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(For World Without Men: The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy)
By A.A. Castor, author of The Matriarchal Manifesto: Creating a Society Where There's Only Women
There is a moment every woman remembers.
Not her first kiss. Not her first heartbreak.
But the first time she realized the world was not designed for her.
For some, it’s the hand that lingers too long on her back as she walks past.
For others, it’s the quiet subtraction of her ideas in a room full of men repeating them louder.
Sometimes it’s in the mirror. Sometimes it’s in a paycheck.
Sometimes it’s in the silence that follows the word “no.”
When I wrote The Matriarchal Manifesto: Creating a Society Where There's Only Women, I was not imagining a fantasy—I was exposing a fracture. I had seen too many girls trained to be obedient before they were ever taught to be powerful. Too many women told to aspire to softness, but never sovereignty. I wrote that book because I could not bear the slow violence of cultural permission—the way patriarchy doesn’t always strike, it seeps.

But theory alone is never enough.

So I wrote World Without Men: The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy as the novel I wish I had read when I was sixteen. A book that doesn’t just speak truth—it dares to whisper power.

This story is not a manifesto in disguise. It is a mirror. It reflects what happens when young women stop waiting for validation and begin engineering a future with their own hands, their own silence, their own rules. It is the living breath of The Matriarchal Manifesto passed between lockers, stitched into red thread, and memorized like sacred text.

Selene—the girl at the center of this novel—is not a prophet. She is a planner. She does not shout. She studies. She doesn’t raise her fist. She lowers her voice and watches the world lean in.

I am writing this book for every girl who has ever:


●  Waited to be invited.


●  Laughed to be liked.


●  Doubted her anger because it wasn’t “feminine.”


●  Been told that ambition makes her unlovable.




I want her to know that she is not alone—and more importantly, that she is not powerless.

This book is a blueprint written in fiction. A parable of precision. Every chapter is laced with the tactics of infiltration, subversion, reclamation. This is not about revenge—it’s about reprogramming.

We do not need to burn the system.
We only need to outgrow it so completely that it collapses under its own irrelevance.
That is the revolution of World Without Men.

It is not that men have vanished. It is that women have stopped being written as accessories to their narrative.
They are now the architects. The narrators. The system itself.
As the author of The Matriarchal Manifesto, I have watched readers weep, rage, and awaken. But in this novel, I offer something even more dangerous than truth. I offer imagination—a vision of a world rebuilt by quiet power, whisper-led leadership, and female networks that operate like neural webs: invisible, intelligent, inescapable.

If you read this and feel disturbed—good.
If you read this and feel excited—better.
If you read this and begin tying a red thread around your wrist—then you already know:
Patriarchy was not destroyed by force.
It was dismantled by design.
And the world that rose from its ashes is no longer asking permission to exist.

It already has.
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A.A. Castor
Author of The Matriarchal Manifesto: Creating a Society Where There’s Only Women
and World Without Men: The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy
A.A. Castor writes like a scalpel—precise, unflinching, and made to cut through illusion.

An unapologetic thinker and literary architect of revolt, Castor is known for constructing stories that blend fiction with strategy, philosophy with subversion, and character with cultural critique. Whether crafting theological proclamations, political exposés, or feminist dystopias, Castor’s pen does not tremble. It rewrites.

In The Matriarchal Manifesto, Castor dared to ask: what if women stopped demanding a seat at the table and simply built a new house? The book became a modern-day scripture passed between radical classrooms, private libraries, and secret sisterhoods. With its stark thesis—that society can be restructured without men, not through hatred but through design—it challenged not just systems, but the imagination.

But Castor didn’t stop at theory.

In World Without Men: The Girl Who Ended Patriarchy, Castor brings the Manifesto to life through story. Through the eyes of Selene and her growing Circle, we witness a new kind of revolution: one waged in silence, precision, and sisterhood. The novel is equal parts literary fiction, sociological parable, and insurgent manual for the soul.

Castor writes for women who are tired of being told to wait, be nice, and smile.
Castor writes for men willing to ask: What have we built, and who does it serve?
Castor writes for anyone ready to see power not as something seized—but as something rewired.
When not writing, A.A. Castor can be found studying ancient texts, analyzing modern culture, and dismantling outdated frameworks brick by brick—with words. Each book is not just a work of fiction or analysis, but a blueprint for a new world.

Because for Castor, the page is not a mirror.
It is a weapon.
And every story is a spark.
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​Prologue – The Quiet Before the Thread
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They called it the Age of Clamor—an era when every sound of the old world seemed struck by a hammer. Concrete drills, boardroom gavels, sermon pulpits, locker doors—all of them rang with the same timbre: a voice pitched just low enough to remind every girl that power was calibrated in baritone.

In the coastal towns, boys inherited the docks and girls inherited their mother’s hush. In the capital, men raised towers of glass and named them after distant constellations; women cleaned the fingerprints from the lobby marble and watched their own reflections blur beneath vacancy lights. Laws spoke of equality like a weather forecast—pleasant in prediction, rarely noticed in the storm. Even the calendar sang a masculine litany: Father of the Nation Day, Founding Fathers Day, Brotherhood Parade.

Yet beneath that unbroken surface, something fragile—something red—began to pulse.



On the night the Manifesto changed hands, the moon was dull as pewter and the gym flood-lights had already died. Lyra’s footsteps echoed down the corridor of blue-paint lockers, the smell of bleach lingering like remorse. She slid the crumpled booklet between rusted vents and whispered the litany written on its flyleaf:


“Withhold to wield. Silence to rule. If they cannot hear your song, make them crave the hush that follows.”


It would wait there, still and patient, until sixteen-year-old Selene Reyes turned the combination wheel a day later and learned what thunder looks like in the margins of a dog-eared page.



