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​Story 1: The Last Call List
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(Emotional • Grief • Twist Ending)

1

Marie hadn't touched the answering machine in over a year.

After Thomas died, she unplugged it, shoved it into the kitchen drawer with the expired coupons and orphaned batteries. It wasn't that she hated the sound of his voice—it was that she loved it too much. Too much to bear hearing it echo into an empty room. Too much to be reminded that no new messages would ever come again.

But grief has strange tides, and on a dull Tuesday morning, with the sun slicing through the blinds and silence sitting too loud in her ears, she plugged it back in.

The screen blinked:
1 NEW MESSAGE.
Her breath caught.

That wasn’t possible.

She pressed the button, already bracing herself for a telemarketer or a wrong number from months ago.

Instead, the static gave way to a voice that made her heart lurch.

"Hey, Marie... it's me."

Thomas.

Her knees nearly buckled.

"If you're hearing this... then I guess I’m gone. I asked Jamie to set these up for you—scheduled voicemails. One for each week. Thought it might help. Thought I might help, somehow, even from the other side."

Her fingers trembled as she gripped the counter.

"I don’t want to say goodbye just yet. So let’s not. Not today."

Click.

Marie stood in stunned silence, tears filling her eyes. A message. From him. After all this time.

2

The second message came the next Tuesday.

"Hey love. Remember our first apartment? God, that place was a dump. But I swear, we were happier there than anywhere else. That first winter—no heat, frozen pipes—I don’t think we stopped laughing for a month. You said we were rich in blankets and cheap wine."

He chuckled, soft and warm.

"It wasn’t perfect, but it was ours. All ours."

Marie clutched the machine like it was a lifeline. The rest of the day passed in a blur. She didn’t leave the house. She didn’t need to. Thomas had returned, in a way.

3

The messages became ritual.

Every Tuesday morning, she would pour herself a cup of tea and sit by the counter. Sometimes she listened once. Other days she replayed them for hours, letting his words wrap around her like a quilt stitched with memory.

He told stories. Jokes. He reminisced about the time she tripped onstage during their high school play and kept acting from the floor. The way she used to steal the covers and pretend it was an accident. How he once got so sunburnt on their honeymoon that he couldn't wear a shirt for three days.

They weren’t grand messages. But they were him. And they were theirs.

Marie started sleeping again.

4

The eleventh message was different.

His voice was slower. More deliberate.

"Marie... there’s something I have to tell you. And I’ve gone back and forth a hundred times about this. Maybe I should’ve just kept it to myself. Maybe I should’ve let the good memories be the last thing you hear from me."

She sat up straight.

"But that wouldn’t be fair to you. Not after everything. Not after what you gave me."

Her tea went cold in her hands.

"Before I met you... there was someone else. Her name was Elise. We were... serious. Almost married. But it ended. Messily. She never told me until much later, but she had a daughter. Said she was mine. I didn’t believe her."

Marie stopped breathing.

"I didn’t want to believe her. I was scared. It was easier to run. And I did. But... she reached out again. Last year. Her name’s Emma. She’s twenty-six now. She wants to meet me."

Click.

The message ended.

Marie stared at the machine, numb.

5

She didn’t sleep that night. Or the night after.

She kept replaying his words, searching for something—remorse, fear, regret. She found all of them. And none of them. Grief twisted into anger. Into confusion. Into betrayal.

How could he keep this from me?

She deleted the message. Then panicked and tried to recover it, only to realize there was no undo.

On the next Tuesday, her hands hovered over the machine. For the first time, she considered not pressing play.

But she did.

"I’m sorry. I don’t expect you to understand. I don’t even expect you to forgive me. But I had to tell you. Because secrets rot. And you deserved better than lies by omission."

Pause.

"I met Emma. Once. She looks like me. But she laughs like you."

Click.

Marie wept.

6

Weeks passed.

The voicemails softened again—no more confessions, no more shocks. Just Thomas, recounting memories, leaving breadcrumbs of love. Marie listened. But she no longer smiled. Not in the same way.

Until the final message.

It came exactly one year after the first.

"This will be my last message."

Marie froze.

"I don’t want to say goodbye. I never did. But if I’m going to ask you to keep living... I can’t be the reason you stand still."

Her throat tightened.

"You’re allowed to be angry. You’re allowed to feel cheated. But I hope... I hope someday you’ll look for her. For Emma. Not for me. But for yourself. Because she’s part of the story now. And so are you."

A long pause.

"I love you, Marie. Always will. But you have more life ahead. Go live it."

Click.

7

Marie waited days before doing anything. But eventually, she picked up the phone.

The number was scrawled in Thomas’s handwriting, on a scrap of paper at the back of his desk drawer. She didn’t know what she’d say.

