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Prologue – Before the Silence

There was a time when Elias didn’t notice the quiet.

Not because it wasn’t there—

but because it didn’t feel like something that needed to be filled.

It existed the way air exists.

Unseen. Unquestioned.

Just... part of everything.

Back then, life didn’t feel heavy.

It moved without asking for permission, without waiting for meaning. Days passed in simple ways—conversations that didn’t need to go deep, laughter that didn’t need a reason, moments that didn’t need to be remembered to matter.

And somewhere inside all of that—

there was her.

Lena.

Not as a memory.

Not as something fragile or distant.

As something real.

Something present.

They didn’t begin with intensity.

There was no moment that changed everything all at once. No grand confession. No sudden realization.

Just time.

Time that slowly brought them closer without either of them noticing when it started to matter.

It was in the small things.

The way conversations stretched longer than they needed to.

The way silence didn’t feel empty when they were together.

The way nothing had to be explained for it to be understood.

It felt easy.

Too easy, maybe.

Like something that didn’t need to be questioned—so it wasn’t.

And that was where it lived.

Not in promises.

Not in definitions.

But in something quieter.

Something that felt... certain, without ever being said out loud.

Elias never thought about losing it.

That would have required him to imagine it ending.

And he never did.

Because when something feels natural, you don’t prepare for it to disappear.

You just... live inside it.

The shift didn’t come loudly.

It didn’t announce itself.

It didn’t break anything all at once.

It started small.

Almost invisible.

A conversation that didn’t go as deep as before.

A pause that lasted a little longer.

A moment where something felt... slightly out of place.

Not wrong.

Just... different.

At first, it was easy to ignore.

Easy to tell himself that nothing had changed.

Because technically—

nothing had.

They still talked.

Still met.

Still existed in each other’s space.

But something underneath had moved.

And neither of them knew how to name it.

Elias felt it before he understood it.

That quiet tension.

That subtle awareness that something was shifting—but without knowing what, or why.

He didn’t ask.

Not because he didn’t want to know—

but because asking would have made it real.

And real things... change.

Lena felt it too.

But where Elias held on—

she pulled back.

Not suddenly.

Not completely.

Just enough.

Just enough to create space where there hadn’t been any before.

And in that space—

uncertainty grew.

They didn’t fight.

They didn’t argue.

They didn’t break.

That would have been easier.

Because at least then, there would have been something to point to.

Something clear.

Something defined.

But this—

this was different.

This was something slowly slipping without either of them catching it.

And then—

one day—

it stopped.

Not with a final conversation.

Not with an explanation.

Not with closure.

Just...

silence.

Elias didn’t understand it.

Not at first.

Because nothing had happened.

There was no moment he could go back to and say:

That’s where it ended.

There was only before—

and after.

And in between—

nothing he could hold onto.

The messages slowed.

Then stopped.

The space grew wider.

And eventually—

it became distance.

That was the part that stayed with him.

Not the ending.

But the absence of one.

The way something that had felt so real—

could simply... stop existing in his life.

Without explanation.

Without warning.

Without reason.

That was when the quiet changed.

It wasn’t just there anymore.

It had weight.

It had presence.

It filled spaces it never had before.

And for the first time—

Elias noticed it.

Not because it was new.

But because something else was gone.

And that was where it began.

Not the story of what he lost—

but the story of what he would learn to carry.

Without holding on.

Without running from it.

Without needing it to be something it no longer was.

Just... carrying it differently.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The Weight of Quiet Things

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One


[image: ]


The apartment was too quiet.

Not the peaceful kind of quiet—the kind that settles gently around you like a blanket.

This was the other kind. The kind that pressed against your ears, heavy and constant, like it was trying to say something but never did.

Elias noticed it the moment he woke up.

He lay still for a while, staring at the ceiling, watching the faint shadows shift as the early morning light slipped through the half-closed blinds. For a second—just a second—he forgot.

Then it came back.

Not all at once. It never did.

It returned in pieces.

The empty side of the bed.

The cold pillow.

The absence of movement.

He turned his head slowly, as if expecting something to change this time. It didn’t.

Elias let out a breath he didn’t realize he had been holding. It sounded louder than it should have in a room like this.

“Right,” he muttered.

His voice felt unfamiliar, like it didn’t belong to him anymore.

He sat up, rubbing his face with both hands. The room looked exactly the same as it had the night before—nothing out of place, nothing broken. That was the strange part. Everything was still intact.

Except for what mattered.

He swung his legs over the side of the bed and stood up. The floor was cold. He welcomed it. It was something real, something he could feel without thinking.

The kitchen wasn’t far—just a few steps across the small open space. He didn’t bother turning on the lights. The morning was already pushing its way in.

The kettle sat where it always did.

He filled it with water, the sound echoing slightly in the silence, then set it on the stove. For a moment, he just stood there, staring at it, as if waiting for it to tell him what to do next.

It didn’t.

So he reached for a cup.

There were two.

Of course there were.

His hand hovered between them for a second longer than it should have. Then he took one and pushed the other slightly back, not enough to hide it—just enough not to look at it directly.

The kettle clicked on.

A low hum filled the room, breaking the silence just enough to make it noticeable.

Elias leaned against the counter, arms crossed, eyes fixed somewhere between the wall and nothing at all.

He tried to remember the last time the apartment had felt alive.

It wasn’t a specific memory. More like fragments.

A laugh from the other room.

Music playing too loud for a Sunday morning.

A voice calling his name without urgency.

Simple things.

Small things.

The kind you don’t realize are important until they’re gone.

The kettle clicked off.

Too soon.

He poured the water slowly, watching the steam rise and disappear into the air. For a moment, it looked like something was there—like it had shape, like it meant something.

Then it was gone.

Just like that.

Elias picked up the cup and walked to the window.

The city was already awake. Cars moved, people walked, lives continued as if nothing had changed. As if everything was exactly the same.

He rested his forehead lightly against the glass.

“Funny,” he said quietly, almost to himself.

The word lingered in the air for a second before being swallowed by the room.

Outside, the world moved forward.

Inside, everything stood still.

And somewhere in between, Elias remained—

holding a cup of coffee that had already started to go cold,

in a place that no longer felt like home.
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