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For the shadows we walk toward,
and the hands we still hope will reach back.
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Content Warning

This story contains themes of obsession, paranormal intimacy, emotional manipulation, and uneven power dynamics. It includes explicit sexual content between women and moments of psychological unease.

Reader discretion is advised.


Day One

Diane hadn’t planned to stop, but the crooked sign at the edge of the gate caught her eye.
Estate Sale – This Week Only

She’d always had a weakness for them.
You never knew what you might find.

The house stood three stories tall. The porch wrapped around one side. Paint peeled from the columns like thin skin. One upstairs window was slightly ajar.

Inside, it smelled like aged paper and something faintly floral. Strangers moved through the rooms with the soft, practiced touch of casual buyers—tapping porcelain, brushing dust from crystal. Most of the inventory was mid-century. Some newer. Nothing caught her eye.

Not until the hallway.

She paused at a shallow wooden box filled with old family photos—faded Polaroids, '80s Sears backdrops, sun-warped edges. She flipped mindlessly through them until—

There.

A black-and-white portrait. Unframed. The edges curled. A young woman, early twenties maybe, stared directly into the lens.

Her hair was dark and waved back. She wore a crisp white collar under a men’s jacket. Her mouth was caught between a smile and a dare.

Something in Diane twisted—low, deep. The sadness was sudden and full.

She flipped the photo over.
1931 — written lightly in pencil.

The women in it was probably long gone.

She placed the photo down gently.

A group of three women passed through, murmuring to one another. Diane stepped aside with a quiet “excuse me” and one of them nodded.

She moved toward an open side room—tall ceilings, arched windows. The kind of room that hadn’t been used in decades.

Stacks of frames, old paintings, and old children’s toys leaned against the walls.

And then she saw it.

A large frame covered with a sheet or table cloth.

Nearly hidden behind a folding screen. Arched. Taller than she was. She pulled lightly on the fabric, and it glided down with a whisper.

A mirror. Wooden frame dulled by age. No price tag. As if it hadn’t been meant for sale at all.

Her chest tightened.

She stepped closer.

It reflected the edge of the room and her own figure—still, composed, in a pale blue blouse tucked neatly into tailored gray slacks. Her strawberry-blonde hair fell long over one shoulder, and a pair of delicate, glistening earrings caught the dim light. She looked normal. A little off-center, maybe. But normal.

Still, the mirror felt… heavy.

And then—a current.

Not imagined. Not passing.

It rose like smoke through her spine and curled low in her abdomen, hot and electric. Her breath caught. Her thighs pressed inward. A soft flutter beneath her ribs.

Then deeper—a faint clench, unexpected and sharp, as if her body had responded to something inside her without permission.

As if she’d come. But faintly.

Her eyes fluttered shut, lips parted.

The moment passed as quickly as it came.

But something in her was still humming.

She exhaled and looked back into the mirror.

Her reflection stared back. Poised. Composed.

But her skin flushed warm. Her pulse skipped.

The door to the room gave a sudden shiver—subtle, but enough to make her breath hitch. She whipped around.

Nothing.

No footsteps. No draft.

Just the room behind her, still and dust-lit.

And then—a voice behind her:

“That one’s been here all week,” said a woman with gray streaks in her red hair, a name tag pinned to her cardigan. Estate staff.
“No one looks twice at it. It’s been sitting up in the attic for decades. You see something in it?”

Diane opened her mouth. Closed it.

“I’ll take it,” she said, before she’d even decided to.

The woman raised a brow. “You want help getting it to your car?”

“I should be able to—” Diane started.

“Oh, that’s all right.” She waved over someone nearby. “My son’ll give you a hand.”

A man in his twenties joined them—dark hair, dark eyes. He moved quietly, politely, but Diane felt it the moment she looked at him.

He looked like the woman in the photograph.

They carried the mirror out to her car, making sure not to bump the frame. When they reached the curb, they set it down beside the bumper. Diane popped the trunk with a soft click and stepped forward.

She slid the mirror in herself, aligning it down the center with care. It fit like it belonged there.

“Thank you,” she said, and closed the trunk.

When she turned back around, the man stood staring at her, brow raised.
His eyes looked different. Brighter. Fixed.

Stillness.

His shoulders rose—slowly, audibly. A soft cracking sound.
His head tilted. Too far.

He licked his teeth, slow and deliberate.
Then his gaze dropped—first to her throat, then lower, pausing at her chest.
He bit his lip.

And then he breathed in.

Not like someone catching their breath.

Like something tasting her.

Just for a moment—barely a flicker—his eyes gleamed.

A flame behind glass.

“I’ve always preferred older women,” he hissed.

Diane’s pulse jolted sideways. She stepped back without realizing it.

Fear flared—then quickly curdled into outrage.

“I’m not old. Jesus—I’m thirty-four.”

