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  Chapter one
The Antique Discovery


Nolan Reed adjusted his glasses and stepped through the wrought-iron gate of the old Victorian estate, the afternoon sun warm on the back of his neck. Cardboard signs with handwritten prices flapped lazily in the breeze. He had come on a whim, really. His latest game project, an open-world fantasy RPG, had hit a wall. The environments felt flat, the artifacts too generic. He needed something real, something with history, to spark fresh ideas. Estate sales like this one were treasure troves for a man who spent most of his life behind a keyboard. 
The crowd was thinner than he expected. A few older couples picked through silverware and faded furniture while a young family argued over a set of porcelain dolls. Nolan moved past them, his slender frame weaving between tables laden with dusty books and tarnished candlesticks. His short brown hair was already collecting a fine layer of grit from the air. At twenty-eight, he knew he looked like what he was: an introverted tech worker who preferred virtual worlds to this one.
Then he saw it.
It stood alone in the far corner of the wraparound porch, half-covered by a yellowed sheet that had slipped to one side. A full-length mirror, taller than he was, framed in ornate gilded wood carved with intricate swirling patterns that suggested vines, runes, and perhaps even faint feminine silhouettes if he tilted his head just right. The glass itself looked impossibly clear, untouched by the dust that coated everything else. Nolan felt his pulse quicken. This was it. The perfect prop. He could already imagine it rendered in-game, glowing with enchanted light, hiding secrets behind its surface.
He approached slowly, almost reverently. The mirror seemed to pull at him. When he stood directly before it, his own reflection stared back: average build, plain gray t-shirt, jeans that had seen better days. But there was something else there too, something beneath his image that he could not quite name. A depth. A shimmer.
"Beautiful piece, isn't it?"
Nolan startled at the voice. An older woman in a cardigan stood a few feet away, a pricing gun in her hand. She looked like she might have been the deceased owner's daughter.
"It belonged to my great-aunt," she continued, not waiting for him to answer. "Selena Hart. Quite the eccentric. Always staring into that thing like it was talking back to her. We've had offers, but most people think it's too... particular."
"How much?" Nolan asked. His voice came out steadier than he felt.
The woman named a price that was almost insultingly low. Two hundred dollars. Nolan didn't haggle. He simply nodded, pulled out his wallet, and completed the transaction with the kind of quiet excitement he usually reserved for unlocking a new achievement in one of his games. The woman helped him carry the mirror to his car, warning him to be careful with the frame. As they slid it into the backseat, Nolan's fingers brushed the cool glass.
A faint tingling raced up his arm.
He dismissed it as static electricity.
The drive back to his modest apartment passed in a blur of imagined possibilities. He pictured the mirror in his bedroom, opposite his bed, where the morning light would catch the carvings and make them look alive. Already his analytical mind was spinning lore for his game. A mirror that showed not what was, but what could be. A mirror that traded souls. He smiled at the thought. Typical Nolan: turning everyday objects into epic narrative devices.
Once home, he wrestled the mirror up the narrow staircase alone, cursing under his breath as the frame knocked against the wall. By the time he positioned it in his bedroom, sweat dampened his shirt and his arms ached. He stepped back to admire it. The mirror dominated the small room, reflecting his unmade bed, his dual-monitor setup in the corner, and the posters of his favorite fantasy artists on the walls.
Nolan grabbed a soft cloth and began wiping away the faint layer of dust that had accumulated during transport. The glass was flawless. He could see every pore on his face, every faint line of exhaustion under his eyes. As he worked the cloth lower, his sleeve caught on the edge of the frame. His fingertips slid directly across the mirror's surface.
The tingling returned, stronger this time.
It began at his fingertips, a warm vibration that felt strangely intimate, like a caress traveling beneath his skin. Nolan frowned and tried to pull away, but his hand seemed stuck for half a second. The sensation raced up his arm, across his chest, and exploded through the rest of his body. Every nerve ending lit up at once.
"What the...?"
His reflection rippled.
The image of himself blurred and stretched. Short brown hair lengthened and darkened into rich auburn waves that cascaded past the shoulders. His face softened, cheekbones lifting, lips growing full and plush. Glasses vanished. Green eyes replaced his own brown ones, framed by thick lashes. The body beneath the clothes transformed too. His chest pushed outward into two heavy, perfectly shaped breasts that strained against the suddenly ill-fitting t-shirt. His waist cinched inward while his hips flared dramatically. The jeans tightened around newly rounded thighs and a firm, heart-shaped ass before the fabric itself seemed to change, shifting into soft leggings that clung to unmistakably feminine curves.
Nolan watched all of this in stunned silence as the tingling reached a fever pitch. His vision swam. The room tilted violently.
Then everything went black.
When consciousness returned, it came with the soft press of carpet against skin that felt far too smooth and far too sensitive. Nolan groaned. His head throbbed with a dull pulse. Everything felt... wrong. Heavy in new places. Lighter in others. Long hair pooled around his face, tickling his neck and shoulders. He lifted a hand to brush it away and froze at the sight of slender fingers with delicate nails.
He sat up too quickly. The weight on his chest shifted and swayed with the motion. Nolan looked down.
Full, pale breasts rose and fell rapidly beneath a thin white tank top that definitely had not been what he was wearing earlier. The nipples were visible through the fabric, already tightening from the cool air. Below them, a narrow waist gave way to wide, womanly hips hugged by black leggings. Between his thighs there was nothing but a smooth, terrifyingly flat mound. No familiar bulge. Just soft heat and a delicate seam that made his stomach clench with panic.
