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    To the ones who speak in static, listen in shadows, and love through pauses.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Sometimes the loudest voices are the ones never spoken.  And sometimes, the deepest connection lives in shared silence.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. All characters, names, places, organizations, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental.

The themes explored—including trauma, grief, and media ethics—are intended for artistic and narrative purposes only. They are not meant to replace professional advice, diagnosis, or treatment.

The author bears no responsibility for how readers interpret or use the content beyond its fictional context.

Reader discretion is advised.
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Episode 1: Feedback Loops


[image: ]


—-
[image: ]


Reign Aldor hadn’t heard real silence in twelve years.

Not since he first slipped behind a microphone and let his voice spill across frequencies, late into the night. His radio show, Midnight Shiver, had been a refuge for insomniacs, lonely truckers, wandering students, and brokenhearted lovers. Reign never gave much of himself—he didn’t have to. The voice did the work. Smooth, a bit damaged, the audio equivalent of whiskey poured over vinyl.

Then came the moment that ruined it all.

A comment—sarcastic, clipped, born from exhaustion. A sentence, launched carelessly into the wrong news cycle. A single viral outrage.

He didn’t fight to explain. What would be the point? His listeners wanted warmth, not flame. And so, the city burned his name in silence.

Now, three months later, he found himself in Stillridge, Oregon—a town too small for WiFi towers, too proud for outsiders, and too quiet to care who he used to be.
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The cabin he rented sat at the edge of a forest that whispered more than it spoke. Pine needles littered the porch, the air smelled of old rain and damp bark, and the only sound at night was the occasional scratch of branches across the windows.

Inside: one narrow bed, a second-hand desk, a portable recorder, and a dusty radio that only played static.

Fitting.

He tried recording again—some monologues, some voice notes—but it felt hollow. Like trying to play jazz after your instrument had been dipped in ash.

He needed... texture. Contrast. Another voice.

Not to talk, but to show.
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That voice, though he didn’t know it yet, lived two miles away.

Vera Lark didn’t consider herself a photographer anymore.

She shot absence.

Emptiness, decay, pauses between what was and what refused to be again.

Years ago, she had covered conflict zones, humanitarian crises, forgotten corners of foreign maps. Her camera had witnessed more than her heart could hold. It had made her famous. It had made her tired.

Then came the condition. Misophonia.

A name that sounded poetic, but felt like poison.

Sounds turned violent—chewing, pens clicking, phones buzzing, even breathing. They clawed into her nervous system, made her recoil, made her dream in static and wake in sweat. She left the cities. Left people. Left color.

She lived now in grayscale.
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The town called her “Ghost Snap.”

Said she walked like her bones remembered war.

Said she could make a picture of dust feel like confession.

Vera ignored them.

Stillridge had what she needed—distance. It asked for nothing and gave even less.

That suited her fine.
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Their collision came on a Tuesday.

Reign had walked into The Cracked Spoon, the town’s only coffee shop, with no real desire except warmth. He wore the same cracked-leather jacket that had seen too many highways. His hair was longer now. His eyes held sleep like it owed him something.

He didn’t see the bag.

Tripped.

The cup of coffee on Vera’s table tilted, spun, and spilled across a stack of face-down photos.

“Oh, hell—” he muttered, steadying himself.

“Don’t touch that,” she said.

The sharpness of her voice sliced the air clean.

Reign looked up. She sat like a sculpture—sharp jaw, ink-black hair tied back, hands still mid-air. Her headphones had been yanked off by the movement. Her eyes: hard steel. Controlled fury.

“I was going to help,” he said slowly.

“I didn’t ask you to.”

Something in him bristled. “Right. I’ll make sure to fall more respectfully next time.”

A pause.

Then, quietly, she flipped the photo. It had coffee along one corner now—darker patches bleeding across black and white tones.

It was a child, sitting beneath a torn flag in rubble. Bare feet, defiant stare, wind in the dust.

“Damn,” Reign murmured. “That’s... a lot.”

“It was more before you baptized it.”

He looked at her then, fully. “You’re not from around here.”

“No,” she said flatly. “But you scream outsider louder than I do.”

His lips curved, just barely. “Good ear.”
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He didn’t expect to see her again.

So of course, he did.
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Three days later, Reign showed up at her cabin.

Not out of arrogance. Out of need.

She opened the door just far enough to see his face, not his posture.

“You have a habit of standing in doorways.”

He held up a folder. “I need something. Your name came up.”

“I don’t freelance anymore.”

“I don
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