But when a soft, cautious voice answered—"Hello?"—Marie swallowed hard and spoke four words:

"My name is Marie."



End of Story 1
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​Story 2: Refraction
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1

The mirror in the attic did not show Lucy as she was.

It was warped—not cracked, but strange. Light pooled in it like syrup. When she first pulled the dusty cloth away, she expected to see the usual: freckled cheeks, awkward shoulders, the kind of face no one complimented except out of pity.

Instead, she saw a girl with perfect posture, clear skin, and confidence brimming behind stormy green eyes. It wasn’t her. But it was her.

She stepped back.

The mirror shifted back to reality. Her reflection returned, familiar and hunched. Brown eyes downcast. Shoulders rounded inwards like brackets enclosing a secret.

Lucy was fifteen, and she had no friends.

She and her mother had moved to a crumbling Victorian house on the edge of their new town three weeks ago. “Fresh start,” her mother had said, trying too hard to sound enthusiastic. Lucy knew what it really meant: another town where no one knew about the divorce, about the shouting, about how they’d once had to leave in the middle of the night.

The house was old, lonely, and smelled like mildew and varnish. But the attic—though filled with boxes and cobwebs—held the mirror.

She became obsessed.

2

Every day after school, Lucy visited the attic. She would close the door, sit cross-legged on the wooden floor, and stare at the mirror. At first, it only reflected the confident version of her. She called that girl “Other Lucy.”

But soon the mirror began to change. It started showing versions of her classmates. But not the versions they showed at school—the ones beneath.

It showed Katie Brooks crying alone in a bathroom stall. Jake Teller writing poetry no one would ever see. The teacher, Mr. Kim, practicing singing opera in a janitor’s closet.

It revealed people not as they wanted to be seen—but as they were, deep down, or as they could be if they shed the masks they wore.

And then, one afternoon, Lucy made a wish out loud.

“I wish Katie wasn’t so mean.”

The next day, Katie complimented Lucy’s drawing in art class. No snide remarks. No flippant sarcasm. Just a genuine, “You’re really good.”

Lucy nearly dropped her pencil.

She rushed home and whispered to the mirror: “I wish Jake would show his poems.”

The next morning, a stack of folded paper was taped to every locker—Jake’s handwriting, signed anonymously. Everyone loved them. He never said a word, but he walked taller that day.

Lucy’s heart raced.

The mirror wasn’t showing possibilities. It was changing them.

3

She began using it with reverence. With care.

She wished for small things. Peaceful things. For girls who cut themselves to feel joy instead. For bullies to become quiet. For loners to find each other.

The school began to shift.

And so did Lucy.

Other Lucy—the confident reflection—was no longer just in the mirror. She started showing up in real life. Lucy stood straighter. She answered questions in class. One day she laughed loudly enough to echo in the hallway.

Her mother noticed. “You seem... better,” she said.

Lucy smiled. “I think I am.”

But then one night, she tried something different. She looked into the mirror and whispered:

“I wish I could forget everything bad.”

The mirror shimmered, paused, and reflected nothing.

Not darkness. Not light. Nothing.

She leaned in, breath fogging the glass. And slowly, an image appeared.

It was her.

But not Other Lucy.

This version was blank-eyed, too perfect, smiling like a doll. Behind her stood dozens of others—Katie, Jake, her mother—each of them smiling the same way. Vacant. Peaceful.

Erased.

She stumbled back.

The mirror rippled like water.

4

She didn’t return to the attic for days.

She tried to forget what she’d seen. Maybe it was just a dream. Maybe she had imagined the danger. But the town felt... off.

People smiled too easily. Paused too long before answering. The spark behind their eyes dimmed. Lucy noticed Mr. Kim didn’t sing anymore. Katie stopped drawing. Jake stopped writing.

It was as if they had become... muted.

Lucy climbed back into the attic. The mirror was waiting.

“I didn’t mean to,” she whispered. “I just wanted to help.”

The mirror didn’t react.

“I didn’t want to erase anyone.”

Her own reflection began to change.

This time, she saw every version of herself—afraid, angry, cruel, grieving, curious, kind—all crowding behind her like shadows.

And at the center: the real Lucy.

She looked tired. But alive.

The mirror whispered—not in words, but in feeling:

You cannot fix the world by erasing its pain. You must walk through it. Live in it. Grow from it.

Lucy reached forward—and for the first time, the glass was warm.

She whispered, “I’m sorry.”

The mirror faded to normal.

5

She never made another wish.

But she still visited.

And every now and then, the mirror showed her a glimpse—not of someone she wanted to be, but of someone she could become. Someone who survived. Someone who healed. Someone who loved, even when it hurt.

Other Lucy smiled back at her.

And this time, Lucy smiled back.



End of Story 2
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