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    For every soul that has ever had to choose between holding on and letting go.This is for the warriors who build new foundations from the rubble of old symphonies,and for the gentle hands that guide us home when the storm finally passes.Your peace was earned, not settled for.
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PROLOGUE: The Knock
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INT. VIRAJ'S STUDIO - NEXT MORNING - DAY

The sun streams in. Yash is asleep on the couch. Viraj is making coffee. The peaceful mood of the night before lingers.

A loud, impatient KNOCK rattles the studio door. Not a friendly knock. A commanding one.

Viraj freezes. The color drains from his face. He looks at the door like it's a loaded gun.

Yash sits up, startled. "Viraj? Who is that?"

He doesn't answer. The knock comes again, harder this time.

Viraj crosses the room and opens the door.

KLAUS stands there. He is all sharp angles and a cold smile. He doesn't step in; he owns the doorway.

KLAUS

Viraj. You look well. Rested. My money buys good coffee, I see.

VIRAJ

(His voice tight)

I told you. I need time.

KLAUS

(His eyes flick past Viraj to Yash, who is now standing)

Time is a luxury you spent. The bill is due. Today.

He holds up a folded sheet of paper.

KLAUS

This is the agreement you signed in Berlin. The one that makes you personally liable for the gallery's debts. My lawyers are very fond of this document.

Yash steps forward, her lawyer-face sliding into place, but her eyes are wide with fear.

KLAUS

(Smiles, a predator's grin)

Ah. The cavalry. I’ll be back at 5 p.m. Not with lawyers. With friends who don’t use words. Have the money. Or start saying your goodbyes to this pretty little life you’re trying to build.

He turns and walks away, leaving the door open. The threat hangs in the air, cold and heavy.

THE CAMERA HOLDS on Viraj and Yash's horrified faces. This is real.

CUT TO BLACK.
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CHAPTER 1: The Transaction
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INT. VIRAJ'S STUDIO - DAY

The air is thick with dread. The envelope of cash sits on Viraj's worktable like a bomb.

Klaus enters precisely at 5 PM. He doesn't bother with greetings. He picks up the envelope, his fingers deftly counting the bills without even looking.
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