He blinked. Coughed once.

Shook his head, like trying to rattle something loose.

“Sorry. Zoned out,” he said lightly. “Uh—have a good day.”

He turned and walked back toward the house, hands in his pockets, like nothing had happened.

But Diane stood there, skin too warm, chest rising a little too fast.

And in the trunk, the mirror rode in silence—already watching.

***

Her home office was at the back of the condo—glass desk, neat bookshelves, nothing personal except for a single framed photo of her and her sister, smiling wide in front of a lakeside cabin.

Diane slid into her chair, opened her laptop, and began skimming through the backlog of emails she’d ignored since noon.

Outside, the city kept moving. Inside, the condo was still.

Except for the occasional, soft creak—the kind wood makes when it’s settling.
Or breathing.

She ignored it.

But her body didn’t.

Her fingers slowed over the keyboard. A strange awareness settled in her spine—like something had touched her earlier and hadn’t fully let go.

She hadn’t let herself think about the moment at the estate sale. The mirror. The brief heat. That... flicker.

Her jaw tightened. She adjusted her posture, one knee crossing tightly over the other.

It wasn’t real, she told herself.
Just overstimulation. A rush. Nothing more.

She bought the mirror because it had that hollow, darkened quality she liked—rich wood, silvery old glass. Nothing strange.

And besides, she'd gotten it inside herself. No help. It should’ve been awkward, heavy. But it had moved with her like it wanted to come in.

That was all.

Still, her stomach fluttered faintly. The memory of that sharp, low pull—that involuntary clench—rose uninvited.

Her skin prickled at the base of her neck.

She glanced over her shoulder, toward the open doorway. From here, she couldn’t see the mirror.

But she knew exactly where it was.

How tall it stood.

How quiet. How heavy it had felt… until it hadn’t.

Diane looked back at her screen, forcing her focus onto the page.

She looked over the spreadsheet. Boring stuff. Even so, her body hummed—oddly relieved, strangely full.

***

Diane moved through the kitchen, pulling ingredients one by one from the fridge. The news murmured from the TV in the next room—numbers, headlines, the low hum of a world she had no intention of joining right now.

She chopped vegetables. A pepper. An onion. Her eyes didn’t water. Her hands moved on muscle memory as she scanned through her day.

From the corner of her eye—one of the chairs moved with a sudden scrape.

Metal on wood.

She stopped, knife frozen in the air.

One of the dining chairs had moved.

Not much. But enough. It sat half-turned from the table now, as though someone had just pushed back from it—fast.

She waited. Nothing else happened.

“Excuse me?” she said aloud, her voice steady.

The faucet dripped once.

The TV played on.

She walked over, pushed the chair back in, and returned to the counter.

No fear. But a tightness behind her ribs. Like she couldn’t take a full breath.

She opened the cabinet, pulled down a can, and walked to the sink.

Twisted the faucet. Poured out the beans.

She leaned forward, letting the water run over them—her arms bracing against the counter’s edge.

And then—it began.

A jolt as if she was pushed forward. Something slid inside her.

Not imagined. Not subtle. It pushed in slow, thick and deep, like a hand curling forward with impossible confidence.

She gasped. Her knees bent slightly.

And then came a flick—soft and firm and rhythmic—against her clit.

She grabbed the counter with both hands.

A sound escaped her throat, low and tight.

But her body parted for it anyway, clenching, arching. Her back curved as something unseen pressed her down—a weight between her shoulder blades, suggestive and precise.

She bent lower, panting now, her cheek nearly grazing the side of the sink.

A moan threatened to escape. Her mouth opened.

And then—it stopped.

She yanked herself upright, stumbling one step back from the sink, chest heaving.

Water still ran. Beans sat in the colander like nothing had happened.

Her hand went to her stomach.

She looked around. The kitchen was empty.

The news anchor kept talking from the other room, oblivious.

The mirror remained out of sight.

But her body still ached—deep and slick and startled.

She turned off the faucet with trembling fingers. Braced both hands against the counter. Tried to slow her breathing.

Whatever it was—whoever it was—

They knew what they were doing.

And she had let them.

Diane didn’t believe in the supernatural. Or—more accurately—she’d never thought much about it. She believed in invoices. Balanced ledgers. Traffic patterns. The body’s need for magnesium. Ghosts didn’t factor.

She ate on the couch, quiet and alone. The stir-fry had gone cold. The news played in the background, the anchors’ voices dull and distant, their concern artificial.

Even she could feel the chill in the air.

She got up and walked to the thermostat.

78. Still cold.

She rubbed her arms. Adjusted her blouse. Felt ridiculous.

After rinsing her plate and leaving it in the sink, she turned off the television. The condo fell still—so quiet it made her ears ring.

