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Chapter 1

It was a slow day for business.  This revelation came as no surprise since the majority of our sales happened on the weekends, during spring break, and summer.  That’s when folks flock to our picturesque little town of North Point to escape the madness of the city so they can stay at our B&B’s, dine in our restaurants, have coffee or a glass of wine at one of our sidewalk cafes, or check out some of our boutique shops on the town square, especially R&R Antiquities.

My sister, Rebecca, and I inherited the business from our parents three years ago after a tornado ripped through town and demolished their home with them inside.  My sister was 24 at the time and I was 26, and both of us were working in the city doing the whole career thing when we got the news about mom and dad.  When we returned home for the funeral, we had some big decisions to make including what to do with the shop.  After much discussion, we decided that neither of us really liked the hustle and bustle of the city all that much and decided to return home where we had both grown up.

Rebecca is not only my sister but is also a friend.  The two of us have always been extremely close so working together was not a chore.  When it comes to business operations, she is the accounting and finance expert and I am the appraiser and salesman, even though our duties overlapped from time to time which is common for any small business.

It was almost 6 p.m. on that late February afternoon and I was thinking about closing the shop for the day when an elderly gentleman wearing an out of style jacket and a black fedora pushed the door open causing the bells attached to it to jingle.

“Are you still open?” he asked as he peeked his head and half his body in the door.

“Yes sir, please come in,” I said enthusiastically.

Pushing the door all the way open, he then entered carrying a full-length mirror which he quickly set down because of its size as well as its weight.

“Beautiful piece,” I said.

“Glad you think so.  What do you think it’s worth?” he asked.

Examining him and then the mirror I said, “Nice.  French style cheval and mahogany at that,” and then I smiled.

“I hate selling it, but I simply don’t have the room for it as I’m moving into a retirement home next month”.

As I circled the antique and continued my inspection of it, I then inquired, “What are you asking?”

“Well, normally I would ask market price as this looking glass is pretty special, but because of my circumstances I really need to dispose of the mirror sooner rather than later.”  With a dead serious look on his face he said, “Legend has it that every one hundred years when there is a full moon on the last day of February you can step through the mirror into alternate reality.”

“An alternate reality?” I asked.

“Yes, a parallel universe.  Are you familiar with the concept?”

“I am.  Have you ever traveled through it to a parallel universe?” I asked and then grinned.

Smiling back, he said, “What if I said that I had done just that?”

Laughing I asked, “Well how do I know that it will actually let me step into an alternate universe?”

“I can’t issue you a guarantee; however, I did think you would find it an interesting conversation piece, in addition to being a beautiful antique.”

“So, you made that up?”

“No, it’s a family story that has been passed down with the mirror for hundreds of years.  If you buy it then you too will be able to pass on the legend of the mirror to its new owner.  Plus, it may help you sell it more easily.  Just make sure that you tell the new owner that if they decide to step through the glass that there may be unexpected effects from that decision.  When they return their life as they know it will be altered forever.”

“I’ll be sure to pass it on.  Here’s what I’ll offer.”

The gentleman and I then engaged in negotiation for the treasure and quickly arrived at a number.  After we agreed on a price, I proceeded to the cash drawer, took out the money and handed him his proceeds.

“Thank you very much,” he said.

“Thank you.  By the way it’s store policy that I make a copy of your drivers license Mr. ….”

“Smith.  Steve Smith.  I left it in the car.  Let me run and get it,” and with that he walked out the door.

As I stood there admiring my new purchase, thinking about how much profit I was going to make from its resale, the shop door opened and all 5’2 of my blonde headed sister entered the store.

“Whatcha got there?” she asked.

“Antique French cheval mirror.  Isn’t the mahogany finish beautiful?”

Looking at it she said, “It is truly exquisite.  Where did you get it?”

“From that man you passed on the way in.”

“I didn’t pass anyone on the way in.”

Running to the door and opening it I quickly exited the shop and stepped onto the front porch and scanned all directions but saw nothing.  There were no human beings in sight and there was absolutely no traffic on the road.

“He couldn’t have gotten away that fast,” I exclaimed, “Was anyone driving away as you pulled in?”

“No.  Didn’t see a thing.  What’s going on?”

“Rebecca, a man brought this mirror in, I paid him for it, and he went out to his car to get his driver’s license so I could make a copy of it and then he vanished into thin air.”

“How much time do you think elapsed between the time he walked out, and I walked in?”

“Maybe twenty seconds?”

“Are you sure you didn’t get distracted or something and more time passed than you realized?  There is no way I could have missed him.”

With my hand on my chin I asked, “Is it possible?  Was I so busy examining the mirror that I lost track of time?  If that was the case it would explain a lot.”

“That was probably what happened,” she said.

“Maybe, but why did he not bring his drivers license back in like I asked?”

She shrugged her shoulders.

“I hope this thing is not stolen.  I really should have held off giving him the money until I had the copy of the driver’s license in hand.”

“Yep, you will know better next time.  Don’t worry about it dear brother as there are no antique police so we should be okay this one time.  Don’t you think?”

“I think you are the best sister ever,” I said cheerfully as I smiled at her.

Stepping over to me she kissed me on the cheek, gave me a hug and said, “Thanks Ross.”

Looking at the clock she then said, “Hey, why don’t we close for the day and head to the house.  I’ll even make dinner.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”

“By the way, make sure you lock up good when you leave, I heard there have been a number of break-ins in town recently.  Cat burglars from what I hear.”

“Got it covered.  I will make sure everything is locked up tight.”


Chapter 2

Rebecca and I lived directly behind our shop in a three-bedroom cottage that was painted white with black trim.  Once we decided to move back to North Point, we needed a place to live and thought it would make more sense to share a place until we got into the groove of running the store, as neither of us were antique experts.  We had both watched our folks run the business over the years, but there was still a major learning curve. 