The struggle began where women’s battles had always begun: in kitchens and classrooms too small to echo, in questions too polite to trace. One girl refused to laugh at a boy’s joke and felt the room tremble. Another circled a rejection on an exam and handed it back without apology. Threads of refusal tangled into rope before anyone thought to count the fibers.

For Selene the world’s weight arrived as a lesson, not a wound. Patriarchy was not a dragon to slay but a scaffolding to disassemble—bolt by silent bolt—until its iron bones collapsed of their own neglected rust. Reengineer culture from inside the home, the Manifesto instructed, then from the classroom, the office, the city, the throne.

And Selene, who could listen to a heartbeat through walls, took the words like sacrament.



History would remember the milestones—
the Dance Without Men, when crimson gowns whirled under silver lights and fathers wondered why no sons were invited;
the Academic Coup, when plagiarists fell on swords that were never there;
the Quiet Crown Council, where charters were signed in ink the color of after-sunset blood.
But before the hashtags went viral and the city skylines blushed scarlet at midnight, there was only a girl tightening a red thread around her wrist, promising herself that empires could be rewoven out of whispers.

In that promise lay the map of a world no longer measured by the men missing from it, but by the women who finally stood where their shadows had once been. And in the hush between one heartbeat and the next, Selene heard the future breathe:

Build a world, it said, that needs no hammer to be heard.

So she answered with silence, and the silence answered back with power.
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​Scene 1.1 – The Crumpled Gospel 
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The hallway echoed like a steel cathedral filled with war drums—lockers slamming shut in rhythmic, adolescent thunder. Selene flinched at each metallic bang, her shoulder pressed against cold tile, the strap of her backpack slicing a groove into her collarbone. It was April 7, and outside, the trees had only just begun to consider blooming. Inside, fluorescent lights flickered, washing the sophomore hall in a pale, holy pallor that made the dust in the air look like ascending spirits.

She hadn’t meant to stop. Not here, not at this locker.

The bell had already rung, and her algebra teacher, Mrs. Reeve, would be tapping her nails on the edge of her desk by now—each tap a silent verdict. But Selene couldn’t move. Her feet had rooted themselves into the linoleum, anchored by something older than her body understood. Her gaze was fixed on a rusted vent above the bottom row of lockers, where something odd protruded—just barely—a bent corner, yellowed with time, wedged in shadow like a secret too long buried.

It wasn’t hers. That locker belonged to someone who graduated years ago, a name faded from the taped label: “P. Estrella.” Yet here it was, a silent offering. The sliver of a book. A dog-eared, war-worn little thing with a spine torn down the middle and the edge of a red ribbon barely visible, like a wound healing sideways.

She crouched slowly, knees creaking against her tights. The noise around her dulled. Every slamming locker, every hallway footfall, softened into a muffled thrum. Her fingers reached forward, trembling, and brushed the edge of the pages. The texture startled her—like the skin of dried petals, brittle and persistent.

A final tug, and it came free with a breath of dust, like an exhale from the wall itself.

The cover was unassuming. No title. No author. Just a faded embossing of a tree whose roots wrapped around its own trunk like a serpent. At the center, barely visible unless the light caught it right, was the sigil of a circle split in half—half thread, half feather.

Selene’s heart raced, an irregular beat in her throat. She opened the cover.

Inside, in handwritten script, a message: To the girl who finds this—read it slowly, or it will devour you.

“Hey!” a voice barked behind her.

She startled, shoving the book into her coat pocket and standing too fast. Across the hall stood Mason, tall, smirking like a blade. Captain of the soccer team. He held a Gatorade bottle in one hand and superiority in the other.

“What are you doing on the floor? Looking for your personality?” His cronies behind him laughed on cue, the chorus to his solo.

Selene straightened, her voice a thread. “Just dropped something.”

“Better not be drugs,” he sneered. “Or, worse—another feminist manifesto. Can’t have you radicalizing the vending machines.”

More laughter. She turned and walked. Fast. Her fingers clutched the book inside her coat as if it could dissolve if she let go. The scent of dust clung to her skin.

She didn’t stop until she reached the far stairwell—the one near the old theater room that always smelled of velvet and sawdust. It was quieter there. Sacred, almost. She collapsed onto the second step, breath shaky, fingers burning.

With trembling hands, she opened the book again.

The first page was typeset like scripture. No chapters, only declarations.


“The world was not made broken. It was broken when men mistook muscle for wisdom and noise for command. We do not overthrow. We reclaim. Power belongs to those who understand quiet.”


Selene’s eyes ran over the lines like they were written in flame. She read the next passage, her lips moving silently:


“To be female is to be the thread in a tapestry woven too long by iron needles. We are not the undoing. We are the reweaving.”


Her throat tightened. She flipped the page.

There were annotations in the margins. Tiny red ink scribbles, sometimes sharp, sometimes looping. One note read: See how they fear silence. It reminds them they can’t fill it.

Another: Red thread is not rebellion. It is remembrance.

Her hands trembled, not from fear, but from awakening. Something was happening. Something irreversible. She was not just reading. She was being read. Measured. Known.

From far off, the bell rang again. She should have moved. Should have run to her next class, her next box to tick. But she stayed seated, suspended in a hush that felt older than the school itself.

The pages continued, speaking of systems and softness, of a strength wrapped in silence, of matriarchs hidden in plain sight—guiding, not seizing. Teaching, not toppling. Reclaiming the design.

And then—

A creak above her.

She froze.

A door on the upper floor opened, slow and cautious. Footsteps followed. Heavy ones. Male. Not a teacher—those shoes sounded too impatient. Not a student she knew.

She closed the book and slid it into her bag, her movements fluid but quiet, a shadow learning how to walk.

The footsteps paused.

