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The rain lashed the asphalt of Mexico City, turning the lights of the Federal District into blurred neon smears. Sheltered beneath the awning of a taquería, I watched the world move on, oblivious to the storm raging inside me.

It was the third night in a row that the same dream assaulted me: a labyrinth of shattered mirrors and a voice whispering my name with a terrifying familiarity.

The man at the taquería handed me my order with a weary smile.

“For the cold, miss.”

I thanked him with a nod, but the warmth of the paper bag didn’t reach my numb hands. Something else was freezing me from the inside—a presence that had become constant, a whisper in the silence of my mind. I paid and stepped out into the street, determined to walk until the cold or exhaustion finally claimed me.

That was when I saw him.

Standing on the corner, beneath the flickering light of a streetlamp, unmoved by the rain that should have soaked him to the bone.

He wore no umbrella and no coat—only a dark suit that clung to his slender frame. His black hair, longer than what was considered conventional, stuck to the back of his neck.

He wasn’t looking at me, but I felt his attention like an ice needle driven into my skin.

I quickened my pace, my heels splashing through the puddles.

The sound was swallowed by the roar of the city—a car horn, a shout, the distant music of a bar.

Nothing could drown out the other sound: his footsteps, perfectly synchronized with mine, always at the same distance. He didn’t run. He didn’t hurry. He was simply there.

I reached my building, an old house in the Roma neighborhood, with an elevator that smelled of dampness and metal. I slid the key in with trembling fingers; the lock turned with a dry click. I leaned against the door, listening.

Nothing.

Outside, only rain and traffic. Inside, the heavy silence of my floor.

I took the stairs, refusing to trap myself inside that metal box with him. My apartment on the third floor welcomed me with the smell of burnt incense and loneliness.

I dropped my bag on the table, kicked off my wet shoes, and walked to the window. From there I could see the street—the corner where he was. Or where he had been.

The sidewalk was empty.

A mixture of relief and disappointment ran through me. Had I imagined it? Was the lack of sleep finally driving me crazy? I stepped away from the window and turned on a lamp.

The dim light drew long shadows across the walls. In the reflection of the hallway mirror, I saw a movement.

“Who’s there?”

My voice came out as a broken whisper. There was no answer. I moved forward carefully, my heart hammering against my ribs. The hallway was short; it led to the bedroom and the bathroom. The doors were closed. There was no one there.

I turned back to the mirror.

My reflection stared back at me—pale and frightened—but beside me, half-formed among the shadows, there was another figure. Tall, dark, with the same intense eyes I had seen on the street. It wasn’t a reflection.

He was inside the mirror.

“I’ve been looking for you,” his voice said—not from the mirror, but directly inside my mind.

I stumbled back until I hit the wall. The figure sharpened, becoming solid.

It was him. The man from the street.

His hand passed through the glass as if it were water, reaching for me. His fingers were cold, but his touch burned.

“Don’t be afraid, Elena. I will never hurt you.”

“H-how... how do you know my name?”

“I know many things about you. I know about your nightmares, about that emptiness you feel. I can fill it.”

His hand rested against my cheek. My skin prickled, and a damp heat spread through my body—an involuntary response to that dangerous closeness. His eyes locked onto mine, and in their depths I saw a universe of pain and a longing so vast it left me breathless.

“Who are you?” I managed to ask.

“Someone who has been waiting for you for a very long time. Someone who needs you.”

He leaned in, his lips almost brushing mine. The air between us charged with electricity, with dark promises and a desire that terrified me and drew me in at the same time.

“Let me in, Elena. Choose.”

I didn’t know whether I thought it or said it out loud, but the decision was already made. I nodded—a tiny movement that meant everything.

He smiled, and this time the smile reached his eyes, transforming them into something beautiful and terrible.

The door to my apartment burst open in a rush of cold air and shadows. He was beside me—no longer a reflection, but a solid, real presence.

