Jared’s eyes widened. In fact, I’d never seen them this big before. And I was willing to bet that it wasn’t the only part of him that was getting bigger.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

‘That’s just like, one hundred percent a pussy,’ he said, gawping at my private parts.

	I glanced down. It was so strange to see the slight indentation between my legs, rather than a penis dangling down between them. Everything felt kinda…neat…down there. Like it was carefully organized, with everything tucked up inside me. So much better than having a messy old cock and balls flopping about. Although having said that, the thought of Jared’s cock and balls was not so unappealing. 

	‘Yeah,’ I said, ‘I wonder what happened to my dick. I shifted a finger absentmindedly down to the top edge of the cleft again. It was such a strange sensation — like nothing else I’d ever experienced. Well, that’s not totally true. The pleasure was familiar. But even just touching the very edge of my private parts was sending waves of almost orgasmic sensation through my whole body — it was as intense as if someone had been kissing the very tip of my cock, from back when I’d been a man. I’d read that the clitoris has the highest concentration of nerve endings of any part of the human body, and I wondered whether the intensity of sensations affected the whole region. Or maybe women’s bodies in general where just more sensitive.

	‘It feels crazy,’ I said, ‘like, amazing.’

	‘Um,’ he said, almost stuttering, ‘you’re…you’re leaking.’

	I was worried for a second, then I looked down and saw a trail of pearlescent, sparkling liquid, oozing from the bottom of my pussy. It was almost like a trail. It reminded me of one of the first times I’d had sex, with a nineteen year old girl who’d been so wet that I almost couldn’t believe it. But this was even more extreme than that. It was like lubricant was pumping out of my body. I was surprised that I wasn’t getting thirsty, with the amount of moisture that my body had to be converting into the slippery fluid that was gushing out of it.

	‘I think it’s OK,’ I said. I dipped my finger down into the fluid, coating my digits with it. It felt wonderful against my skin, and as I rubbed my fingertips together, they slipped over each other as though they’d been coated in liquid silk. ‘Feels slippery,’ I giggled.

	When I took the fingers that were coated in the juice from my pussy and ran them gently and slowly up the length of the tender slit, it felt like tiny fireworks were sparking inside me, soft rockets, showering my insides with warm shoots of frothing ecstasy. I let out a long, soft moan as I felt the lips of my pussy wetly parting with the width of my slim fingers. I felt every tiny feature of the lips of my pussy; the fleshy, soft quality; the elastic snappiness of them — it was like they were desperate to stretched apart by something, as though they would happily suck anything near to them deep inside.

	‘Are you just fingering yourself?’ asked Jared.

	‘No,’ I said, in mock indignation, while still drawing my fingers up and down my slit, ‘I’m just exploring my body. I’m just learning what it’s like to be a woman.’ Jared still had his fingers on my tits. I glanced down at his crotch again, to that turgid mound that was growing bigger and bigger by the second, ‘And it seems like you’re enjoying seeing me learn.’

	‘I’m just curious,’ he said. He moved his hand down, stroking my smooth belly, tracing his fingers up my lean, ribbed flanks. ‘We’ve known each other so long,’ he said, ‘And I felt almost as though I couldn’t get any closer to you. But I think this is taking things to a whole new level,’ he continued. ‘Like, I know it seems like it should feel wrong, but it doesn’t. It feels natural. It feels right. It feels amazing.’

	He gripped my flank now, watching my hand toy with my cunt, watching my glistening juices coat every part of my digits. 

	‘Keep touching yourself,’ he said, ‘keep exploring. Why don’t you dip a finger in. See what the inside feels like?’

	It seemed as though Jared was as excited by the prospect as I was. I could see him starting to grin, as well as looking seriously turned on. I didn’t even have to check whether he was serious. I started to gently part the lips of my pussy harder with my finger until it started to open up. The texture of my flesh inside the mouth of my pussy was different — it was still just as silken, but it had a closer texture, and it was tight in here. It was as though my flesh had made a kind of vacuum — like it was encouraging my finger inward, as though it was sucking and sucking, like I was trying to gobble my finger up.

