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Lena woke to the hum of silence.

The air was stale, carrying the damp musk of rot and velvet long unbrushed. She was slumped against the torn seat of a movie palace that should not exist, curtains hanging like diseased lungs from the walls. Above her, the chandelier—its crystal teeth broken and blackened—trembled as if something had stirred the air. She stood slowly, boots crunching on popcorn that had fossilized into the carpet, each kernel gray with dust.

The screen glowed.

Not with light, not at first. Just a weak flicker, the tremor of an old projector coughing to life. A reel whined somewhere deep in the dark, and then the film began to roll. Lena froze. Because she knew this scene. Too well.

Dubois.

The theater showed her face in grain and shadow, jaw set like stone, eyes burned with iron resolve. On screen, she raised the blade—smeared with soot and blood—over the man who had terrorized her people, the cold enforcer of Count Ash. His smile then was skeletal, mocking even as his breath rattled from his chest. She remembered the weight of that moment: the silence of survivors watching, the choice between mercy and finality. On the film, she made the same choice she had made in life. She killed him. Efficient. Without hesitation.

The reel caught the light and sprayed it back into her skull. She watched herself drive steel into his heart. Dubois’ eyes widened, then dulled. The crowd on screen gasped and scattered like crows. Blood pooled in sepia tones across the dust. Her own image—Lena, survivor, soldier, mechanic of dead engines and broken people—looked down at the corpse without expression. Only when the camera lingered did she see it: the tremor in her hand, the faint recoil of her breath.

Lena’s stomach knotted.

“That’s not—” She muttered it aloud, voice swallowed by the cavernous dark. “That’s not me.”

But it was. The projector insisted. The past insisted. She had done it, and the world had bent around that deed, unchangeable. Yet something in the way the reel framed her disturbed her more than the act itself. She was not Lena Voss here. She was a character. A role. A flicker meant to be replayed until the celluloid burned to ash.

The film stuttered, the image dragging in jerks across the screen. Her face smeared, warped. Dubois rose, fell, rose again. Death became a loop. A performance with no exit.

Lena backed away, hand on the wrench at her belt, though what she thought to fight was unclear. The theater was empty. Rows upon rows of broken seats stared forward like teeth in a ruined jaw. Yet she felt watched. Not just by the screen, but by the darkness beyond it—the ceiling beams, the curtained balconies, the unseen audience that breathed with her, waiting.

“Where am I?” Her voice cracked the silence, returned hollow. “What is this place?”

No answer. Only the whirr of the reel.

The lights dimmed further, the shadows spreading like ink. For a moment she swore she saw figures sitting in the rows: pale outlines, eyeless, leaning forward in rapt attention. Gone in the next flicker. Her pulse quickened. She hated the way her boots echoed across the theater floor, every step announcing her to an audience that might not exist.

The screen flared white. The reel snapped, whipping out of the projector with a shriek of celluloid. The image burned into nothing. Smoke leaked into the air, acrid, sweet with decay. Lena coughed, waving it away, eyes watering.

Silence again.

She stood in the dark, throat dry, hands trembling. Dubois was dead. She had killed him. She had carried that weight as necessity, as law of survival. But the screen had made it something else: a story already written, an act she was doomed to repeat.

Her reflection shimmered faintly in the blank screen. For an instant, she thought she saw not herself but someone else entirely: still, scarred, watching with an expression she couldn’t name.

And then the screen flickered back to life. A new reel. A new story.

The title card burned across it in white, letters jagged as knives:

THE LAST REEL

Lena felt her gut tighten. Whatever this place was, it meant to trap her. To make her witness. To turn her into film.

She gritted her teeth, gripping the wrench until her knuckles cracked. “Not me,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

But the theater had already begun.
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Reel One: The Sword
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The screen woke with a low hiss. Dust swirled in the light beam. Lena stayed where she was, hands on her knees, eyes narrowed.

Black and white grain. A road stretching out. Broken cars rusted in ditches. A man walked it, sword slung low, coat patched and heavy. Nakata.

She knew the walk. Straight back, deliberate, not hurrying for anyone. The theater had his face, close enough to see the scar under his eye. Calm. Cold.

The reel cut. Now it was firelight. Raiders sprawled around a ring. Nakata stood over a beaten man. The sword came up, came down. A clean stroke. The crowd roared. He looked past them. Past the noise. Straight at her.

Lena felt it in her chest. He wasn’t looking at the camera. He was looking at her.

The next cut showed his last moment. She’d been there. She could still smell the blood and ash. He lay on the ground, ribs crushed, sword bent, his breath thin. She had crouched beside him. Tried to keep him alive. The film showed it all. Her face younger, smeared with grit. His lips moved. She remembered the words before the film gave them sound.
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