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There is a moment...

between endings.

A space most people never notice.

It happens when a story should be finished...

but isn’t.

Not paused.

Not abandoned.

Broken.

In that moment, reality doesn’t stop.

It compensates.

It splits.

Not cleanly.

Not perfectly.

It creates alternatives.

Versions.

Echoes of what should have been...

and what could still happen.

Most people never feel it.

They continue living their lives as if nothing changed.

Because for them...

nothing did.

But sometimes—

very rarely—

someone remembers.

Not everything.

Not clearly.

But enough.

A face that shouldn’t exist.

A memory that doesn’t belong.

A reflection that moves... too late.

And when that happens...

the system tries to correct itself.

Not by fixing the error.

But by removing it.

Because in a broken story...

awareness is the real anomaly.

Some call it déjà vu.

Some call it trauma.

Some call it imagination.

They’re all wrong.

It is overlap.

And once you see both versions...

there is no going back to just one.

This is not the continuation of a story.

This is what happens...

when a story refuses to end.

And somewhere...

between two versions of the same life...

someone is already watching.
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Clara woke up slowly.

Not from a dream.

From something heavier.

For a moment, she didn’t move.

Her eyes remained closed, her breathing steady, her body still wrapped in the quiet comfort of routine.

Morning.

Safe.

Normal.

But something was wrong.

She felt it before she understood it.

Like a word on the tip of her tongue...

or a memory that refused to fully surface.

Clara opened her eyes.

The ceiling was the same.

White. Smooth. Familiar.

The light coming through the window felt ordinary.

Soft. Warm.

Everything looked right.

And yet—

She sat up.

Slowly.

Her eyes scanned the room.

The wardrobe.

The chair.

The mirror.

Everything in place.

Everything exactly where it should be.

But her heart...

was beating too fast.

“Okay...” she whispered to herself.

“Just a bad dream.”

She swung her legs out of bed.

Stood up.

Walked toward the mirror.

Her reflection looked back at her.

Clara Garden.

Same face. Same eyes. Same expression.

But something about it...

felt delayed.

Just for a fraction of a second.

She froze.

The reflection froze too.

Silence.

Clara leaned slightly closer.

Studying it.

“Stop it,” she murmured.

“You’re just tired.”

She turned away.

And that’s when she saw it.

On the bedside table.

A photograph.

Clara frowned.

Walked over.

Picked it up.

It was a picture of her.

Smiling.

Standing in front of the house.

Alone.

Her fingers tightened slightly around the frame.

“That’s not right...”

She looked closer.

No James.

Her breath caught.

“No...”

She dropped the photo back onto the table.

Too quickly.

Then turned toward the wardrobe.

Opened it.

Clothes.

Shoes.

Everything... hers.

Nothing else.

No trace of him.
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