	And the pleasure. With every millimeter that I pushed further in, the pleasure increased. I wanted to be filled up. I knew that a finger wasn’t going to do it — I knew that I needed more. I closed my eyes and slipped another finger in. It was tight for a moment, and I thought I might not even be able to get the two fingers in at all. Jared was watching.

	‘How does it feel?’

	‘I can’t describe it,’ I said. I pushed and pulled with my fingers. I could feel the juice coating my fingers adding to the pleasant vacuum feeling. It really was an amazing sensation — I tried to think back to what it had felt like to have a cock — and I knew that this pussy would feel really, really good for a cock to slip into. ‘It’s just like heaven,’ I said.

	I used my thumb to feel the tiny nub at the top of my opening. The clitoris. The part of the human body with the highest concentration of pleasure-giving nerve endings. I didn’t move the little hood back, I just rubbed through it, gently manipulating the little nub underneath. It was incredible. Like someone had grabbed me and swung me through the air - a manic, out of control pleasure. This must be what it’s like to take hard drugs, I thought, as my body produced so many endorphins that I almost felt like I was gonna pass out.

	‘I need you to touch me more,’ I panted, barely able to get the words out quick enough, ‘I want you to touch my pussy — check it — make sure it’s normal — please, just, I feel like I’m on fire — I need you to put it out.’

	‘I don’t know, it’s just—’ but I took hold of his hand before he had a chance to finish whatever it was he was trying to say.

	‘Shhhhh,’ I said. I moved his fingers, he resisted slightly to begin with, but he must have felt the same heat, the same lust as me, because when I moved his hand onto my soft, downy pubic hair, he let out a smooth, satisfied sigh at the exact same moment I did. ‘You see,’ I continued, ‘I feel just like a woman, don’t I?’

	He nodded. He was looking straight at my tits. It felt thrilling to have a big strong man acting like a pervert around me. 

	‘Why don’t you see if my insides feel like a woman’s?’ I gently guided his fingers to the true entrance to my pussy, helping to slide his thick fingertips inside me. It felt so good to have him there. There was some secret taboo that was being broken, some filthy truth we were finally exploring together — two best friends, finally united in the passion of the flesh.

	‘This is so fucking hot,’ he whispered. I took my hand away and let him explore me without any guidance. His fingers were skilled — he’d obviously done this many times before.

	‘That feels so good,’ I moaned, ‘so much better than it had ever felt as a man. This is crazy good.’ I adjusted myself so that he could easily push in further. It occurred to me that it wasn’t necessarily the sexiest setting — getting fingered in the toilet. I was gonna have to find a way to take this through to the bedroom. But all thoughts of tactics and strategy emptied out of my head as he pushed harder into me, probing deeper than I’d managed to push my own fingers. He started using a beckoning motion, as though he was trying to entice someone out of my pussy, and it was as though he was stroking a second clit towards the top back of my pussy, and it was making me tingle. Then he moved his thumb over my clit. I closed my eyes and gave into the pleasure he was subjecting me to.

	‘Fuck,’ he said, to my surprise, ‘a lot of pussy juice just came out of you.’ Maybe this was my moment.

	‘Maybe I should just clean that up and we can head out to the bedroom? As sexy as this is, I thought it might be slightly more comfortable to carry on in a nice, soft bed. You know, instead of on a hard lavatory.’

	He grinned, then, to my dismay, seemed to remember what was going on. His grin disappeared.

	‘Just how much further are you thinking of taking it?’

	‘Well,’ I said, widening my eyes again, ‘I was hoping that maybe we could go all the way.’

	His face was blank for a moment. Had I pushed it too far? Was this whole thing just too weird for my best friend to go along with?

	‘I guess we’ve gone this far,’ he finally said. I looked down at the bulge in his pants. I was desperate to find out just what my best friend was packing down there. Seems like maybe I’d get my chance.

	‘Just give me a moment,’ I said. I had something special planned.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

I’d bought the cuffs and straps a couple months ago. There had been this girl I’d been fairly confident that I was gonna bone. She was wild, you know — heavy eyeliner, lots of tattoos. She’d been implying that she was into some pretty extreme stuff, bedroom-wise. Now, I didn’t have so much experience in that department, so I thought I’d get some basic equipment to at least become a little familiar.

