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A person's inner journey often finds meaning in a light born from the deepest darkness. For those who have lost themselves in the shadows of their own existence, questioning life and themselves, this novel is a story of search and self-discovery.

"Melisa & Arel: The You in the Mirror" is not just the story of a character but also an emotional reflection of the questions, fears, and hopes carried by every reader. Melisa is a woman who has lost her way in the chaotic flow of the modern world, left her dreams behind, and silenced her inner voice over time. However, an unexpected encounter and a series of events push her to confront the truths she has buried deep inside and embark on a journey of self-rediscovery.

This novel is more than just a narrative; it is a window into the reader’s soul. We all have a journey within us one that we sometimes postpone, sometimes ignore, but ultimately find the courage to take.

Melisa’s story will leave a mark on the hearts of those seeking themselves, perhaps even shedding light on the locked doors within us.

It should never be forgotten that light is always born from the darkest places. Sometimes, our most challenging moments lead to our greatest realizations. True illumination is not found outside but in the light that shines within us.

Emir Demirkıran

You in the Mirror ; is a story that touches the hearts of those who seek light in the depths of the human soul and long to reclaim their dreams.
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Are you ready to embark on a journey into your true self?  
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After a long and exhausting day, she had returned home and collapsed onto the couch without even having the chance to change her clothes. Her body, unable to withstand the weight of the day, had quietly surrendered to sleep. She had no idea how much time had passed. For Melisa, the rhythm of time had been distorted for quite a while; the days were blending together, and the moments were fading.

She had felt lost in a cycle for years. The fake smile she wore during the day turned into a deep sense of emptiness at night. The moment her head hit the pillow, her mind wouldn’t stop; the burdens of the past would unfold one by one before her.

Lately, what disturbed her the most were the recurring and increasingly intense dreams.
Every night, as soon as she closed her eyes, she would find herself in the same place. It wasn’t a house, nor a familiar street. It was as if she had been pushed outside of reality, into a void where time and space were suspended. Sometimes, she would stand alone in the middle of a pitch-black room where she could only hear her own breath; other times, she would walk through a vast white space where no sound echoed. There was no furniture, no marks, no exits...
Some nights, she would walk down a corridor filled with doors but without a single room. Every door looked the same, yet none bore a number or a sign. Each time, she felt compelled to choose one and open it, but was unable to decide and remained frozen in place. The doors were heavy. When opened, they would lead only to another door, and beyond that, yet another. This sense of infinity left Melisa feeling trapped within her own soul.

What was most intriguing was that these dreams always carried the same metaphors, like a pattern: doors and rooms.

On some nights, there were only rooms, rooms without any exit doors, their walls closing in on her, shrinking and tightening. These spaces were airless, cold, and silent, as if all connection to the outside world had been severed. No matter how hard she tried, Melisa couldn’t find a way out, stuck within four walls. Time had vanished completely in these places, leaving her with a despairing sense that she would remain there forever.

Melisa was a woman in her mid-thirties, lost in the chaos of Istanbul. From the outside, she seemed to be living the kind of life many people dreamed of. She lived in a modern apartment and had a successful career. But behind that success, she always felt a deep sense of lack, as if a part of her soul had been lost in the fast pace of life.
Her unresolved family issues, a long period of separation from her boyfriend, repeated failed engagements, and never-ending conflicts had left deep wounds in her soul.
Her relationship with her boyfriend had become poisoned by unspoken resentments, long silences, and recurring abandonments. Her relationship with her father was like a wound that never healed; no matter what she did, Melisa could never gain his approval. She always felt inadequate, always incomplete.
Her home was on the 12th floor of a sleek, modern residence rising above Beşiktaş. The large glass panels allowed her to watch Istanbul’s chaotic, restless streets from above, and at night, the city lights would reflect into the apartment like silent visitors. The view offered the calm blue of the Bosphorus as if painted on a canvas, while also granting her the silent privilege of observing the turmoil of life unfolding in the streets below.

