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My name is Marine, and my life has been kinda aimless. 24 years old and a college dropout who’s been bouncing from odd job to odd job, trying to figure out what to do with my life. I never thought I’d end up here, sprawled on the cold, gritty stone floor of a creepy cellar, my heart hammering so hard it feels like it might burst out of my chest. The air down here is thick, damp, and musty, like the walls are sweating secrets they’ve held for decades. I can still hear Mrs Bremington’s voice in my head, sharp and warning, telling me to stay away from this place. I should’ve listened, but curiosity has always been my weakness, and now I’m paying for it.

It all started a week ago when I saw their ad on a community board at the local coffee shop: “House-sitter needed for two weeks. Quiet mansion, easy duties, generous pay.” 

It sounded like a dream gig for someone like me, scraping by on barista tips and the occasional dog-walking job. I called the number, and Mr and Mrs Bremington invited me over the next day. 

They were exactly what you’d expect from a harmless old couple, graying hair, warm smiles, and eyes that crinkled at the corners like they’d spent a lifetime laughing together. Their mansion was something else: a sprawling, three-story beast of a house with ivy crawling up the stone walls, stained-glass windows, and more rooms than I could count. They gave me the grand tour, pointing out the library with its towering bookshelves, the greenhouse bursting with exotic plants, and the kitchen with a fridge stocked for a small army.

“We’ll be gone for two weeks, dear,” Mrs Bremington had said, pressing a heavy ring of keys into my hand. Her voice was soft, almost musical, but when she got to the part about the cellar, it changed. 

“Just keep the place tidy, water the plants, and don’t go into the cellar.” Her eyes narrowed, her lips pressing into a thin line, and Mr Bremington, who’d been chuckling about their finicky rose bushes, went quiet, his gaze flickering to the floor. I nodded, promising I’d follow their rules, but that warning stuck with me like a splinter. Why the cellar? What was so special about it? 

Anyway, I smiled and waved as they climbed into their car, its engine rumbling as they drove off, leaving me alone in this massive, echoing house.

The first day was fine, even fun. I explored the mansion, running my fingers over the polished banisters, flipping through dusty books in the library, and trying to figure out how to work their ancient TV. They didn’t even have Netflix. 

The second day dragged, though. The silence was oppressive, broken only by the creak of floorboards or the distant tick of a grandfather clock. I dusted shelves, watered the plants, and cooked myself a frozen pizza, but by the third day, I was climbing the walls. The mansion was too big, too empty, and I was bored out of my mind. I tried calling my friend Jess to vent, but the cell signal was spotty, and the Wi-Fi kept cutting out. I felt like I was trapped in a gothic novel, and Mrs Bremington’s warning about the cellar kept gnawing at me.

What could be so bad about a basement? Storage, maybe? Old furniture? A wine collection? But if it was just junk, why the stern warning? My imagination ran wild. Hidden treasure? A creepy shrine, maybe even a skeleton or two. I laughed it off, but the thought wouldn’t leave me alone. I finished dinner which to be fair was quite good, stocked from the Haverford’s kitchen. But I couldn’t take it anymore. I had to know. I grabbed a flashlight from the kitchen and headed for the basement door.

I expected a lock, maybe a padlock or a deadbolt, but the knob turned easily under my hand, almost like it wanted me to come in. The door groaned open, revealing a dark, narrow staircase that seemed to plunge into nothingness. The air that wafted up was cool and heavy, carrying that musty smell of forgotten places. I hesitated, my hand tightening around the flashlight. I could’ve turned back, gone upstairs, and watched another episode of some dumb reality show. But my feet moved anyway, drawn by that itch of curiosity I could never scratch enough.

My sneakers echoed on the stone steps as I descended, the beam of my flashlight cutting through the darkness. The air grew colder, clinging to my skin, and I shivered in my thin t-shirt and jeans. At the bottom, the cellar opened up into a cavernous room, its stone walls rough and uneven, the floor a mix of packed dirt and scattered stones. I’d expected clutter like boxes or old furniture, but there was nothing. Just empty space, vast and silent, except for one thing: a massive mirror standing dead center. Creepy.