Selene didn’t look up. She slipped through the theater’s side door, ducking under the velvet curtain, and into the darkened wings of the abandoned stage.

Behind her, the footsteps resumed, now lighter. Searching.

But Selene was gone. Or becoming something else entirely.

In her bag, the red thread marked a new page. And the ink on the next line read:

Begin quietly. That is how empires are rewritten.
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​Scene 1.2 – Communion on the Bleachers
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The bleachers held their heat like confessionals. Steel warmed under the April sun, radiating soft waves that curled the air above the empty football field. Selene stepped carefully along the steps, each footfall a muted clang that echoed into the wind. Below, the grass was freshly cut, its sharp scent mixing with the subtle tang of rusted metal and sunbaked gum wrappers.

She found her usual place—row six, just beneath the press box, where the view of the world was elevated but safely forgotten. From here, the school looked like a toy set: neat red bricks, the courtyard's cross-shaped paths, the lineup of yellow buses lounging like beasts in a midday nap. She sat, pulling her knees up, the Manifesto balanced on her thighs. Her fingers hovered over the pages as though afraid to crease revelation.

“You found it, didn’t you?”

The voice came from behind, half-laugh, half-dare.

Selene turned. A girl descended the steps without urgency, her black combat boots thudding softly. Lyra—senior, theater lead, known for skipping class and quoting obscure literature as if it were gossip. Her hair was twisted into braids that shimmered like dark ropes in the sun. She held a sandwich in one hand and an apple in the other, the fruit already bitten into like a casual heresy.

“What?” Selene asked, voice cautious.

Lyra pointed with the apple. “The book. The one in the wall.” She sat beside her without asking, the bleachers groaning beneath their weight. “Page thirty-seven—the part about silence and structure. It’s the first thing that stuck to me, like resin.”

Selene stared. “You... you put it there?”

“No,” Lyra said, biting into her sandwich. “But I watched the girl who did. Senior three years ago. She was valedictorian, debate captain, always wore red thread around her wrist. Quiet as smoke. One day she walked past this row, slid something behind the vent, and never spoke of it again. Then she graduated. Moved out of state. Or disappeared. Depending on which rumor you trust.”

Selene’s fingers curled protectively over the cover. “Why didn’t you take it?”

“I wasn’t the one meant to.” Lyra wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “And I already had my copy. Found mine in a baptismal font at an abandoned church.”

Selene’s head tilted. “You’re joking.”

“Nope.” Lyra unwrapped the wax paper around her sandwich, tore a piece, and handed it over. “Eat. Reading revelation requires protein.”

Selene took the bread like an offering. They ate in silence for a moment, the wind playing with their hair, their wrappers, the distant banners flapping over the bleachers like heraldic warnings.

Finally, Selene opened the book again, fingers slow, reverent. She held it out. “Will you read it with me?”

Lyra smiled—not sweetly, but like someone who knew the cost of asking questions. “No. This one’s yours. We don’t share scripture, not directly. But I’ll listen if you speak it.”

Selene turned to a page chosen by instinct, where the paper had curled like a beckoning finger. Her voice came soft, shaped by wonder and fear.


“The womb is not a weakness, but a forge. From it comes not only flesh, but fire. And those who would snuff the torch fear the hand that bears it.”


She paused. Her chest rose. “What if this is scripture?”

Lyra tilted her head. “Then read it like it is. And let it change what you worship.”

Selene turned the page. Marginalia danced in blood-red ink. They burned our prophets, so we became quiet. They banned our gospels, so we learned to hide them in locker vents, hymnals, under mattresses.

Lyra watched her closely. “You’ll get angry soon. That’s normal. Then you’ll want to fix everything overnight. That’s dangerous.”

“Why?”

“Because scripture isn’t a sword. It’s a root. If you pull it too fast, everything snaps. But if you plant it—deeply—it rewrites the soil.”

Selene nodded slowly. The words fell into her like stones into still water. She read again, this time whispering:


“Do not cry out. The loud are dismissed. Change comes in silk. In thread. In a girl quietly passing a book beneath steel.”


She looked up at Lyra, eyes wet, not from tears but from too much light entering all at once. “Why haven’t I seen this before?”

“You weren’t ready,” Lyra said. “But now you are.”

Their hands touched briefly as Selene turned the page. Another quote, this one boxed in ink:


“There will come a girl who carries the book like a chalice. She will not shout. She will not demand. She will simply walk, and the ground will shift.”


The words made her breath catch. Her stomach tightened as if something within had clenched its fist.

Below them, the football field stretched green and meaningless. The world of coaches and helmets and shouts felt distant, staged. Like watching men pretend to matter.

Selene closed the book gently. Her fingers brushed the red thread sewn into the spine, subtle but sure.

Lyra stood and brushed off her jeans. “We meet Fridays. After last bell. Room 324. We don’t clap. We don’t vote. We don’t even talk much. We just... stitch.”

Selene blinked. “Stitch?”

“Each girl sews one line into the cloth. No one sees the full thing. That’s the point.”

“What if someone finds out?”

Lyra turned, one foot already descending. “Let them. The old world thinks silence is weakness. They forgot silence was the first language.”

She left with the apple core swinging in her fingers, hair trailing behind like a battle flag. Selene stayed, sunlight warming her skin, the book pulsing faintly against her ribs.

The wind shifted. A single piece of torn wax paper lifted and spun, caught in the air like a page trying to escape.

She tucked the book into her bag and looked to the field again.

And for the first time, she felt taller than the scoreboard.
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​Scene 1.3 – Night-Lamp Conversion
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The house slept like a cathedral at midnight—hushed, holy, sealed under layers of suburban silence. Selene’s room flickered with a single halo of golden light, cast from the desk lamp clamped to the headboard. It painted warm circles across her papers, her bare knees, the uneven surface of the Manifesto, now opened like a relic unearthed from centuries of sand. Outside, wind nudged the windowpane, and the branches of the magnolia tree brushed against the siding like careful fingers asking for entry.

