
The Reflection Maze 



The Mirror Mountains lived up to their name from the moment she set foot on their frozen 
slopes. Every peak glittered like glass, scattering the light into endless, fractured versions of the 
world, each one slightly off, slightly wrong. Every surface reflected another until the horizon itself 
seemed to vanish. It was impossible to tell where solid ground ended and where reflection 
began. Step too far in any direction and you could walk straight into the sky. The mountain was 
a labyrinth of light and illusion, a place meant to turn even the sure-footed around on 
themselves. 

Brielle adjusted her stance, boots crunching over ice that felt too smooth, too deliberate. The air 
pulsed faintly with familiar energy. Water whispered beneath the surface. Ice hummed above it.​
She was no stranger to snow-bitten peaks, as White Eclipse was carved into a mountain that 
never thawed, but this cold was different. At home, the air carried weight and silence. . . here it 
vibrated, alive and watching, as though the frost itself were listening for her next move. 

Her Cryoflow stirred in response. Half her mother’s fluid grace, half her father’s sharp control. 
Streams of water coiled around her wrist, trying to freeze mid-motion as she lifted her hand. For 
a heartbeat, it was beautiful… then it fractured. The shift between water and ice snagged like a 
gear grinding out of place. Too deliberate, too forced. 

Her father’s voice echoed from memory: “Precision before power. Control the flow. Don’t let it 
control you.” 

“Tch.” She spat the sound, irritation curling at the edge of her breath as she shook off both the 
frustration and the grating echo of her old man’s voice. 

She’d spent years perfecting that technique, training herself to command each element in 
harmony. Water and ice, shifting seamlessly from one to the other. That was her father’s lesson.  

His expectation. 

But no matter how many times she tried, something always caught in the transition. Water would 
answer her call, fluid and sure, but when she reached for ice, it stuttered. Freezing too quickly, 
fracturing the balance she was meant to master. One always resisted the other. 

Here, the mountain threw that failure back at her like a cruel echo. The frozen air shimmered, 
and her reflection began to split. . . one side fluid and bright, the other sharp and crystalline. 
Two versions of herself stared back from the mirrored ice, each moving with its own rhythm. 

The first flowed like her mother’s element, water curling around her fingertips in effortless 
waves. The other stood rigid, frost crawling up her arm in perfect, lethal precision. Between 
them, she stood motionless. Caught between currents, neither stepping forward. 

The realization hit like a shiver running through her bones. The mountain wasn’t just reflecting 
her magic. . . it was reflecting her hesitation. The way she held herself apart from what she was 
meant to become. 



Then, across the glassy surface, her parents’ reflections appeared. Not ghosts, but memories 
sharpened by her own doubt. Her mother moved with effortless rhythm, water bending at her 
will. Her father stood poised, every strike of ice exact and purposeful.  

Both powerful.  

Both whole. 

And somewhere between them, she lingered. . . trying to be both, never quite either. 

When she reached forward, the reflection froze her in place. When she tried to move, it mirrored 
her perfectly. The harder she pushed, the thicker the ice became beneath her feet. 

The realization came slowly, like thawing permafrost. The mountain wasn’t resisting her. . .it was 
showing her what she’d been resisting all along. 

Her throat tightened as she raised her hand again, forcing the Cryoflow to answer. Water 
gathered at her fingertips, swirling in obedient rhythm, then froze too sharply, fracturing midair. 
The shards splintered apart, stinging against her skin. 

“No…!” she hissed under her breath, reaching again, this time faster, more desperate. The 
same result. Water, then ice. Separate. Always separate. Her reflection mimicked her every 
failure with perfect cruelty. 

For a heartbeat, she saw her father in that mirrored glare. His voice behind her again, cold as 
the air around them.  

“Precision before power. Don’t let it control you.” 

“Damn it!” she hissed through her teeth. “Why won’t you just work?” 

