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The day you came,
my whole world changed.
Not all at once
but forever.
A new part of me arrived with you,
quiet and watchful,
already standing guard
over things I didn’t know I could lose.
I had lived for myself.
I had fought for survival.
Then you were here
and suddenly I was fighting
for tomorrow.
Mercy was born that day.
Not as weakness,
but as purpose.
You made me grow
in ways I may never fully see,
but I feel them
every time I choose patience over anger,
hope over fear,
love over pride.
You inspire me to be more
just by being you.
So I write you this story
to let you know
everything I become
after you
is because you were first.
And no matter where the world takes you,
there will always be a part of me
standing behind you,
steady,
unmoving,
and proud.
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Chapter 1 The New Girl Who Watches
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The Hollow Quiet

The school looked exactly like it was meant to.

Clean lines. Glass panels. Pale brick softened by banners about Wellbeing Week and Digital Responsibility. The sort of building designed to reassure parents that nothing truly bad could happen inside it.

Rivvon paused just beyond the doors.

They slid open automatically, silent as breath.

The sound didn’t rush to meet her.

That was the first thing she noticed.

Inside, hundreds of students moved through the corridor in neat, unbroken streams. Shoes scuffed tile. Bags brushed coats. Lockers clicked open and shut. There should have been noise laughter, shouting, the crack of voices bouncing off walls but there was only a low, constant hush.

Not peace.

Hollowness.

Most heads were bowed. Not in prayer. Not in shame. Just... angled. Thumbs flicked. Screens glowed faintly against faces that barely reacted. Groups walked together without speaking, bodies in formation while attention lived somewhere else entirely.

Rivvon stepped inside.

No one looked up.

She adjusted the strap of her bag on her shoulder and walked, slow enough to feel the building breathe around her. The air felt thinner than it should have been, like a room left closed too long.

A boy laughed suddenly, a short, startled sound, as if it had escaped him by mistake. Three others glanced at him, confused, then returned to their screens. The laugh did not repeat itself.

Rivvon felt something settle behind her ribs.

Silence wasn’t always absence. Sometimes it was pressure. Sometimes it was weight.

She passed a noticeboard filled with posters: exam dates, clubs, helplines. Everything important was written down, neatly categorised, laminated. The words promised connection, support, awareness.

No one stopped to read them.

A group of girls leaned against the lockers ahead, shoulders touching. One showed something on her phone to the others. They all smiled at the same time, identical, practised expressions, then let the smiles fall away as the screen changed.

Rivvon watched the moment carefully.

The smiles vanished too quickly. As though they had never been meant to last.

She did not feel frightened. Fear was loud. This wasn’t that. This was quieter. Slower. Like something draining rather than attacking.

A teacher passed her, coffee cup in hand, eyes scanning the corridor. He nodded absently, already half-tired, as if the day had been running long before it started. His gaze slid over the students without quite landing on any of them.

Rivvon wondered when that had begun to feel normal.

She reached her temporary locker; she had been told and spun the combination she’d memorised that morning. The metal door creaked softly. Inside, the space was empty, waiting.

For a moment, she simply stood there.

Around her, phones buzzed and dimmed and buzzed again. Notifications arrived like tiny pulses of life, each one tugging at attention, each one demanding to be answered.

No one spoke.

Rivvon closed her locker and leaned back against it, letting herself feel the corridor fully.

The quiet here wasn’t restful. It wasn’t the kind that wrapped itself around you and let you breathe. It was thin and stretched, like fabric pulled too far. She could almost hear it humming, not a sound exactly, but the sense of something constantly on the edge of snapping.

She had felt this before, in other places. Rooms where people stopped noticing one another. Spaces where being present took effort.

This was worse.

A boy walked past her and nearly collided with another student coming the opposite way. They both muttered apologies without lifting their eyes. Their shoulders brushed. Neither reacted.

Rivvon’s fingers curled slightly at her side.

She didn’t reach for anything. She didn’t draw symbols or whisper words. She didn’t need to.

Recognition came first.

She noticed how often students flinched when a phone went dark, even for a second. How fingers twitched, restless, when a screen lagged. How silence seemed to press harder whenever notifications paused.

This wasn’t addiction in the way adults liked to say it. It wasn’t misbehaviour or laziness.

It was something closer to fear.

The bell rang sharp, abrupt, almost violent in the quiet corridor. Students shifted direction instantly, streams reorganising without conversation, without confusion. The system worked perfectly.

Rivvon followed the flow.

As she walked, she caught her reflection in a glass panel: dark curls escaping her tie, eyes too steady for a first day. She looked like any other girl her age. Ordinary. Forgettable.

That was fine.

She passed a classroom door where a teacher stood ushering students inside, repeating the same phrase over and over: “Phones away, please. Phones away.”

The students complied immediately. Screens slid into pockets and bags without protest. Not angry. Not annoyed.

Resigned.

Rivvon slowed.

Compliance without resistance wasn’t obedience. It was exhaustion.