She sat cross-legged on her bed, hunched over the book, highlighters and pens scattered like liturgical tools in a ritual she didn’t yet know she was performing. Her eyes were wide, dry from reading too long, blinking less, breathing less. She hadn’t changed out of her school clothes—still in tights and her olive skirt, her sweater smudged with chalk from brushing against the whiteboard earlier in the day. Her hair was pinned up in a loose bun, curls fraying like thoughts that had grown too large to tame.

A page turned.

The noise was small, but in the sacred quiet of her room, it sounded like thunder.

She underlined the sentence with the tip of her pen, the ink scratching paper like a match across stone:


“Withhold to wield. The fruit not picked becomes the garden’s law. Desire deferred is the first law of power.”


Selene’s heart thudded once—then twice. She looked up, slowly, and saw herself in the mirror above her desk. The reflection startled her. Not because she looked different, but because she didn’t. The same girl with skin too pale in lamplight, lips parted as if mid-breath, eyes wider than belief allowed. Yet something else shone beneath the surface. A flicker. A fracture. As though the soul had shifted without asking the skin’s permission.

Her voice came in a whisper.

“What if it’s true?”

She leaned closer to the mirror, breathing fog against the glass, watching it blur and clear with each inhale.

“What if all of it’s true?”

No answer came. But the book didn’t need to speak—it only pulsed, word by word, sentence by sentence, reshaping the architecture of her inner world. The Manifesto rested on her lap, heavy and warm like it had a heartbeat. She touched the margin of the page again where a note had been scribbled in red ink:

He who devours must first be made to starve. Power is not stolen—it is denied.

She sat back. Let the words seep.

From the hallway, the faint creak of floorboards. Her father’s steps, half-asleep, shuffling to the kitchen. The fridge would open, stay open too long, then close. The ritual of domestic boredom. She knew it well.

But here, in her room, a different ritual unfolded.

She took her pen again. Circled a second passage:


“The virgin does not abstain from lust. She commands it. She is not empty—she is untouchable.”


Selene’s breath hitched.

A strange sensation moved through her—not shame, but something older, sharper. A joy so large it frightened her. She had always believed control meant suppressing desire, hiding it under layers of modesty and modest grades. But this... this rewrote the frame. Not purity as absence. Purity as sovereignty.

She closed her eyes.

Inside her chest, her ribs ached, as though her body were expanding to house something that had no shape, only force. Her hands shook with the stillness. Her mouth was dry with the taste of discovery.

She spoke aloud, barely more than a tremble.

“It’s not that I’ve been powerless. It’s that I’ve been convinced not to use it.”

The words made the room feel smaller. Like the ceiling had bent forward to listen.

A soft creak of the house answered. Somewhere in the walls, pipes whispered. The wind pressed gently against the pane again, but this time it did not ask. It merely insisted.

Selene looked down at the book again. Her eyes landed on a symbol at the bottom of the page—thread wrapped around a feather, the same sigil embossed on the cover. Her fingers traced it lightly.

Behind her, the mirror reflected the lamplight, casting her silhouette in triplicate across the wall. Three versions of the same girl: the reader, the reflection, and the one becoming.

Another passage, underlined already by someone else’s hand:


“Do not light the world with fire. Light it with mystery. Let them follow smoke and never find the source.”


Selene smiled. A soft, eerie curve of the lips. She understood now what Lyra had meant. The book wasn’t a scream—it was a whisper. And the world was built too loud to hear it.

Her pen moved again. Not underlining this time. Writing.

In the margins beside the passage, she etched her first contribution:

If you want to undo the chains, become the lock they fear.

She paused, read it again, then underlined her own sentence.

The wind outside dropped. The room thickened into silence, the kind that only comes after truth lands.

And then—

Her lamp flickered.

Just once. A pulse. As if the bulb had blinked in acknowledgment. Then steady again.

Selene looked up, heart pounding, eyes electric.

In the mirror, the girl staring back was not someone she recognized.

And she was not someone who asked for permission.
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​Scene 1.4 – Mother’s Eyes, Daughter’s Lies
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The kettle began to hum just as the morning light filtered through the kitchen blinds, slicing golden bars across the counter like a quiet jail. Mrs. Reyes stood in front of the sink, her right hand holding the handle of her favorite mug—a chipped ceramic thing from Baguio, painted with mountains that had faded into soft blue echoes. Her left hand pressed lightly against the counter, anchoring her as the steam swirled upward, fogging the windows, masking her breath.

She had always cherished the solitude of dawn. Before Selene came downstairs. Before her husband coughed his way through the paper. Before the world demanded its lists and errands and folded laundry. In this moment, she could just be: a woman, a mother, a spine holding together the house’s silence.

Then she saw it.

Half-tucked beneath a folder of biology homework, peeking out like a leaf too bold for its bush—the corner of a book she didn’t recognize. The page edges were frayed, the spine softened by use. The cover, though mostly hidden, bore a sigil she couldn’t immediately place: a thread curled around a feather, inked faintly in crimson. It didn’t belong to the school. It didn’t belong to the church. And it certainly didn’t belong on her daughter’s desk.

The kettle shrieked.

She turned quickly, as though caught mid-crime, and pulled it off the heat. The sound died, but the silence afterward rang louder. Her eyes drifted back to the book, now still and silent, but pulsing with the kind of gravity that pulls planets.

Selene’s footsteps came light but quick on the stairs. Mrs. Reyes inhaled slowly, exhaled through her nose, then moved the biology folder over the book with just enough precision to look accidental.

