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This story explores what happens when truth becomes inconvenient—and when protection looks indistinguishable from control. It is written for readers who believe memory is not just personal, but political, and that silence can be enforced as carefully as violence. While this is a work of fiction, its emotional core reflects real questions about power, credibility, and whose stories are allowed to survive.
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They decided it would be easier if I forgot.

Not because I was fragile.

Not because I was broken.

But because remembering made me dangerous.
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CHAPTER ONE — THE VIDEO
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The video was only thirty-seven seconds long.

I almost deleted it without watching. It didn’t have a title—just a timestamp from last Thursday night, 11:48 p.m., when I knew I’d been home.

The footage opened mid-motion. Streetlights smeared across the screen in broken yellow lines, the camera shaking as if whoever held it was running. Someone was breathing too fast, too close to the microphone.

Then the camera stopped.

It took a moment for my brain to catch up, because the person on the screen was me.

Same dark hoodie. Same scuffed sneakers. My hair pulled back the way I always wore it when I didn’t want it touching my face. I stood beneath a flickering streetlight at the edge of the old park, shoulders hunched, eyes wide with a fear I didn’t recognize—but felt immediately.

Behind the camera, a voice whispered my name.

I flinched in my chair as the version of me on the screen turned toward the sound.

“I didn’t mean to,” she said. “I swear I didn’t mean to.”

The video cut to black.

For a long moment, I didn’t move. My reflection stared back at me from the darkened laptop screen, pale and unfamiliar, like someone else wearing my face.

I checked the timestamp again. Thursday night. 11:48 p.m.

I’d gone to bed at eleven. I remembered brushing my teeth, plugging in my phone, scrolling until my eyes burned. I remembered waking up late for school the next morning.

I did not remember the park.

I closed the laptop, my hands shaking.

Whatever that video was, it wasn’t a mistake.

And it wasn’t meant to be found.
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I asked my mom about Thursday night over breakfast.

Not directly. Not at first.

“Did we do anything last week?” I said, staring into my cereal like the answer might float to the surface. “Like... go out or something?”

She didn’t look up from her phone. “No.”

“Are you sure?”

She glanced at me then, her expression already arranged into something calm and concerned. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

“I just don’t remember much after dinner.”

She smiled. Too quickly. “You fell asleep early.”

I nodded, even though my chest felt tight.

At school, I tried the same thing with my friends.

“Do you remember Thursday night?” I asked Maya between classes.

She laughed. “No? Why would I?”

“I don’t know. Just wondering.”

“Well, nothing exciting happened,” she said. “Unless you count chem homework trying to kill us.”

Everyone said the same thing. Different words. Same meaning.

Nothing happened.

By lunchtime, my head ached from holding the question in.

I checked my phone again. The video was still there.

Thirty-seven seconds. 11:48 p.m.

Real.
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CHAPTER THREE — CONCERN
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Ms. Calder called me into her office during fourth period.

“Just a check-in,” she said brightly, gesturing to the chair across from her desk.

Her office smelled like lemon cleaner and old books. College posters lined the walls. A plant drooped in the corner.

Safe. Normal.

“So,” she said, folding her hands. “How are you feeling lately?”

I hesitated. “Fine.”

She smiled gently. “You’ve seemed a little distracted.”

I thought of the video. The way my voice shook when I said I didn’t mean to.

“I’m just tired,” I said.

“Stress can do strange things,” she replied. “Especially to memory.”

My stomach tightened.

“What kind of strange things?”

She tilted her head. “Blurring. Gaps. Dreams that feel real.”

I stared at her. “Is that normal?”

“More than you’d think,” she said. “Especially for someone as sensitive as you.”

Sensitive.

The word settled over me like a warning.

When I left her office, I felt watched. Not followed—just noticed.

Like I’d stepped slightly out of line.

⸻
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