"No," he whispered. The voice that emerged was melodic and low, a smooth feminine timbre that sent another shiver racing across his new skin. "No, this isn't real. This can't be real."
His heart hammered so hard he could feel it in his throat. Nolan scrambled to his feet, unsteady on legs that felt both longer and more curvaceous. The different center of gravity made him sway. Breasts jiggled with the movement, a constant, alien reminder of what had happened. He turned toward the mirror.
The woman staring back at him was breathtaking.
Long auburn hair tumbled in loose waves down her back. Smooth pale skin glowed under the bedroom lights. A narrow nose, high cheekbones, and full lips formed a face that belonged on magazine covers. The body was pure hourglass perfection: large, firm breasts, a tiny waist, flared hips, and long legs that seemed designed to draw the eye upward to the gentle swell of her ass. Nolan raised a hand. The woman in the mirror did the same. He touched his, her, cheek. The skin was impossibly soft.
"Selena," he breathed. The name came to him unbidden, as if the mirror had whispered it directly into his mind. Selena Hart. The woman who had once owned it. Somehow he knew that was who this body had belonged to. Or still belonged to. Or... he didn't know anymore.
Initial panic clawed at his chest, but something else was rising too. Fascination. A dark, guilty curiosity that made his analytical brain scream in protest even as his new hands moved of their own accord.
He cupped one breast, testing its weight. A soft gasp escaped his full lips. The flesh was warm, yielding, incredibly sensitive. His thumb brushed across the nipple and it stiffened instantly, sending a sharp spark of pleasure straight down to the unfamiliar heat building between his thighs. Nolan's eyes widened in the mirror.
"Fuck," he whispered in that sultry new voice. "This... this feels..."
He squeezed again, both hands now, lifting and kneading the heavy breasts. They overflowed his smaller palms. The sensations were overwhelming. Every touch sent ripples of liquid heat through a body that responded whether he wanted it to or not. His nipples had become tight peaks that throbbed with each heartbeat. Lower, he could feel himself growing slick. The lips of his new pussy swelled gently against the seam of the leggings, a strange, intimate ache that made his knees tremble.
Nolan turned sideways, examining the profile. The dramatic curve from his waist to his hips and ass was almost obscene. He ran both hands down his sides, feeling the dramatic dip and flare, then slid them over the rounded cheeks of his backside. The leggings were thin enough that he could feel the heat of his own palms. He gave the flesh a tentative squeeze and watched the woman in the mirror bite her lower lip.
His mind raced in a frantic stream of thoughts. This is impossible. Magic isn't real. Body swaps don't happen. I'm dreaming. I must have hit my head when I fell. But if I'm dreaming, why does every inch of this body feel so goddamn good?
He faced the mirror again and slowly peeled the tank top upward. The fabric dragged over sensitive nipples, drawing another involuntary moan from his throat. Bare breasts bounced free, full and perfect, pale skin flushed pink with arousal and embarrassment. Nolan stared at them. At himself. At Selena.
"Look at you," he murmured, the words both horrified and mesmerized. "Look at what I am now."
One hand trailed downward, over the flat stomach, fingertips brushing the waistband of the leggings. He hesitated there, analytical mind screaming at him to stop, to find a way to reverse this, to call someone, to do anything but explore the wet heat he could already sense waiting for him. But the fascination won. Just a little. Just to understand.
He slipped his hand beneath the fabric.
The first touch against smooth, bare pussy lips drew a sharp cry from his new throat. Slickness coated his fingers immediately. The flesh was soft, swollen, and so incredibly responsive. He explored carefully, mapping the new anatomy with the same methodical focus he used when debugging code. The outer lips. The delicate inner folds. The small, hard bud at the top that made his entire body jerk when he brushed it.
"Oh my god," Selena's voice moaned. His voice. Nolan's mind reeled even as his fingers circled again, gathering more of the slick arousal that was now dripping slowly down his inner thigh. The pleasure was nothing like anything he had experienced as a man. It was deeper, warmer, spreading through his pelvis and up into his belly like liquid fire. His breasts ached to be touched again. He used his free hand to pinch one nipple, rolling it between thumb and forefinger while his other hand continued its gentle exploration.
The woman in the mirror looked utterly debauched. Auburn hair tousled, green eyes half-lidded with building lust, full lips parted on soft pants. Nolan watched her, watched himself, and felt the first terrifying cracks appear in his resistance.
He pulled his hand free abruptly, breathing hard. The fingers glistened. Without thinking, he brought them to his nose. The scent was musky and sweet, undeniably feminine. His pussy clenched at the sight, another rush of wetness flooding the empty space between his legs.
"I have to stop," he told the mirror, voice shaking. "This isn't me. I'm Nolan Reed. I design games. I don't... I don't have breasts and a pussy and... fuck, why does this feel so right?"
The mirror offered no answers. It simply reflected the gorgeous, curvaceous woman standing before it, nipples tight, thighs pressed together, face flushed with equal parts panic and undeniable arousal.
Nolan stepped closer until his breasts nearly touched the glass. He placed both palms flat against the mirror's surface. The glass felt strangely warm, almost alive. That same tingling from earlier returned, softer now, like a lover's breath against his skin.
Somewhere in the back of his mind, a new thought formed. Maybe this is what you've been missing. Maybe the game was never enough.
He shook his head, auburn hair swaying around his bare shoulders. The panic was still there, sharp and real, but it was no longer alone. Fascination had taken root. And as Nolan, now trapped in Selena Hart's exquisite body, stared at his new reflection, he could not deny the slow, treacherous thrill that came with it.
He had bought the mirror looking for inspiration.
It had given him an entirely new self instead.
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