Her bedroom was dim and softly lit, the mirror now propped across from the foot of the bed. She’d meant to leave it in the hallway, but something about it seemed… better here. Out of the way, she’d told herself. Practical.

The mirror stood tall and unmoving, its surface slightly darkened in the low light.

In the bathroom, she moved through her nightly routine—makeup remover, floss, a vitamin she let dissolve under her tongue. She caught glimpses of herself in the smaller mirror above the sink but never looked too long.

From the corner of her eye, through the doorway, she could see it—the tall mirror watching from across the room. Always just at the edge of things.

And then she saw something else.

A shadow. Subtle. Too close to the mirror’s edge to be a trick of light.

She leaned out of the bathroom.

Nothing in the room itself. No figure. No shape.

She turned back to the mirror.

The shadow was still there.

Human, maybe. Tall. Head tilted, as though studying her.

She walked out toward it slowly, heartbeat steady. When she stepped in front of it, the shadow was gone.

Diane stood in silence, breathing through her nose.

Then she turned and got into bed.

She tried to sleep with the light on, but her body resisted it. Eventually, when she was tired enough, she reached for the switch.

Darkness settled over the room.

She rolled to her side, facing away from the mirror, and let her body unwind.

Sleep came slowly. Shallow. Like water she floated just above.

And then—the weight.

Soft at first. A shift of pressure at the back of her thighs. Then higher, on the small of her back. Not suffocating. Just there.

Like someone laying down beside her. Sharing the mattress. She closed her eyes and thought she heard a heavy breath near her, disembodied.

Her eyes opened. Nothing moved.

But she could feel it—a second body, close and warm, aligned to hers without touching.

Then: a voice.

Female. Soft. Somewhere between dream and breath:

“Did you want me to stay?”

She wasn’t sure if it was out loud or in her head.

Diane’s eyes fluttered. Her lips parted. She didn’t speak.

And then—something squeezed her hip.

Tight. Firm. Possessive.

She turned sharply, pulling the blanket with her.

No one.

The room remained still.

But the mirror across from the bed seemed darker than before. And in its surface, for just a second, she thought she saw movement in the air on the wall. Again, nothing when she checked.

She stared into the mirror for a long time before lying back down.

This time, she left the blanket low on her hips. While waiting for something, anything, she drifted off to sleep.


Day Two

Diane was sitting at her work desk—only it wasn’t her real desk. It was cleaner. Larger. The windows behind her stretched high and full of golden light.

She scrolled through something soft and forgettable on the screen when a small commotion stirred near the lobby entrance. A bouquet appeared—white lilies and soft yellow roses—wrapped in thick paper with a velvet ribbon.

Someone placed it beside her with a murmured, “Someone left these for you.”

Diane blinked. Her heart jumped.

She looked down at her hand. A ring.
No—two. A gold band stacked beneath a delicate engagement ring.

They looked so natural on her finger it almost didn’t register. She didn’t panic. Didn’t think Whose are these? It felt like they’d always been there.

She kept working. Calm. Whole. Loved.

—

When she got home, the lights were low and warm. She stepped out of her heels, dropped her bag gently on the side table, and walked barefoot into the kitchen.

There she was—the woman from the portrait. Her hair pulled up in a messy knot, sleeves rolled to the elbow, standing barefoot while she stirred something in a pot.

“Don’t get excited,” she said without looking up. “It’s just pasta.”

Diane laughed. Actually laughed. She leaned against the counter, biting her lip.

“How was work?”

“Do you have an accent?”

She had noticed it—subtle, soft.

“You told me it was hardly noticeable.”

The girl turned off the stove and came around to take Diane by the waist. She looked directly into her eyes.

“Was that a lie?”

She turned then—Ilona, with those dark, mischievous eyes and a grin that belonged to someone who always got what she wanted eventually.

“Ilona, that’s your name?” Diane was unsure how she knew, testing it on her tongue.

“It was.”

Diane shook her head—unsure, but caught in the moment. The woman stood taller than her, probably was ten years younger. She kissed her. Slow at first, then deeper. Hungrier. Ilona teased her with her tongue, pulling away just enough to make Diane chase.

—

The scene shifted.

Steam curled against tiled walls. Warm water lapped against the edge of the tub.

They were in the bath, Ilona behind her, hands gliding over Diane’s back in slow, deliberate circles. The weight of her legs on either side. Her voice low and close.

Diane melted back against her.

Ilona kissed her shoulder, her neck, just under her jaw.

“We should go to Italy,” she murmured lazily. “It’s always so cold here.”

Diane turned to look at her. Ilona’s dark hair clung wet to her cheeks, her bare chest rising just above the waterline.

“Is this a dream?” Diane whispered. “Am I in a...”

Diane felt herself drifting up.

Ilona grabbed her arm.

“Nooo, stop,” she whispered, pulling her down.

—

Another shift.

