

    
        
          When The Mirror Chose Me

        

        
        
          Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert

        

        
          Published by Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WHEN THE MIRROR CHOSE ME

    

    
      First edition. November 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232894122

    

    
    
      Written by Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

CHAPTER TEN

CHAPTER ELEVEN

CHAPTER TWELVE

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

CHAPTER NINETEEN

EPILOGUE

Further Reading: Gin and Roses

Also By Beverley Lilliann Alice Joubert

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my husband Shaun,
who never let me forget
that even in darkness, there is wonder—
and in every reflection, a reason to return.
Thank you for believing in the story,
and in the one who wrote it.
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PROLOGUE
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The Estate on the Hill

The rain had been falling for three days straight — not hard, but steady, the kind that softened the town’s neon into watercolour streaks and slicked the roads into ribbons of muted light. Susan kept the wipers moving in a lazy rhythm as she drove her van up the winding hill toward Estate 618.

The house appeared through the mist like an old memory trying to resurface — tall, brooding, hunched into itself. Ivy swarmed its stone walls like dark veins. A crooked For Sale sign leaned in the yard, one nail away from surrendering completely.

Susan parked beside a sleek black transport drone, checked the offer again on her pad — twelve thousand rand for the contents of the home, no inspection, immediate clearance — and exhaled slowly. She should’ve been suspicious.

But grief had a way of convincing her that practical decisions were the same thing as progress.

Before she could knock, the front door opened. A woman in a rain-slick trench coat stepped out, scrolling briskly through her wrist display.

“You’re the thrift lady?”

“Second-Sun,” Susan said, shaking off her umbrella. “I buy and resell household lots. You said everything goes?”

“Everything,” the woman replied without looking up. “My uncle’s estate. We’re staging tomorrow. The home unit’s on for light. Leave the key when you’re done.”

She disappeared down the steps without waiting for a reply.

Inside, the house smelled of dust and old circuitry — a strange mix of ozone and lavender. Portraits lined the halls, their holo-frames flickering uncertainly as if trying to wake but too tired to commit.

Susan moved room to room with her practiced quiet: scanning, noting, valuing. Hand-sewn drapes. A cracked console piano. Tarnished brass compasses. Boxes of early Neon-Spire tech. Nothing priceless — but nothing useless either. A solid haul.

Then she stepped into what had once been a study.

And stopped.

The wallpaper had peeled back in curled strips, revealing an older pattern beneath — violets and silver gears. Against the far wall stood a mirror taller than she was, framed in dark iron veined with copper filigree. The glass shimmered faintly, as if touched by distant lightning.

At first, she assumed it was her imagination — the faint pulse running through the glass, like a breath held too long.

She stepped closer.

The air shifted. A small current of coolness brushed her hands, like the quick exhale of someone rising from sleep.

Susan froze. Something within her — something deep and wordless — tightened in response.

“You come with the lot?” she murmured.

The woman in the trench coat had already crossed the gate, umbrella snapping open. “If you can move it, it’s yours. I never liked that thing.”

Susan approached the mirror slowly, as though nearing the edge of deep water. There was nothing remarkable she could point to — no glow, no movement — yet she felt watched. Not threatened... just noticed.

Her reflection appeared in the smoky violet surface, but dimly, like she was standing a few seconds behind herself.

A small crooked tag hung from the back of the frame.

Property of Memento Mori-X Research. 2094.

Below it, barely engraved:

When the sky drips violet, the city will remember.

She ran her thumb over the words. The metal tingled under her skin, as if warming to her touch.

“Strange thing,” she whispered.

As she turned away, the mirror gave a soft hum — so quick and low that she almost convinced herself she hadn’t heard it.

Almost.

By dusk, she had loaded everything into the van. The mirror last. The woman hadn’t even bothered to return to the doorway.

Susan tightened the final strap around the mirror’s tall frame. As she did, a second hum resonated through the glass — subtle, almost questioning. It reminded her, inexplicably, of the sound Shamus used to make when he wanted her attention without asking directly.

She paused.

The hum faded immediately, as if startled back into silence.

She shook her head. “Too much coffee,” she muttered.

Lightning flared over the valley as she climbed into the van. For a heartbeat, the mirror’s surface caught the flash — but instead of showing her reflection, it revealed a skyline she didn’t recognize. Tall spires, metallic shadows, glowing softly under a sky the colour of violets pressed into water.

Susan blinked.

The vision snapped away.

Only her pale reflection remained.

“Just the lights,” she whispered to herself.

Whiskers meowed impatiently from the passenger seat, demanding dinner.

On the drive down the hill, the mirror — wrapped tightly in canvas — hummed once more.

This time the sound was unmistakable.

Soft.

Warm.

Directed.

And then, like a secret it hadn’t meant to reveal too soon, it fell quiet again.

Three weeks later, under the gentle golden glow of Second-Sun Thrift, it would do more than notice her.

It would remember her. And it would choose her.
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Second-Sun Thrift 

Morning arrived quietly in George, slipping over the hills in a pale wash of silver-blue light. The sky looked half-asleep, the kind that seemed to stretch and yawn rather than rise. Susan Holt stood at the front door of Second-Sun Thrift, key in hand, waiting for the familiar click that meant the day could officially begin.

The lock gave way with a small metallic sigh.

Inside, the shop exhaled too — a sound that lived somewhere between settling wood and old buildings remembering themselves. Dust motes drifted lazily in the air, catching the glow from the neon OPEN sign that flickered twice, as it always did, before settling into a steady hum.

“Good morning,” Susan murmured to the sign, the way some people greeted their houseplants.

Whiskers slipped inside beside her, his tail curling in a perfect question mark. The black cat moved through the shop with the confidence of an inspector general: eyes sharp, steps delicate, posture regal. He paused near a shelf of glass vases, sniffed, then dismissed them with an unimpressed swish of his tail.

Susan hung up her coat, smoothing a sleeve that didn’t need smoothing. The shop smelled as it always did — polished wood, old paper, a touch of lavender cleaner — but now another scent threaded beneath it, faint and metallic, like the echo of a distant storm.

Her gaze drifted toward the canvas-draped object leaning near the front window.

The mirror.

Lot 07-F.

She’d brought it home from Estate 618 the night before, too weary to unwrap it, too uneasy to ignore it. Even covered, it radiated a presence — a subtle pull along the edges of her awareness, like a song she recognized but couldn’t place.

“Today,” she told it softly. “We’ll deal with you today.”

Whiskers blinked once, as if in warning.

She set about her morning routine: flipping the sign, pulling up the blinds, grinding chicory coffee, coaxing the old kettle to behave. The familiar tasks soothed her, smoothing the edges of whatever the mirror had stirred in her last night — that strange moment on the hill when the lightning had reflected off the glass and shown her something that couldn’t possibly exist.

A skyline she didn’t know. Towers like clockwork. A sky drenched in violet.

No, she told herself firmly. Just a trick of light. You were tired. Grief makes ghosts out of weather.

But still... she hadn’t been able to shake it.

By late morning the town was waking, the first commuter train sliding through the valley, its lights winking like distant stars. Susan stood beside the mirror, fingers hovering over the canvas. For a long moment, she didn’t move.

Then she breathed in and pulled the cover away.

The reveal felt strangely intimate, like drawing back a curtain to greet an old friend whose face she couldn’t fully remember.

The mirror stood tall and austere, its iron frame blackened by age yet alive with copper filigree that curled in delicate
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