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Scene 1 – Between Reflections
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Elena woke to silence.

Not the comforting silence of early morning, nor the familiar hush of her own room—but a silence that felt deliberate, watching, as if the world itself were waiting for her to move first.

She lay still, her eyes closed, afraid that opening them would confirm what her body already knew.

This was not her world.

The air felt different. Lighter, yet heavy with something unspoken. When she finally opened her eyes, the ceiling above her was unfamiliar—arched and pale, etched with faint patterns that shimmered like veins of moonlight. She inhaled sharply and sat up.

She was lying on a narrow bed draped in silver fabric. The room was vast, circular, with tall windows that showed a sky frozen between sunset and night. Colors bled into one another—violet, gold, deep blue—as if time itself had paused mid-breath.

Her heart raced.

“I crossed,” she whispered to herself. “I actually crossed.”

Memory rushed back in fragments: the mirror, the light, Adrian’s hand in hers, the moment reality folded in on itself.

Adrian.

She turned quickly, scanning the room.

He wasn’t there.

A sharp pang cut through her chest—fear, disappointment, something dangerously close to longing. She swung her legs off the bed, her feet touching cool stone. The floor responded beneath her touch, glowing faintly where her skin met it.

“Okay,” she murmured, steadying her breath. “This place reacts to me. Or... to us.”

The door at the far end of the room opened soundlessly.

Elena froze.

Adrian stepped inside.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

He looked the same—and yet not. His features were sharper here, more defined, as if this world had stripped away every doubt, every hesitation. His dark eyes held something deeper than before: memory, pain, recognition.

“You made it,” he said softly.

Her throat tightened. “You say that like you weren’t sure I would.”

“I wasn’t,” he admitted. “The crossing doesn’t always accept both souls.”

That word again. Souls.

She took a step toward him, then stopped. Something in his expression warned her—this reunion was not simple, not safe.

“This place,” she said, gesturing around her, “it feels alive.”
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