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The rain in Toronto didn't wash things clean; it just made the grime slicker, turning the city into a blurred watercolor of gray and neon. John Doe sat in his armchair, the leather worn thin at the elbows, watching the droplets race down the windowpane of his high-rise apartment. It was a view he had paid a fortune for, a panoramic sweep of the CN Tower and the dark, churning waters of Lake Ontario. But tonight, the view felt like a cage.

John was forty-two, a man whose life had been meticulously curated, much like the minimalist art on his walls and the first editions stacked in his glass cabinet. He was an archivist for the city's historical society, a profession that suited his quiet nature and his obsession with preservation. He liked things to stay exactly as they were. He liked the past to remain in the past.

But the past had a way of bleeding through.

He picked up his glass of scotch, the amber liquid swirling as he tilted it. The ice had melted, diluting the flavor, but he drank it anyway. His hands trembled slightly, a tremor that had started three months ago and hadn't gone away. The doctors called it "essential tremor," a benign condition, but John knew better. It was the shaking of a man whose foundation was cracking.

He thought of her.

Sarah.

The name was a ghost in his mind, a whisper that followed him into the shower, into the grocery store, into the silence of his bed at night. She had been gone for six months. A car accident on a wet highway, the police had said. A skid, a guardrail, a plunge into the ravine. They had found the car, but they hadn't found the body. Not immediately. It had taken two weeks to recover it from the muck and the water.

John had identified the body. He had held her hand, cold and stiff, and told the coroner, "That's my wife."

But something felt wrong. Not about the death—that was a fact, a solid, unchangeable block of concrete in his life. But about the after. The silence. The way the world kept turning when it had stopped. The way people looked at him with pity, as if he were a broken object to be pitied rather than a man to be mourned.

He stood up and walked to the bookshelf, running his fingers along the spines of the books. The Great Gatsby. Wuthering Heights. The Shining. He stopped at a small, leather-bound journal. He hadn't opened it in weeks. He pulled it out, the leather warm from the heat of the room. He sat back down and opened it to a random page.

October 14th. She said the mirror was lying. I told her mirrors only reflect. She said they reflect what we want to see, not what is there. I didn't understand then. I don't understand now.

John frowned. He didn't remember writing that. He checked the date. It was from two months ago, a month before the accident. But his handwriting was different. The loops were tighter, the pressure harder, almost aggressive. And the content... Sarah had never said that. Had she?

He closed the journal and placed it back on the shelf. It was just grief playing tricks on him. Grief made you see things. It made you hear voices. It made you question reality.

He stood up again, needing to move. He walked to the kitchen, pouring another glass of water. The city lights reflected in the dark window above the sink. For a split second, he thought he saw a figure standing behind him in the reflection. He spun around, heart hammering against his ribs.

The room was empty.

"Imagination," he whispered to himself. "Just the rain."

But as he turned back to the window, the reflection didn't match his movement. The figure in the glass lingered for a fraction of a second too long before fading into the darkness of the room.

John stared at the glass, his breath catching in his throat. The rain continued to hammer against the pane, a relentless, rhythmic beating.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

It sounded like a heartbeat. Or a knocking.

He walked to the front door and checked the lock. It was secure. He checked the windows. All locked. He checked the balcony door. Locked.

He was alone. He was always alone.

He returned to his chair and picked up the remote, turning on the television
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