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Control is not taken. It is built.

Power speaks loudest in silence.

The rise of power begins in the shadows.

Before the War, there was a crown.
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Act 1— The Lesson of Silence


Chapter 1: The Quiet Boy 
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The kitchen was loud that night.

Plates clattered. Voices snapped. The old radio hummed a war song no one in the house believed anymore.

Julius sat at the corner of the table, small enough that his feet didn’t touch the ground.

His father’s voice cut through everything else.

“You call this food?”

His father shoved the plate forward. “This is what I come home to?”

Julius kept his eyes on his plate. His fingers tightened slightly around the fork.

Across from him, his mother sat still, hands folded tightly in her lap.

“I’m talking to you!”

The table shook as his father slammed a hand against it.

“Look at me when I’m talking!”

Julius lifted his head slowly.

His face stayed blank. Not empty — controlled.

Inside, something twisted hard in his chest.

If I speak, he gets louder.

So he said nothing.

The silence stretched across the room until even the cutlery sounded nervous.

His father stared at him another moment, disgust curling across his face before he muttered a curse and stormed out.

The front door slammed.

Only then did the room breathe again.

His mother reached across the table carefully, resting her hand over his.

“Julius...” she said softly. “You shouldn’t stare at him like that. It only makes things worse.”

Julius nodded once.

Under the table, he noticed his hand shaking.

He slowly curled it into a fist until the trembling stopped.

Then he went back to eating.

Later that night, Julius lay awake staring at the ceiling.

The house had gone quiet except for the ticking clock in the hallway.

He could still hear the shouting in his head.

His jaw tightened beneath the blanket.

Why does anger get to decide everything?

He turned onto his side, staring into the dark.

One day, he thought, nobody would be able to force silence onto him again.

Not with shouting.

Not with fear.

He wouldn’t need to scream to control a room.

People would stop on their own.

And for the first time, the silence around him no longer felt weak.
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Chapter 2: The First Spark 
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The final bell rang and the schoolyard burst into motion.

Students flooded the corridors in loud clusters, shoving past one another toward the gates. Julius moved through them quietly, a book tucked under one arm.

Three older boys stepped into his path.

The tallest smirked.

“Hey, mute-boy. You too good to talk to people?”

A shoulder slammed lightly into Julius as they passed his books between them. One nearly slipped from his arm.

Julius steadied it without a word.

“What’s wrong?” another laughed. “Cat got your tongue?”

He looked at them calmly.

Not angry.

Not afraid.

Just watching.

The grin on the first bully weakened slightly.

For a few seconds, nobody spoke.

Then the third boy scoffed and nudged his friend.

“Forget him, man. He’s weird.”

They walked off laughing under their breath, though not as loudly as before.

Julius watched them disappear into the crowd.

Only after they were gone did he continue walking.

Later that afternoon, sunlight spilled through the classroom windows while students argued halfheartedly through a debate assignment.

Julius sat near the back as usual, silent, arms folded.

The teacher sighed and glanced toward him.

“Kane.”

A few students turned immediately.

“You’ve said almost nothing all term. Come rebut his argument.”

A few chuckles spread across the room.

Julius felt his chest tighten.

Slowly, he stood.

The room grew quieter as he walked to the front.

His opponent leaned back confidently, arms crossed.

Julius said nothing at first.

The silence stretched just long enough to make people shift in their seats.

Then he spoke.

“If we accepted your argument,” he said evenly, “then anyone accused of a crime would already be guilty until they proved otherwise.”

He glanced around the room.

“That isn’t justice. It’s laziness.”

Silence.

Then laughter broke out across the classroom.

Not at Julius.

At the other student, whose face immediately tightened with embarrassment.

The teacher hid a smile behind his hand.

Julius returned to his seat quietly.

This time, nobody laughed when he sat down.

He rested his fingers against the desk, tapping once against the wood before stopping himself.

For the rest of the lesson, people looked at him differently.