They lay tangled in bed, Ilona pressed close—kissing her shoulder, her ribs, the softest spot just beneath her breast.

They kissed slowly. Deeply. Like they weren’t in a hurry to get anywhere.

Diane reached up, touched her face. Brushed her thumb over Ilona’s cheekbone.

Ilona’s eyes fluttered shut.

She smiled.

“I’m still dead, you know.”

“No, you can’t be,” Diane whispered.

“I said no lying,” Ilona breathed near her ear.

—

Diane woke with her face against the pillow, heart aching. The room was grey with morning.

Her alarm hadn’t gone off yet—6:27 a.m.

She lay still, watching the light shift across the ceiling.

She didn’t remember waking, only the feeling of the name settling into her chest like a secret:

Ilona.

She felt... good.

Then the sadness came, heavy and sudden. The realization: she was alone.

She moved through her morning slowly—shower, skincare, her usual button-down blouse. Gray slacks. Earrings that glinted dully in the bedroom mirror, now quiet and still.

No shadow.

No movement at all.

But it was there, watching.

She grabbed her bag, locked the door, and stepped into the hallway. Before she turned toward the elevator, she glanced back.

The condo was silent.

And for reasons she couldn’t name, it felt like she was leaving someone behind.

***

Diane sat in her car with the windows cracked, the hum of the city outside barely masking the quiet static of her thoughts. A half-eaten container of pasta sat on the passenger seat. She held her phone in one hand, thumb hovering—then finally tapped to call.

Her sister picked up on the third ring. “Diane?”

“Hey.”

“Everything okay?”

Diane exhaled slowly. “I think there’s… something in my condo.”

A pause. “What do you mean something?”

“Like... something.” She rubbed her temple. “I’m not saying it’s a ghost. I’m just saying weird things happened last night.”

“You’re not serious.”

“I am.”

“I thought you didn’t believe in ghosts.”

“I don’t,” Diane said. “But this has me questioning things.”

There was a moment of silence. She looked in her rearview mirror, half expecting to see a face peering back at her from the backseat.

“Start from the beginning,” her sister said, suddenly sharper. “What happened.”

“I stopped at an estate sale yesterday. Total impulse. Big old house—peeling paint, creaky floorboards. I ended up buying a mirror.”

“A mirror.”

“An antique. Tall. Beautiful, actually. Just before, I saw a photo of this girl and she was...”

“Oh my god, you bought a haunted mirror. You bought a haunted—”

“I didn’t know it was haunted,” Diane said, half-smiling. “I still don’t. It’s just… weird.”

“Diane.”

“A chair moved by itself.”

“You’re sure?”

“It scraped across the floor. I wasn’t anywhere near it.”

“Did you sage it?”

“I don’t own sage.”

“You’re supposed to tell the spirit it’s not welcome. Or better, throw the damn thing out. Burn it. Return it. Bring it to Goodwill.”

“I don’t want to get rid of it,” Diane said before she could stop herself.

“… I'm sorry, what?”

“It’s not like it’s hurting me. And I had a dream. About the girl in the photo. I think it might be her.”

“You’re having dreams? Oh no. No. Diane, that is classic attachment behavior. Spirits love lonely people. They get in your head and make you feel safe. It’s how they stay.”

Diane swallowed, eyes on the dashboard. “It didn’t feel like that.”

“You can’t trust how it feels. What if it’s not even her? What if it’s something else? A demon or… something worse?”

“I’m just saying it’s possible she needs help. It wasn’t scary, it was… kind of nice.”

She thought of the dreams and how the ghost grabbed her hip, possessive. Her sister didn’t need to know that part.

“That’s how they get you.”

“I can handle it.”

“What if it possesses you and you need an actual exorcism.”

Diane sighed. “Oh come on, Addy. Look, I didn’t say I believe in it. I’m just… questioning. That’s all.”

A tense pause. Then her sister’s voice softened a fraction. “Okay. Can we at least get coffee soon? I need to see your face and make sure it’s still yours.”

“Yeah. We can do that and… don't tell anyone about this."

“Fine, I won't. Just please,” she said. “Just think about getting rid of it. Okay?”

Diane looked out the windshield. The sky was dull and gray. It was time to go back to work.

“I will,” she said, "think about it."

She wouldn't.

***

Finally, it was Diane’s weekend. She even stayed late at the office to finish the week strong. Or maybe… maybe she was getting scared.

Earlier in the bathroom, she’d noticed a bruise on her thigh.

Fingermarks. Five of them.

What had happened last night?

She drove home gripped by dread—and something else. Anticipation. Her whole body felt charged, her cells alive and jumping the moment she turned onto her street.

She was breathless.

She parked along the sidewalk, grabbed her bag, and looked up toward her windows.

A flicker of light. Just for a second.

She froze. Looked again.

