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As usual, the residents of Marrow Creek fell into a deep sleep. Crickets hummed. Streetlights buzzed in dim golden halos. Silence fell as a stray dog barked at nothing. Then the clock struck 3:33 a.m.

Somewhere on Oak Street, a porch light flickered and then dimmed. A curtain moved without the wind. A child's toy rolled off the porch swing, though no one touched it. A man sleeping inside the house woke with a gasp to find the room empty. Something tugged at his mind, like a word on the tip of his tongue. But when he looked toward the second bedroom at the end of the hall, it was locked, and for some reason, he didn't open it.

By dawn, he had forgotten she'd ever lived there.

In Marrow Creek, people disappeared. And no one remembered them.

They weren't taken in crowds or violently. They didn't disappear with smoke or screams. They just... disintegrated. It was as if a thread had been pulled from the fabric of the city, and the fabric was woven again without it. Clean. Smooth. Terrifying.

No one talked about the disappearances. There was nothing noteworthy. Birth certificates disappeared. Photos shifted. Even conversations rewrote themselves. Friends remembered one less invitation, one less guest at the wedding, one empty seat no one ever asked about.

No one remembered the missing.

No one, except Elena Raine.

Each morning, Elena woke up with grief pulsating behind her ribs like a second heartbeat. Her daughter, June, had disappeared three months earlier. She would spend a moment napping in her bed, then... nothing. Elena woke up with the sense of absence so loud she screamed. She rushed to June's room. Her bed was gone.

Not unpacked.

Gone.

The toys were gone. The clothes were gone. The drawings were gone from the refrigerator. Even the framed ultrasound picture Elena kept by her nightstand was an empty square of paper in its frame. Her husband, Michael, blinked at her confusion with spontaneous sympathy.

“Elena, we don’t have children,” he said.

But she remembered.

She remembered June’s laugh, like wind chimes. Her crooked baby teeth. The way she’d clutch her stuffed rabbit when thunderstorms hit.

And now, the house seemed so quiet. A deafening silence. She tried to talk to others: friends, neighbors, even the mayor. She seemed to collapse as they all looked at her. “There’s no missing person report, Elena,” the mayor said gently. No signs of forced entry. Are you sure this isn't... something else?" They handed out literature. Therapy. Sleeping pills. Compassion.

But none of them remembered the little girl in colorful pajamas who'd drawn hearts with chalk on the sidewalk.

Only Elena did.

And every night, as the city slumbered and the shadows grew thicker, she sat in her quiet house watching the clock.

3:31.

3:32.

She collected herself.

3:33 a.m.

Nothing moved. There were no screams. But sometimes, if only for a second, lights flickered. Or a picture frame swerved. Or she felt a presence behind her.

She whispered her daughter's name in the dark.

"John."

She didn't know if it mattered to her. If anyone heard her.

But she whispered it anyway.

Because if no one remembered, it was up to her to carry the name into the world like a torch held in her hands. Shivering.

And she won't let it go out.
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Though John's bedroom was now just... a room, Elena Raine stood in the doorway. Four walls. No posters on the door. No stuffed animals on the bed. No bed at all.

The floor was bare except for the faintest traces of the carpet and remaining traces of furniture that should have been there. There was a dresser to the right of the window. Once, John's bookshelf had tilted to the left, cluttered with stickered notebooks and stacks of tattered fairy tales. Elena traced the edges with her eyes, marking where things were and where they should have been.

She could picture John's bed in her mind: purple sheets, a web of nightlight wires, and the ridiculous glow-in-the-dark star blanket that Elena had tried to throw away twice. John had cried so hard that Elena had promised her she would keep it forever.

Now, no blanket. No bed. No sign of John at all. Michael didn't speak of it anymore. He stopped asking Elena why she spent her nights sitting outside the empty room, whispering to someone who was no longer there. At first, he teased her. Then, he avoided her. Now, he moved into the guest room.

She'd yelled at him once, "How could you not remember your daughter?" —but the heartache in his eyes had only deepened.

"Elena, we never had a daughter," he whispered. But they had one. She gave birth to June. Elena remembered the contractions. The first cry. The first step, the first fever, the first time June drew a picture of them holding hands under a very big sun, purple grass and sky.

The memory was real. As real as the pain in her chest.

But it was more than just sadness. It was an erasure. A slow, deliberate retreat. The kind that leaves no prints—just shadows.

She tried to keep records. She began writing everything down. She drew June's face from memory. She put sticky notes around the house.

June loves strawberries.

June is afraid of thunder.

June deliberately wears mismatched socks.

But every morning, the notes disappeared.

The drawings were lost. The journals went blank. Every page she held evaporated before sunrise. Even the digital files were corrupted. Her phone photos became still images or disappeared from her gallery altogether.

At first, she thought she was going crazy.

Then she realized she hadn't lost her mind. Something was taking her daughter away from her—little by little—as if memory were a luxury she wasn't allowed to keep.

Despair turned into obsession. She woke up. She stopped eating. She stared at the old baby monitor, still plugged into the wall, just in case. Its light stayed green. Always green. Elena whispered into the screen one night before the dreaded hour: "June, if you can hear me, I remember you. I won't forget you. Ever."

No response. Just static.

She slept curled up on the rug next to the empty room, clutching a toy rabbit she'd rescued from the attic.

And that night, for the first time since June's disappearance, Elena dreamed of her daughter.

Not a memory. Not a replay.

A fantasy. June stood in the middle of a field of tall silver grass under a purple sky. She was older—maybe ten now—but clear. Her eyes were wide. Her mouth moved. But she made no sound.

Elena ran toward her, reaching out, calling her name.

But before their hands touched, the dream shattered. A shriek of wind. A flash of unknown shadows. And besides, it was 3:33 a.m. Elena woke with tears streaming down her face. The rabbit was gone.

But for the first time in weeks, she felt something stirring inside her, not despair.

Hope.

She had reached out.

Now she knew: June was still out there, somewhere.

And maybe, just maybe, dreams were the only place where the forgotten could still be found.
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