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The Severance: Volume II — Echoes Below

Prologue

There is a silence deeper than absence.

Not the kind that waits patiently to be broken — but the kind that pulls you under.

I thought I had surfaced after the descent.

I thought I had found footing in the wreckage of my past.

But there are echoes that live beneath what I dared to remember —

and they are louder in the quiet.

Tessera still speaks, but not in words now.

She is presence, tension, breath.

She is the space between who I was, and who I’m still too afraid to be.

And maybe that’s what Volume II is —

Not healing, not resolution... but a second fall.

One I choose this time.

Into the unspoken rooms.

Into the memory I never lived through, but still inherited.

Into the echo chamber of every name I was called

before I learned to speak my own.

I’m not returning to Ava.

I am building her —

one fracture at a time.
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Chapter 45 — The Voice That Didn’t Shatter


[image: ]




It was raining, but Ava couldn’t feel it.

Not in the way the body usually does — cold on skin, sharp on breath. This rain sank through her like memory, like the kind of sorrow that doesn’t sting but soaks. The world was muffled. Gray. Like someone had taken the saturation out of everything but her pain.

She sat under the half-crumbled awning of what had once been a gas station, knees pulled tight to her chest. The neon sign above her sputtered faintly, casting flickers of red light onto the pavement like warnings she was too tired to decode.

“You’re not broken,” Tessera said.

The voice didn’t come from above or within — it came from beside her, like someone had taken a seat on the soaked pavement and refused to leave.

Ava didn’t respond.

She didn’t want comfort. She wanted truth.

And truth, as she had learned, rarely came wrapped in kindness.

“I don’t know who I am when I’m not surviving,” Ava said finally, voice low. “That’s all I’ve ever done. Push through. Fall apart. Get back up. Pretend.”

Tessera was silent for a moment. Then:

“So stop surviving.”

It wasn’t a command. It was a challenge.

Let the girl who lived only to endure finally die.

And let something else — someone else — be born.

But that birth wouldn’t come easy. Not in the ruins. Not in this place where even silence had weight.

“Then what?” Ava whispered. “If I let go of her... what’s left?”

Tessera didn’t answer. Not with words.

Only with stillness.

Sometimes, the voice doesn’t need to speak.

Sometimes, it needs to wait —

Until you are ready to answer your own question.

And in the rain-soaked stillness of that half-dead town, Ava realized:

This wasn’t a question of identity.

It was a question of permission.
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Chapter 46 — All the Names I Wasn’t Allowed
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Ava stood before the rusted bathroom mirror of the abandoned diner, wiping condensation with the sleeve of a sweatshirt two sizes too big — her armor. The reflection that stared back was blurry, but not from the glass. Her eyes hadn’t stopped burning for days.

There were no razors here. Nothing sharp enough to harm, nothing sharp enough to sever.

Except the memory.

The names echoed behind her eyes like graffiti she could never scrub off:

“James.”

“Sir.”

“Man up.”

“You’ll never be...”

The words clung to her ribs. They built a cage where her lungs should be.

“Say your name,” Tessera said softly, standing behind her in the mirror — though no one else would see her.

Just the voice. Just Ava’s voice, finally split from shame.

“I can’t,” Ava said, teeth clenched. “It’s like... it doesn’t stick. Like it slips away when I reach for it.”

Tessera tilted her head. “That’s because you’re still calling it back through their mouths.

Say it your way.”

Ava’s breath caught.

Not from fear.

From the sudden realization of how long she had waited to be told: You don’t need to be anyone but yourself — and how that self was never broken, just buried.

She leaned in.

Mouth trembling.

Voice barely more than a breath:

“Ava.”

She said it again.

“Ava.”

No correction.

No recoil.

Just the quiet hum of truth ringing out inside a body that had never been allowed to feel like home.

It wasn’t enough.

Not yet.

But it was a start.

And for the first time in her life, a name didn’t feel like a lie.
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Chapter 47 — The House with No Mirrors
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Ava found it by accident.

A crumbling cottage hidden beneath moss and time, tucked at the edge of nowhere. No road led to it. No path dared claim it. The kind of place that forgot it was ever meant to be found.

She stepped through the threshold, careful not to disturb the sleeping dust. It wasn’t haunted, not in the way horror stories promised. No cold spots. No whispers.

But it felt like something was watching.

Not malicious — just... waiting.

There were no mirrors here.

Not one.

She checked every wall, every room.

Even the cracked medicine cabinet was bare — as if whoever had lived here had torn them all out on purpose. Or maybe the house itself had never allowed them to exist.

“Why do you think that is?” Tessera asked.

Ava shrugged, letting her fingers trail across the empty frame above the fireplace. “Maybe whoever lived here couldn’t bear to see themselves.”
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