Nothing.

Still, something pushed her toward the building.

No. Not pushed.

Pulled.

Walking took almost no effort. It was like she was floating, gravity turned down low. In the elevator, her hair drifted from her shoulders, caught in a current she couldn’t feel. As soon as she noticed, it dropped back to her chest.

“…Is someone here?”

No answer.

Her voice was calm.

That scared her most of all.

At her door, she hesitated. A soft glow spilled out beneath it. Not harsh light. Lamplight. Warm. Intentional.

She glanced once down the hallway.

No one there.

She unlocked the door.

The condo was quiet—but there was a soft buzz in the air. The lamps were on. The same ones she’d turned off that morning. One in the entryway. One in the corner of the living room. Soft golden light against neutral walls.

She set her bag down slowly. Her eyes moved from the living room to the kitchen.

Something brushed her shoulder.

Her hair was swept aside.

Breath—warm and cold at once—touched her neck.

Lips pressed to her skin. A hand—no, hands—slid over her waist. Her breast. Lower.

She gasped, looking down.

There were impressions in her shirt. The faint tug of fabric. The memory of fingers. As if someone invisible was touching her—and wanted her to know it.

She turned.

A shadow slipped silently down the hallway. Into her bedroom.

Diane paused only a moment before following.

She entered the room and a wave of terror washed over her. Sitting in her old vintage chair by the window was—

Ilona.

Different from the dreams, but unmistakably her.

She sat with one leg draped over the other, posture casual, as if she’d always been there. Her skin was pale, luminous and translucent in the dark. Her eyes burned with soft flickers of light in the darkness.

She was beautiful. Devastating.

And now, the grime of death clung to her—but it only made her more real. Not less.

She held a book in her lap, fingers curled around the spine.

“‘We live together, we act on, and react to, one another; but always and in all circumstances, we are by ourselves,’” she read aloud, voice smooth, lilting with her faint accent.

She turned the page without looking up. The book was The Doors of Perception by Aldous Huxley.

“I find these philosophy books so boring. So limited.”

Diane stood frozen in the doorway, trembling.

Ilona finally looked up.

Diane's heart skipped. The eyes were hypnotic and endless. Alive with something ancient and intimate.

“And another philosopher will say people fuck to unify their souls into one.” Ilona’s smile spread slowly, sharp as a blade. “Bullshit.”

Her figure dissolved.

The book slipped from her fingers, landing with a soft thud on the floor.

Diane turned to run—

But Ilona was already there.

An inch away.

Blocking the door.

“If I wanted to become one with you,” she whispered, eyes burning low, “I could. I’d just have to go inside and do it.”

She tapped her temple.

Diane felt the cold surge beneath her skin like someone had opened a window in her veins.

Ilona stepped closer, her voice curling like smoke. “But I don’t want that.”

Diane couldn’t breathe. Her chest rose and fell in shallow, ragged bursts. She couldn’t look away. Ilona’s presence was everywhere—clinging, shifting, surrounding. Her voice was both inside her head and outside it at once.

“You’re not even out, are you?” Ilona tilted her head. “Closeted still. Afraid to hold a woman’s hand in public. You’d rather be with a ghost than risk being seen.”

Diane blinked, stunned. Her face flushed, hot with shame. She opened her mouth—then closed it again.

Ilona leaned in, her voice just above a whisper.

“Why not find someone real, Diane? Get married. Put a ring on her finger. Let her kiss your hand in public.”

She paused. Then smiled, softer this time. Almost sweet.

“How is this happening?”

Ilona stepped back.

Just enough to leave Diane there—staring. Shaking. Every hair on her body alert. Every nerve lit like fuse wire.

She glided across the room again, calm as moonlight. Smoke circled her ankles as she moved toward the mirror. When she exhaled, Diane heard it—loud and close, like it came from within her own chest.

“Come here. Please.”

Diane couldn’t move.

She took out her phone, hand trembling. Opened the camera.

Ilona looked at her, amused.

Diane hit record.

Nothing.

Ilona didn’t appear on screen.

She looked past the screen and Ilona waved to her. On camera, her room was normal.

Diane lowered the phone slowly. Her voice cracked open.

“I’m psychotic.”

She dropped to the floor.

Footsteps.

Diane saw a pair of shoes in front of her. Then—Ilona knelt.

“Come to the mirror,” she said softly. “Let me show you. You’re not psychotic.”

She held out her hand.

Diane hesitated. When she finally reached out, her hand passed through it.

Ice cold.

“Not yet,” Ilona said, smiling faintly. “But soon. If you come to the mirror.”

Diane looked up at her, then slowly stood. Ilona remained just a foot away, eyes flickering like candlelight.

She thought of her sister’s warning. The demon theory.

“She’s wrong,” Ilona murmured, her face darkening. Then she clicked her tongue and grinned. “But also very right.”