The apartment was decorated with a sense of modern simplicity. The harmony of white, gray, and light wood tones gave the space both spaciousness and tranquility. A minimalist aesthetic revealed itself in every detail: not a single painting adorned the walls, and the furniture, with its clean lines, was functional yet understated. The wide L-shaped couch in the living area, upholstered in soft gray fabric, evoked a sense of both modernity and comfort. In the corner stood a slender black floor lamp, casting a warm amber glow in the evenings, giving the room a cozy ambiance.

The flooring was light oak, and rugs were almost nonexistent, only a thin, textured one under the coffee table, blending seamlessly with the room’s simplicity. The kitchen opened into the living area; its matte white cabinets were accented with stainless steel touches, and the countertops were nearly bare. Everything was in its place, orderly and free of excess.

Yet, amidst all this order, the withered jasmine plants on the balcony stood in stark contrast. Once, their sweet scent used to fill the home, but now their dried branches seemed like a forgotten beauty.
Their neglect whispered that Melisa had lost her connection to the small joys in life.
Once upon a time, her first task every morning was to step onto the balcony and water the jasmines. She would carefully pluck the wilted leaves and loosen the soil with her hands. Those quiet moments were a kind of meditation for her, a few minutes of peace before stepping into the chaos of the day. The scent of the flowers would take her back to summer evenings from her childhood, to her grandmother’s garden, to moments free of worry.
But now, those hands had forgotten how to touch flowers. The soil had dried, the leaves had turned brown. The fading of the jasmines mirrored the slow retreat of hope, joy, and vitality from Melisa’s inner world. It was as if every withering branch symbolized a missing piece within her.

She barely even noticed the flowers anymore. In the mornings, when she pulled back the curtains, her eyes would reflexively glance toward the balcony, but as soon as they caught sight of the lifeless plants, she would quickly turn her gaze away. Because every look at those dried branches brought her face to face with the aridity inside her.

The quiet disarray within her made itself felt in every corner of the apartment, despite its tidy appearance.

Melisa’s life had become a web of business meetings, emails, and endless goals. Everything was planned, her time, her schedules, even her emotions. But amid all those plans, the things that once nourished her soul had slowly disappeared. Small joys had been replaced by to-do lists; savoring moments had given way to meeting deadlines. Even her time at home had turned into an effort to be productive. And it was precisely under the shadow of this obsession with efficiency that the essence of life had begun to fade.

Even within the meticulously arranged order of the apartment, something was missing. From the outside, Melisa’s life seemed flawless, but a careful eye could spot the cracks beneath that perfection. One of those cracks revealed itself clearly on the bookshelf.

The shelves were filled with books on leadership and motivation, but in one corner, standing apart from the rest, was a single book of poetry. That book reminded her of the days when she used to find deep meaning in her emotions.
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Melisa’s job at an advertising agency in Maslak kept her constantly on the move. Her office, located in one of the city’s sleek skyscrapers, was filled with constant energy and motion. Every day, she was under pressure to come up with new projects and ideas. She had built a successful career and led major campaigns.

Everyone at the agency admired her discipline and composure during crises. But behind this shining image was the heavy burden of always needing to be “creative.” The never-ending pressure to generate ideas, the obligation to stay one step ahead, and the relentless cycle of revisions...

Yet in recent years, she had begun to feel her creativity fading. Melisa’s life was caught in a routine stretched between work and home. Most evenings, she would stop by Fesleğen Kahve ( Café Basil ) and drink a plain espresso.

Fesleğen Kahve, nestled in a corner of Nişantaşı’s bustling streets, stood out as a calm and peaceful retreat. The café, with its small display window and elegant sign, had a handwritten-style font and was adorned with a delicate basil illustration.

The moment one stepped inside, a nostalgic atmosphere embraced them. Wooden tables and chairs were decorated with handmade cushions. Small basil pots placed on each table gave the place both its name and its soul.

The walls were adorned with a few vintage frames and photographs, black-and-white images of old Nişantaşı streets. This was Melisa’s favorite part. Every time she came in, she would examine the photos in detail, as if seeing them for the first time.

Though the café was small, it felt airy. Melisa always chose the same spot: the small wooden table by the window. It allowed her to watch the passing crowd outside and drift into her thoughts.

The menu
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