Sis was already in the house when I pushed the front door open and subsequently entered like a bull in a china shop.  Walking into the living room she asked, “What’s going on?”, and then observed me waddling through the door frame carrying the mirror I had purchased earlier.

“Ross, why did you bring that mirror home?”

Setting it down in the living room I was huffing and puffing, and it took me a few seconds to catch my breath before I could respond, and then I said, “The guy I bought if from said ….”

Still gasping for air, I said, “That thing is heavier than it looks.”

“Take your time.”

“Okay.  Anyway, the guy I bought it from said there was a family legend associated with it and I thought I would bring it home and try it out.”

“And what kind of legend would that be?”

“He said that legend has it that every one hundred years when there is a full moon on the last day of February you can step through the mirror into an alternate reality.”

“Really?”

“Yep.  He also said to be careful, as there could be unexpected effects.”

“No kidding?”

“And if you do step through, when you return your life will be altered forever.”

Nodding her head, she said, “I could see that.  Anytime you travel to an alternate reality it does make sense that side effects would be a possibility.”

The two of us stood in the living room staring at the mirror when she asked, “And you’re going to try it out at midnight?”

“I was thinking about it, with this being the last day of February and all.”

“And I think there actually is a full moon tonight as well if I’m not mistaken,” she said.

“Yes sis, that’s right.”

“Did he tell you this was the year where you would be able to step through the mirror into the parallel universe?”

I stood there not responding to her inquiry and looking down when finally, I said at low volume, “Well, no.”  Then with a smile on my face I said, “Come on, let’s try it.  Don’t you think it’ll be fun?”

Nodding her head gently she said, “Well, it will make a funny story, won’t it.”

“Great minds think alike.  Let me set if off to the side and get it out of the way.  After all, it’s still five and a half hours until midnight.”

“I’m going to start dinner,” she said.

“Need any help?”

“Yep, stay out of my way, and be prepared for kitchen clean up afterward.”

“Deal. What are we having?”

“You’ll see,” she said mysteriously with an evil grin.

That evening sis surprised me with lamb chops, which I absolutely love, almost more than life itself. 

“Rebecca, these are the best lamp chops I’ve ever had in my life,” I said.

“Thank you.”

“What on earth do you do to make these so tasty?”

“It’s a secret,” she said.

“You won’t tell me?”

“I will for a million dollars.”

Reaching over I extracted a napkin from its holder, then a pen from my pocket and scribbled upon it, IOU, 1 Million Dollars, signed Ross.

Then I handed it to her and said, “Okay. Here ya go.  One million smackeroos.”

Looking at me and grinning she asked, “I might be inclined to accept this, if ….”

“If what?”

“You put about twenty percent down.”

Putting my silverware down I looked at her seriously and asked, “So, if I write you a check for $200,000, then you might be inclined to accept this?”

“What? Do you think I’m a crook?  I would never overcharge you dear brother.  You would also need to change the IOU to $800,000.”

Then she burst out laughing.

Looking at the wine bottle on the table I could see the she’d had about three glasses of wine, which added to her jovial mood.

As we sat there, she eventually said, “Okay, are you ready for my secret?”

Leaning toward her I said, “I’m all ears.”

“Okay, here’s my secret, I sprinkle a little salt, some pepper and fresh rosemary on each side and sear it in a pan.  That’s it.”

“That’s it?  You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!”

“Dear brother, what language!”

“What do you mean what language?  I’ve heard you use way more colorful language than that!”

She started laughing uproariously and said, “Ross, I have to tell you, I’m definitely feeling that wine.  I’m just fucking with you dude!”

At that point I started laughing as well and finally said, “Rebecca, I appreciate the meal.  You’re the best cook I know.”

“How did you like the asparagus I made?”

“Pretty damn good, because I generally don’t even like it.”

“Fantastic.  Hey, by the way, I’ve got a little surprise for you.”

“What’s that?”

“I’ve invited Emma over for dessert.”

Emma was Rebecca’s best friend since the first grade.  She had moved away to attend college and then decided to return.  She worked in her parent’s restaurant which served Greek and Mediterranean food and was considered one of the best places to eat in town.  As we grew up, she was over at our house all the time and was practically a member of the family.  She was a very attractive girl with light to medium brown hair and a great figure who sis had been trying to fix me up with for some time, and by some time I mean the last 10 plus years. 

“You did?”

“Yes, I didn’t think you would object.  After all, she’s practically a member of our family.”

Nodding my head, I said, “True.  And dear sister, I suspect you would like to make her an official member of our family.”

Looking at me intently she said, “Ross, she’s my best friend, plus the two of you would have the most beautiful children!”

“What?  Are you a genetic engineer or something?”

“It’s obvious.  Just look at the two of you.  Your kids would be so good looking.”

Rolling my eyes, I said, “And it would ensure two things, one that you kept your best friend close and that ….”

“And,” she said, “I would also keep my favorite brother in the universe close as well.  Think how much fun it will be with all of us getting to spend holidays and special events together.”

Chuckling I added, “The last time I checked I was your only brother in the universe.  And don’t we already spend holidays and special events together?”

Looking at me seriously she then said, “Well, if you want to get technical about it, I guess that’s true.”

Wrinkling my forehead, I said, “After all this time, you’re still trying.”

“Ross, Emma thinks you’re hot.  Did you not know that?”

“So you keep saying.”

“Dude, you’re not going out with anyone, and you definitely don’t have a girlfriend, serious or otherwise.”

“How would you feel if I was trying to fix you up?” I asked.

Coming almost halfway across the table and then planting her forearms on the wood she said, “Fix me up!  Please!”

“What?”

“My biological clock is ticking, so please, if you’ve got someone go for it.  As long as I can meet them, date ‘em, marry, and have kids before age thirty that’s fine.”

