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The room was too quiet. Not the kind of quiet you could trust.

Not the usual kind of quiet, such as when his father decided to switch off the television to better listen to the weather forecast, or the stillness of the school library after the lunch break had ended. No, this quiet was distinctly different; it possessed a sound of its own — a low, persistent hum, reminiscent of a refrigerator that was operating, yet devoid of any contents within.

Lucas found himself perched on the cold, unyielding metal chair, his feet barely touching the floor beneath him, and he made a concerted effort to resist the urge to swing his legs back and forth, a nervous habit he had developed over time.

The mirror stared back at him from the wall.

It was big, far bigger than the one in his mother’s bedroom, and it possessed a surface so smooth and reflective that it resembled still water on a windless day. As he looked into it, he could see himself with startling clarity: his short brown hair neatly combed, the pallid hue of his face contrasting against the backdrop of the room, and the socks that seemed to perpetually slip down his ankles, a constant reminder of his growing restlessness. 

However, the longer he stared at the glassy surface, the more it seemed that the image looking back at him was morphing into something unfamiliar. His reflection blinked in synchrony with him, yet there was a disconcerting delay; it tilted its head in perfect imitation, but not in unison. There was a half-second pause, as if it were hesitating, waiting to ensure that Lucas had really completed his movement before it followed suit. The sensation made him shiver, a creeping unease that settled in the pit of his stomach.
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