The Mirror
The first time Mike saw her it was at the coffee house, two blocks away from work. She was looking at him through the window, small palm pressed against the glass as if reaching for him. Pale gold hair, bright blue eyes, pale creamy skin. An angel in human guise.

By the time he realized he’d moved he was halfway across the street. But he lost sight of her as he avoided an incoming car and by the time he reached the shop she was gone.

He kept seeing her, though. At a shop in the mall, through the window in the subway. The closest he’d managed to get had been at his favorite bookstore. Only the glass had separated them there and he’d desperately mimed at her to wait for him. The door was just around the corner and he’d ran all the way, but there’d been no one waiting for him by the window.

No one in the store remembered seeing her. 

She haunted his dreams.

What would a smile from those lips look like? What would her voice sound like? How soft would her skin be?
Every night he’d jolt awake, tears and sweat mixing in his cheeks, panting from his desperate run after her in a hopeless attempt at learning her name, even if only in dreams.

He’d stare at his own eyes through the mirror that stood near the foot of his bed and sent silent prayers to whoever would listen. Something inside told him she was the one.

It terrified him.

For days it went one, that fruitless hunt. Like a game of cat and mouse he didn’t know the rules for.

And then his dreams changed.

It felt like he’d barely closed his eyes when they opened again. And yet, he was no longer in his bed, but standing in a nearby corner. The room was dark, but he could barely discern the shape of his own body lying three feet away.
And then a single ray of moonlight made its way into the room and hit the corner of the mirror. As if a door had opened at that touch, she stepped out of the glass and into his room, just as beautiful as ever. Slender feet carried her towards the bed and she sat by him, slender fingers carding softly through his hair.
He tried to reach her, to call for her, but found himself incapable of both movement and sound. All he could do was watch, for an eternity and yet not enough, as she kept her vigil. And when the first light of dawn hit the mirror’s edge, he watched impotently as she vanished into the glass.

The moment she was gone he bolted from the covers, one with his flesh once more, and flung himself towards the glass. There was nothing there, no trace of her presence, not even the lightest of scents.
It happened again, night after night.
He felt he was going mad. He loved her, he knew that now. But every book, every website, even the priest in the nearby church agreed: the living and the dead cannot mix. For she surely was a ghost, his silent beauty.

One thing bothered him though: he’d never met her in life.

Help in that quarter came, surprisingly, from the woman that cleaned his apartment. She’d found him in the midst of his research, half mad with desperation, and simply pointed at the mirror. It had taken all of his pathetic understanding of Spanish and a long time in the Internet to figure out what she’d said. A superstition about mirrors and gateways and how there must never be a mirror near a bed.

He would have laughed had his dreams not continued. Had he still not seen her throughout the day. 

And yet, after that “chat”, the dreams changed again.

He still stood in his corner when she came through the mirror but, for the first time, her eyes didn’t go to the figure in the bed. They once more locked with his, just as they did in his waking hours, and once more her small hand extended towards him.

He wanted to reach for her, wanted to touch her and learn she was as real as him, but something kept him back. He still could not move, could not speak.

They stayed that way for what seemed like seconds but must have been hours, because suddenly the dawn was there and she was making her way into the glass, a sad little pout upon her lips.
He woke again, eyes desperate and wide, reaching for her. He hated the mirror and yet he loved it. It gave him her and yet it kept them apart.

He couldn’t eat or drink or work. All he could do was search desperately for a way.

She came to him twice more, held out her hand and yet he still couldn’t reach out for her. Something still kept him back.

And then, on the third night, she did not come.

He woke up screaming.

For two nights and days he waited for her, begged for her, without answer.

He was half mad with grief when his eyes finally found hers once more.

That night, when her hand extended towards his something deep inside him broke. That night, for the first time, he reached for her as well.

He barely even noticed as they moved, so shocked was he at the contact of her hand, at the sight of her sweet smile. And then they were crossing the mirror’s edge. He could finally be with her.

He turned towards her with a smile.

And found she had changed. The golden locks were a dirty stringy mess. The eyes unseeing and dull. The body beautiful body was an emaciated wreck. It was her smile, though, that caught his eyes. The sweet curve that suddenly became a gaping maw filled with razor like teeth as she lunged for his defenseless throat.