“I had no idea.”

“Ross when we moved back here, I had no idea that my prospects would be so dismal.  There is a serious lack of eligible bachelors in this town.”

Taking her hands in mine I said, “Hey, don’t worry, your knight in shining armor will arrive soon.  I promise, you will see.”

I then saw a couple of tears start to run down her cheeks and I took my finger and diverted the streams away as they rolled down her face.

“Hey, stop it.  It’s okay.”

Sniffling she said, “It’s easy for you to say, you’re an attractive guy, you can have anyone that you want.  It’s not so easy for me.”

“Are you kidding?  There’s something you need to know.”

“What’s that?”

“Rebecca, you are the most beautiful, intelligent woman in this town.  And not only that but the entire state as well.”

Looking at me through her watering eyes she said, “You are the most wonderful brother, and man on this planet.”

“I’m only telling you the truth.  You’ll see.  Before you know it, Prince Charming will sweep you off your feet and you will live happily ever after.”

Sitting there quietly for a bit she then said, “You’re the best thing in my life Ross.”

Smiling at her I then said, “And I’m not going anywhere.”

“By the way …”

“Yes.”

“I’ve decided you don’t have to pay me the one million dollars.”

Right about that time the doorbell rang, and Rebecca looked at me and asked, “I wonder who that could be!”

Tilting my head, I said, “Perhaps your future sister-in-law, if you could have it your way.”

Smiling she said, “Glad to hear you say that.”

Shaking my head, I said, “Oh no, no, no.  I was just kidding.”

“Of course.  Just answer the door and go greet your future bride.”

Rolling my eyes upward I then said, “I’ll answer the door!”

I walked to the front door and pulled it open and there stood Emma, my sisters’ best friend who we had both known since we were in elementary school.  At 5’4 ½, grey eyes, and a dazzling smile, she had on a black dress with riding boots and was wearing a light black jacket, and she was skinny as a rail, just like always. 

“Hey handsome,” she said seductively, and then gave me soft hug which I returned, and as she pulled away, I detected perfume which I knew she had intentionally put on for me.

“Good to see you Emma.”

“It’s so sweet of you to invite me over for dessert,” she said as she batted her eyes at me and then asked, “By the way, what are we having?”

“I’m not sure.  Rebecca, what are we having for dessert?” I hollered.

Peeking her head around the corner she asked, “I can’t hear you, I’m in the other room,” and then vanished.

We walked into the kitchen where Rebecca was working away and watched her remove a pie from a box.  Spying it I said, “Looks like a peanut butter pie.”

Walking up to me and putting her hands around my arm she said, “That’s my favorite.”

“Oh, Emma, want to hang around until midnight?” Rebecca asked.

Looking at her watch and then back at Rebecca she asked, “What’s happening at midnight?”

“Ross bought a mirror that’s supposed to have special powers, according to the person he bought it from, and at midnight he’s going to try and step through the mirror into a mirror universe.”

“That’s parallel universe,” I said.

“Whatever, universe, shmuniverse,” she said.

“Cool.  So, I either get to see him step through the mirror into an alternate reality, or crash into the mirror as he tries to step through and falls on his rear end.”

“Emma, I’m right here, hearing everything you say.”

Laughing she said, “Yes sweetie I know, and I will be right here to support you as you take one giant step for mankind, and then I’ll pick you up off the floor” and then looked at me invitingly.

“How about I go ahead and get the dishes cleaned up?” I asked, “Then we can have dessert.”

“Have at it,” Rebecca said.

As I started toward the sink Emma said, “Let me help, that way it will go that much faster.”

“Nice of you to offer, but you don’t have to help,” I said.

“I know I don’t, but I want to,” she said as she stepped up to the sink and bumped me aside with her hip, “Are you washing or drying dude?”

Accepting the fact that she was going to help, like it or not, I said, “I’ll wash, you dry.”

“Deal, but you’re going to owe me.”

“What do you charge?”

“Oh, I’ll think of something,” she said with an evil grin.


Chapter 3

In no time flat we had the entire kitchen cleaned up and sat down for dessert.  After taking a bite of the pie I said, “I could sure use something to drink,” and I looked around the table at my options.

With an ear to ear smile Emma said, “Looks like there’s coffee, tea, ….”

I quickly cut her off and said, “Coffee please,” before she could say me.

Emma was not only stunning but she also had a wonderful personality.  So, why had I not put the moves on her after all these years?  I was not sure.  There was nothing wrong with Emma. Perhaps it was because I grew up with her and she felt like a sister.  Besides, it might have been awkward if we tried dating and it didn’t work out since Emma and Rebecca were best friends. 

However, as we sat at the table that night, I suddenly looked over at her and saw her as I never had before.  I don’t know what it was, but I suddenly realized that Emma was an attractive woman, and I started asking myself, what I was waiting on?  While she and my sister were engaged in conversation, I sat there staring at her still asking myself why I had never asked her out, and the next thing I knew she turned toward me and smiled, and I knew I was busted.

Smiling at me she asked, “More dessert?”

Turning my head away I said, “No thanks.”

Standing up she said, “I’ve got to run to the little girl’s room.  B-R-B,” and she walked down the hall to the bathroom and closed the door.

“What was that about?” Rebecca asked.

“Huh?”

“You were staring at Emma.”

“It was nothing.  I was just thinking about something and happened to be looking in her direction at that time.”

Leaning back in her chair she said, “She was looking at me, and I had you in my field of vision, and from where I was sitting it looked like you were gazing at her.”

“Don’t be ridiculous.”

Emma walked back into the room and asked, “What did I miss?”

“Nothing.  Why don’t you and Ross head on into the living room?  I’ll be there shortly and we can sit down and visit some more.”