“Morning, Mama,” Selene chirped as she entered, hair damp and coiled behind her head, cheeks still pink from the hot shower.

Mrs. Reyes didn’t answer immediately. She poured the water into her mug, steam rising like incense from a shrine. “You’re up early,” she said, voice wrapped in warmth but folded with steel.

Selene shrugged, opening the fridge for milk. “Big calc test. Thought I’d review before school.”

Mrs. Reyes turned to face her, cup between her palms. “You’ve always studied at night.”

“Just trying something different,” Selene replied quickly, too quickly. She poured milk into a bowl, then grabbed the cereal. “Besides, it’s quieter in the morning.”

The words stabbed gently. Quieter. That was her word. Her space. Mornings were the matriarch’s kingdom. But now they had been invaded by something—by someone—else. A girl who looked like Selene, sounded like Selene, but kept secrets like a woman.

Mrs. Reyes sipped her tea, eyes resting on her daughter. “I saw something on the table. A book.”

Selene paused. Only for half a second. But it was enough. A flinch. A ripple across a still pond.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, voice bright with counterfeit ease. “It’s for English. We’re doing independent reading projects.”

Mrs. Reyes lifted an eyebrow. “What’s it called?”

Selene turned to the table, lifted the biology folder, and pulled out the book. She held it like it might melt if touched too hard.

“It’s called The Manifesto,” she said, setting it gently atop her textbooks. “It’s... kind of a cross between philosophy and fiction.”

Mrs. Reyes took another sip. “I don’t know it.”

“I don’t think it’s that popular,” Selene said quickly. “One of the older girls passed it down.”

“From the school?”

Selene hesitated. “Sort of.”

The pause stretched, taut as violin wire. Mrs. Reyes set her mug down.

“Selene.”

Her daughter looked up.

“I want to know what it teaches.”

Selene’s fingers hovered over the cover. Her throat moved once, swallowing something heavier than cereal.

“It’s about strength,” she said finally. “But not the loud kind. It’s about... restraint. About holding instead of pushing. About shaping things through stillness.”

Mrs. Reyes’s lips twitched. “Like a mother?”

“More like a... shadow,” Selene whispered. “One that doesn’t ask permission to exist.”

The room stilled. Even the refrigerator seemed to pause in its usual humming. The morning had turned from golden to amber—richer, darker, more solemn.

Mrs. Reyes walked forward slowly, took the book from her daughter’s hand, and flipped through a few pages. Her eyes scanned one passage, then another. Then she stopped. Her voice came low, quiet, as if addressing something ancient:


“The future belongs not to the one who shouts loudest, but to the one whose silence reshapes the room.”


She looked up.

“Who wrote this?”

Selene swallowed. “I don’t know. It doesn’t have an author.”

Mrs. Reyes closed the book and held it a moment too long. Then, with a motion both graceful and grave, she returned it to the table.

“I was sixteen once,” she said, brushing a curl behind Selene’s ear. “And I remember the first time I read something I wasn’t sure I should understand.”

Selene didn’t speak.

“But if a book is scripture,” Mrs. Reyes continued, “it changes how you walk, how you wait, how you wound.”

“I think it already has,” Selene whispered.

Mrs. Reyes’s face was unreadable. She touched her daughter’s cheek, not tenderly, but firmly. Like pressing wax onto a seal.

“You may keep it,” she said, “but don’t think I won’t be watching how you walk.”

And with that, she returned to her tea, her robe brushing softly against the tile.

Selene stood still for a long moment. Then she sat at the table, quietly drawing the book toward herself again. She opened it slowly, to the page her mother had stopped at.

The passage was underlined in red.

And in the mirror across the kitchen—the one they used to check lipstick and tie school ties—she caught her reflection.

Not just hers.

Her mother’s eyes. Watching from the reflection.

Neither smiled. Neither blinked. Only the sound of the ticking clock filled the room between them.
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​Scene 1.5 – The Unnamed Vow
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The air inside the chapel was stilled, older than bells, older than sermons, older than the brick that held its bones together. Dust hung in the sunbeams like relics waiting to be touched, and the scent of wax and cedar lingered with a hush that seemed to know secrets.

Selene stood just beyond the heavy oak doors, her fingers trailing the cool edge of the baptismal font. Her shoes made no sound against the stone floor—only the faint creak of wooden pews echoed as she walked down the center aisle, careful not to disturb the silence, as though the walls themselves were listening.

The others were outside, hunched over cafeteria tables, trading gossip and snacks like loose currency. But she had slipped away, carrying only the book and a thread of crimson she had tugged from her jacket’s fraying hem that morning. It coiled in her palm like a secret waiting to be spoken.

She reached the third pew from the front, the one beneath the beam where the stained-glass Madonna let sunlight fall like wine. She sat slowly, letting the warmth hit her hands, and opened the Manifesto.

It fell open too easily to the page she had read three nights ago, alone beneath her lamp, lips parted in revelation. The lines still swam in her chest like song:


“The throne is not a seat. It is a silence into which others lower their voices.”


She ran her thumb across the line, feeling the indentation from her own underline. Then she reached into her pocket and pulled the red thread free. It trembled in the shaft of light, glowing like blood drawn from covenant.

Her fingers moved slowly, as if recalling ancient motions taught in a dream. She wrapped the thread once, twice, three times around her wrist, knotting it just above the pulse. It bit slightly into her skin—not pain, but memory. The way chains must feel when first replaced with bracelets.

She closed her eyes.

The hush of the chapel deepened. Dust rose, danced, and settled. Somewhere behind the altar, a pipe groaned. The light flickered, caught by the high stained glass, then returned, amber and defiant.

She whispered:

“No kings. Only queens.”

The words left her mouth like a breath she’d been holding for years.