She stepped into her assigned classroom and took an empty seat near the window. Outside, the playground sat unused, pale lines painted on tarmac, waiting for bodies that would come later, briefly, before retreating indoors again.

Around her, students pulled out books while sneaking glances at their laps, thumbs already finding familiar shapes. One girl rested her chin on her hand, eyes unfocused, scrolling without really looking.

Rivvon rested her hands on the desk.

The quiet settled again, deeper now. Thicker.

She breathed in slowly, carefully, as if the room might forget how if she didn’t.

This place didn’t need fixing.

It needed noticing.

And Rivvon had always been very good at that.

She looked around the room once more, memorising faces, postures, the small tells of discomfort and withdrawal. She didn’t judge them. She didn’t pity them.

She simply saw them.

The lesson began. The teacher’s voice filled the space, calm and measured, practiced at speaking into rooms that didn’t quite answer back.

Rivvon listened.

The quiet remained.

But now, at least, someone had noticed it was there.
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When the Noise Stops

The classroom settled into its shape quickly.

Desks aligned. Chairs scraped softly, then stilled. Bags thudded to the floor. The teacher’s voice moved through the room with careful confidence, the tone of someone used to filling space that did not push back.

Rivvon sat near the window, hands folded loosely on the desk. Outside, clouds pressed low against the glass, thick and unmoving. The light they cast was flat and grey, as if colour itself had been asked to wait.

Around her, students appeared attentive enough. Heads faced forward. Pens moved. Pages turned.

Below the desks, something else happened.

Rivvon noticed it almost immediately.

Thumbs flicked in practiced rhythms, hidden just behind knees or beneath open exercise books. Screens glimmered briefly, then dimmed. A sleeve shifted. A knee angled inward, shielding the small glow from the teacher’s line of sight.

No one looked at what they were writing while they scrolled.

The two actions existed separately, as if the body had learned to divide itself.

The teacher asked a question. A girl in the second row answered correctly without lifting her eyes from the page. Her phone vibrated once beneath the desk. She paused mid-sentence, breath hitching, then finished her answer as the vibration stopped.

Rivvon felt the pause ripple through her chest.

She watched carefully.

This wasn’t mischief. It wasn’t rebellion. There was no spark of delight in it, no thrill at getting away with something forbidden. The movements were too smooth, too automatic.

Survival habits.

A boy two seats to Rivvon’s left shifted in his chair. His name, she would later learn, was Eli.

At first, there was nothing remarkable about him. Brown hair that refused to lie flat. Sleeves tugged down over his hands. A posture that leaned forward slightly, as though he were always bracing himself.

His phone lay flat on his thigh, just out of sight.

Every few seconds, his thumb brushed the screen.

Not to open anything. Not even to scroll.

Just to check that it was still there.

The teacher turned to write on the board. Chalk squeaked briefly, then fell silent. The room quieted further, attention drifting.

Eli’s phone went dark.

The change was instant.

His shoulders tightened. His foot began to bounce beneath the desk. He tapped the screen once. Nothing happened.

He swallowed.

Rivvon saw the moment his breath changed shallow, quick, as though the air had suddenly thinned around him. His fingers hovered, uncertain, then tapped again.

Still nothing.

The silence pressed in.

Eli flinched.

Not dramatically. Not enough for anyone else to notice. Just a sharp, contained jolt, like someone touching a bruise they’d forgotten was there. His eyes flicked up, wide for half a second, scanning the room as if looking for something he’d dropped.

The phone buzzed suddenly.

Eli exhaled hard, relief loosening his shoulders. His thumb moved at once, fast and precise. The bouncing foot slowed, then stopped entirely.

Rivvon’s gaze stayed on him.

She had seen fear before. Loud fear. Violent fear. The kind that shouted and ran and fought.

This was different.

This was fear of stillness.

The teacher resumed speaking, voice steady, outlining the lesson objectives. Eli nodded along, eyes forward, body compliant. Beneath the desk, the phone glowed faintly, pulsing with life.

Rivvon felt something ache, low and quiet.

The lesson continued. Words filled the air, informative and well-structured. Around her, students copied notes, occasionally glancing down to reassure themselves that the small world in their hands still existed.

A phone chimed somewhere near the back of the room. The sound was immediately cut off, swallowed by a pocket.

Rivvon watched how several heads twitched at once.

Not towards the sound.

Towards themselves.

As if each student were checking an invisible thread, making sure it hadn’t snapped.

The teacher paused. “Phones away, please,” she said mildly, without looking up.

The compliance was immediate.

Devices disappeared. Hands folded. Eyes lifted.

For three whole seconds, the room was silent.

Then Eli’s breathing sped up again.

His fingers curled against his palm. He shifted in his seat, knees drawing in slightly, as if he were trying to make himself smaller. His gaze darted to the clock above the board, then back to the desk.

Rivvon noticed the way his jaw clenched.

Silence, for Eli, was not empty.

It was loud.

It pressed against him from the inside, filling his head with something restless and sharp. Whatever lived in that quiet was not kind.

The teacher continued, unaware. The lesson moved on.

Thirty seconds
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