Emma headed into the living room and I helped Rebecca clear the table and take the dishes into the kitchen. 

When I entered the living room Emma had clearly gotten comfortable.  She had removed her boots, was sitting on the couch Indian style, and held a glass of brandy in hand.  With a smile on her face she said, “I poured you one too,” and then patted the cushion next to her.  As I sat down beside her, she handed me my glass.

“Thanks.”

“Rebecca said you liked brandy from time to time.”

“I do.  You’ve got a good memory.”

She and I sat there chatting for some time and were actually having more fun than I had ever remembered in the past.  I suspect that the alcohol was a natural aide in enhancing our communications.  As we continued to talk, I could not help but notice how her eyes sparkled, how full her lips were, and how nice she smelled.  I was actually starting to get kind of turned on.  I could also tell by her body language that she was increasingly interested in me as well, as the flicking the hair thing is always a dead giveaway.

“So, Ross, are you going out with anybody right now?  I hope that’s not too personal of a question.”

“That is not too personal of a question considering how long we have known each other.  I am not seeing anyone right now.  How about you?”

Shaking her head, she said, “No, but it would be nice to have a steady relationship with someone.”

“Any potential prospects?”

Thinking for a moment she bit her bottom lip and then said, “Well, there is this one guy…”

“Yes?”

“He’s really nice looking and has a ton of great qualities.”

“Then what’s the hold up?” I asked.

Sitting her glass down on the table she said, “That’s what I would like to know.  What’s the hold up?”

I then sat my glass down on the coffee table and leaned toward her, and as I did, she moved closer to me.  Moving our heads closer together our lips met, and we kissed for the first time, and I can clearly remember how soft her rosy lips were as I pressed against them.  She soon opened her mouth and our tongues joined, and I quickly found that she was indeed a great kisser and the passion between us was incredible.  Taking her hands, she pressed them against the side of my head and was soon running them through my hair, which turned me on all the more.

“God Ross, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted you to kiss me.”

“I have an idea, “I replied.

We continued to kiss and the next thing I heard was, “Hey guys want to watch a, ooooooooooo, that’s what I’m talkin’ about!” at a rather high volume.  As we broke our embrace there was Rebecca looking straight at us with an ear to ear smile, who then started laughing.

“I was wondering how long it was going to take for you guys to get together,” she said.

“Rebecca, I’m sorry, I’m so embarrassed,” said Emma.

“Girl, don’t you apologize to me, I love it!  I think you guys will make a great couple.”

Emma and I reluctantly looked at each other and chuckled at the fact that we had been caught.

“So, were you wanting to watch a movie?” I asked.

Rebecca said, “We could if you would like but I also have another idea.  Why don’t you guys watch a movie and I’m going to catch up on some accounting work in the study.  Maybe we could plan on meeting here in the living room just before midnight to watch Ross try and walk through the mirror?”

Emma and I just sat there saying nothing when Rebecca said, “I’m such a bad hostess.  Emma you’re my guest, and I shouldn’t be leaving my brother to look after you when ….”

“Rebecca, it’s okay.  I would love to spend some more time with Ross,” she said and then looked at me smiling and asked, “Isn’t that right?”

Looking into her eyes I nodded and then said, “Emma and I have some things we would like to talk about.”

“Good, then I will leave you kids to it and will see you in a couple of hours,” and then she disappeared down the hall to the study and closed the door.

Sitting there smiling at one another I finally asked, “Well, you want to watch a movie?”

Biting her lip she said, “I’ve got a better idea.”


Chapter 4

“Ross, I’m almost there baby, don’t stop,” Emma cried out.

I continued pounding against her as hard and as fast as I could, and the sweat was practically pouring off of me.

“Deeper, fuck me harder,” she commanded as she pressed the tips of her fingers into my flesh and ran them down my back.

I knew I would not last much longer as this girl had me so excited, I could barely contain myself, as she definitely knew how to turn me on in every way.

“Emma, you are fantastic,” I moaned, “You feel so good.”

“Mmmm, I’m so glad to hear you say that Ross.”

Finally, knowing I wouldn’t be able to hold it any longer and I was seconds away from ecstasy I said, “Emma, I’m coming, I can’t hold it back.”

“Go ahead Ross, don’t hold it back.  Come on, let it go.”

Still slamming against her petite frame relentlessly, I suddenly felt a wave of intense pleasure as I released myself inside her and continued until I had spent everything that I had.

Laying there on top of her exhausted I said, “Emma, that was the most fantastic sex I’ve ever had in my life.”

With the palms of her hands pressing against my shoulders, I knew she was signaling me to raise up, and as I did, she was looking at me seriously and asked, “Do you really mean that Ross?”

Looking down at her and smiling I said, “Yeah, I really do.”

Pulling my head down and kissing me she said, “You don’t know how much that means to me.”

Looking at her I said, “Emma, despite the fact that the sex was incredible, I want you to know that….”

“Yes?”

“I think you’re amazing, and for the life of me I don’t know why it took me so long to realize that fact.”

“Better late than never,” and then she winked at me.

I then rolled off the top of her and onto my back and said, “I think I could fall asleep.”

“You can’t fall asleep.”

“Why not?”

“For one thing, you’ve got to walk through that mirror at midnight.”

“I think we both know how that’s going to turn out.”

“Well, secondly, there’s another reason.”

“What’s that?”

“We need to go for round two, if you’re up for it.”


Chapter 5

After round number two, I was completely spent and was barely coherent. I just learned that Emma was a complete sex maniac, which was one of the qualities I had been looking for in a woman, but tonight I would have preferred to have just gone to bed, and slept.

We both showered and got our clothes on and were present in the living room at 11:55 p.m. which left us five minutes to go until show time.

As Rebecca walked down the hall into the living room she was already in her nightgown, and as she entered the room I was standing in front of the mirror, all ready to make a fool of myself at the stroke of midnight.

