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Dedicated To those who seek truth behind the glass,

and to the shadows we dare not face.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Introduction


[image: ]




Vienna — a city of music, history, and secrets whispered through its baroque alleys. In this elegant, cold world, appearances often mask deeper darkness.

The Mirror Room invites you into a psychological labyrinth where nothing is quite as it seems. Here, the line between healing and harm blurs, and the search for truth may lead you to question your own reflection.

This story explores the fragile nature of the mind, the price of clarity, and the haunting question: How much can we trust what we see — and what others tell us to see?

I hope this journey through Vienna’s snowy streets, echoing with silence and mystery, leaves you both unsettled and enthralled.

Thank you for stepping inside the mirror with me.

— Abdul Quddus
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​Chapter 0: The Final Note
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Setting: Vienna, winter night – Karlsplatz U-Bahn station

Tone: Mysterious, eerie, elegant

––––––––
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SNOW FALLS SILENTLY on the nearly empty Karlsplatz U-Bahn platform. A young woman stands at the edge, still and solemn, her breath visible in the icy air. A violin sonata plays softly over the station’s speakers — haunting, beautiful, surreal.

She looks up, as if listening to something only she can hear.

Then she steps forward.

No sound. No scream. Just a silent fall into the void below.

High above, a surveillance camera captures the moment — and captures something else: a man in a dark coat, watching from the shadows,  unnamed yet, stands still. Calm. Observing.

He murmurs softly:

> “Freedom.”

––––––––
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THE SCREEN FADES TO black — a grainy clip of the suicide is being reviewed by police, but no signs of foul play are noted.

The world moves on.

But someone isn’t convinced it was a suicide.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: A Beautiful Death 
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The call came at 06:14.

Leyla Lang had just stepped out of her shower, the steam still lingering on the mirror. Her reflection looked back at her, tired eyes beneath damp hair — the kind of look you carry after solving a murder that kept you up for weeks.

The phone buzzed again.

She sighed, answered.

“Lang.”

“Another one,” said Hanna’s voice, gruff and low. “Young woman. Upper Alsergrund. Suicide, apparently.”

Leyla reached for a towel. “Apparently?”

“The scene is... tidy. Almost too tidy. Thought you’d want to see it.”

“I’ll be there in twenty.”

~~~
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THE APARTMENT WAS ON the third floor of a stately building lined with ivy and black iron balconies, its baroque charm dulled by frost. The streets outside were hushed, the world not quite awake.

Leyla stepped inside.

Warm air greeted her — mixed with varnished wood, dried flowers, and something else. Something like lavender, faint and intentional.

The living room looked like a music conservatory. A violin sat beside a pile of neatly folded clothes. Sheet music was pinned on the wall like artwork. A record player spun, silent now, its needle hovering mid-groove.

The body had already been removed.

“What do we know?” Leyla asked, glancing at the young uniformed officer near the window.

He cleared his throat. “Name’s Elena Weiß, 25. Musician — performed at a few local halls.  Her Neighbor found her this morning when she didn’t respond to knocks.”

“Signs of struggle?”

“None. Doors locked from inside. Windows secured. She left a note... or something that looked like one.”

Leyla nodded, eyes scanning the space. Nothing was out of place. It was beautiful. Too beautiful.

She walked to the grand piano near the window. A single photo sat atop it.

It was a candid shot — black and white. A man in a dark turtleneck, half-smiling, seated in a room lined with books and records.

Leyla picked it up.

“Who’s this?”

“Not sure,” the officer said. “No name on it.”

She turned the frame around. Nothing.

Leyla stared at the man’s face. Elegant, composed. There was something about his gaze — not cold exactly, but detached. Like someone watching a movie they’d seen too many times.

Hanna entered, coat unbuttoned, eyes already scanning the walls.
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