

    
        
          The Haunting Of Mirror Cabin

        

        
        
          Tales By Death

        

        
        
          Neo Shadowfall

        

        
          Published by Neo Shadowfall, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE HAUNTING OF MIRROR CABIN

    

    
      First edition. March 17, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Neo Shadowfall.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233201059

    

    
    
      Written by Neo Shadowfall.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Neo Shadowfall

	    

      
	    
          
	      Tales By Death

          
        
          
	          The Haunting Of Mirror Cabin

          
        
          
	          The Forest of Terrors

          
        
          
	          Chamber of Horrors- Season One: Project Phobos

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Demon’s Bond

          
        
          
	          Partner in Darkness

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Curse of Kage

          
        
          
	          A White Wolf Among Monsters

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Neo Shadowfall’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Neo Shadowfall

Chapter 1 Alone

Chapter 2 The Deer

Chapter 3 The Cabin

Chapter 4 Heart Attack

Chapter 5  Same skin different person

Sign up for Neo Shadowfall's Mailing List

Further Reading: Chamber of Horrors- Season One: Project Phobos

Also By Neo Shadowfall

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 1 Alone 
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I sigh as I sit alone in my small house, staring at the quiet walls around me.

Twenty years.

Twenty years of cold concrete floors, iron bars, and the sound of distant metal doors slamming shut. Twenty years of being called something I wasn't.

And now... I'm free.

Free to do whatever I want.

At least that's what everyone says.

But the truth is, freedom feels strange when you've spent half your life locked away. The world moves differently. People look at you differently. Even the silence feels heavier.

I lean back in the chair and rub my face slowly.

What do I want?

I don't have any family left. No one waiting for me. No warm welcome home. The only person who still talks to me is my friend Mark.

Getting a job is going to be nearly impossible now too. No one wants to hire someone who spent twenty years in prison for murder-even if that person didn't actually do it.

They said I killed four people.

Four.

The only crime I ever truly committed was attempted murder, and that was twenty years ago during a drunken fight that spiraled out of control. I paid for that mistake. But the other murders... those were never mine.

Still, a jury decided otherwise.

And people believe what they want to believe.

Eventually, I push myself up from the chair and grab my keys from the table. Sitting around thinking about the past isn't going to help anything.

I step outside and get into my car, the cold winter air biting against my skin. The engine rumbles to life as I pull out of the driveway.

For a while, I just drive.

No destination. No plan.

Just empty roads stretching through town while my thoughts wander somewhere far away.

Eventually, I stop at a red light. The street is quiet, the only sound coming from the faint hum of my engine.

Then my phone dings.

The noise snaps me back to reality.

I glance down and see a text message from Mark.

I pick up the phone and read it.

Hey, I heard you got out, man. It sucks you got convicted and it's been a long time, but hey-we should do something fun now that you're back. We could head up to the Forest of Terrors and rent the Cabin of Mirrors. Might be fun just to try it out. I mean... you never know, right?

I stare at the message for a moment.

The Forest of Terrors.

Even hearing the name sends a faint chill through me.

That forest is full of stories-stories people whisper about when the sun goes down.

Legends.

Some say the woods are haunted. Others claim strange creatures roam through the trees at night. There are even rumors about a secret laboratory hidden somewhere deep in the forest... a place called the Chamber of Horrors.

No one has ever found it.

At least... no one who came back to talk about it.

And then there's the Cabin of Mirrors.

The most famous story of them all.

I once heard about a guy who stayed there overnight. When he came back, he claimed he saw someone inside the cabin that looked exactly like him.

Same face.

Same voice.

Same everything.

Except it wasn't him.

And according to the story, that thing tried to eat him.

People laughed when he told the story, of course. Said he went crazy in the woods. Said he drank too much.

Still... the way he told it always felt a little too real.

And that forest is also where the legend of Mr. Butterfly supposedly began-those brutal murders from decades ago where the victims were found in ways no one could fully explain.

The Forest of Terrors has never exactly been a welcoming place.

I stare at the message again.

Going there might not be the smartest idea.

But then again... what else do I have going on?

My life is pretty empty right now.

So after a moment, I type back.

Yeah. Come by my house and we'll rent it for next weekend.

I send the message and toss my phone onto the passenger seat just as the traffic light turns green.

Later, I stop at a grocery store to pick up a few things.

As soon as I step out of my car and walk inside, the atmosphere changes.

I can feel it immediately.

Eyes.

Everyone is staring at me.

Some people whisper under their breath as I pass by.

"Murderer..."

"He should have never gotten out..."

I pretend not to hear them, but their voices stick to the back of my mind like shadows that won't go away.

It's crazy.

I didn't even do it.

Yet somehow, I'm still the monster in their story.

I quickly grab what I need and head to the register without saying a word. The cashier barely looks at me as she scans my groceries.

A few minutes later, I walk back outside into the cold evening air.

Finally... silence again.

I drive home and set the groceries down on the kitchen counter, the house once again falling into that same quiet stillness.

Now all I can do is wait.

Wait for Mark to arrive.

Wait for next weekend.

Wait to see where this strange idea of renting the Cabin of Mirrors will take us.

For better...

Or for something far worse. 

(End of Chapter 1)
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​Chapter 2 The Deer 
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I sit in silence, waiting.

The house feels different tonight.

Quieter than usual.

Heavier.

Like something is pressing down on the walls... or watching from somewhere I can’t quite see.

Then—

Knock. Knock. Knock.

The sound cuts through the silence, sharp and sudden.

I stand up and walk to the door, pulling it open.

There he is.

Mark.

“Hey, John... it’s been a while,” he says, a small smile forming as he steps forward and pulls me into a quick hug.

“Yeah... it has,” I reply.

“Come on in.”

He steps inside, glancing around for a moment like he’s taking in just how empty the place feels. I lead him into the kitchen, and we both sit down at the table across from each other.

For a second, neither of us speaks.

Then Mark leans forward slightly.

“So... you ready to rent this cabin?” he asks.

I let out a quiet breath.

“I mean, yeah... I am. Though I’m not sure it’s a good idea. You know the legends about that forest.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” he says, waving it off. “But come on—it’ll be fun. You’ve been locked up for twenty years. You need a little excitement. Maybe even a little fear.”

He laughs.

I shake my head slightly, a faint smirk forming despite myself.

“Yeah... maybe. Alright, let’s do it. But you’re paying for it—I don’t have the money.”

Mark chuckles.

“Yeah, I figured. Don’t worry about it. It’s only like twenty bucks for two nights.”

“Then let’s do it.”

He pulls out his phone, quickly going through the process of renting the cabin. I watch him for a moment, something in the back of my mind still unsure about all of this.

But I ignore it.

After a few seconds, he looks up.

“When do you want to go? I know you said next week, but... hear me out.”

I raise an eyebrow.

“We could go today. Stay tonight and tomorrow.”

I pause.

For a moment, I actually think about it.

Something about going right now feels... off.

But then again, maybe that’s the point.

Maybe I need to stop overthinking everything.

“Yeah,” I finally say. “Let’s go now.”

Mark grins.

“Alright, man. It’s booked. We can head out right away.”

He stands up, grabbing his keys.

“We taking your car or mine?”

“Yours,” I answer.

A few minutes later, we’re both in his car, pulling out onto the road.

The sky is already starting to dim, the pale winter light fading faster than I expected.

“It’s only about ten minutes from here,” Mark says as he drives.

I nod and lean back in my seat, looking out the passenger window.

At first, everything seems normal.

Empty roads. Bare trees. Patches of snow covering the ground.

Then I see a sign on the side of the road.

Bear Crossing.

I barely think anything of it.

A couple
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