She tilted her head. “Do you think? Do you think?”

“I can help you, Ilona,” Diane said quietly. “Don’t you want to be at peace?”

“Be at peace?” Ilona echoed, with a sharp little laugh. “What, like in heaven? Where’s the fun in that?”

She shook her head, smiling crookedly. “No.”

Diane folded her arms across her chest.

“No. But I will need your help. Come.”

Ilona turned toward the mirror. Diane followed, slow and uncertain, until she stood beside her.

“Put your hand on it, Diane.”

Ilona let out a tattered exhale. In the mirror, she appeared clearer—less translucent. Solid. Beautiful.

“I don’t think I want to,” Diane whispered.

She looked away, toward the window.

Ilona stepped behind her. Close.

“I think you do,” she whispered into her ear.

In the mirror, everything changed.

Sunlight poured into the room. Ilona laughed, barefoot in a T-shirt and shorts, pulling Diane close. They kissed. Danced. A red bouquet sat on the table. There were pictures on the wall—trips they’d taken. A kitchen filled with warmth. Ilona rubbing Diane's belly, she looked pregnant.

Then it all faded.

Ilona’s voice was low and soft. Loving.

“I know you want me.”

Her lips brushed Diane’s ear.

“And I can give you everything you want.”

Diane trembled.

“I’m right here,” Ilona whispered. “You can have me. Every night. Every day. Just touch the mirror, and I’ll show you.”

A beat of silence passed.

Diane raised her hand.

Pressed it to the glass.

The mirror shimmered.

***

In the trance, Diane saw it all.

Ilona—alive.

Full of life, charm, arrogance. Late nights at a prestigious university, playing tennis with the men, winning every debate, playing chess. She dressed sharply, moved confidently, kissed women at parties. A clever, gilded creature who never planned to settle.

But she had one constant.

Her best friend from childhood back in Poland. A girl who spent more time at Ilona’s home than her own. She didn’t come from money. Ilona's family had taken her in like a stray cat—fed her, clothed her, treated her like a fixture. They'd grown up like sisters, attached at the hip.

In one letter, Ilona wrote from school:

“Father agreed. You’ll work at the factory. You’ll have a room upstairs. I told him you wouldn’t come unless it was honest work. You’re ridiculous, but I admire it. You’ll like America. You’ll like me better with freedom.”

She sent it with a scarf. Something red.

Then came the fire.

The factory went up in smoke. Fifty bodies or more, mostly young immigrant women and girls. Her friend had jumped from a tenth-story window, along with others who saw no other way out.

Ilona stood in court, watching her father walk free. Not a charge. Not a fine. Not even a moment’s pause.

“You have to do something,” she begged him. “Pay them. Apologize. Take responsibility!”

“What? For an accidental fire? I couldn’t stop it… Ilona, I gave you everything,” he snapped. “Shut your mouth before you lose that too.”

She did.

And it rotted her from the inside.

She stopped returning to school. Spent days locked in the house. Nights pacing the attic.

She went quiet.

Then one afternoon while everyone was out, she brought a rope.

From death, she watched it all.

Her mother’s collapse. Her brothers cursing her name. Her father pouring brandy at 11 a.m., muttering about weakness.

Her things were packed up and left in the attic. Forgotten.

Only the mirror remembered.


Day Three

It was nearly 3 a.m. when Diane stirred.

The trance broke gently, like surf retreating from shore. Her breath hitched in her throat. The mirror was in front of her, dim now, the flickering images gone—but the afterglow clung to her mind. Ilona’s life, her rage, her grief. It pulsed like a heartbeat inside her.

Then—

Hands.

At her waist.

She froze.

Ilona was behind her.

Not reflected.

Present.

Diane didn’t turn. Didn’t have to. She could feel her—solid and close, cool breath against the back of her neck.

Her eyes stung. Her body ached with something she didn’t have words for.

Ilona slid her arms more tightly around her waist.

Diane turned in her arms.

She looked just as she had in the mirror—gorgeous, ghostly, too vivid to be real. Her eyes still flickered faintly like candlelight through smoke. But now there was weight to her. Texture. Her presence vibrated in Diane’s chest like a struck chord.

They stared at each other.

Neither spoke.

And then—without thought, without fear—they kissed.

It was instinct.

Mouths meeting in a rush that was more surrender than decision. Ilona tasted like snowmelt and static. Diane gripped the back of her shirt, needing something to hold onto. Needing her.

Ilona kissed like she had waited a century.

And Diane kissed like she finally knew why she'd been afraid to come home.

***

"Don't."

Diane froze, thumb hovering above her phone screen. Ilona’s voice was low, right behind her—closer than breath.

She turned. Ilona now lay on her side, curled around Diane. Just moments ago, she'd been lying on her back, eyes closed.

