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Scene 1: The Paper That Wouldn't Burn


[image: ]


The courthouse was empty. Not closed, just forgotten. Dust clung to the benches, the walls yellowed with time and the clock above the judge’s bench ticked backward, slowly, as if trying to undo something.

Mara stood alone in the center of the room, holding the decree.

It was signed. Stamped. Final.

But it wouldn’t burn.

She had tried - matches, lighters, even the fireplace in the old house. The paper curled, blackened at the edges, then healed. The ink shimmered. The signatures pulsed faintly, like veins.

Across the room, the other half of the decree lay on the floor, untouched.

Marcus hadn’t picked it up.

He hadn’t left.

Not really.

Mara turned toward the door. It was open but the hallway beyond stretched impossibly long, lined with portraits of couples frozen mid-argument, their mouths open in silent fury. The walls whispered.

She stepped outside. The sky was grey, unmoving. The town was quiet but not peaceful. Windows watched her. The wind carried fragments of old vows.

She clutched the decree tightly. It pulsed once, then stilled.

A voice echoed behind her - Marcus’s voice, low and tired: “You can’t end what never began.”

She turned. He stood in the doorway, unchanged, unreadable.

Mara whispered, “We signed it.”

Marcus stepped forward. “The paper doesn’t matter.”

She looked down. The decree was blank.

Then the courthouse door slammed shut.
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Scene 2: The Road That Loops
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Mara packed lightly. Just a duffel bag, the decree folded inside, and a map she didn’t trust. The town had grown strange - too quiet, too symmetrical. Every street curved back toward the courthouse.

She drove west.

The road stretched straight for miles, lined with leafless trees and shuttered houses. The sky remained grey, unmoving. Her phone had no signal. The radio played static, then a voice she recognized: Marcus, reading their vows.

She turned it off.

An hour passed. Then two. The road narrowed. The trees leaned closer.

She saw the sign: Welcome to Halewick.

She slammed the brakes. That was the town she’d just left.

Mara turned around, retraced her path. The road was different now - wider, smoother, lined with billboards advertising couples therapy and vow renewal.

She passed the same gas station three times. Each time, the attendant waved. Each time, he looked more familiar.

The fourth time, he spoke: “You can’t leave until you agree.”

Mara rolled down the window. “Agree to what?”

He smiled. “To keep trying.”

She drove on. The fog thickened. The road looped again.

By dusk, she was back at the courthouse. The lights were on. Marcus stood at the steps, holding the other half of the decree.

“I told you,” he said. “It’s not over.”

Mara stepped out of the car. The paper in her bag pulsed.

The town whispered: “Stay. Try again. Forever.”
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Scene 3: The Town of Vows
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The courthouse steps groaned beneath Mara’s weight as she climbed. Marcus waited at the top, the other half of the decree folded neatly in his hand. His face was calm, too calm, as though he had rehearsed this moment countless times.

“Why are you here?” she asked, her voice sharp.

Marcus tilted his head. “Because you are.”

The doors opened on their own. Inside, the benches were filled - not with people, but with shadows. Couples sat side by side, their faces blurred, their mouths moving in endless arguments. The sound was low, constant, like the hum of bees.

Mara stepped inside. The decree in her bag pulsed, glowing faintly through the fabric.

Marcus followed. “This town isn’t real. It’s built from promises. Every vow spoken, every vow broken. They don’t vanish. They gather.”

The shadows turned toward her. Their mouths stopped moving. Silence fell heavily across the room.

Mara whispered, “We signed the papers. We ended it.”

Marcus held up his decree. Blank. “There is no end. Not here. Not for us.”

The judge’s bench creaked. A figure rose - faceless, robed, its gavel dripping with ink. It spoke without sound, yet Mara heard it clearly: “Divorce is not release. Divorce is repetition. You will argue forever.”

The shadows surged forward, their blurred faces sharpening into familiar ones - friends, family, strangers - all locked in endless quarrels. The air thickened with words unsaid, accusations half-formed, apologies swallowed.

Mara clutched her decree. It burned




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