	It says a lot about me that I was embarrassed and freaked out just to be in a sex shop. I felt like a bashful little kid. It hadn’t helped that the attendant was super-hot. Eventually I’d plucked up the courage to buy a simple set of fluffy pink handcuffs and some ‘tasteful’ leather straps.

	‘It’s so sexy to be tied up,’ said the shopkeeper. I found it impossible to take my eyes of her moist red lips, ‘have you ever tried it? I’m guessing that you’re the sub?’ she asked. I didn’t even know what a sub was, so I’d just said, ‘Yep,’ dumbly and shuffled out of there.

	Unfortunately, (or fortunately, I guess) me and the girl stopped dating before I had the chance to surprise and delight her with my sex toys. 

	All that stuff seemed like it had taken place years ago now. As I stripped completely naked in my bedroom, in my brand new body, I almost couldn’t remember what it had felt like to be a man. I think I’d been more stupid as a man. I mean, that’s not saying a huge amount, as I’d been pretty damn dumb. Also, now that I was a woman, I kinda realized why I was having such bad luck with women. 

	I’d been trying so fuckin’ hard. It must have reeked of desperation. I tried to think what I’d look for in a man now. Confidence. A sense of humor. But mostly confidence. The confidence to be himself. And that’s exactly what I hadn’t had, when I’d been a man. But now I was a girl — there was no-one I’d rather be.

	I had a look at myself in the full-length mirror in my closet. I’d not been prepared for quite how fucking extreme I looked. In fact, if anything, I looked even hotter than the female version of me had looked in the moon mirror — there was something real about the way I looked now, something undeniably female. I had a soft face with high, delicate cheekbones. They made me look elegant, dignified. The soft features I’d had as a man had been emphasized to the max by my transformation. My eyes, which had previously seemed almost bulbous, too large for a small head, now fit perfectly with the rest of my features. There was a harmony to my looks that actually made me feel good about the way I looked for the first time in my life.

	Now that I noticed, my left eye was just ever so slightly larger than my right. It had been like that when I was a man, but now I was female, it actually kinda looked nice. Like, the slight asymmetry made me look interesting — not freakish. My eyes were blue, but the color had changed from the male blue it had been. There was a hint of green to them now, and they were definitely lighter in hue than they’d been before. Overall, they looked brighter, more piercing than they had done. It felt as though my nose had straightened out a little — and my lips were plumper than they’d been before.

	Damnit, I better get ready. Jared would be in any second now. I wanted to look as alluring as possible for him. I took the last remnants of my clothes off (embarrassingly, I had still been wearing a pair of socks) and crawled onto the bed. I put the pink fluffy handcuffs round my slim wrists, and clicked the other side of each manacle to the bed posts. 

	I just realized that this was potentially a really dumb move. Like, if he never came in, I was gonna have to wrench myself free from here somehow. But hopefully he’d be in to it…

	Just as I was starting to worry, I heard the click of the bedroom door. Jared pushed it open and stepped in. But I had not been ready for the fact that he would be totally naked. My eyes nearly popped out of my head. He looked incredible. I’d seen Jared with his shirt off before, sure — but this was something else. He looked different now that I was a woman. It was like I was seeing him in high definition for the first time or something. I know that sounds dumb, but it’s the best way to describe it. Like, all of the rippling muscles of his body were right there, popping in my vision — easy to pick out. I could see the twist and wrench of his external obliques — the solid hardness of his abdominals, like little rocks at the base of his tummy. I could see the shiny length of all the muscles of his arms and legs.

	But obviously, the thing I found myself concentrating on was not a muscle.

	His cock hung down low and thick beneath his torso. It was so big it was almost threatening. Would it even be possible to jam that thing into my tiny little snatch? Was it going to rip me apart — or would I stretch to accommodate its girth. When I’d been a guy, I’d never really appreciated just how beautiful a cock could be. The way this hung there, with just enough weight to move gently as he walked across the room, with thick veins traced underneath the skin, darker in hue than the rest of his body — it just looked magnificent.