The hunt was over.

The pact was beginning.
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The apartment transformed with his presence. The air thickened, heavy with the ozone scent of the storm and with something older—damp earth and unknown spices.

He moved through my space as if he had always belonged to it, his fingers brushing the spines of my books, the wood of my desk, the fabric of the sofa. Every object seemed to sigh beneath his touch.

“Not a bad lair,” he said, his voice a murmur that vibrated through my walls. “Small. Safe. A gilded cage.”

“I’m not a prisoner here.”

“Aren’t you?” He stopped in front of the window, gazing at the city lights like a god upon his mountain. “You hide from a world you don’t understand, surrounded by things that offer you only temporary comfort. That is a cage, Elena. Even if you forged the bars yourself.”

I stepped closer, courage born from fear.

“What do you want from me? Why were you in my dreams?”

He turned slowly. The streetlight traced his outline, sharpening the line of his jaw—and the scar I hadn’t noticed before, a thin white line cutting across his right eyebrow.

“Dreams were the only place where I could find you without frightening you. Your mind is a fortress, but your subconscious... your subconscious longs for what I offer you.”

“And what exactly do you offer?” I asked. “Besides breaking into my home and my head.”

A playful, almost cruel smile curved his lips.

“I offer truth. I offer power. I show you the world as it truly is, with all its creatures crawling in the dark and all the gods who have died.

“I offer you the chance to stop being just another piece on the board and become the hand that moves the pieces.”

“That sounds like the kind of deal that ends with my soul in an envelope.”

“The soul is such a human concept, so limited,” he said, stepping closer to me. “I don’t want your soul. I want your company. Your anchor. Your strength.”

His hand lifted. His palm stopped a centimeter from my chest, over my heart.

He didn’t touch me, but I felt the heat—an energy pulsing in time with my own blood. The desire returned, stronger this time, a fire melting the ice of my terror.

“Why me?” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

“Because you are like me. An echo. An anomaly. You have always felt different, haven’t you? As if you were watching the world from behind a pane of glass.

“That isn’t loneliness, Elena. It’s distance. It’s the mark of those who do not fully belong to this reality.”

He was right. I had always felt that way, a perpetual observer.

Everyone else lived a life I could only watch, like a film in which I had never been given a role. He was describing my own existence with a precision that made me shiver.

“What’s your name?” I asked, realizing that I didn’t know it.

I didn’t know it, and yet I felt as though I had always known him.

“My name is power, Elena. To give it to you is to place a part of myself in your hands. Are you ready to receive it?”

I didn’t answer. I simply looked at him, letting my eyes speak for me.

He nodded, as if he had heard a complete reply.

“My name is Dantalion.”

The name echoed through the room, through my mind, through my very soul. Dantalion. It sounded like forged iron, broken promises, forbidden wisdom.

The shadows in the apartment seemed to stretch, to writhe like serpents. The lamp flickered once, twice—and went out.

We were left in darkness, but I could see him perfectly. His form glowed with a faint, grayish light. His eyes now burned with a reddish fire.

“Now that you know my name, we are bound,” he said, and his voice was no longer just a sound but a physical sensation, a caress against my skin. “You have crossed the threshold, Elena, and there is no way back.”

He took my hand. His skin was cold, but the energy that surged from him into me was a blazing torrent.

Images flooded my mind—battles on desolate fields, cities made of glass and bone, beings of impossible shapes dancing beneath blood-colored moons. I saw the pain, the loneliness, the immense power that consumed him.

And I understood. He was not the monster of my nightmares.

He was my only escape.

“Don’t be afraid,” he whispered, bringing his face close to mine. “I’ll be with you. Always.”

And then he kissed me. It was not a kiss of human passion, but something deeper, older.

A kiss that sealed a pact, that bound our essences together. A kiss that tasted of chaos—and of home.

And as his lips moved over mine, I knew that my life, as I had known it, was over forever.
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