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Mirrors reflect the truth, not all; some show us what we wish to see, and some deceive us with a familiar face that hides... something unseen by the eye, but felt with the heart. There is a mirror that has stood silently for years, neither moving nor speaking, yet deep within it, it holds untold secrets and faces that have not been forgotten. And at a certain moment, in front of that very mirror, the story begins—not just the story of the mirror, but of what happens when the reflection is distorted. When your image no longer resembles you. When the silence in the glass speaks louder than any words, only then... does what lies behind the mirror begin to reveal itself, and this is where the story begins.
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Chapter One : The Mirror
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Linara didn’t want to spend the holidays at her [aunt's]. The place was remote, old, and completely cut off from everything she is used to

And yet, she could find no suitable excuse to refuse her mother’s repeated insistence, so she gave in and went

At first, the house seemed ordinary... and perhaps a little dull, with high walls, and its old furniture exuded the scent of aged wood; everything in it exuded a calm that seemed to Linara closer to heavy silence than to rest

On the second day of her stay, she woke up early, which was unusual for her. She had nothing to occupy her mind; no internet, no friends, not even any noise, just the sound of birds outside the window and the silence of the house

She went up to the top floor to wander about a little

The corridor was long, the light was dim, and dust lay on the wooden floor

As she walked slowly, she noticed a small door at the end of the corridor. She hadn’t seen it yesterday, or perhaps she hadn’t noticed it... but it was there now, perfectly clear

She hesitated for a moment, then pushed the door open gently

A small, cramped room containing not much: an old iron bed, a closed brown wardrobe, and a tall mirror standing silently in the corner

Everything in the room was covered in dust, except for the mirror... It was suspiciously clean

Linara approached it hesitantly, stood in front of it, and looked at her reflection

Everything looked normal... but there was something unsettling about her features. They were just as they were, but her eyes in the mirror looked different, as if there was something hidden in them, something understandable

She raised her hand slowly and touched the surface of the glass

A sudden chill crept into her fingertips, like the touch of ice, but it wasn’t painful... it startled her

She pulled her hand away immediately and looked again

Her reflection was still there

But in that brief moment, she felt—or could almost have sworn—that the reflection... smiled

And yet, in truth, it wasn’t smiling
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Chapter Two : Echoes from Within
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She was supposed to forget what had happened, to convince herself it was mere imagination, an optical illusion, or a fleeting delusion caused by drowsiness... but something inside Linara wouldn’t settle

From the moment she left the room, she felt that someone was watching her, not from behind, but from within it

It was a strange sensation, as if the reflection’s gaze still lingered in the

corner of her heart, whispering something to her that she could not understand yet

She tried to distract herself : read a little, sat in the garden, had a cup of tea on her own, but the whole time she felt something behind her... not a sound, but a sensation, light as a breath, cold as the touch of water

That night, she couldn’t sleep

The house was quiet, and her aunt had gone to bed early

Linara lay on the bed staring at the ceiling until sleep finally overcame her with difficulty

As soon as she closed her eyes, the dream began
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She saw herself standing in front of the mirror again, but the room was different: dust-free, lit by a light that was not like that of a lamp, but rather as if it were a glow that came from inside the glass itself

There was no movement of eyelashes, as if the reflection were a lifeless image, looking at her without seeing her

Then, suddenly, the image spoke

Her lips did not move, but the sound was clear, coming through the glass—a mixture of soft echoes and the rustling of leaves—and said: “At last... I heard you”

She woke with a start

Her heart was beating wildly, and her face was damp with sweat despite the coolness of the room

She glanced at the clock: half past three in the morning

She tried to breathe calmly, convincing herself it was just a dream... nothing more, but the moment she laid her head on the pillow, she heard a very faint sound coming from the [corridor]

It was like the sound of footsteps... then silence, then a whisper, a whisper like it
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Chapter Three : The Face That Doesn’t Resemble Me
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The next morning, everything seemed the same... or so Linara thought

The house was quiet, the sun shone timidly through the tall windows, and her aunt was preparing breakfast as usual, but Linara felt different

There was a heaviness in her chest, a feeling that the night wasn’t over yet and that she hadn’t fully woken up

She sat silently at the dining table, staring at the cup of tea in front of her, whilst her hand stroked her wrist, which continued to tremble uncontrollably

Her aunt tried to speak to her, but she merely gave brief gestures and a weary smile; she didn’t want to explain anything, for she herself didn’t know what was really going on
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In the afternoon, she went up to her room

She opened the window, breathed in the fresh air, and tried to forget the night’s dream, the sound of footsteps, and the whisper that resembled her

But, despite her efforts, she found herself walking down the very same corridor, as if her feet knew the way all by themselves, without her permission

She returned to the room

It was just as she had left it : dust on the furniture, the bed untidy, but the mirror... was different

She sensed it even before she looked, as if there were a slight tremor in the air, just as happens before a storm.

She stood before it slowly. This time, she didn’t touch the glass; she just looked

The reflection was there, her face... her clothes... but the details weren’t quite right

In her hair was a strand she didn’t have, and in her eyes a sparkle she had never known before, something like mockery or defiance

She wasn’t smiling, but her reflection was

She raised her hand to check... but the reflection didn’t move with her; it froze

It was as if the body inside had decided not to be a shadow anymore

A single moment was enough to unsettle her heart; she took a step back and almost lost her balance, but the reflection didn’t move; it remained standing... staring at her

And at the edge of the mirror, small writing appeared, as if scratched with fingernails : " I see you more clearly than you see yourself "
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Chapter Five : I am no longer alone in the mirror!!
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She didn’t know that I’d been seeing her for a long time... from the very first moment she looked in the mirror, she thought what she saw was her reflection

She was smiling... so I smiled; she was crying... so I bowed with her

But she didn’t know I was watching; I wasn’t just a picture

I was a second eye, trapped behind this cold surface, living amidst broken light and refractions, watching her grow, changing, forgetting

And I... I don’t change. I don’t grow up. I don’t forget

At first, I was weak, barely taking shape; the longer she looked, the more I took shape

The more she returned, the stronger my presence became

She was a child, and I was a shadow, but she grew up and began to forget me

Years passed, during which she never looked back at me

She didn’t look for long; she stopped staring at the mirror as she used to

And every year she slipped from my sight, I faded... shrank... turned into a mere image that feels nothing, until that day

When she stood before me again, hesitant, bewildered

But she looked, and when she looked at me, I was back

Do you know what it’s like to wait? To live trapped in a silence where no sound is heard? To see, without being seen... to scream, and have no one [hear]

I was not created from flesh and blood; I was created from her

From her first glance, from her little fear, from that ancient desire to see what cannot be named; in fact, I am her opposite, but I am clearer than she is

She thinks I am a distorted copy, but I am the original

I am the silent part of her mind... that has decided to speak

And here I am now, standing behind the glass, watching her tremble

She can sense me

She knows... that she is no longer alone in the mirror, and as soon as she admits it, I’ll pass through her eyes and begin my life in her world

I don’t want to kill her, I just... want to live
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