Her voice cracked in the frozen air, echoing back at her in a dozen distorted tones. Her father’s 
words returned with it, cold and exact: “Control the flow. Don’t let it control you.” 

She’d repeated that line a thousand times in training, but she’d never really listened. He hadn’t 
meant to dominate it. He’d meant to understand it. 

Her breath hitched, steam curling in the cold. Maybe that was the problem all along… she’d 
been trying to make it obey when the answer had been right in front of her the whole time, 
buried beneath her own frustration and pride. 

“…It’s not about control,” she whispered. 

The words left her lips and hung in the frozen air, sinking into the silence like a drop into still 
water. The mountains seemed to listen. The wind eased. Even her magic stilled, as though 
waiting to see what she’d do next. 



Then, the ice before her shimmered. Not with light, but with memory. 

Her reflection blurred, shifting until two familiar figures formed in its place. Her mother first: 
graceful, composed, unshakable as the tide. Then her father: unrelenting, fierce, a dragon 
slayer whose strength could freeze storms. Together, they stood in perfect harmony, water and 
ice intertwined without conflict. 

And there she was between them. Not matching, not equal. . .always chasing the space 
between them. 

Every step she’d taken since childhood had been a comparison. A silent demand to master 
both, to be both. Water and ice. Soft and unyielding. Every failure had felt like proof she wasn’t 
enough of either. 

The realization cracked something deeper than pride. Maybe perfection was never the point. 
Maybe harmony had never been about following their paths at all, but walking the space 
between them. 

She closed her eyes. This time, she didn’t command her magic. She stopped fighting it and let 
herself feel it. The pulse of water beneath the ice. The cold no longer fought her; it pulsed in 
rhythm, the mountain’s hum steady and low, matching the beat of her own heart. 

Her magic wavered, then softened. Hesitant, almost fragile, before shifting into motion on its 
own. Water and ice moved together, not in perfect balance, but in coexistence. The surface 
around her rippled, and the mirrored figures of her parents fractured, scattering light like a 
thousand falling stars. 

From that cascade of broken glass and frost, a faint heartbeat pulsed ahead, the phenomenon 
she’d come to find. 

Brielle stood still for a long moment, watching the way her breath curled and vanished in the air. 
When she finally stepped forward, the ground no longer resisted her. Her magic followed, fluid 
and sure, no longer something she fought against but something that moved with her. 

Somewhere deep inside, the barrier she’d carried since childhood didn’t break.  

It began to melt. 

The world shifted with her. The mirrored cliffs softened, their reflections no longer chaotic but 
calm, drawn toward the same rhythm she now carried. The maze of reflections finally stilled. 
Paths that had once doubled back or vanished into empty light now lay clear before her, each 
one a single truth instead of a thousand lies. What had seemed impossible to navigate was only 
impossible to force. 

Beneath her boots, the ice cleared until faint veins of blue-white light shimmered through the 
surface. Alive, pulsing, ancient. But it wasn’t her magic. . . It was the mountain’s. 



The phenomenon revealed itself at last: a crystalline heart buried deep within the range, where 
water and ice converged in constant motion. Their endless rhythm bent light into mirrored 
illusions that danced across the cliffs, a living heartbeat shaping the mountain’s reflection. 

As Brielle knelt, her Cryoflow magic stirred in quiet resonance, answering the pulse below. For a 
breathless moment, she could feel it, an awareness echoing her own, curious and patient, as if 
the mountain had been waiting for her to understand. The maze hadn’t been meant to trap her; 
it had been guiding her here all along. 

“There you are,” she whispered, the words curling in the cold. The light flickered once beneath 
her hand, as if acknowledging her, before fading back into the depths. 

For the first time, the silence felt peaceful. The Mirror Mountains no longer mirrored confusion or 
fear, only stillness. 

She rose slowly, exhaling a cloud of mist that vanished into the air. 

The mountain’s pulse slowed to match her own, their rhythms merging until silence became 
harmony. 

Phase I complete. But the mountain wasn’t finished with her yet. 
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