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The Quiet Library in Aarhus

The city of Aarhus was known for its cold winds and sudden rain showers. The gray clouds often hung low over the old brick buildings, matching the quiet, shy personality of a twenty-year-old girl named Freja.

Freja loved the quiet days. She worked part-time at a small local library near the university. For her, the library was the safest place in the entire city. It smelled of old paper, dry ink, and lemon polish. There were no loud noises, no bright flashing lights, and most importantly, no mirrors. In the library, people only cared about the stories printed on the pages. They did not care about what the librarian looked like.

Every single day, Freja wore the exact same type of clothes. She owned three oversized, thick knitted sweaters. Her absolute favorite was a heavy, dark gray sweater that was far too big for her thin frame. The sleeves hung down over her hands, and the bottom reached all the way to her knees. She wore plain, loose dark trousers and completely flat, completely practical brown shoes.

She also wore thick, heavy glasses with dark black frames. Her long, golden-blonde hair was never styled or curled. Instead, she pulled it back into a tight, messy bun at the back of her head, completely secured with a plain black hair tie. She never wore a single drop of makeup. Her face was always bare, her skin pale from staying entirely indoors.

Freja dressed this way on purpose. She used her large, baggy clothes like a protective shield. She believed that if she hid her physical body, people would not be able to judge her. She believed that true value only lived in the mind and the heart. She was incredibly smart, she read hundreds of books, and she possessed a deeply kind, caring soul.

On the weekends, when she was not working at the library, she baked. She loved to stay in her small, warm kitchen, mixing heavy flour and water. She baked traditional dark rye bread and sweet cinnamon buns. She often brought these warm, fresh pastries to the library to share with the older librarians. They loved her. They called her a sweet, gentle girl.

But outside the safe walls of the library, the city was entirely different. Society was completely focused on appearances. Young women her age walked down the streets wearing bright, beautiful dresses, perfectly styled hair, and colorful makeup. When Freja walked past them, she always lowered her head. She made herself look as small as possible. She felt completely invisible, like a gray shadow fading into the background.

Freja did not mind being a shadow, as long as she had someone who truly understood her completely hidden heart. She thought she had found that person. His name was Mads.

The Boy with the Cold Ambition

Freja and Mads had been together for two years. They met when they were both new students at the university. Back then, Mads was a quiet boy who wore simple clothes and studied late into the night. He used to sit at a small wooden table in the library, struggling with his heavy business books. Freja had noticed him looking tired. She brought him a warm cup of coffee and a fresh slice of sweet bread. He smiled at her, and that simple smile entirely captured her young, romantic heart.

But two years is a very long time. As Mads moved deeper into his marketing studies, he began to completely change.

Mads became incredibly focused on his public image. He realized that in the business industry, appearance was just as important as intelligence. He stopped wearing simple t-shirts. He spent all his extra money on crisp white shirts, perfectly tailored dark jackets, and highly expensive leather shoes. He started styling his blonde hair with expensive products so every single piece stayed exactly in place.

As Mads changed his outside appearance, his inside personality also grew entirely cold. He became obsessed with status. He wanted to be the most successful student in his class. He wanted to know the most important people, eat at the most expensive restaurants, and be seen at the most popular parties.

Freja did not fit into this new, shiny lifestyle. But she loved him deeply, so she tried her best to completely support him.

One cold Tuesday evening, Freja went to his apartment. She spent three hours in her own kitchen baking a special, highly complicated chocolate cake to celebrate his recent high test score. She placed the beautiful cake in a box, put on her thick gray sweater to protect herself from the wind, and walked all the way across town to see him.

When Mads opened the door, he did not smile. He was wearing a sharp blue suit, talking quickly on his mobile phone. He waved his hand, telling her to come inside and sit down on the sofa.

Freja sat quietly for twenty minutes, holding the white cake box on her lap. She looked around his apartment. It was completely spotless. There were no cozy blankets, no messy books, and no personal pictures. It looked exactly like a cold, empty hotel room.

Finally, Mads hung up the phone and let out a loud, frustrated sigh.

"I brought you a cake," Freja said softly, offering a genuine, hopeful smile. "To celebrate your amazing test score. I made it from completely fresh ingredients."

Mads looked at the box. He did not reach out to take it. He looked completely annoyed.

