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ACT I — THE TIME THAT STOPPED (LOSS & SILENCE)
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​Chapter 1: 6:10 PM

At exactly 6:10 every evening, the world outside Meher’s window slowed down.

The streetlights flickered on with a faint electrical sigh, spilling amber circles onto the dusty lane below. From the mosque three streets away, the maghrib azaan rose softly, its notes stretching and folding into the cooling air. Vendors along the bazaar packed their carts with practiced urgency—metal clinking, tarpaulins snapping shut—while children in wrinkled school uniforms ran home, their bare feet lifting pale clouds of dust that smelled of sun-baked earth and ground spices.

And Meher sat still.

She held a cup of tea in both hands, the ceramic warm at first, then gradually forgiving the heat, surrendering to the evening. Steam thinned. The surface darkened. Time passed without permission.

Her father used to come home at this hour.

She didn’t remember deciding to wait. Her body simply did—like a scar tightening before rain, remembering a wound the mind insists has healed.
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