
THE 11:11 STRANGERS

––––––––

Every Wish Comes with a Cost



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE 11:11 STRANGERS

    

    
      First edition. December 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
    
      Written by Davis Shyaka Musirikare.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

The 11:11 Strangers

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

CHAPTER 21

CHAPTER 22

CHAPTER 23

CHAPTER 24

CHAPTER 25

CHAPTER 26

CHAPTER 27

CHAPTER 28

CHAPTER 29

CHAPTER 30

CHAPTER 31

CHAPTER 32

CHAPTER 33

CHAPTER 34

CHAPTER 35

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To everyone who has ever missed someone they haven't met yet.
And to the dreamers who still look for magicwhen the clock strikes 11:11.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "People like us, who believe in physics, know that the distinction between past, present, and future is only a stubbornly persistent illusion."
— Albert Einstein
 
 
"For now we see through a glass, darkly; but then face to face: now I know in part; but then shall I know even as also I am known."
— 1 Corinthians 13:12
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ACT I — THE MIRROR BOY
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CHAPTER 1
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The First Reflection

The morning sun in Kigali was already warm, spilling through the curtains of Liora Uwase’s bedroom. Outside, the sounds of the city were waking up—motorbikes buzzing in the distance and the chirping of weaving birds in the garden.

Inside, everything was quiet.

Liora sat at her small vanity table, staring at her phone. She was eighteen, organized, and hated being late. She had exactly ten minutes before she needed to leave for her university prep classes.

She tapped the screen.
11:10 AM.
"One minute," she whispered to herself.

Liora had a habit. A superstition. Whenever the clock struck 11:11, she made a wish. It was a childish thing, something she had done since she was twelve, but she never broke the tradition.

She put the phone down and picked up her hairbrush. She looked into the oval mirror framed in gold that sat on her desk. She saw herself—dark skin glowing in the sunlight, braided hair pulled back, brown eyes looking tired from studying.

She leaned closer to inspect a small smudge of mascara on her cheek.

Beep.

Her phone on the table lit up. The numbers shifted.

11:11.

Liora closed her eyes for a second. I wish I pass the entrance exams, she thought automatically.

She opened her eyes and looked back into the mirror.

She dropped her hairbrush. It hit the wooden floor with a loud clack.

The room in the mirror was not her room.

Behind the glass, the warm yellow sunlight of Rwanda was gone. Instead, the light was cold, blue, and grey. The colorful posters on her wall were missing. Instead, there were tall shelves filled with thick books.

And the face staring back at her was not hers.

It was a boy.

He was pale, very pale, with messy blond hair that looked like it hadn't been combed in days. He was wearing a thick grey sweater, even though Liora was wearing a light t-shirt. He had headphones around his neck and a look of absolute boredom on his face.

Liora froze. Her heart hammered against her ribs. Is this a prank? Is there a screen behind the glass?

She didn't move. She couldn't breathe.

Inside the mirror, the boy leaned forward. He seemed to be looking into his own mirror—probably in a bathroom or a bedroom in a very different place. He lifted a hand to scratch his nose.

But he didn't scratch his nose.

His hand stopped in mid-air.

His blue eyes went wide. He locked eyes with Liora.

He saw her.

Liora gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

In the mirror, the boy did not cover his mouth. He flinched, jumping back so hard he knocked over a stack of books behind him. But there was no sound. The mirror was silent.

He pointed a shaking finger at her. His lips moved. He shouted something, but Liora couldn't hear him.

"Who are you?" Liora screamed, stumbling back from her desk. "Get out of my room!"

The boy in the mirror looked frantic. He looked left, then right, checking his own room. He touched the glass from his side.

Liora saw his fingertips press against the surface. Where his skin touched the glass, the air rippled like water.

He wasn't a picture. He wasn't a video. He was there.

He looked at her with an intensity that made her skin prickle. He wasn't scary—he looked just as terrified as she was. He waved his hand in front of his face, as if testing if he was hallucinating.

Liora slowly reached out. Her trembling finger moved toward the mirror.

She wanted to know if it was cold.

Just as her finger was about to touch the glass—

Beep.

Her phone on the desk lit up again.

11:12.

The image flickered.

The cold blue light vanished. The boy vanished. The messy books vanished.

Liora was staring at her own reflection again. Her eyes were wide with panic, her chest heaving up and down.

The room was silent. The Rwandan sun was still shining. The birds were still chirping.

"What..." she whispered, her voice shaking. "What just happened?"

She grabbed the mirror and shook it. She turned it around to look at the back. It was just wood and cardboard.

She looked at her phone. 11:12.

The minute was over.
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CHAPTER 2
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The One-Minute Window

Liora did not sleep that night.

Every time she closed her eyes, she saw the boy’s face. She saw the cold blue light and the terror in his eyes.

Was she going crazy? Was it stress from the exams?

By the next morning, she had convinced herself it was a hallucination. A lucid dream. A trick of the light.

She went to school, but her mind was far away. The teacher’s voice droning on about physics equations sounded like meaningless noise. Liora sat at her desk, tapping her pen against her notebook.

Tick. Tick. Tick.

The large analog clock on the classroom wall seemed to be mocking her.

10:45 AM.

She couldn’t do this here. If it happened again—if she screamed in the middle of class—everyone would think she had lost her mind.

She raised her hand. "May I go to the restroom?"

The teacher nodded without looking up.

Liora walked quickly down the hallway. Her palms were sweating. The school restroom was empty, smelling faintly of lemon cleaner and floor wax. It had a row of three sinks and a long rectangular mirror above them.

She gripped the edge of the porcelain sink. She stared at herself.

Dark circles under her eyes. Nervous lip-biting. Just a normal girl.

She pulled out her phone.

11:10 AM.

Her heart started thumping hard against her ribs, like a trapped bird.

"It won't happen," she told her reflection. "It was just a dream."

Thirty seconds left.

She
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