It was taller than me, maybe seven feet, with an ornate silver frame carved with swirling patterns that looked ancient, like something you’d see in a museum. The glass was cloudy, almost smoky, rippling faintly in the dim light of my flashlight. 

I should have left it there. I should have. But instead, I stepped closer, my reflection coming into view, but it wasn’t quite right. My short red hair was there, messy as always, framing my freckled face. My green eyes stared back, my long legs looked the same in my faded jeans, and my breasts pushed against my t-shirt, but the figure in the mirror felt... off. The eyes were too intense, too alive, like they were watching me instead of reflecting me. My skin prickled, and I swallowed hard, my breath fogging the glass as I leaned in closer.

That’s when it happened. The mirror shimmered, like water disturbed by a stone, and my reflection moved! Just... not with me, but on its own. I stumbled back, my heart lurching, but before I could run, she stepped out. She was me, down to the last detail, crazy, the same red hair, same freckles, same slim build... Bu-but there was something wrong, something predatory in the way she moved. Her eyes locked on mine, and a slow, hungry smile spread across her face. My flashlight slipped from my hand, clattering to the floor, and the darkness closed in around us.

“Who... what are you?” I stammered, my voice trembling as I backed away, my shoulders hitting the cold stone wall. 

She didn’t answer, just kept walking toward me, her steps slow and deliberate. Her eyes roamed over me, like she was sizing me up, and I felt a shiver that wasn’t just from the cold. 

“Stay back!” I shouted, but my voice sounded small, swallowed by the vastness of the cellar. She didn’t stop. In a flash, she was on me, her hands strong and unyielding as they grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head. I squirmed, kicking out, but she was stronger, her grip like iron. My heart raced, panic mixing with a strange, unwelcome heat as her body pressed against mine.

I tried to run, but she was faster, her hands grabbing my wrists and pinning them above my head. I kicked out, my sneakers scraping against the dirt, but she was stronger, her grip unyielding. Her body pressed against mine, warm and solid, and I felt a bulge against my thigh, sending a jolt through me. 

“Let me go!” I shouted, but the cellar swallowed my voice, and she just smiled, her lips brushing my ear.

“Don’t fight it,” she whispered, her voice a perfect echo of mine but darker, huskier. Her lips brushed my ear, and I gasped, my body betraying me with a shiver. She even smelled like me, if you know what I mean, but there was something else, something primal and musky that made my head spin. Her free hand slid down my side, fingers grazing the curve of my waist, and I tried to twist away, but there was nowhere to go.

She tugged at my t-shirt, pulling it up to expose my stomach, the cold air making me gasp. Her touch was warm, almost burning, as she traced slow circles around my navel, teasingly light. I squirmed harder, my legs trembling, but her knee nudged between my thighs, holding me in place. 

“Stop,” I said, but my voice was weak, and she ignored me. 

“Shh,” the... mirror thing... murmured, her lips grazing my ear. “You’ll like this.”

Her fingers moved to the button of my jeans. With a flick, she popped it open, and I sucked in a breath, my mind screaming to fight, but my body frozen, caught in a storm of fear and unwanted desire.

She tugged my jeans down, slow and deliberate, letting them pool around my ankles. My panties were next, and I felt a flush of embarrassment as she exposed me, the cool air hitting my bare skin. Her eyes gleamed as she looked me over, her gaze lingering on my breasts, still covered by my bra, and then lower, where I was completely vulnerable.

“You’re beautiful,” she said, and it sounded like a command, not a compliment. Her hand slid up my thigh, teasingly slow, and I bit my lip to keep from whimpering. 

What was I doing? My mind was a mess, but my body was reacting, getting horny from the graze with that warmth in my belly as her fingers brushed higher, grazing the sensitive skin just below my core. I flinched against her grip, but it only made her smile wider.

Then she released my wrists, but before I could push her away, she grabbed my bra and yanked it down, tearing the straps. My breasts spilled free, and I gasped, covering myself instinctively. She batted my hands away, her touch rough but deliberate, and cupped my breasts, her thumbs circling around my nipples until they hardened under her fingers. I hated how it began to feel good, how she was turning me on and how my body arched into her touch.

“Stop,” I pleaded again, but it sounded weak, and she ignored me. Her mouth found my neck, kissing and nipping, her teeth grazing my pulse point. I
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