She opened her eyes.

The red thread shimmered against her pale wrist, a line drawn not in ink but in decision. A vow unnamed, yet irreversible.

Selene didn’t cry. She didn’t smile. She didn’t even tremble. The feeling in her chest was too vast for such small reactions. It was not joy. It was not fear. It was recognition—like meeting someone you’d never seen before and realizing it was yourself.

She stood slowly and approached the altar. A single taper burned before the statue of St. Agnes, the virgin-martyr holding a lamb, her stone eyes blank and forever patient.

Selene looked into those eyes.

“I will never be a lamb.”

The words came clear, steady, and quiet.

She bowed slightly—not in reverence to the statue, but to the presence that had once demanded it. Then she turned and walked back down the aisle.

As she passed each pew, the thread around her wrist swung lightly, catching glints of light like a red pendulum measuring time.

Behind her, the chapel remained still.

But something had changed.

It was no longer only a house of worship.

It had become a throne room. And she had left her coronation in silence.
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​Scene 1.6 – Locker Relocked
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The last bell rang like the exhale of something too long held. A thousand footsteps flooded the corridors, each echoing across the waxed linoleum with the urgency of release. Lockers slammed, voices rose in relief and gossip, and the spring air outside pressed hard against the school’s old windows, eager to drag everyone into its golden pull.

But Selene moved against the tide.

She kept her head down as she wove through the thinning crowd, her messenger bag hugging her side like a bodyguard. Her fingers brushed the cool red thread at her wrist—still snug, still sacred. Every movement she made felt deliberate now, as if time had started tracking her more closely.

The hallway she needed was mostly deserted. The sophomore wing always cleared fast—there were no afterschool clubs here, no vending machines, no distractions. Just a row of lockers, most with peeling stickers or rust-scabbed handles, standing like steel sentries under the fading fluorescents.

Her locker was fourth from the end.

She approached it slowly, listening—not just for footsteps, but for the texture of silence. It had changed for her. Every quiet now carried weight, as if it expected something. Her heart ticked softly in her chest, not from fear but from the solemnity of what she was about to do.

The Manifesto pressed against her ribs from inside her bag, its pages a warm pulse of rebellion.

She opened the locker with her usual combination, careful not to glance around too nervously. The door creaked—a sound she’d never really heard until now. Inside: her jacket, a half-eaten granola bar, a crumpled sketch of something vaguely feminine and winged.

And the loose panel.

It had always been there, a warped square of metal at the back of the locker that never quite sat flush. She had once hidden love notes there, forgotten pencils, even a stolen hall pass. But now it would hold something else.

She slipped her hand inside her bag and pulled out the book. It was warm from her body, the cover worn, the corners softened like leather worn smooth by devotion. She paused—one heartbeat, two—and then slid it behind the panel.

The book nestled into the cavity like a key falling into its lock. Invisible. Unreachable.

But chosen.

She reached into her pocket and drew out the new padlock—a small one, black matte, with a combination only she knew. She clicked it onto the latch. The sound was crisp, absolute. Like the final word of a prayer.

Selene stood there a moment longer, hand still on the cold steel.

Was this what monks felt, she wondered, when they shut the doors of scriptoria behind them, vowing silence to protect something holy? The Manifesto was not hidden because it was shameful—but because it was sacred. Not because she feared being seen reading it, but because she feared what might happen if others read it wrong.

Knowledge chained—not by force, but by faith.

She turned to leave.

From down the hall, a voice rose—Coach Parson barking something about late buses. She didn’t turn around. Her footsteps fell in time with the rhythm of her heart, which now beat not with confusion or hunger, but with certainty.

She passed the bulletin board without looking.

She stepped through the side exit into a sky already burnished with evening amber.

And behind her, deep inside the locker that had once only held schedules and snacks, the Manifesto rested like a spark on dry wood.

Waiting.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Scene 1.7 – Lyra’s Farewell Whisper
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The auditorium lights buzzed overhead, a white noise of heat and fluorescence that bathed the empty rows in a sterile glow. On stage, a janitor rolled cords into lazy loops while the drama teacher called out last-minute cues like a half-awake prophet. Gowns still sheathed in dry-cleaning plastic hung from the back wall like phantom students waiting for their cue.

Behind the curtain, in the narrow wings choked with velvet and dust, Lyra waited.

Her tassel was crooked. She didn’t fix it. Her lipstick—red, almost violet under the fluorescents—had bled slightly into the corner of her mouth, a trace of something older than gloss. A reminder that rebellion leaves stains.

In her hands, the Manifesto.

The same one she had passed weeks ago with bread crumbs and whispered scripture. The same dog-eared gospel that had moved beneath the hem of desks and behind water tanks and between trembling hands in back stairwells. It smelled faintly of cedar now and summer sweat—anointed in the rituals of passing, like a relic no cathedral ever named.

She pressed her thumb to its spine.

“Selene,” she said softly.

The girl appeared—quiet, alert—as if summoned by invocation rather than voice. Her hair was still wet from gym, curling slightly at the edges, and her hands were clenched in the folds of her robe like she was holding a prayer that might burn if opened too soon.

“I knew you’d come,” Lyra said.

“I followed the thread,” Selene answered, gesturing faintly to her wrist. The red string remained, faded now but unbroken. A scar tied in silk.

They stood in the shadows, the sounds of graduation rehearsal muffled by thick curtain and sacred hush. A saxophone player squeaked on a wrong note. Someone laughed.

Lyra opened the book, thumbing to a passage she had underlined so deeply it tore the page. Her voice dropped to a near-whisper as she read:


“To write a new world, tear out the ink of the old. But keep the parchment.”


She closed it. The silence that followed wasn’t empty. It was brimming.