"Freja, you know I am trying to eat a clean diet right now," Mads said, his voice completely flat. "I cannot eat heavy chocolate and sugar. I need to look completely sharp for my interviews next week. You should take it to your coworkers at the library."

Freja felt a sharp, painful sting in her chest. She slowly lowered the box back onto her lap. "Oh. I am completely sorry. I just thought you might like a small piece."

"It is entirely fine," Mads sighed, rubbing his forehead. Then, he looked directly at her. His blue eyes scanned her from her messy hair bun down to her completely flat brown shoes. He frowned deeply.

"Are you wearing that huge gray sweater again?" Mads asked, his tone turning completely critical. "You literally wear that piece of clothing every single day. Do you not own anything else? Anything that actually fits your body?"

Freja immediately crossed her arms over her chest, suddenly feeling entirely exposed and completely ashamed. She pulled the long, heavy sleeves down over her hands.

"It is very comfortable," Freja answered, her voice shaking slightly. "It keeps me warm."

"It makes you look completely messy," Mads stated, showing absolutely zero kindness. "You do not even try, Freja. You never brush your hair properly. You never put on a nice dress. I am trying to build a professional network. I need people to take me completely seriously. It is very hard when my girlfriend looks like she just rolled entirely out of bed."

Freja looked down at the floor. Her eyes burned with hot tears, but she refused to let them fall. She believed that Mads was simply stressed about his important studies. She told herself that his cruel words were just the result of a difficult day.

"I will try to dress better," Freja whispered to the floor.

"See that you do," Mads replied, completely ignoring her obvious sadness. "My marketing department is having a gathering this Friday night at a nice bar downtown. All the directors will be there. I expect you to come, and I expect you to look entirely presentable."

The Party of Cruel Whispers

Friday night arrived, bringing a completely heavy sense of dread to Freja's stomach. She spent an entire hour staring into her small closet, trying to find something that would make Mads completely happy. But her closet only contained loose, plain clothing.

She finally chose a simple black skirt, a plain white blouse, and a thick, dark blue cardigan. It was the absolute best outfit she owned. She brushed her hair and left it down, but it was straight and entirely flat. She looked in the bathroom mirror. She did not know how to apply makeup. She did not own any red lipstick or dark eyeliner. She just looked like plain, simple Freja.

When she met Mads outside the bright, entirely loud bar in the center of Aarhus, his reaction was exactly what she feared.

He looked at her simple skirt and her thick blue cardigan. He closed his eyes and let out a deeply entirely frustrated breath.

"Is this really the best you could do?" Mads asked, shaking his head. "Fine. Just stay close to the wall and try not to say anything completely embarrassing."

He did not hold her hand as they walked inside.

The bar was incredibly loud, filled with heavy bass music and entirely bright, flashing lights. The room was packed with people from the university's marketing program and important business directors from the city.

Freja felt completely out of place the exact second she stepped through the door.

Every single woman in the room looked absolutely stunning. They wore tight, highly expensive dresses in bright reds and deep emerald greens. Their hair was curled into perfect, bouncy waves. Their lips were painted, and they wore tall, sharp high heels that made them look completely powerful and confident.

Freja immediately pulled her thick cardigan completely tight across her chest. She walked to a dark corner near the back wall, exactly as Mads had instructed.

Mads completely ignored her. He grabbed a tall glass of expensive alcohol and walked straight into the middle of the crowd. He laughed loudly, shook hands with the older directors, and charmed the beautiful women around him. He looked entirely handsome, completely ambitious, and entirely confident. He looked like he belonged there.

Freja stood completely alone in the shadows for two entirely long hours. She held a small glass of water, watching the man she loved pretend that she did not exist.

At one point, Mads was standing just a few meters away from Freja's dark corner. He was talking to a tall, incredibly beautiful woman with shiny dark hair and a highly expensive silver dress. The woman was laughing at everything Mads said.

"You are so completely funny, Mads," the beautiful woman said, placing her hand gently on his arm. "Are you here with anyone tonight? A handsome guy like you must have a completely amazing girlfriend."

Freja completely froze. She waited for Mads to turn around, point to her in the corner, and introduce her proudly. She waited for him to tell the beautiful woman that he loved a kind, smart girl who baked fresh bread.

Mads looked nervously around the room. He briefly made eye contact with Freja hiding in the shadows. He quickly looked away, completely avoiding her gaze.

