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Scene One — The Morning With One Less Thing In It
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Morning came again.

That was the first offense.

Not the light. Not the air. Not even the quiet.

The fact that the world had the nerve to continue—clean, ordinary, untouched—after something had been removed from it.

Elara stood at the window.

She didn’t remember walking there.

That was the second offense.

Her hand rested against the glass. Cold. Real. The condensation from her breath gathered and faded in soft pulses, each one proof that at least one system still behaved the way it should.

In.

Out.

In.

Out.

She watched the orchard.

Eight rows.

Always eight.

She counted.

One.

Two.

Three.

Four.

Five.

Six.

Seven.

Eight.

Her chest tightened.

Again.

One.

Two.

Three.

Four.

Five.

Six.

Seven—

Eight.

It came back.

Like it always did.

Like it always would.

Like something mocking her—

You can’t hold it long enough to prove it’s wrong.

She turned away.

Slow.

Careful.

The room sat behind her exactly as she expected.

Bed.

Chair.

Table.

Notebook.

Everything—

present.

Everything—

unchanged.

Except—

Her gaze stopped.

The table.

The notebook.

Something else—

was missing.

Not moved.

Not hidden.

Missing.

Her breath stopped.

There had been—

something there.

Small.

Unimportant.

Something she had placed without thinking.

Her hand moved to the edge of the table.

Hovered.

“What was here?” she whispered.

The words felt heavy.

Dangerous.

Because asking meant—

admitting something had been taken.

She stared at the empty space.

Her mind reached for it.

Found—

nothing.

No image.

No name.

No memory of placing it there.

Only the certainty—

that it had been there.

Her chest tightened.

“No.”

She shook her head.

Hard.

“That’s nothing.”

The words came fast.

Too fast.

“That’s just—”

You forgot.

People forget things.

That’s normal.

That’s—

She stopped.

Her throat closed.

Because this didn’t feel like forgetting.

It felt like—

removal.

Clean.

Precise.

Like something had been lifted out of the world—

and the world had closed around it.

No gap.

No scar.

Just—

absence.

Elara stepped back.

Her pulse rising.

Loud.

Heavy.

“No.”

She turned.

Faster now.

Toward the door.

Out.

Into the hall.

The mirror—

she didn’t look.

Didn’t risk it.

She moved past it.

Quick.

Into the kitchen.

“Rowan.”

Her voice broke slightly.

He stood at the counter.

Of course he did.

Exactly where he always stood in the morning.

Exactly how he always stood.

One hand braced.

The other near the kettle.

Real.

Solid.

Unchanged.

He looked up.

“Elara?”

Her chest loosened—

just slightly.

“There was something on the table,” she said.

The words came fast.

Sharp.

“There was something there.”

Rowan blinked.

Looked past her.

Toward the room.

“What was it?”

She froze.

Her mouth opened.

Closed.

Her mind reached—

again—

for the answer.

Found—

nothing.

“I don’t—” she started.

Stopped.

Her pulse slammed harder.

“I don’t know.”

The words landed.

Wrong.

Heavy.

Unacceptable.

Rowan’s expression shifted.

Not confusion.

Not disbelief.

Something worse.

Gentle.

Careful.

“You don’t remember?”

“No.”

Her voice cracked.

“But it was there.”

He nodded slowly.

“Alright.”

That word again.

That careful word.

That distance.

She shook her head.

“No, not ‘alright.’ It was there.”

“What makes you think that?”

Her breath caught.

“What makes me—”

She stopped.

Because she didn’t have proof.

No image.

No memory.

No detail.

Just—

certainty.

“I know it was there,” she said.

The words came quieter now.

More fragile.

Rowan studied her.

Longer than he should have.

“You’ve been on edge,” he said.

“I’m not on edge.”

“You slammed things yesterday.”

“That’s not—”

“You’re looking for changes.”

“I’m seeing them.”

“Elara—”

“No.”

The word cut sharp.

He stopped.

Of course he did.

He always did.

That made it worse.

She stepped closer.

“Something is missing,” she said.

Clear.

Certain.

Rowan’s eyes held hers.

Steady.

Kind.

Wrong.

“Then tell me what it is,” he said.

Silence.

Her chest tightened.

Her throat closed.

Her mind—

empty.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

The words broke.

Because that was the truth.

And it was worse than anything else.

Because now—

it wasn’t just that things were changing.

It was that the changes were taking the memory of themselves with them.

Rowan reached out.

Slow.

Careful.

His hand hovered—

then rested lightly on her arm.

Warm.

Real.

Grounding.

“Elara,” he said.

Her name.

Clean.

Immediate.

Correct.

She looked at him.

Desperate.

“It’s taking things,” she said.

The words came raw now.

Unfiltered.

“Not just objects. Not just space. It’s taking things that matter and leaving nothing behind.”

Rowan’s grip tightened slightly.

Not force.

Concern.

“You’re scared,” he said.

“I’m right.”

He didn’t answer.

That was the answer.

Her chest tightened.

Because now—

she understood something worse.

Even if she proved it—

even if she showed him—

even if she—

It could take that too.

And he would stand there—

looking at her—

with that same careful expression—

and say—

“I don’t remember.”

Elara pulled her arm free.

Stepped back.

Her breath sharp.

Her hands shaking.

“Don’t forget,” she said.

The words came sudden.

Urgent.

“What?”

“Anything.”

Rowan frowned.

“I won’t.”

“You can’t promise that.”

“I—”

“You can’t.”

Silence.

Heavy.

Final.

Elara shook her head.

Turned away.

Because something had just become clear.

Not everything.

Not yet.

But enough.

It wasn’t just learning her.

It wasn’t just watching.

It was—

curating.

Deciding.

Choosing—

what stayed.

And what didn’t.

And now—

something small—

something she couldn’t even name, 

was already gone.
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Scene Two — The Memory That Doesn’t Fit Anywhere
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Elara didn’t stay in the kitchen.

She couldn’t.

Rowan’s presence, steady, warm, reasonable, pressed against her like a weight she couldn’t carry right now. Not because he was wrong.

Because he was unchanged.

And she wasn’t.

She stepped back into the hall.

Slower this time.

Deliberate.

The mirror, 

still there.

Waiting.

She stopped in front of it.

Didn’t look immediately.

Her breath moved.

In.

Out.

Once.

Twice.

“My name is Elara Venn,” she said.

The words felt thinner than they had yesterday.

She lifted her eyes.

The reflection met her.

Perfect.

Immediate.

Matching.

Good.

She leaned closer.

Studied it.

No delay.

No misalignment.

No silent speaking.

Just, 

her.

“That’s right,” she whispered.

Relief flickered.

Weak.

Temporary.

She didn’t trust it.

She turned away.

Went back into the bedroom.

The table.

The empty space.

Still empty.

Still wrong.

She stood over it.

Staring.

Waiting.

As if something might return if she held the place long enough.

Nothing did.

Of course nothing did.

Her fingers hovered over the surface.

“What were you?” she whispered.

The question felt pointless.

There was no answer left to give.

She closed her eyes.

And tried to remember.

Not forcefully.

Not digging.

Just, 

let it come.

Let the shape of it return.

Let the feeling guide her.

Something small.

Something placed.

Something, 

Her breath caught.

An image, 

flickered.

Not clear.

Not complete.

A color.

Dark.

No, 

Not dark.

Deep.

Blue?

No.

Not quite.

Her eyes opened.

Too fast.

The
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