“I marked it there because it reminds me of what we’re doing,” she said. “We’re not trying to burn down the cathedral. Just rearrange the pews.”

Selene nodded, eyes locked on the book.

Lyra hesitated. Her voice softened.

“I’m leaving tomorrow.”

Selene blinked. “Out of state?”

“Out of sight.”

She didn’t explain. She didn’t need to. Every girl who passed the Manifesto understood that there was always a point at which your presence became a liability. That the message was safer than the messenger. That to plant seeds, sometimes the gardener must disappear.

“I wanted to see your face again before I went,” Lyra said. “To be sure.”

“Of what?”

“That the book belongs to you now.”

Selene swallowed. Her hand reached out, slow as reverence, and Lyra laid the Manifesto gently into her palms.

It was heavier than she remembered. Not in weight. In history.

“You’ll guard it?” Lyra asked.

“I’ll grow it,” Selene replied.

Lyra smiled, and for the first time in weeks, it wasn’t wry or tired. It was old. Like something from a lineage passed only through whispers. She leaned forward, pressing her lips to the edge of the book—just above the corner of the front cover—and left a red kiss like a seal.

“I marked it,” she said. “Let no one unmark it.”

Selene’s hands trembled.

Lyra stepped back into shadow, already turning.

As she disappeared behind the curtains, she whispered—half breath, half blessing:

“Burn nothing. Bury nothing. But say everything.”

And then she was gone.

The stage lights flared for a final run-through. The auditorium filled with the scrape of chairs, the rustle of gowns, and the barely disguised boredom of rehearsal.

But in the wings, Selene stood unmoving.

The Manifesto pressed to her chest like armor. The kiss still crimson. The vow already taken. And though the curtain had not yet risen, she knew—

She was no longer watching the play.

She was becoming the next act.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

​Chapter 2 – The First Experiment
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​Scene 2.1 – The Curious Boy
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The gulls screamed like they were warning someone.

Eli squinted toward the shoreline, hands stuffed in his hoodie pockets, the zipper salt-stuck and frayed. A crooked line of surf hissed up the sand, and behind him, the boardwalk flashed with noise—bright arcade bells, cotton candy spinning, speakers pumping out old love songs warped by the sea wind.

He wasn’t supposed to be here alone.

His friends had peeled off an hour ago, chasing rumors of a pop-up skate contest a few blocks down. Eli had stayed, half because his ankle still ached from the fall last week, and half because—well.

She was here.

Selene Reyes.

The girl who never came to the pier. The one who read books like they were dangerous. The one who, during English presentations, didn’t just cite authors—she quoted them like commandments, her tone measured, metallic, final.

He saw her now, standing just beyond the prize booth, arms crossed over her black dress, talking to no one. Her shoes were off. She was barefoot on the boards, as if the wind and wood were part of her rite.

She turned.

Eli’s breath caught, stupidly. She wasn’t even looking at him. She was just gazing out past the pier, past the arcade canopy, to the place where the horizon blurred into storm-colored sky.

Then she smiled. Just once.

A small flicker of something that didn’t reach her eyes. A private spark that seemed meant for no one—but hit Eli anyway.

Then she turned away.

He blinked. Stared. Something inside him—an instinct, a note struck in his ribs—urged him forward. Like she had dropped something invisible and he had to return it.

He followed.

Not close. Not creepy. Just within sight. He watched as she climbed the narrow steps near the ferris wheel entrance and perched on the metal railing like it was a pew. The metal hummed from the day’s heat, and the sound of turning gears rattled faintly through the bolts.

Eli cleared his throat. Then louder. “Hey.”

She didn’t look at him. “Hey.”

He stepped closer. The ocean’s breeze dragged across his hoodie sleeves, lifting stray sand from his cuffs.

“You’re... Selene, right?”

“I know who I am.”

He paused, unsure if that was the end of the conversation or an invitation.

She turned slightly, just enough for him to see the outline of a red thread on her wrist, tied in a small, perfect knot.

“What’s that?”

“A reminder.”

“Of?”

She considered. “What I will never be again.”

Eli scratched his neck. “Right. Cool.”

The silence stretched again, but not in the way that made him want to leave. It was like waiting for something to ring true. Like standing in a sanctuary and not knowing what prayer to say, only that you were supposed to say something.

“You look different lately,” he offered, unsure why.

Selene looked at him now. Her eyes were dark—not with makeup, but with something older than that. Resolve, maybe. Knowing.

“Do I?”

“Yeah. I mean... yeah. Like something happened.”

She nodded slowly. “Something did.”

He swallowed. “Good thing?”

She smiled again. The same kind of smile as before—brief, private, enigmatic.

“Depends on who’s asking.”

“Well—I mean, I’m not trying to—” He faltered. “I just thought you seemed... interesting.”

“That’s the word boys use when they want to ask something without asking.”

Eli flushed. “No, I just—” He stopped. “Okay. Yeah. I guess.”

The wind kicked a strand of her hair into her mouth. She didn’t move to brush it away.

“Are you afraid of women, Eli?” she asked.

The directness of the question didn’t match her tone. It was soft. Like she was asking about the tide.

“I—I don’t think so?” he replied. “Why?”

“Because most boys are,” she said. “Even the ones who write poetry and cry during movies. Especially those.”

“I’m not like that.”

“Not yet,” she said, gently.

He wasn’t sure if she was teasing him or warning him.

Selene reached into her bag and pulled out a folded page. It looked old—creased a dozen times, ink bled at the edges. She held it out without moving her gaze.

He took it.

The page read:


“To rule nothing, want nothing. But when offered rule, test the one who offers.”


“What’s this?”

“A test.”

“For me?”

“For everyone,” she said. “But today—for you.”

He stared at the page. Then at her. She was still barefoot, still seated like a judge on her makeshift throne of hot metal and flaking paint.

