
      My Little Portal


      

      
      
         	I am gracefully tiptoeing though the long, empty hall.  The floor is laid with ageless, dark marble.  Quietly moving past the ancient mosaics of untold past, which I can’t even dare to stop to spare as much as a single glance.



	My face is covered with a stiff, sever stage mask of a ballerina long dead and gone.  My lips painted a bright red and my face beaming with acted joy and delight.  Eyes shadowed with silver and metallic.



	I am still wearing the body suit in a light pink with bright and bold embroideries and glistering black sequins to decorate my body and highlight the curves and forms.



	My gloves are highly effeminate, highlighting the perfectly cared arms, hands, fingers and semi square inch long nails.  Strict, ballerina slippers encapturing my legs, leaving nothing but the impression of nude feminine legs in the traditional style and reinforcing the graceful tiptoeing that is defining my very being.



	My glistering, jet black hair in a thick, tight braid all the way down my spine.  leaving only enough  hair left, for the three diminutive braids over my ears and bangs friskily hiding my forehead.



---   ---   ---




	In a severe, strictly forced march, I continue down the hall, never stop, never slowing down.  Time is short, I have but the few moments to myself, in the cramped dressing room in which I am given moments to catch the one elusive breath I never seem to really get.



	It isn’t in the way life is short, just that there never really is a life at all.  I had been born into the role, the one I am playing on the stage for spectators all night, every night.  It is the play for which I had been bred and broken into.



	I can not haste, but is forced into this measured gait of my role.  This is all I am, all I could ever be.  So they told me, so they are telling me, so they will be telling me.  Again and again.  It is all I had been told, all I am told, all I will be told.



	Step by step, I move along the hall.  Passing door by door and side passage by side passage.  The doors are all the same, heavy wooden doors, behind which yet another girl just like me is hidden away from her life and who she is.



	Each side passage, leading to places unknown and unknowable.  I have no permission to go down any of them, and no time to go there anyway.



	Of course, at the end of the hall, there is the one open door.  I enter the room, designed for me to enter.  I see the door and take the final steps, before I place my hand on the handle and pull it open.



	There is a desk to the right, with what is to pass for a comfortable chair.  I have no mirror, it was deemed I have no need for it as I am merely playing my part.  I had been given the luxury of a bed, mainly due to my need for sleep.  This is my room and my home.  As much as anything is actually mine, the few items in the room is it.

	The desktop is a two foot by five foot one inch thick slide of reinforced and specially hardened glass.  The chair had been crafted out of stainless steel, measures to fit the body I had been given.  Yet, I have a cushion to sit on and one hanging on my back rest.  That is what I had been afforded.



	The bed is standing to the left.  Strangely enough, it is four feet by eight feet.  I have a matching mattress and a quilt to cover my small, delicately designed, effeminate body.  A clear rubber bed sheet is covering the bed as I am not in bed.  The main pillow covers the top of my bed.  I have a pillow to the right and left, aside from the two pillows up against the wall behind the main pillow.  I had been told it is luxury beyond measure.  They still tell me that tale.  I have no means to confirm this, but why do I care?  It would make no difference to me.  It is simply what I have.



---   ---   ---




	There is a slight hint of a noise behind my back as I sit in my chair.  Not that I had all that much to do.  I have no books and I could not read one if my life depended upon it since I never learned how it.  It was never considered worth my time.



	There is a thud and a squeak from something hitting the bedspread on top of my bed.  It is all I know.  Yet, there was never expected to be anything falling on top of my bed.  I own nothing that could fall on my bed as I sit in my chair.



	Reading!  Who has the time for reading and books?  I am on the wrong side of the play, and I am to be seen on the stage.  The main stage, that is.



	As I look up, I had been expecting it to be the door going up.  This time I had been wrong.  While I guess that is the expected, but this is not what is on my plate.



	Once I had managed to turn around, I see the residue of a dark sanguine glow in a circle behind the bed, and about a foot up.  It is as if there had been a two foot, round mirror on the wall.



	I stare at the residue of the glow for the better part of a minute.  Only once the glow is too weak for my eyes to pick it up, does it lose its grip on me and I drop my gaze.  Slipping out of my seat and slowly setting foot on the floor.  Soon turning around and once more facing the spot on the wall, or rather where I had imagined it had been.



	“Oh!” I gasp in disappointment.



	Of course, nothing is there as the glow had dissipated.  It had not merely turned darker or changed hue.  The wall is back to the original impression of my wall.