“Ready for bed?” I asked.

“Why not?  I know you’ve already been in bed,” she whispered.

Whispering back, I said, “You heard us!”

“The dead could have heard you Ross.”

Emma stepped up to us and said, “Rebecca I’m so embarrassed.”

Hugging her Rebecca said, “Not a problem, it goes with the territory.  I’m just glad you guys have found each other.  Hopefully one of these days I can find someone to make me scream too.”

“Still,” Emma said, “I embarrassed you heard us.”

“Forget it.  You’re my best friend and Ross is my brother.  I’m happy that you two have finally connected and care for each other.”

Emma took my hand and looked at me and said, “Yes, I really do care for him.”

I then gently kissed her on the lips and gave her a big hug.

The large clock on the wall ticked over to 11:59 p.m. and as I stood in front of the mirror I said, “Well, I’d better get started.  The way I figure it I will put my hand on the mirror right now and will keep it there until 12:01 a.m.  I suspect that should do the trick.”

With the girls standing there looking at me intently I finally placed my hand on the mirror and kept it there as the clock continued to tick forward.  Suddenly the clock hit 12:00 and the next thing I knew my hand was sinking into the mirror and just as quickly I seemed to fall into the looking glass and was gone from the living room.

As I looked around it was hard to see as everything was foggy, within seconds it cleared and there was nothing but space all around me, and I could see unfamiliar planets and stars.  I was not cold, nor was I hot, which was strange because I was in space, and you would think I would be cold, right?  But suddenly I was transported away and the next thing I knew I was standing in a field of red and blue flowers and before me was the man who had sold me the mirror.

“It’s you!”

“Yes.”

“Where am I?”

“You my friend, are in a parallel universe.”

“Just like we discussed in the store?”

“Exactly.”

“One that exists with ours occupying the same space but is on a different plane?”

Nodding his head, he said, “Yes, I can see you’re up on multi-verse theory.”

“I actually didn’t think this would work when you sold me the mirror but thought I would try it anyway.”

“Well it worked,” he said.

“Can you show me this universe?  Will you let me see this place so I can see how it is different than mine?”

“No.  Your being here actually threatens the existence of both universes.”

“Then why did you sell me the mirror and tell me the story?  Did you not think there was the possibility that I would come through the mirror?”

“Yes.  It was part of your destiny to take the trip through the mirror.”

“Why?”

“It was your fate.”

“Are you going to stop talking in riddles?”

“I am the caretaker of the gate, which you came through.  When you entered this universe, certain things were set in motion that no one can change.  You nor I can change what will happen going forward.”

“Like what?”

“The universe you exist in is positive.”

“And this one is negative I’m guessing?”

“Correct.  There are many planes of existence, some positive, some negative, but you are correct.”

“Do I have a counterpart here?”

“Yes.”

“And they are negative while I am positive?”

“Yes.”

“And the reason I can’t meet them is because I am matter, and they are anti-matter?”

“That is correct.  And I take it you know what would happen if you met?”

“The end of everything, everywhere, in my universe and yours.”

“Yes.”

“Did my counterpart walk through the mirror here as I did in my universe?”

“No, they were planning to, but they fell asleep with your siblings’ friend after having sex and did not wake up.”

Nodding my head, I said, “I can see how that would happen, as I almost did not get up myself.”

“As I said when I sold you the mirror, for those who decide to step through the glass there are side effects and things will be different when you return to your side.  As things are positive where you are from, they are the reverse here.”

“What do you mean?  I’m going to return home as a Democrat?  Something else?”

“When you return home, you will resemble your counterpart from this universe.  It’s the only way you can step back across the gateway, as you sure can’t stay here.  Good luck,” he said, and then he vanished into thin air, and the next thing I knew I was in a free fall hurling back through space, surrounded by stars and the universe, and just as suddenly I felt the wood beneath my back as I landed back in my living room.

As I opened my eyes and looked up, I saw Rebecca and Emma standing over me.  They looked at one another and then back down at me. 

“Help me up,” I said in a raspy voice.

As I rose to my feet with their assistance, I noted that I was not taller than them as I usually was, but was now the same height, which was strange.  They continued to glare at me when all of a sudden Emma asked, “Who are you?”

Laughing at her question I stopped as I knew something was wrong with my throat, as my laughter sounded strange.

“What do you ….”

I stopped talking after I said those words as I was truly alarmed at the tone of my voice, as it was that of a female.

“Tell me your name,” Rebecca said.  “Where is my brother Ross?”

Walking over to the looking glass I looked into it and behold, I saw what all the confusion was about, as I was now in the body of a female with long dark brown hair in her mid-twenties.

“Oh my God!” I said loudly, “I’ve been changed into a girl.”

“Are you trying to tell me that you’re Ross?” Rebecca asked.

“That’s exactly what I’m telling you.  I am Ross.”

“How do we know that you’re him?” my sister asked.

After a series of questions about our past including growing up, as well as what had happened that evening before I stepped through the mirror, she was convinced.

“How long was I gone?” I asked.

“You were only gone a couple of seconds.”

“It was longer than that for me.”

“Well I’ll tell you one thing,” Rebecca said, “The guy definitely was not kidding about the mirror.  I’ve never seen anyone disappear into a looking glass before, and then reemerge, especially as a woman.”

All of a sudden I got a flash of brilliance and said, “Wait, if it can change me into a woman then perhaps it can change me back,” so I walked over to the mirror and attempted to stick my hand through and it was stopped by the glass.

Emma walked over to me and said, “Ross, we’ve got to get you changed back.”

“You’re telling me!”

Weeping she said, “I’ve waited so many years, so many, to finally get together with you, and now that I have, you’ve turned into a woman.  I want you back the way you were.  I’ve got big plans for us.”