“You’re kind of intense, you know?”

“I know.”

He laughed nervously. “I like that.”

Selene stood.

“Then here’s your first assignment,” she said. “Walk away.”

“What?”

“Right now. Turn around. Leave me alone.”

He blinked. “That’s it?”

“If you ask again,” she said, “you fail.”

Her gaze did not falter. Not cold, but absolute.

And Eli realized—this wasn’t flirtation. This wasn’t even flirtation pretending not to be flirtation.

This was something else. A trial. A puzzle. A scripture dressed in flesh.

He hesitated. The wind lifted the paper in his hand. The arcade bells behind him cried out a losing streak.

Then he nodded. “Okay,” he said. “Goodbye.”

Selene said nothing.

He walked. Slowly. Deliberately.

And did not look back.

Behind him, a gull screamed again. The waves thudded into shore with the gravity of ritual. And on the pier, where girl met wind and commandment met adolescence, a queen rehearsed her throne—alone.
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​Scene 2.2 – Withholding Wind
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The wind rose without warning, like something summoned rather than born of weather. It slid between Selene’s ankles and curled up her legs like smoke from an unseen censer. Her skirt trembled against her knees. Her hair, loose and thick, lifted, twisted, then fell—sweeping in front of her face like a velvet curtain dropped mid-scene. She didn’t push it back.

She simply sat there, cross-legged on the iron railing beneath the old ferris wheel, her bare feet pressing lightly into rust-warmed metal. Behind her, the ocean murmured and exhaled in rhythms old as inheritance. Below her, the boardwalk buzzed with the bright-lunged laughter of girls in crop tops and plastic sandals, their bodies loud with motion.

But Selene remained still. And silent.

From behind the soft mesh of hair, she could feel Eli hesitate. The air between them stiffened, unsure. She had not answered his goodbye, nor looked at him as he walked away. She had turned the page of herself and left him blinking at margins.

He had obeyed. And yet.

The wind did the work.

It kissed the ends of her hair and danced it again across her cheek. It pushed the scent of her—clean linen, citrus lotion, iron from the railing—back into Eli’s path. He had only gone thirty paces. Enough to feel righteous. Not enough to forget her.

Selene felt it before she heard it—the shift in the boards. The sudden absence of walking. Then the presence of breath. The boy had stopped.

He was still watching.

She let the silence ripen. Not as punishment, but as proof. There was power in making another wait—especially when you made no promise that reward would come. She learned that in the bleachers. She learned it from Lyra.

With slow deliberation, Selene reached up—not to tame her hair, but to part it slightly, as if by accident. Her fingers brushed the strands just enough to let one eye emerge.

Eli was there, just beyond the safety zone of adolescent retreat, a few feet closer than where she had left him. Not near enough to speak without awkwardness, but not far enough to claim detachment.

His shoulders sloped slightly forward. His hands had retreated from his pockets, hanging now like uncertain offerings.

Selene didn’t speak. She just watched him through the veil of her lashes. One eye. No smile.

He swallowed.

“You... didn’t say anything,” he said, voice catching against the grain of wind.

She tilted her head slightly.

“You said it was a test,” he continued, stepping one foot forward—just one, like a knight unsure if the bridge was meant to collapse.

Selene turned her gaze back to the horizon. The water had begun to ripple into bruise-colored waves, and the sky cracked open at the edge with a molten smear of sun.

He tried again. “Was that it? Or is this still part of it?”

She didn’t answer.

Instead, she leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees, and whispered just loud enough for the breeze to catch it and blur it: “Why are you still here?”

Eli blinked. “I don’t know.”

Selene smiled, barely. “Then learn.”

The curtain of hair fell again. Her eye disappeared. The communion ended.

But Eli didn’t move. Not away.

He took another step. The wood groaned beneath his sneaker. Then he sat. Not beside her, but near. Enough to see her shape out of the corner of his eye. Enough to feel the separation.

For a long time, they didn’t speak.

Selene let the silence do its alchemy.

Every tick of wind was a sermon. Every absence of dialogue was an invitation for him to drown in his own noise. He had never learned to be still around a woman who did not need to be entertained. It was unfamiliar terrain.

And that was the point.

“Selene,” he said after the fifth minute, like trying a spell with doubt.

“Mmm?”

He waited, hoping she would say more. She didn’t.

“Do you believe,” he began, “that girls... are better?”

She didn’t move. “Better than what?”

“You know. Boys.”

“That’s like asking if fire is better than air.”

He frowned. “That doesn’t mean anything.”

“It means everything.”

His voice thinned. “You think you’re better than me.”

“I think I know what I was made for,” she said. “And I think you don’t.”

The gulls wheeled above them, screeching. Someone below screamed in joy as the ferris wheel began its groaning rotation. Selene stayed still, a small stone of refusal set in the tide.

“Do you hate men?”

She did not flinch.

“I don’t waste energy on ghosts.”

Eli looked away, stung.

She softened her voice. “Do you feel hated?”

He opened his mouth, then closed it.

She turned then, full toward him, the hair falling back over her shoulders in a smooth slide. Her eyes were wide and calm.

“You’re not hated,” she said. “You’re irrelevant.”

The words struck like soft thunder.

Eli stood. Not in anger. In defense against something he didn’t understand. He looked at her, and the look was not one of teenage hurt, but of confused reverence, like someone stumbling into a chapel that had no priest but was somehow still holy.

Selene remained seated.

He backed away. Not rushed. But changed.

And Selene exhaled—just once—as if dismissing a prayer. She reached for the red thread at her wrist and touched it gently, as one might touch a seal or a key.

Behind her, the sun gave its last syllable before vanishing behind the horizon. And the wind, still holy, began to whisper something new.
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