	‘Well,’ he said, his voice alluringly low and loud, ‘it seems as though this new young lady managed to get herself all tangled up in the bedroom.’ He padded forward toward me, until he was at the end of the bed. I writhed a little in the cuffs, struggling slightly.

	‘I got stuck, Mister,’ I said, in a little high-pitched, girlie voice. It was incredible that this persona had been hiding inside me all this time. I wondered for a moment whether all the staff at the carnival somehow knew this was going to happen to me. Maybe they’d planned it. They’d wanted to see a big, butch guy transform into a woman. Well, their plan had come to fruition.

	‘Well, I’ll be pleased to let you go,’ he answered, ‘once I’ve had a little bit of fun with you. Does that sound fair?’

	I nodded. 

	‘Maybe you could help me,’ I said,’I’m hungry. I’ve not been able to eat. I want something in my mouth. I need something big and pink. Something meaty.’ I could feel my pussy opening up as I spoke, as I turned myself on more and more, ‘Can you think of anything at all you could push between my lips?’ I watched as his cock started to twitch, to flex, to fill thickly with blood. He was getting more and more turned on - and I liked what I saw.

	He looked down at his groin - thickly covered in tightly coiled black hair - and grasped his thick member with a large hand. 

	‘You could have a taste of this, I suppose,’ he said. He hopped up onto the bed, and straddled me like a cowboy astride a horse. His cock and balls rested on my stomach. He reached down and traced his fingers over my shoulders, then moved them over my clavicle. I felt my body tremble at his light touch, so much more delicate than it had any right to be. He lay his dick out so that it pointed straight up between my tits, lying like a fat snake, and as he touched the lower edge of my tits, his cock grew longer and longer, until its tip was right in front of my tiny red mouth. I could smell it now — a musky, distinct smell — almost astringent, savory but very pleasant, intoxicating, like the vapor from a well-edged Bourbon.

	‘Just a bit further up,’ I said. He grabbed my tits, and squeezed them together, making a flesh channel which he fucked with his cock. I watched his foreskin slip back and  forth, revealing the shiny purplish tip of his weapon. Him fucking my huge titties was getting me so god-damn wet — I was desperate to slip a finger into myself, and for a moment I forgot I was strapped down and I struggled against my bindings. I clenched my teeth together in the agony of pleasure and looked down again to see his cock, even longer now, pushing against the shining cherry color of my little lips.

	‘Give me a kiss,’ he said. He didn’t need to tell me twice. I reached forward an inch or so, and planted a long, wet kiss on the tip of his manhood. It was a wonderfully transgressive moment — for so many years, we’d been best friends — now, we’d crossed over into something else, something far more adult and exciting. My lips tingled with the promise of that kiss. The skin on the tip of his dick was so smooth and wonderful — it made my lips buzz — their nerve endings fizzing with pleasure. Then, I pushed my soft, pink tongue from between them, and licked up the slit down the center of his glans. The taste was amazing, like salted peaches with cream. I can’t exactly explain it, but I knew that I wanted more of it. I looked up at Jared with hungry eyes, then opened my mouth wide. I wondered for a moment whether he was going to get the hint, but before I had time to think too deeply, he slipped the whole of the tip of his mighty cock into my mouth. I closed my eyes and closed my flesh around him, sucking lightly, using my tongue to coat his dick with saliva. He started gently thrusting in and out of me, and I felt spit well up and pour down onto my throat as he pushed deeper and deeper.

	‘Mmmm,’ I moaned with delight. He played with my tits as he fucked my mouth, tweeking and pinching then clamping hard with his cruel fingertips. It felt so good to be gently abused like this. I felt his balls trailing along my chest, and was totally in his power as he started to push harder and faster into my mouth.

	‘I didn’t know you were such a filthy bitch, Ryder,’ he panted, ‘even when I saw you in that mirror, even when I saw myself fucking you, I had no idea just how good it would feel to fuck your mouth.’ I looked up in surprise — so he had seen what I’d seen in the mirror. Had he wanted it, too? Had that been his fantasy? I had no chance to ask though, my mouth was too full of my best friend’s cock.

