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Episode 1: The Sound of Wednesday
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Ester Hollow—not a town, but a ticking sound trapped inside an old clock, heard a little louder only on Wednesdays.

Lyra Quinn knew it. The bricks, the blades of grass, even the wind felt different on Wednesdays. Her husband Callen Baird did too.

The morning had begun in near silence. June Baird—their eight-year-old daughter—sat at one corner of the dining table, coloring something with a pink crayon.

Callen sat directly across from her. His eyes were still, stone-like. That familiar Wednesday demeanor—calm, warm, and distant. In a soft, wistful voice, he asked,

"What are you drawing, Junebug?"

Without looking up, June replied, "Your shadows, Daddy."

Lyra silently observed them. Her coffee had long gone cold. She hadn’t even noticed.

Callen chuckled. "Do I have that many shadows?"

June looked up then, her eyes oddly deep. "Six for the days you're gone. One for today."

Lyra stiffened. Every Wednesday, she felt something indescribable—as if Callen only truly came back that day, and the rest of the week, only a husk remained in their home.
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After dropping June off at school, Callen left in his green truck. The sound of the engine was strange—like the slow tick of a dying clock.

Lyra wondered, Would he return again by evening? Or was Wednesday the only gift he could offer before vanishing into that shadowed world once more?

Back home, she set off for a walk. Behind the house lay a winding path through the hills that ended at an old wooden shack the locals called the "Sparrow Room."

Long abandoned, the place held a magnetic pull today. Lyra pushed the door open. Dust stirred in the air, making her sneeze.

Then she saw it—a page pinned to the wall, torn from a sketchbook.

It was a drawing of Callen. But faceless. Above his head, a clock with no hands. Beneath it, a line:

"He only wakes when the clock forgets to tick."

Lyra held her breath as she took the page down. Whose handwriting was this? June's? Or someone else's?
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That night, Lyra was prepared. She wanted to see inside Callen’s Wednesday self—to feel it, to break through its mysterious shell.

Callen came home at 6:30 PM. He looked tired, but carried a quiet warmth. When he saw Lyra, he paused.

"You waited for me," he said softly.

"Do I ever not?" Lyra replied.

They sat together on the porch. Callen stared into the woods, sighing.

"Do you know what it's like," he said, "to only exist for one day?"

Lyra didn't look away. "No. But I know what it's like to love someone who does."
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Night deepened. June was asleep. Lyra sat beside Callen in bed, moonlight tracing his face through the window. She didn’t close her eyes. She wanted the night to last forever.

But dawn came.

Thursday.

Callen rose. His face wore that practiced politeness again. He sat down for breakfast on time, asked about June in a mechanical tone.

"Did June sleep well?" he asked.

Lyra stared at him. She didn’t answer. Only said,

"You were gone again."

Callen said nothing. He looked at her—empty, hollow. Like the soul had fled.
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Lyra took out the old camcorder. She watched footage from last Wednesday—picking up June from school, an afternoon of play, their evening walk.

Then she paused the frame. In the truck’s window reflection, she gasped.

Callen had no face. In the next frame, his usual face returned.

Another frame showed a figure by the trees—tall, older, and eerily similar to Callen, but with a chilling void in his eyes.

Lyra rewound. The figure didn’t move. Just stared at the house. As if it knew something they didn’t.
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10 PM. June asleep. Lyra on the porch. Callen, gone.

The air shifted. Whispers rode the wind.

She felt someone approach. Arms wrapped around her from behind. The scent—cedar, dust, and memory.

"You're late," she said, eyes still closed.

Callen whispered, "I got lost in the in-between."

"Where is that?"

"Between who I am, and who I was."

Lyra opened her eyes. Saw tears in his.

"Are you real right now?" she asked.

Callen shook his head. "I’m as real as Wednesday allows me to be."
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Sometime in the night, Lyra heard June crying. She rushed into her daughter’s room.

June was trembling, fear in her eyes.

"He was here," she whispered. "But... he didn’t blink."

"Daddy?"

June shook her head. "He looked like Daddy. But not from today. From a different Wednesday."

Lyra said nothing.

She felt it then—she was trapped in a story Callen wrote anew every Wednesday.

And the rest of the week?

Just blank pages.
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Morning again. Callen, the stranger once more. No signs of exhaustion, no warmth in his eyes. He asked about June’s homework in a tone devoid of emotion.

Lyra watched him silently, wondering—Who is this man? And where does he live the other six days?
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That evening, Lyra returned to the Sparrow Room. She found more sketches on the walls.

One page read:

"To break the curse, you must become the day you fear."

Another showed her own face. But it was faceless. A blank where her identity should have been.
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Back home, Lyra sat quietly beside June’s bed. Her daughter slept peacefully. In those small fingers, Callen's shadows still lingered.

Lyra knew—this wouldn't end simply. Because this wasn’t just a love story. It was a tale of existence, of time, and of finding love in a single day.

And Wednesday?

It was no longer just a day.

It was a door.

A place where Callen was still a man. And Lyra was still his wife.
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Episode 2: The Sparrow Room
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By Friday morning, the sky over Ester Hollow seemed to have exhausted the haze of Wednesday. The fog was heavier, the air more hushed—as if something was quietly shifting in the silence. Lyra Quinn sat by the window in silence. June played beside her with a book, and Callen—her husband, the child's father—was downstairs, carefully buttering toast.

He didn’t look like a husband or a father. He looked like a software program in execution: 'Family Mode – Casual, Polite, Emotionless.'

Lyra asked, "Do you remember what you told me the night before?"

Callen paused. Then said, "We talked? I... I’m not sure."

She stared into his eyes. There was a time when those eyes had been windows—to love, tension, joy, fear, and courage. Now, they were like dim glass. The eyes were still there, but no one was behind them.
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That afternoon, Lyra was picking June up from school. June sat quietly in the car, holding a small stone in her palm. Etched on its dusty surface were the words:

"He still watches when time stands still."

Lyra asked, "Where did you find that?"

June replied, "He gave it to me. The man in the woods."

Lyra turned suddenly. "What man?"

June said softly, "The one who looks like Daddy. But he smiles differently. He said he was the first."
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Lyra didn’t ask more that day. But at dinner, she noticed Callen glancing at the clock again and again.

The time was 11:57 PM.

Only three minutes left of Wednesday.

Suddenly, Callen stood up. June was asleep, and the house was quiet. Lyra rose and silently followed him onto the porch.

Callen looked at the sky. "Do you feel it? The thinning?"

Lyra asked, "What thinning?"

He said, "Time. The day stretches here. At the edge. Like cloth about to tear."

And then Lyra felt it too—a reluctance to return indoors. As if the porch was now reality, and the home behind her had become illusion.
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The next morning, Callen had returned to that old familiar face. Perfect behavior, measured words. And Lyra? Even quieter now. She knew the answers existed—but they were all hidden in one place: the Sparrow Room.
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The Sparrow Room was an old wooden shack behind their house. Years ago, Callen's father had called it the 'Thinking Place.' But Lyra knew it was more than that—it was a supernatural threshold, folded into the seams of time.

That night, the shack's door was half open. Lyra went with a flashlight.

As soon as she entered, she felt the fog had seeped inside—despite the shack having no windows. The air was stale, scented with old paper, mold, and the oil from an old Berliner clock.

Then she saw the wall.

A whole wall was pinned with pages—sketches of faceless men standing beneath clocks. Clocks without hands.

The largest drawing was in the center. June had drawn it. Callen stood beneath a shadowed face, and underneath it
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