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Scene One: The Room Without Sound
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Silence was the first thing she noticed.

Not the peaceful kind, not the silence of sleep or snow, but something heavier—a silence that pressed against the skin, that demanded attention.

She opened her eyes and realized she had no memory of closing them.

The room was bare. No windows. No visible source of light, yet everything was illuminated in a soft, colorless glow. The walls were smooth, pale, almost breathing. When she tried to listen—to find her own breath, her heartbeat—there was nothing.

No sound followed her existence.

She lifted her hand slowly, half-expecting it to vanish. It didn’t. Her fingers trembled as they passed through the air, and still—nothing. No rustle. No friction. No proof that movement made noise.
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