And Julius noticed.
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Chapter 3: The Catalyst
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Evening settled softly over the neighborhood, washing the streets in fading orange light.

Julius walked beside his cousin Theo, hands buried in his pockets while Theo talked enough for both of them.

“You’ve been quiet all day,” Theo said, nudging him lightly. “Again.”

Julius smirked faintly.

“One day that silence of yours is gonna scare the wrong person.”

“Maybe that’s the point,” Julius replied.

Theo laughed.

“Yeah? You planning to stare people to death now?”

A small laugh escaped Julius before he could stop it.

For a moment, things felt normal.

Then shouting cut through the street.

Two police officers were dragging the old corner-store owner through the doorway of his shop while a crowd gathered nearby.

“I didn’t do anything!” the old man shouted desperately. “That boy dropped the wallet himself!”

“Save it,” one officer snapped. “We have a witness.”

Theo frowned immediately and stepped forward.

“Wait—I was here,” he said. “He’s telling the truth.”

The second officer grabbed Theo by the arm and shoved him backward.

“Step aside, kid,” he warned. “Unless you want problems too.”

Theo pulled free, jaw tight with anger, but didn’t move again.

Julius stood beside him silently, fists clenched inside his pockets.

The old man’s eyes swept across the crowd helplessly before the officers forced him into the back of the police car.

Nobody stopped them.

Nobody even tried.

The police station smelled like stale coffee and damp paper.

Theo sat behind a glass partition, trying to explain himself to an officer who barely looked up from his desk.

Julius sat beside Theo’s mother in the waiting area.

She kept wringing her hands together.

“They’ll sort it out,” she whispered, though she sounded like she was trying to convince herself.

Julius watched the officer through the glass.

Theo spoke again.

The officer sighed heavily and waved him quiet before writing something down.

Julius felt something cold settle in his chest.

“They already decided,” he muttered.

Theo’s mother looked at him sharply.

“Don’t say that.”

But Julius couldn’t stop watching.

Every answer Theo gave sounded smaller than the officer’s boredom.

Theo was released later that night.

The walk home was quiet at first.

Then Theo laughed bitterly under his breath.

“Didn’t matter what I said,” he muttered. “If they don’t find that money, they’ll blame either me or the old man.”

He kicked a loose stone across the pavement.

“And guess which one they’ll choose.”

Julius said nothing.

But the anger stayed with him long after they got home.

Near midnight, Julius sat alone on his bedroom floor with his knees drawn up.

The house was silent.

He replayed the scene again and again in his head.

The officers.

The old man.

Theo trying to speak.

Nobody listening.

Slowly, Julius stood, grabbed his backpack, and left the house.

The public library was nearly empty.

A tired clerk glanced up briefly as Julius wandered through the shelves before stopping in front of the law section.

He pulled several heavy books free and carried them to a table near the back.

Rules.

Procedures.

Cases.

Words most people ignored until they were trapped beneath them.

Julius flipped through pages he barely understood, scribbling notes into a worn notebook as the hours passed.

Outside, the city grew quieter.

Inside, something in him sharpened.

By the time he left, the streets were empty.

Streetlights stretched long shadows across the pavement as he walked home with the notebook tucked beneath his arm.

He stopped briefly at the end of the road.

From there, he could still see the police station in the distance.

Its lights never turned off.

Julius stared at it for a long moment.

Then he tightened his grip on the notebook and kept walking.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: The Space Between Names
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University felt quieter than home.

Not because it lacked noise — there were always voices somewhere, music leaking from dorm windows, arguments spilling through crowded hallways — but because nobody noticed silence there.

And Julius preferred it that way.

Rain tapped softly against the library windows while rows of exhausted students bent over laptops and textbooks.

Julius sat alone near the back corner, surrounded by law books stacked high enough to block half his face from view.

Empty coffee cups crowded the table beside scattered notes written in cramped handwriting.