"No," Mads lied smoothly, giving the beautiful woman his most charming smile. "I am completely single. I just have not found a woman who matches my level of ambition and style yet."

The beautiful woman laughed again, entirely delighted by his answer.

Freja felt a completely cold, extremely sharp pain shoot straight through her heart. The pain was so intense she entirely stopped breathing for a second. The man she loved, the man she supported and cared for, had just completely denied her existence because she was not pretty enough to show off.

Suddenly, a man carrying a tray of drinks bumped entirely hard into Freja's shoulder. A glass of dark red wine spilled completely over the front of her white blouse, leaving a huge, messy red stain.

Freja gasped entirely loudly.

The loud noise made several people turn and look at her, including Mads and the beautiful woman in the silver dress.

"Oh my," the beautiful woman laughed loudly, covering her mouth. "Who is that entirely messy girl? Did she wander in from the library?"

Several other people in the group started laughing completely cruelly at Freja's stained shirt and thick glasses.

Mads did not step forward to help her. He did not defend her against the cruel jokes. Instead, his face turned completely red with entirely intense anger and deep embarrassment. He glared at Freja, his eyes telling her that she was completely ruining his perfect, shiny image.

Freja could not entirely take it anymore. The heavy tears she had been holding back finally completely spilled over her pale cheeks. She dropped her small glass of water on the floor, turned around, and pushed her way blindly through the crowded room. She ran out the heavy front doors and directly into the cold, freezing rain of the city.

The Broken Mirror

Freja ran all the way back to her small, completely quiet apartment. The rain soaked entirely through her thick cardigan and her stained white blouse. Her heavy glasses were completely covered in water, making it impossible to see the streetlights clearly.

When she finally locked her front door, she collapsed onto the floor of her small hallway. She pulled her knees entirely up to her chest and cried. She cried until her throat completely burned and her chest entirely ached.

She cried because she felt entirely, completely ugly.

After a long time, she slowly stood up and walked into her small bathroom. She turned on the harsh, bright yellow light. She stood in front of the mirror and stared at her completely bare reflection.

She saw her wet, flat blonde hair sticking to her cheeks. She saw her thick, entirely unfashionable glasses. she saw the heavy, dark cardigan and the completely ruined shirt.

For her entire life, she had believed that the outside did not matter. She believed that reading books, being deeply kind, and having a good heart would be enough to make someone love her completely. But tonight, that belief was entirely shattered into a million sharp pieces.

Society did not care about her kind heart. Mads did not care about her kind heart. They only saw a plain, messy, entirely ugly girl hiding in the shadows.

She slowly took off her thick glasses and set them on the sink. She wiped the cold rain and the salty tears from her face.

She wanted to be angry at Mads. She wanted to yell at him for completely denying her. But deep down, the absolute worst part was that she entirely believed him. She completely believed that she was not good enough. She entirely believed that she did not deserve a place in the bright, beautiful parts of the city.

Her mobile phone buzzed loudly on the counter.

Freja completely jumped. She looked at the glowing screen. It was a completely short text message from Mads.

*You completely embarrassed me tonight. We cannot keep doing this. Meet me at the cafe on the corner tomorrow at noon. We need to talk.*

Freja stared at the cold words on the small screen. She knew exactly what those words meant. The tone was completely final. The relationship was entirely over. He was going to end it.

She felt a completely strange numbness spread entirely through her body. The heavy sadness was still there, but it was now mixed with a deep, entirely exhausted defeat. She did not have the completely strong energy to fight for him anymore.

She turned off the bathroom light, leaving the completely broken reflection in the dark.

She walked into her small bedroom and opened her wooden closet. She reached out and entirely pulled her favorite, oversized, heavily knitted dark gray sweater from the hanger. She laid it carefully on the end of her bed. She was going to wear it tomorrow. She was going to completely hide inside the heavy gray wool one absolute final time.

Tomorrow at noon, she would go to the small rainy cafe. She would sit across from the boy she completely loved. She would listen to him tell her that she was too entirely ugly to remain in his life.

She climbed into her small bed and pulled the heavy blankets completely over her head, wishing entirely desperately that she could just completely disappear. She did not know it yet, but the total darkness of this terribly sad night was the absolute final chapter of her old, entirely hidden life. Tomorrow, the deep pain of his cruel words would finally push her to find her entirely genuine, totally unbreakable strength.
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