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A weary driver checks into a roadside hotel walled in mirrors. They close in the moment you look away.

I'd been drifting in and out for miles, those dangerous, syrup‑slow blinks where the world disappears and snaps back too late. When the headlights caught a crooked wooden sign that simply read: 

"REST - 1 MILE" 

I didn't question it. I turned.The town barely existed. One flickering streetlight. A gas pump older than my father. And a hotel stretched in a long, low row like a spine. Only five doors, spaced far apart, as if each room behind them was enormous.But when I stepped inside, exhaustion hit me like a drug.The receptionist looked up and smiled - too warmly, too quickly, like she'd been waiting for me specifically. She was beautiful in a way that didn't belong in a place like this. Glossy hair. Perfect teeth. Eyes that didn't blink enough. 

"Long night?" 

she asked. 

voice soft, almost intimate. 

Something in her tone hovered between love at first sight and something is terribly wrong.I signed the ledger with a shaky hand and took the key.The hallway outside the rooms was long - impossibly long for only five doors. But when I opened mine, the room was... small. Narrow. Compressed. And the mirrors-One entire wall was a mirror, stretching corner to corner.

The opposite wall held a smaller mirror, centered perfectly, like an eye.I should've questioned it.But exhaustion is its own kind of hypnosis. 

I collapsed onto the bed and the world dissolved.I woke up freezing.The bed was still beneath me, but the room was gone.I was standing in a vast, warehouse‑sized void, every surface. Thr walls, ceiling, floor all covered in mirrors. The bed sat alone in the center like a misplaced prop. My reflection stared back at me from every direction, multiplied into infinity.I took a step.The sound echoed unnaturally, like it traveled for miles.Then - a soft scrape.I turned my head toward the left mirror.The mirror on the right shifted closer. 

Not slid.
Not rolled. 

It jumped, like a frame skipping in a corrupted video. My breath caught.I looked behind me.The mirror in front of me jerked forward an inch. 

I tested it, moved slowly, carefully. Turning my eyes upward.The ceiling mirror lowered, just a hair, but enough to hear the faint crackle of tension in the air, like static building. My pulse hammered so hard I felt it in my teeth.I looked down.The floor mirror rose a fraction of an inch.The room wasn't shrinking. 

It was responding.Every direction I looked, the opposite mirror moved closer.
A slow, patient tightening.
Like the room was studying me.
Learning me.
Waiting for me to slip.I tried to keep my eyes still, but panic makes the gaze dart. 

Left - scrape.
Up - scrape.
Behind - scrape scrape scrape. 

The sound was soft but relentless, like fingernails dragging across glass from the inside.The mirrors pressed inward, squeezing the space smaller and smaller.

My reflections warped as the angles tightened. My faces stretching, bending, smiling when I wasn't. One tilted its head the wrong way. Another blinked too slowly. One didn't blink at all.I backed up until cold glass touched my spine. 

The mirror behind me pushed forward, pressing into my back like a hand.I gasped and spun around - the opposite mirror lunged closer, slamming forward a full foot with a thunderous crack that vibrated through my ribs.The room collapsed faster now.The ceiling lowered toward my skull.
The floor rose to meet it.
The walls pressed against my shoulders, my ribs, my throat. 

I couldn't move.
I couldn't breathe.
I couldn't think. 

The mirrors were about to crush me, then
I felt the cold glass kiss the sides of my neck, 

And then.. 

A knock.

I shot upright in the tiny hotel room, drenched in sweat, lungs burning. 

"Checkout time," a voice called. 

I stumbled to the door and opened it.The receptionist stood there. 

Same face.
Same eyes.
Same smile.But older.
Much older. 

Her hair streaked with gray, her skin lined, her voice raspier."You slept a long time," she said.Her eyes didn't blink.

The End

"Take one last look in the mirror on your way out. It’s been looking at you for years."
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