Her voice was velvet and static.

"You really think I was asleep?" she murmured against Diane’s ear. "I don’t sleep."

“I wasn’t going to tell her anything,” Diane said quietly. “She just wants to meet for coffee.”

Ilona’s hand slid up Diane’s stomach—slow, deliberate, possessive.

“Don’t lie to me,” she said through gritted teeth, her voice low and dangerous.

Diane tensed. "I'm not."

Ilona pulled her close, pressing her body flush against hers. “I can read your thoughts,” she whispered, kissing her shoulder. “And right now… you’re not sure what’s real. That’s not the same as telling the truth.”

“Then you read me wrong,” Diane said, sharper now. Her fear was melting, replaced by something more annoyed.

Ilona leaned over her, her voice now low and soft. Ilona grazed her cheek with her knuckles. “You think I want to be free? That I want to be alive? Or in peace? Still?” Her flickering eyes locked with Diane’s. “No, my love. I want this. I want you. Could I do any of this if I were alive?”

Smoke laced through the air—cool, silken tendrils curling around Diane’s wrists. She let out a small gasp as they guided her arms above her head, gentle but unyielding. The sensation was heady—like being bound by something ancient and dark.

Ilona kissed her collarbone, then lower. Her tongue traced fire over skin. She pulled Diane’s shirt up revealing her breasts and her pants down—worshipping, tasting, grabbing.

Diane’s breath hitched as Ilona disappeared between her thighs.

And then—everything.

Sensation crashed through her like a wildfire with no name. It wasn’t just touch—it was possession. Mouths closed over her nipples, sucking hard enough to bruise; hands grabbed and groped her breasts, then slapped them just to feel the recoil. Fingers dug into her thighs, pinned her hips, pried her open. A tongue—Ilona’s tongue—circled her clit, firm and wet, relentless and knowing, as if it had lived inside her body before. She was being fucked and tasted and devoured all at once. She couldn't tell where one sensation ended and the next began. Her moans spilled out desperate and raw, her body a trembling offering. She tried to move, to meet the rhythm, but Ilona overwhelmed her—an invisible, untamed force that claimed every inch of her like it belonged to her.

And then Ilona was there—hovering over her, enveloping her, their bare chests pressed together, skin slick and heaving. Her face was inches away, eyes locked on Diane’s with feral, unblinking focus.

She nodded. Again. And again. Licking her teeth and lips. Holding her gaze through it, as if coaxing the pleasure deeper, as if demanding Diane stay with her in it.

Diane’s climax tore through her like a faultline splitting open—violent, unstoppable. She screamed, every nerve alight, back arched hard into the air.

Tears welled in Diane’s eyes. Ilona didn’t look away. She didn’t speak.

She just watched—and nodded—while Diane fell apart beneath her.

Diane barely had time to breathe before she was flipped over—onto her stomach, then pulled upright, bent forward on shaking hands and knees. Her thighs quivered. Invisible hands gripped her hips from behind.

Something thrust into her.

Her body jolted, breasts bouncing with each impact. The sound of her ass being slapped cracked through the room, followed by a soft pressure at her neck—a ghostly touch, a warning, a promise.

She cried out.

Pleasure surged through her, brutal and perfect, crashing past everything she thought she could endure.

Then Ilona was beneath her—fully visible now, luminous and wicked. She reached up to grip Diane’s waist, then her breasts, squeezing hard as her other hand slid over Diane’s throat. The unseen force kept fucking her—deep, relentless, precise—hitting that spot again and again. A tongue flicked over her clit, fast and teasing, as if Ilona’s mouth had splintered into two.

Wet, indecent sounds filled the room.

Every sense collapsed into sensation.

“Mmmmmm, Mommy,” Ilona moaned, touching herself with her free hand, her flickering eyes drunk on Diane’s unraveling. “You like it when I fuck you from behind, don’t you? Your pussy opens right up for me.”

Diane flushed, embarrassed, moaned again as her body collapsed forward. Ilona caught her. Their bodies pressed together—heat, sweat, and deathlight mingling between them.

Ilona’s lips brushed her ear, voice low and tender.

“You don’t ever have to be ashamed with me,” she whispered. “You can want. You can take. You can be exactly who you are.”

Diane looked into her eyes, and the two kissed—slow and sweet. Her hands wandered over Ilona’s body, slipping between her legs. Ilona leaned in, taking one of Diane’s breasts into her mouth. Diane gasped, panting as heat surged through her.

“Say it out loud,” Ilona whispered directly into her mind. Diane had forgotten her thoughts were no longer her own.

“Good girl,” Diane whispered, holding eye contact as Ilona's tongue flicked over Diane’s nipple. She kneaded Diane's breasts roughly, then slapped them, sending sharp pleasure up Diane’s spine.