Taking her hands in mine I said, “Trust me, I want to get back to being me more than anyone.”

Stepping back over to the mirror I was still wearing my jeans and white dress shirt, which were incredibly baggy and almost falling off my body.  As far as my shoes, they were like clown shoes.  Thankfully my college ring was still hanging on and I did not lose it on the trip back from never land.

Once again, I put my finger against the mirror, hoping it would go through but no such luck, as once again it was stopped by the glass.


Chapter 6

The three of us were sitting in the living room drinking hot cocoa discussing what had happened that evening and trying to figure out the next steps.  By this time, they had talked me into taking off my guy clothes and putting on one of Rebecca’s bathrobes and a pair of house slippers.  Despite the fact that the apparel was a little girly as the robe was black satin and the house shoes were leopard print and fuzzy, I had to admit that they were more comfortable and less baggy than what I had previously been wearing.

Sitting beside me Emma was trying to be supportive and was sitting close to me and even holding my hand.

“You surprise me,” I said to her.

“How?”

“Emma, the guy you were crazy about was, well, a guy, now look at me.  I can’t believe you’re sitting here holding my hand.”

“Oh Ross, I know you’re in there, and we’re going to get you back.  You know how I’ve always felt about you, and I don’t want to lose you.”

“Thanks,” I said as I reached over and hugged her, which she accepted warmly.

“So,” Rebecca said, “As you told us you met the guy that sold you the mirror when you stepped through the glass.”

“Yes.”

“Is there anything that you’re leaving out?  Anything at all?  Any shred of information that could be helpful.”

Shaking my head, I said, “I’ve told you every last detail.  There’s nothing more.”

“Oh Ross, I should have done what the other me did in the other universe.  I should have let you fall asleep after we made love and then this would never have happened.”

Squeezing her hand, I said, “I appreciate the thought but it’s not your fault, and as a matter of fact it’s not anyone’s except the strange man that sold me the damn thing in the first place.”

“Where do we even start gathering information about a magic mirror that lets one travel to an alternate universe?” asked Emma.

“I don’t think there’s any magic involved,” said Rebecca.

“Really?” she asked.

Shaking her head, she said, “No, not at all.  As we know from history, magic, or alleged magic, does not exist.  It’s always been something scientific, just like this is now.”

“You were almost a physics major in college.  What do you theorize Rebecca?”

“There’s clearly something special about the mirror, perhaps what it’s made of, that gives it the ability to connect with a parallel universe, when certain conditions are right.  For example, the old man told you that you could only access the gateway every one hundred years on the last day of February when there was a full moon, right?”

I nodded my head.

“What a load of crap, as it turns out I was wrong, there wasn’t even a full moon tonight.  His statement made it sound like there was a full moon on the last day of February every one hundred years which is bullshit.  He knew the doorway to the other universe would be open and he set you up to come through with his elaborate story.”

“So, what do we do?” I asked.

“We get busy and figure out what the mirror is made of, and what was so special about the alignment of the universe and stars tonight.”

“That’s way above my skillset,” Emma said, “But count me in.”

“Me too,” I said.

“Also, we have to keep this quiet.  Everything that happened here stays in this room.”

“Who would even believe the story?  You would instantly be accused of being a liar or a nut.” Emma asked.

“Right, so let’s keep it quiet,” I said.

“Emma, what are you doing tomorrow?” Rebecca asked.

“I’m working as usual but can do anything you need.”

“Good, I’m going to need all the help I can get.”


Chapter 7

As I opened my eyes the first thing, I saw was the ceiling of my bedroom, and by the light coming through the window I guesstimated that it was somewhere between 7:15 and 7:30 a.m.  As I raised my arms and started to stretch, I saw the black sleeves of the satin pajamas that my sister had loaned me come into focus, and the events of last night suddenly filled my mind, reminding me of my new reality.

Climbing out of bed I made my way to the kitchen where my sister was already having her first cup of coffee.

“Good morning,” she said.  “Sleep well?”

“It was a little hard dozing off but once I fell asleep, I was out.”

“Okay good.  Well, we’ve got a busy day ahead, don’t we?”

“We do?” I asked.

“Of course, there’s tons of stuff to do.  In addition to running the shop we need to try and do the research we talked about and start the process of teaching you how to live as a woman.”

“Why do I need to learn that?  We’re going to get me switched back.”

“Good positive mental attitude, however, that may take some time, but until then you can’t stay here holed up in the house all the time.  Plus, I need your help in the shop.”

“Why can’t I stay here?  Look at me.”

“Okay I’m looking at you.”

“And what do you see?” I asked.

“To be quite honest I see a very pretty young woman.”

“Rebecca, I just can’t go out like this.”

“Ross, you have to help me in the store, and to do that there are some basics you will need to learn.”

Putting her arm around me she said, “I know it’s hard, but you’ll get through this, and I’m here for you all the way.”

I nodded my head.

Right about that time there was a knock at the kitchen door.  Rebecca opened it and in entered Emma with a small suitcase on wheels behind her.

“Morning Ross, did you sleep well?”

“Pretty good once I got to sleep.  What’s in the suitcase?  Going somewhere?”

“No but you are,” she said and then grinned.

“I am?”

After she nodded her head my sister then said, “You’re going to Girl University.”

“I’m going to what?”

Both of them laughed and then Emma said, “Not knowing how long you’re going to be like this, Rebecca and I decided that we need to prepare you live as a woman.”

“My plan is to change back as soon as possible.”

“Ross,” Rebecca said, “We have no idea how long it will take to do the research we discussed, and if it’s even possible to switch you back, so you have to be able to function as a female, whether it’s short term or long term?  Comprende?

After dragging me upstairs to one of the bedrooms they began to teach me everything I potentially needed to know now to survive as a woman.  Class number one consisted of how-to put-on makeup, accessorizing, clothes, shoes, body movements and gestures, and let’s not leave out facial expressions. 