Case files.

Appeals.

Procedural loopholes.

Patterns.

Always patterns.

A student nearby laughed loudly with friends before leaving. Julius barely looked up.

He checked the clock.

2:13 AM.

Again.

Weeks passed like that.

Classes.

Libraries.

Court observations.

Sleep when necessary.

Sometimes Theo called him just to make sure he was still alive.

“You know normal people go outside sometimes, right?” Theo joked over the phone one night.

Julius flipped through another case file without looking away from the page.

“Normal people also fail exams.”

Theo laughed.

“You sound eighty years old.”

Julius almost smiled.

Almost.

The first time Julius manipulated someone, it happened quietly.

A study group assignment.

One student had forgotten to prepare his section and started panicking minutes before presentation.

Julius watched him carefully.

The sweating.

The desperation.

The fear of embarrassment.

Then Julius leaned closer and spoke softly.

“If Professor Hale thinks you misunderstood the assignment structure, he’ll blame the instructions instead of you.”

The student blinked.

“What?”

“Don’t apologize,” Julius said calmly. “Confuse him first.”

The presentation ended twenty minutes later with Professor Hale criticizing the assignment wording instead of the student.

Afterward, the student laughed nervously.

“I thought I was dead.”

Julius gathered his books slowly.

“You were never the target,” he replied.

As he walked away, he realized something unsettling.

People were easier to direct than he expected.

Months turned into years.

Julius became known across campus for two things:

Winning debates

Disappearing immediately afterward

Some students admired him.

Others avoided him.

A few feared him without understanding why.

The silence followed him everywhere.

One evening, Julius sat alone in the university courtyard reviewing legal notes while a heated argument broke out nearby between two students.

One shoved the other.

Voices rose.

A crowd gathered instantly.

Julius watched for a moment before speaking quietly.

“Campus security rounds this area every eleven minutes.”

The two students froze.

One glanced around nervously.

“They’ll both get expelled if security sees bruises,” Julius added without looking up from his notes.

Within seconds, the fight dissolved.

The crowd scattered, disappointed.

Julius returned to reading.

A girl sitting nearby stared at him.

“You do that a lot?” she asked carefully.

“Do what?”

“Make people stop.”

Julius closed his notebook.

“No,” he said. “People stop themselves.”

But later that night, those words stayed with him longer than they should have.

By his final year, exhaustion had settled permanently behind his eyes.

His apartment was small and cold, buried beneath towers of books and unfinished notes.

The sink overflowed with dishes.

Court transcripts covered the floor.

A suit jacket hung over a chair beside unopened mail.

Julius sat at his desk under the glow of a single lamp, reading through another wrongful conviction case.

A seventeen-year-old sentenced on contradictory witness statements.

No physical evidence.

No proper defense.

The judge called it “sufficient probability.”

Julius stared at the phrase for a long time.

Then he quietly crossed it out in red ink.

Outside, sirens echoed through the city.

Inside, Julius rubbed tired eyes that barely slept anymore.

The city kept repeating itself.

The same fear.

The same shortcuts.

The same people crushed because someone powerful wanted efficiency more than truth.

And somewhere along the way, Julius stopped asking whether the system was broken.

Now he only wondered who benefited from it staying broken.

Near graduation, Theo visited his apartment and stopped in the doorway.

“Jesus, Jules.”

Books covered almost every surface.

Theo picked up a legal file from the couch.

“You even sleep in here?”

“Sometimes.”

Theo studied him carefully.

“You remember when you used to laugh?”

Julius loosened his tie slightly.

“I still do.”

Theo looked around the apartment again.

“No,” he said quietly. “Not really.”

For once, Julius had no response.

Later that night, Julius stood alone by the apartment window overlooking the city.

Traffic lights blinked below like veins beneath skin.

Somewhere out there:

Police were deciding guilt before evidence

Politicians were protecting careers

Criminals were learning the law faster than
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