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An hour had passed since the interrogation ended, and the station had returned to its usual rhythm, but something in the air still felt off.
Arthur Reed sat in one of the back cells, on the metal bench, his back against the wall. He didn’t speak. He didn’t move. He seemed absent. He barely breathed, as if any extra effort was unnecessary. The white light from the hallway filtered through the bars, casting irregular bands across his face.
He waited.

The transfer was scheduled for the following morning. A prison in a larger neighboring town, about two hours away. Standard procedure. Though nothing about this case was.

Nathan stood in front of the sheriff’s desk, both hands resting on it, one at each end. His gaze was fixed on an indeterminate point, as if he were reconstructing something that refused to fall into place. Beside him, Riley mentally reviewed every detail, every word, every gesture Reed had made during the interrogation.

Dalton watched them in silence.

“He confessed,” the sheriff finally said, breaking the stillness. “That should simplify things.”

Nathan didn’t respond right away.

“He confessed,” he repeated, more to himself than to the others. “But there’s still a lot missing. And he shut down—he’s not talking anymore.”

Riley looked up.

“He explained enough,” she said. “He said he did it. He said why.”

Nathan shook his head slightly.

“No. He’s just another pawn in all this. Guilty? Yes. But only of part of it.”

Silence settled in again.

The missing people.

The collective amnesia.

George Cole.

Langford.

The nurse who still hadn’t been found.

Too many pieces.
Too fast.
Nathan closed his eyes for a second, as if he needed to isolate a single line of thought from the noise.

“Someone put him there,” he murmured. “On the road. In the hospital. In both places.”

“Or he wants us to think that,” Riley replied.

Nathan opened his eyes.

“No. He wasn’t lying when he confessed.”

Dalton shifted in his chair, looking at both of them, elbows resting on the desk.

“So now what?” he asked. “We have the killer. We have the confession. What doesn’t add up?”

Nathan looked at him.

It took him a few seconds to answer.

“Everything. This is just a small piece of the puzzle.”

The sheriff let out a quiet exhale.

He stayed silent for a moment, as if unsure whether to step in or not. Finally, he spoke:

“You know... my first job was at a small factory,” he said, staring at a random spot on the wall. “Nothing important. We assembled parts, different machines, long shifts, constant noise.”

Nathan and Riley didn’t react; they didn’t understand, but they watched him.

Dalton continued.

“One day they brought in a new machine. Bigger than the previous one. It didn’t fit in the space assigned to it. There was tape on the floor marking where each one went. And for some reason I don’t even remember anymore, they all had to stay behind that line.”

The new one stuck out.

He paused.

“So we started doing the logical thing. Measuring again. Moving the machine. Turning it. Adjusting it. Someone even said, ‘Let’s tear the wall down,’” he added with a faint smile, as if recalling it. “We spent hours trying to make it fit where it was supposed to go.”

Riley frowned slightly, but said nothing.

“Until one of the guys,” Dalton went on, “just stood there, looking at everything in silence... and said something very simple.”

Nathan was watching him more closely now.

“‘What if we move the tape?’” the sheriff concluded.

The silence that followed was different.

Not heavy.
Not confusing.
Riley’s eyes widened, as if she were finally seeing something clearly.

Nathan let out a faint smile, surprised by the sheriff’s input.

As if a piece had finally stopped being forced into the wrong place.

“We’re trying to make everything fit into the same logic,” he said, clearer now. “And we still have nothing. Let’s start with just one piece.”

Riley nodded slowly.

“And maybe it’s not even the same logic.”

Nathan straightened slightly.

“Or we’re looking at the problem from the wrong place.”

Dalton shrugged, downplaying it, as if he had done nothing more than tell an old story.

“I’m just saying,” he added, “sometimes the problem isn’t the machine.”

He looked toward the hallway, in the direction of the cells.

“It’s the line you drew around it.”

The silence lingered a second too long.

“Then we need to move the tape.”

The voice didn’t come from any of the three.

Nathan turned his head first.
Riley did a second later.
The woman was leaning against the side wall, halfway between the door and the window. She didn’t seem to have just arrived. She hadn’t made a sound. She simply... was there.

Early thirties. Dark hair, loosely tied back. Simply dressed. Nothing about her stood out in any particular way.

And yet, neither of them had seen her come in.

Nathan frowned.

“Who is she?”

Dalton didn’t react.

“Her name is Clara.”

That answered nothing.

Nathan looked at him, waiting for more.

The sheriff let out a quiet sigh.

“I contacted her this morning.”

Silence.

Riley shifted her gaze slightly toward the woman.
Nathan didn’t.
“Clara is... a medium,” Dalton said bluntly.

The word landed heavily in the room.

Clara exhaled softly, as if the label didn’t sit well with her.

“I don’t usually do this,” she said calmly.

Nathan didn’t respond.

She continued, unhurried.

“I owed the sheriff a favor.”

Dalton looked away, uncomfortable.

“Not anymore,” he muttered.

Clara didn’t correct him.

“After today, no.”

Nathan let out a soft breath through his nose, almost a humorless laugh.

“Seriously?”

Clara didn’t answer. She didn’t seem offended, nor interested in justifying herself.

Her calm eyes
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