Between Rebecca’s contributions and what Emma brought from home, I had a nice assortment of feminine clothing, accessories, and shoes.

After the girls were done working on me, they put me in front of the mirror to show me the finished product.  There I stood with my long dark hair resting on the shoulders of my dark blue casual dress and white flat sandals.  As I looked down it was impossible not to see my now polished toes which Emma had painted dark blue.

“Isn’t this dress a little short?” I asked.  “It’s not even halfway down to my knees.”

“It’s a mini,” Rebecca said, “It actually looks good on you.”

“That’s right, most girls don’t have the legs to pull it off, but you do,” said Emma.

“You are so right Emma, he does have very pretty legs,” Rebecca said, “I think I’m actually a little jealous.”

“So am I,” Emma said.

Looking at myself in the mirror I had to agree with them on one thing, I did have pretty legs, and as I continued to look at myself, I realized that Rebecca was right, and I was actually quite attractive.

“Oh, one more thing,” Emma said, and then she produced a black handbag which she handed to me.

“What a cute bag,” Rebecca said, “It’s just perfect and will go with anything you wear Ross.”

“Why do I feel like you guys are playing dress up with me?” I asked.

They both chuckled and then Rebecca said, “Sorry Ross.”

“Oh, by the way, we can’t call him Ross at the store.  We need a girl’s name for him.”

“Hey guys, I’ve been tolerant through all this, allowed you to dress me up like a woman, and even give me a purse.  But a girl’s name on top?”

“Look Ross, we didn’t create this situation, but are trying to help you through it.  If you can do better without us ….”

“I’m sorry, you’re right, and I do appreciate everything you guys are doing for me.”

“I think you need a hug,” Emma said as she stepped over to me and gave me a warm embrace which I returned.

“So,” Rebecca said, “Want to pick out a name or have us do it?”

Thinking for a moment I finally said, “Rose.”

Looking up at the ceiling and then back down Rebecca said, “Rose.  Close to Ross.  I like it.”

“Oooo, I have an idea, what about Rosemary?” Emma asked.

Smiling Rebecca said, “I like that even better.  What do you think Ross?”

With my hand on my chin I thought about it and said, “Rosemary it is.”


Chapter 8

After the girls finished dolling me up Emma headed back to work, and Rebecca and I walked over to open the store as it was Saturday which was typically one of our busiest days.  Weekends were normally pretty busy, and I was prepared to resume my duties as chief appraiser and salesman, or should I say saleswoman?

The day started off normal and I was not missing a beat doing the job as a female. I did notice one thing that was different and that was that the male customers were treating me differently now that I was a woman.  They were much friendlier and far more receptive than when I was a guy.  I also noticed that a number of them were a little flirty with me initially which put me off, but as the day went on, I actually started liking the attention as strange as that sounds.

The day finally ended, and Rebecca and I started tallying up the receipts and we’d had an almost record day of sales.

“You did fantastic today,” she said, “How did you sell so much stuff?”

“I don’t know, but it seemed a lot easier making the sale as a woman.  I suspect that I come across less threatening than when I was a man.”

Laughing she said, “That’s not the only reason.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re already a great salesman, but now that you’re a woman, and a cute one at that, you’re not going to have any problem making the sale.”

“You’re saying that now that I’m a pretty girl it’s going to be easier to sell?”

“I suspect so.  It’s definitely not going to hurt.”

As we finished up and closed the store it was 7 p.m. and I was starved. We headed over to Emma’s workplace, her parent’s restaurant, to join her for dinner.  When we arrived, we walked into the lounge and had a seat at the bar.  We ordered drinks, and were soon joined by Emma.  She pulled up a seat next to us and already had a drink in her hand.

“Hey guys, how was work?”

“Rosemary did fantastic,” Rebecca said.

“Did she?”

“Yes, we had a record sales day.  She really knows how to work the male customers.  If I had known how effective he was as a girl I would have dolled him up years ago.”

The girls then busted out laughing, and as they did, I smiled.  Apparently, I did not find the comment as amusing as they did.

“Ross, Rosemary,” said Emma, “You need to touchup your lipstick.”

“I do?”

She then took my purse, took out the tube of lipstick and a mirror and handed them to me.  I took off the cap rolled it out and applied it as I had been instructed in my training earlier that day.

“You did that quite well,” said Rebecca, “We’re going to make a girl out of you yet.”

“Already there,” I said.

The three of us sat there for some time and had a couple of drinks.  I was amazed at how fast the alcohol was hitting me.  Normally I was not a lightweight, but clearly, I was not able to hold my liquor as well as I did as a man.

“I’ve got to run to the restroom,” Rebecca said, as she quickly scurried off down the hall toward the facilities.

Sitting there with Emma, who’d also had a few drinks too many, we continued to chat.

“So, Rosemary, I just love that name, I want you to know how proud I am of you,” and then she took my hand in hers.

“You are?”

Nodding her head, she said, “Yes I am.  You’re going through so much right now and I want you to know that I’m here for you, in every way,” and then she set her hand down on my leg, right where the dress’s hem line and flesh met, which made me think she was coming onto me.

“Thanks, I appreciate your friendship.”

Looking at me seriously she said, “Ross, I mean Rosemary, I know your future is uncertain and you’re not sure whether you’ll ever get back to the way you were or not.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“I want to tell you something that’s not going to come as a shock to you, which you’ve known for a long time, but I love you.”

Smiling I said, “I know.”

“You do?”

“It’s been quite obvious, but you know what, that’s okay.  When people feel a certain way, they can’t help themselves.  I’m glad you opened up and told me how you felt.”

“Oh Ross, I mean Rosemary, after we finally connected last night, it was clear to me that I wanted nothing more than to be with you forever.”