A soft glow bloomed—milky droplets forming on Diane’s swollen nipple.

"What's that?" Diane whispered, eyes wide.

“My milk,” Ilona purred. “I told you, I know what you want. It’s exactly what I want as well.”

She latched on, sucking deeply. Ilona pulled away, glowing liquid pouring from her mouth down her cheeks. Diane moaned as another orgasm coiled tight inside her. She pushed her fingers into Ilona, who groaned and ground her hips against the rhythm.

Diane moved to hover over her, trembling, as something unseen pushed inside her again. Her breast hung above Ilona’s face—Ilona captured it in her mouth, licking the nipple in slow, obscene circles.

“Oh my fucking God,” Diane whispered, breath ragged.

Their bodies rocked together—Ilona clenching around her fingers just as Diane shattered again, loud and helpless. Ilona kept sucking, her grip tightening as she came, then pulled Diane down and wrapped both arms around her.

“I love you, Diane.” Ilona whispered. “Never leave me.”

Diane looked down at the flickering eyes below her, trying to catch her breath. Her fingers slid free, then moved in slow, steady circles over Ilona’s clit. She palmed Ilona's warmth in her hand. A new feeling rushed through her—warm, fierce, unshakable.

Nurturing. Devoted. Possession. Forever.

“I could never,” she murmured.

“I know.”


Day Four

Diane's sister came by Sunday afternoon. They wrapped the mirror in an old blanket and hauled it out to Addy’s SUV.

“You’re right, it’s creepy,” Addy muttered, eyeing the antique as they slid it into the back. “I don’t know how you slept with this thing in the room.”

“I didn’t sleep much,” Diane said with a small smile.

They drove to a local thrift store, dropped it off without a second glance, then grabbed coffee at a nearby café. The conversation drifted from work to life to family.

“I still don’t believe in ghosts,” Diane said lightly, stirring her drink. “It was just a weird dream. That’s all.”

Addy raised an eyebrow. “Uh-huh. Sure. That’s why you dragged a hundred-pound mirror across town to get rid of it.”

Diane shrugged. “Maybe I just needed a fresh start.”

There was a pause before she added, “I’m dating someone new, by the way.”

Addy looked up. “Yeah?”

“I’m actually… dating a woman.”

“No.” Addy nearly dropped her spoon grinning. “Do Mom and Dad know?”

“I’m done pretending. Tell them if you want. I’m not hiding anymore.”

Addy stared, then slowly broke into a grin. “You know I knew. What’s her name? What’s she like?”

“Ilona. She’s tall, dark, gorgeous… and probably too good for me.”

Not true, came the sultry murmur in her mind. Diane’s breath caught, her eyes fluttering as a ripple of pleasure curled through her brain like silk pulled tight.

Addy didn’t notice. She just smiled and reached for her coffee.

Diane smiled too—but for a different reason.

Eventually, the coffee date came to an end. Addy walked her toward the train station.

“You sure you don’t want a ride?”

“I’ve got errands. I’ll take the train. It’s fine.”

They hugged.

“Text me when you get home,” Addy said.

Diane nodded and turned away.

She walked through town alone, the day slanting toward dusk. Warm light pooled between the buildings, casting long shadows across the pavement. People moved around her in soft conversation and laughter, but she felt like she was walking through the edge of something—like a page was turning.

And then there she was in the crowd, as if she’d always been there, facing toward Diane.

Ilona.

She stood still, waiting. Dressed in jeans, boots, a dark leather coat cinched at the waist—modern, sure, but undeniably herself. There was still something untouchable about her, like a secret held just beneath the skin. Her eyes shimmered with that same strange depth, luminous and unreadable, like a flame in the mirror.

Diane didn’t stop. Didn’t speak.

She just walked straight to her.

Ilona reached up and cupped her face as if she’d done it a thousand times in dreams. Diane’s breath caught.

They kissed—quietly, confidently. Not for anyone else. Just for them.

And then, without a word, they turned and walked on, hand in hand.

The world had never known what to do with women like them—too much, too fast, too wanting.

But here they were.

No shame. No silence.

Just fingers laced tight. Just eyes that burned and flickered and saw.

Only the truth between them— dangerous and unshakable.

Finally, fully, alive.


About the Author
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Want More?

Thank you so much for reading Ilona!

If you enjoyed the story, I’d be incredibly grateful if you left a quick review on Amazon—it really helps more than you know.

Want to read more?
Visit my blog to grab $1 shorts, preview upcoming projects, and be the first to hear about new releases and early access content:

https://taydenecollins.wordpress.com

You can also follow me on Amazon here:
https://www.amazon.com/author/taydenecollins

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Day One


    		Day Two


    		Day Three


    		Day Four


    		About the Author


    		Want More?


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Table of Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39






OEBPS/image_rsrcNA.jpg
4 1ns

Coll

E.






