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Chapter 1: The House of Broken Glass
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The house breathed with the rhythm of something dying.

Clara Blackwood pressed her palm against the frost-covered window of the taxi, watching Ravenscroft Manor emerge from the October mist like a wound in the landscape. Three stories of blackened stone and twisted iron, crowned with gargoyles whose mouths hung open in eternal screams.

"You sure this is the right address, love?" The taxi driver's voice carried a tremor that matched the engine's idle.

Clara checked the letter again, though she'd memorized every word. 17 Grimmoor Lane. The property passes to you upon my death. Come alone. Trust no one. Break nothing. —Your Great-Aunt Cordelia

"This is it," Clara said, though her voice caught on the words.

The driver wouldn't even help with her bags. The moment Clara's feet touched the gravel drive, he was gone, taillights disappearing into the fog like dying stars.

The house loomed before her, and Clara could swear she saw movement in the upper windows—shadows that shifted when she wasn't looking directly at them. The front door was massive oak, carved with symbols that hurt to look at too closely. Spirals within spirals, eyes that seemed to follow her movement, and beneath it all, the suggestion of screaming faces.

The key was exactly where Cordelia had said it would be—under the thirteenth stone from the left. It felt warm in Clara's hand, almost alive.

The door opened before she could turn the key.

"You're early," said a voice from the darkness beyond the threshold.

Clara stumbled backward, her heart hammering against her ribs. A figure stepped into the pale moonlight—a woman who looked exactly like Clara, but wrong. Too pale, too perfect, with eyes that reflected light like a cat's.

"Who are you?" Clara whispered.

The woman smiled, revealing teeth too white and too sharp. "I'm you, darling. The you that could have been. The you that should have been." She stepped aside with fluid grace. "Welcome home, sister."

Clara wanted to run. Every instinct screamed at her to flee back down the gravel drive and never look back. But she had nowhere else to go. The foster system had finally aged her out, and Cordelia's inheritance was her only hope of avoiding the streets.

She crossed the threshold.

The house swallowed her whole.

​
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: The Gallery of Lost Souls

[image: ]


The interior of Ravenscroft Manor was a cathedral to obsession and madness. The walls were lined with mirrors—hundreds of them, in frames of tarnished silver, blackened gold, and something that looked disturbingly like bone. Each surface reflected Clara from impossible angles, showing her faces she'd never worn, expressions she'd never made.

"Great-Aunt Cordelia was a collector," the other Clara said, gliding through the maze of reflective surfaces. "She understood that mirrors don't just show us who we are—they show us who we could become."

"You didn't answer my question," Clara said, her voice echoing strangely in the mirrored space. "Who are you really?"

The other Clara paused before a mirror framed in what definitely looked like human femur bones. In its surface, Clara could see herself, but the reflection was... enhanced. Her tangled brown hair fell in perfect waves, her thrift-store clothes looked designer, and her perpetually anxious expression was replaced by confident serenity.

"I'm your reflection," the other Clara said simply. "Though I prefer to think of myself as your potential made manifest."

Clara approached the bone-framed mirror cautiously. Her reflection moved with her, but a split second too late, like a badly dubbed movie.

"Reflections don't walk around and open doors," Clara said.

"They do here." The other Clara's smile widened. "Cordelia spent seventy years feeding the mirrors with her dreams, her hopes, her desperate wishes to be someone else. Eventually, they became... receptive to such desires."

Clara touched the mirror's surface. It rippled like black water.

"I know what you want," her reflection said, though its lips moved a moment before the sound reached Clara's ears. "I can feel your longing like a physical ache. You want to be beautiful. You want to be confident. You want people to look at you and see someone worth loving instead of another broken foster kid with nothing to offer the world."

"That's not—"

"Isn't it?" The reflection tilted its head. "You've spent sixteen years being invisible, Clara. Sixteen years being passed over, forgotten, discarded. But I'm everything you could be if you just had the courage to take it."

Clara stared at her perfect reflection, feeling something dark and hungry uncurl in her chest. Want. Pure, desperate want.

"What would I have to do?" she whispered.