	‘I wonder what your pussy’s going to feel like,’ he continued. ‘I wonder whether it’s going to be as hot and wet and tight as your mouth - I wonder if it’s going to feel like a real woman’s cunt, or whether it’ll be different somehow. I can’t wait to spray cum inside you,’ he shifted his weight forward and for a moment I thought I was going to gag, but the feeling passed and the lust came back — harder, hotter and even more powerful than before.

	He pulled back, wrenching his member from between my lips and I gasped — it felt strange not to have his dick in my mouth anymore.

	‘I want you,’ I said, desperate for more, ‘I need you in me.’ He leaned in an planted his lips on mine. I smelled his sweat and felt his stubble against my smooth skin. He kissed me hard, with purpose, with passion, and then I felt his tongue, probing and scouting in my mouth. I answered it with my own, twisting my delicate muscle around his. It felt even more intimate than the blowjob had, like we were crossing the line from lust to romance — from fucking to making love.

	He moved down my body, licking and sucking my flesh, teasing my nipple, nibbling my stomach, dragging his wet tongue along the contours of my flesh. Then, he was above the entrance to my sex, and he started to lick down, flattening his tongue on my soaking wet pussy, pushing his meat onto mine. He licked my clit, twisting his tongue round into a figure of eight — the infinity symbol — and it felt as though time stopped as he did things to me that made feel like I was fucking levitating, like I was being lifted bodily off the bed by pleasure, like a geyser was forcing me up. He pushed his fingers in me and licked and sucked, he flicked my clit and devoured my pussy lips like a beast and I screamed and cried out, wrenching my wrists in the cuffs, and then, when I thought I couldn’t take any more, I realized that he’d shifted now and the smooth tip of his cock, still wet from my mouth, was resting against the tender lips of my cunt.

	‘Push it in,’ I whispered, ‘push it in as deep as -’ and before I could finish, he took me — squeezing that impossibly long dick into my impossibly tight pussy. It was the single most incredible sensation of my life — like frothy waves of ocean water were forcing their way into me, sweeping me along with incredible power. I felt his muscular body pushing down on me. The strokes of his cock were slow at first — long, purposeful movements, designed to explore the full depth of my pussy, making sure every inch of his turgid, thick-veined dick was easy to feel. I was amazed by the sensation — it made having sex as a man feel like, I don’t know, sneezing or something. This was a complex, rich experience, full of layers of pleasure, slight pain and incredible fulfillment. 

	He picked up the pace, making the thrusts powerful and quick. He grabbed huge handfuls of my body — my breasts,  my buttocks, my arms and legs. I’d never felt so much in someone else’s power before — it was like he totally owned me, like he could whatever he wanted with me. And as he carried on fucking me, I felt his fingers creeping down my torso again, and then he pushed them onto my clit.

	‘Cum for me,’ I said, ‘I’m gonna cum for you — I wanna do it together — I wanna feel it together — cum in me like the little slut I am.’ He grabbed each side of my torso and pushed harder and faster, and I felt these tremors begin — irresistible sensations. I was shaking, I was crying, then, as all the muscles in my body locked and surged, I came, I came, I fucking came.

	I let out a long, slow moan, and suddenly realized he was doing the same, and I felt his cock lengthen and pulse - and I knew that he was firing jets of thick, hot cum all the way up inside me. We lay down together, drenched in sweat. It wasn’t til the next morning that he undid my cuffs.

 

* * *

 

We went back to the location of the caravan in the woods a week later. It took us a couple hours to work out where exactly it had been. It certainly wasn’t on any maps, and there were no signposts anywhere. As we walked, we laughed together. I was wearing the first set of women’s clothes I’d ever worn. They didn’t exactly fit me perfectly, and Jared was lightly teasing me about it.

	Eventually, we found the spot. There were caravan tracks, which didn’t lead anywhere in particular. I’d wanted to find out if my transformation would be permanent. I was guessing it would be, but there was no way to know. We were about to leave when I found a small tree stump which someone had carved a heart into. Inside the heart were two names: Jared and Ryder. Underneath the names, someone had written, in a delicate, feminine hand, ‘Joined together forever, by the power of the moon.’

	I guess I had my answer. Life opened up like a good book ahead of me, and I took the hand of my best friend, my lover, my master, and I walked into the unknown future with hope in my heart.

 

* * *
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