---   ---   ---




	Once my gaze had dropped from the wall, my eyes fall upon an item now resting on the clear rubber covering my bed.  It is an item I had never seen in my life, an item with no place on my bed and no reason to be in the room in the first place.  How did it even end up on my bed in the first place?



	Just standing there on the floor on the tips of my toes, staring.  Taking a step forwards, then another and another.  Tiptoeing over from the desk to the bed.



	Looking down at the bed, and the item fallen from grace.  What it is, I have no idea.  It had no place in my world.  I may be a living girl, but my world is purely a fictional universe.  I have no life, just a role in a play written for me before I had even been born.



	As I pick up the strange looking object, I notice what appears to be ab omega glyph on the right side.  My right hand just so happen to fit, as I hold on to the heavy metal object I had just found on my bed.



	While not knowing it, the form is that of a gun and has the same secure position in my hand.  There is an aim on the forwards pointing cylinder.  Had it been a gun, it should have had a magazine to contain the ammunition to fire.  I found no such thing.  Neither the trigger nor the magazine.  Of course, I did not know how to recognize these items or the details telling me of it.



	Facing the wall as I hold the item, my index finger momentarily touch the blue omega glyph.  A light is emitted, before the glow appears on the wall before me.  This is the same glow as I had seen before.  Instead of the dark red, it is now a bright blue.  To be exact, this is electric blue, as opposed to the former dark sanguine I had just observed.



	There had been no bang, and no shot had gone off.  What happened, is that a portal had just been opened.  I have no idea, to where it leads, only where it is coming from.



---   ---   ---




	Transfixed, I stare at the blue glow before me.  Seeing nothing more than a blue glow that had no place on my wall.



	All of a sudden, I see a girl before me, the girl is me.  She is utterly nude, wearing exactly nothing.  Not as much as a single thread of cloth is adorning her body and not as much as a stain of ink is decorating the skin on her body.  She has no tattoo, and no makeup.  No lipstick of lip gloss, no mascara or blush.  her skin is clean and unblemished, untouched and pure.



	I notice the girl staring back at me, with the same exact expression I would have expressed, had my face not been covered and painted over.



	She is raising her right hand and extending her index finger as she is pointing at me with horror painted onto her face.  Naturally it is how she had to react, on what is before her.  How could she not be scared of what is standing before her?  Me.



	I can see her copper red hair on her head.  She is wearing it in a more regular style befitting a girl who is living her life, with no design imposed upon her.



	“You!  You are me?” she is whispering, accusatory.



	She is frowning at what she is seeing.  Not me as per see, while I am what is standing before her.



	I could see fear and disgust in her eyes.  She certainly is not approving of what she is seeing before her.



	“You?  Am I you?” I finally respond, on her clear accusation.



	I had noticed her voice trembling, it isn’t as if I could say anything as I knew my voice was trembling just as badly as hers.



	Looking closer, I see a little girl before me.  She could be no older than fifteen years of age.  How could she react any differently on what she is having before her, as she is looking at me.  She is the girl I should have been, had I not been subjected to the twisted design that is all I know.  all I had ever known, all I can know, all I will ever know.



	She is clearly standing on her feet, her heels resting firmly on the floor.  I am still standing on the tips of my toes, just as I had for most if not my entire life.



	Her hands had been resting comfortably along the sides of her body, not covered in stiff gloves restraining or shaping her by any means.  her nails cut shot and maintained without nail polish or any other artificial means.



	I can see the pert little breasts on her chest as she breathed in and out.  She has small nipples, grown naturally with no outside intervention.  I am envying her for it as much as she I disgusted by what she sees in me.  I could not blame her for how she is reacting.



	She has a small belly, rounded hips and a narrow wait.  Just the way a girl should be.  why couldn’t I have been her?  it would all have been so easy, so natural.



---   ---   ---




	“When you stare into the Abyss, the Abyss is staring back into you!” I think, feeling the sensation of angry little ants crawling all over my skin, as if it had been exposed.



	I turn around, not quite capable of taking the assault on my senses from what I had been subjected to.  If it is what I see before me, or what I had been turned into.  There is no real difference, I can’t take it.



	Yet, I found myself turning back to the girl who could have been me.  Just to see what she is looking like and hearing what her voice is sounding like.



	“Do I!  Do I dare touch her?” I think.



	“Dare I touch you?” I then whisper, as I realized she could not hear my thoughts.



	“You don’t, but what do you have to lose?  You don’t have a life, and you don’t even own your own body!” she promptly tells me.



	“Her observation is correct!” I think, slowly, tentatively extending my hand in the vain hopes to feel the innocence of her unblemished skin.



	I just stare at her, and my hand slowly moving towards her.
      

      
   