The reflection's smile was radiant and terrible. "Nothing you won't enjoy. But first, you should meet the others."

"Others?"

The other Clara gestured to the mirrors lining the walls. As Clara watched, faces began to appear in the glass—dozens of them, all variations of women she'd never met. Some looked like her, others were completely different, but they all shared the same expression: desperate hunger barely contained by perfect facades.

"The Blackwood women have been feeding the mirrors for generations," the other Clara explained. "Each one thought she could control the reflections, use them to become someone better. But the mirrors are hungry things, Clara. They don't just take your dreams—they take everything."

Clara felt cold suddenly, despite the house's oppressive warmth. "What happened to them?"

"They got what they wanted," the other Clara said. "They became perfect. Forever."

One of the faces in the mirrors—a woman with Clara's eyes but centuries older—pressed her palms against the glass from the inside. Her mouth opened in a soundless scream.

"They're trapped," Clara breathed.

"They're preserved," the other Clara corrected. "Kept at the moment of their greatest beauty, their highest potential. No aging, no decay, no disappointing anyone ever again."

Clara backed away from the mirrors, but everywhere she looked, she saw reflected versions of herself—some subtle variations, others dramatically different. All of them watched her with expressions of terrible longing.

"I should leave," Clara said.

"You could," the other Clara agreed. "But where would you go? Back to the streets? Back to shelters and soup kitchens and being nobody special forever?"

Clara closed her eyes, but she could still feel all those reflections watching her. Waiting.

"I need to think," she said.

"Of course. Your room is upstairs—third door on the left. I've prepared something special for you."
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Chapter 3: The Art of Becoming
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Clara's bedroom was a shrine to perfection. The walls were covered with photographs of models, actresses, and artists—all successful, all beautiful, all everything Clara had never been. But as she looked closer, she realized the faces were wrong. They were all variations of her own face, photoshopped and idealized beyond recognition.

And dominating the far wall was the largest mirror she'd ever seen, framed in silver so dark it was almost black. Its surface was perfectly smooth, reflecting nothing.

Clara approached it carefully. "Hello?"

Her reflection didn't appear. Instead, words began to form on the surface as if written by an invisible hand: Hello, beautiful.

Clara's breath caught. No one had ever called her beautiful. Not in any way that mattered.

You're surprised, the words continued. But you shouldn't be. I can see what you really are, beneath all that doubt and self-loathing. You're magnificent, Clara. You just need to let me show you how.

"Show me what?"

How to become everything you're meant to be.

The mirror's surface began to shimmer, and slowly, Clara's reflection appeared. But this wasn't the other Clara from downstairs—this was something else entirely. This reflection moved with predatory grace, smiled with sharp teeth, and when it spoke, its voice came from everywhere at once.

The other me is just a pale imitation, the reflection said. I'm the real thing. I'm what you could become if you stopped being afraid of your own power.

"What power?" Clara whispered.

The power to take what you want. The power to make people love you, fear you, worship you. All you have to do is let me out.

Clara touched the mirror's surface. It was warm, almost feverish, and she could swear she felt a pulse beneath the glass.

I can give you everything, the reflection continued. Beauty that makes grown men weep. Charisma that brings people to their knees. Power over life and death itself.

"What's the catch?"

The reflection laughed, a sound like breaking crystal. So suspicious. So untrusting. That's what I love about you, Clara. You've been hurt so many times that you expect betrayal even from your own reflection.

But there is no catch. Not really. All you have to do is trade places with me. You come into the mirror world, where you'll be perfect forever, and I go out into yours, where I can finally taste real sensation, real experience.

"And the others? The women in the mirrors downstairs?"

They're happy. They got what they wanted—eternal beauty, eternal youth. They just... misunderstood the terms of the agreement.

Clara stared into the mirror, feeling something she'd never experienced before: genuine temptation. Not just wanting something she couldn't have, but being offered it on a silver platter.

"I need time to think," she said.

Of course, the reflection purred. But don't take too long. The mirror's hunger grows stronger each day, and if you don't choose soon... well, the choice might be made for you.

The reflection faded, leaving Clara alone
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