“And how do you feel now?”

“My feelings have not changed because I know the person, I fell in love with is inside you.”

“So, you love me now?  Even though I’m a woman?”

Taking my hand, she said, “Yes, and I want to be with you no matter what happens.”

“So, if I change back or if I end up staying this way forever ….”

“I don’t care.  I want to be with you, no matter what.”

Smiling at her I gave her a hug and then said, “Emma, I feel the same way.  I want to be with you too.”

I looked around the room and then asked her, “Have you ever been with a woman before?”

“No.  Have you?” she asked.

We both burst out laughing at her response.

“I have one condition Emma,” I said.

“What’s that?”

“I want us both to be lipstick lesbians.  Neither one of us butches out.”

Laughing she said, “I have no problem with that.”

Rebecca returned to the bar where we were sitting and I said, “Rebecca, you know how over the years you have been trying to fix me up with Emma?”

“Right.”

“And then last night you were thrilled when you saw us hooking up?”

“Right again.”

“We’ve made a decision; we are going steady.”

“That’s fantastic,” she said excitedly.

She then thought for a moment and then asked, “Okay, I have to ask, you’re going steady based on you getting back to your original state or ….”

Shaking my head, I said, “We’ve discussed it and Emma and I are together either way.  Whether I’m Rosemary or Ross, it does not matter.”

“Oh my God, I’m so excited for you guys,” she said, “Congratulations.”


Chapter 9

After finishing up dinner Emma came back to the house and we sat on the couch together and watched a romantic comedy movie that she picked out.  My preference would have been to watch an action or adventure movie, but now that I was a woman I had a feeling that I was going to be watching a lot more chick flicks. 

The movie finished and the two of us went to bed where we made love as women for the first time, which was pretty incredible.  I was amazed at how sensitive certain parts of my body were including my breasts.  The way she took my nipples into her mouth and slowly and gently sucked on them just about drove me out of my mind.  Having oral sex performed on me as a woman was a brand-new experience as well and I have to tell you, Emma certainly knew how to please me.  Taking my womanhood into her mouth she very passionately stayed down on me until I reached orgasmed, which was also a new experience.  Having a climax as a man was good and I had no complaints during my career as a guy, but as a female there was something different about it, as it seemed that my mind, body and soul were all somehow interconnected and the sensations were mind blowing beyond belief.  At the moment I came, intense waves of pleasure and warmth shot throughout my body and it was impossible for me not to cry out with joy as the feeling was remarkable.

Emma and I were asleep when I heard someone whispering, “Ross, Ross.”

“What,” I whispered back.

“I think someone’s in the house.”

“Are you sure?”

“I heard a noise.  You need to go check it out.”

“Why me?”

“You’re the guy, well, you were anyway.”

“Let me put something on,” I said.

Putting on my robe Rebecca and I left Emma fast asleep in the bedroom and proceeded down the hall, and as we approached the living room, we heard the crash of glass.  When we arrived, we found the front door ajar and heard someone running down the sidewalk.  Looking out the door I saw what looked like two shadowy figures vanishing into the night.

“What did they take?” Rebecca asked.

Looking around the room I said, “Hey, they took the TV.”

“Damn it,” she said, “That was brand new, those bastards.”

“They also took my brand-new tablet.  It was sitting on the coffee table when I went to bed,” I said.

Continuing her scan of the room Rebecca then said, “Ross, oh my God.”

“What?”

I turned and looked at the exact place that she was staring at and saw that the trespassers had knocked the antique mirror over on the way out, and it lay on the floor in a million shattered pieces, and now that it was gone, so was any chance of me returning to being Ross.

“Well,” I said, “I guess that’s it.”

“Ross, I am so sorry,” said Rebecca.

Right about that time Emma showed up in the living room in her nighty and asked, “What happened?”

She then scanned the floor and seeing the mess said, “Ross, oh my God,” and then put her arm around me.

The three of us stood there in silence looking at the mess on the floor, not uttering a word, as there was truly nothing left to say.


Chapter 10

After two months I have settled in to being Rosemary versus Ross, and have come to terms with my situation, well as much as possible.  Overall, I am doing well.  The support I’ve had from my sister and Emma has been incredible, and they've been there for me every step of the way.

They have continued my education at Girl University, as they like to call it, helping me to live and act as a member of the fairer sex.  It has gotten easier as time has passed, and the initial awkwardness I’d experienced is no more.  I’ve even gotten used to wearing dresses and, believe it or not, I look forward to getting up each and every morning and picking out the one I’m going to wear that day.  After selecting my dress, I then choose a pair of cute shoes and accessories to complete the outfit.

So, you’re probably wondering about me and Emma, right?  We are still together and are very much in love.  Our relationship is almost like a fairy tale as Emma is beautiful and means the world to me.  Emma will soon be moving in with me and Rebecca as we are about to tie the knot.  According to my Rebecca we will both make lovely June brides.  There’s one more thing, the night that Emma and I made love, which was also the same night that I stepped through the mirror and returned as a woman, I apparently got her pregnant, clearly before I walked through the glass, right?  So, we are officially expecting, and her due date is in about seven months.  We are both thrilled at the prospect of raising a baby together.  She will make a great mother, and now that I think about it, so will I.

Rebecca, Emma and I enjoy hanging out together whenever we have spare time, whether it’s getting together and having dinner, seeing a movie, putting on our bikinis and hanging out at the lake, or getting a manicure, we always have a blast.  I enjoy the time we all spend together and love how accepting they are of me and I’m always included in everything they do.  One day recently they were talking about going to the mall and asked if I wanted to join them.  I told them that I was working on the shop’s website and to go on without me.  They let me know rather quickly that I needed to get my shoes on as I was going with them because you see as far as they are concerned, I’m
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