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Scene 1 – The Quiet Anxiety
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Selene learned early how to look fine.

She mastered the art of appearing calm, composed, functional. The kind of woman people described as doing well. She showed up on time. She answered emails. She smiled at the right moments. She listened when spoken to. She laughed when expected.

And yet, every morning, just before opening her eyes, there was a brief moment when her chest tightened for no apparent reason—like her body knew something her mind refused to name.

It wasn’t fear.

Fear had edges. This didn’t.

It was a quiet anxiety. A dull pressure beneath her ribs. A constant, almost polite discomfort that whispered: something is wrong—without ever explaining what.

Selene lay still in bed, staring at the ceiling, counting her breaths the way she had taught herself to do years ago. Inhale. Exhale. Control the body, and the mind would follow.

It usually worked.

Today, it didn’t.

She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, the familiar heaviness settling into her bones as if it had been waiting for her to wake up. Outside, the city moved with careless confidence—cars passing, footsteps on pavement, a world certain of its own direction.

She envied that certainty.

In the bathroom mirror, her reflection stared back at her with practiced neutrality. Dark circles beneath alert eyes. Hair pulled into a shape that suggested effort without inviting questions.

“You’re fine,” she whispered to herself.

The reflection did not respond.



At work, Selene blended into competence.

She completed tasks efficiently, nodded during meetings, took notes she would never reread. Her colleagues saw reliability. They saw a woman who had her life together. Someone who didn’t complain. Someone who didn’t cause disruptions.

What they didn’t see was the way her hands trembled slightly when she sat still too long.

Or how certain words—future, settle, enough—made her throat tighten without warning.

During her lunch break, she sat alone at a small café near the office, stirring her coffee until it went cold. Around her, conversations overlapped—plans, problems, laughter spilling freely from people who seemed anchored to their own lives.

Selene watched them like someone observing a foreign language.

She had friends. She had dated. She had loved—or at least, she had tried to define love the way others did.

But there was always a distance.

As if part of her stood just behind herself, watching, waiting, unconvinced.

Her phone buzzed.

A reminder.

Tomorrow: Your 25th Birthday.

She stared at the screen longer than necessary.

Twenty-five felt heavier than it should have.

Not because of age—but because of expectation.
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