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  Foreword



In the bustling heart of New York City, Leyanis Thiessen has always found solace in the shadows of her meticulously ordered world. As a tireless archivist, the quiet rhythm of her routines offers comfort—until an unsettling silence begins to echo in her mind. Blackouts that once felt like fleeting moments of reprieve have spiraled into terrifying episodes, each one chipping away at her grasp on reality, leaving her haunted by disturbing, fragmented images she can’t understand.




When the city succumbs to a wave of ritualistic murders, Detective Kason Briegel finds himself ensnared in a hunt for a killer who evades capture with chilling ease. As bodies pile up and panic grips the streets, the calm exterior of Leyanis starts to fracture. She senses an unshakeable connection to the horrors unfolding around her—a strange scent left behind, an odd object hidden in the corners of her life, a news report that triggers deep-seated fear.




As Leyanis delves deeper into her own psyche, the puzzle of her identity intertwines with the dark mystery lurking in the shadows of the city. Can she unlock the secrets of her mind before it consumes her? Or will the truth behind the murders reveal an even darker part of herself that she never knew existed?




In “Who Is She?”, embark on a psychological thriller that explores the fragility of memory, the labyrinth of the mind, and the haunting depths of identity. Ride the edge of suspense as you unravel a narrative that is both chilling and resonant, challenging you to confront the unspeakable horrors that may lie within each of us. Prepare for a thrilling journey that questions who we really are when our past becomes our most dangerous enemy.






I

Part One: The Cracks in the Facade
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  Chapter 1: The Disorientation

  
  




The first sensation was the cold, damp bite of concrete against her cheek. Then came the smell—a noxious cocktail of stale beer, rotting refuse, and something acrid that scorched the back of her throat. Leyanis Thiessen’s eyes fluttered open, refusing at first to focus, then snapping wide as a wave of nausea rolled over her. She was lying, sprawled and ungraceful, in the grimy mouth of an alleyway.




Her head hammered, a relentless rhythm behind her temples, and a phantom metallic taste clung to her palate, like old pennies. She pushed herself up, her limbs stiff and uncooperative, her rumpled linen skirt twisted around her thighs. The crisp white blouse she’d ironed meticulously the night before was smeared with something dark and unidentifiable. A faint tremor ran through her hands as she patted her pockets, searching for her phone, her keys, anything to ground her in reality. They were there, thankfully, but her meticulously organized world felt savagely off-kilter.




She glanced at her watch: 6:47 AM. A chill, colder than the morning air, snaked its way down her spine. She remembered leaving her Upper West Side apartment yesterday evening, a quiet Tuesday, heading home after an uneventful day at the New York Public Library’s archives. It had been, she recalled precisely, 5:15 PM. Which meant over twelve hours—an entire night—was simply gone. Vanished.




The alley, narrow and suffocating, offered no clues. Its brick walls were graffitied with crude tags, and overflowing dumpsters exhaled a greasy stench. Around her, Brooklyn was stirring. The groan of a distant subway train rumbled beneath her feet, the insistent blare of a taxi horn cut through the nascent quiet, and the rhythmic thump-thump of a garbage truck echoed down the street. Hurried commuters, their faces impassive behind phones or coffee cups, strode past the alley’s entrance, oblivious to the disheveled woman emerging from its shadows, her life a sudden, terrifying blank. The city’s indifferent pulse beat on, utterly uncaring of her private terror.




“Just stress,” she murmured, the words hollow in the vast, echoing silence of her own mind. “Exhaustion.” It was her mantra, her desperate attempt to rationalize the inexplicable. For months now, these blackouts had been encroaching, creeping like a slow poison. Initially, they were just fleeting moments, a forgotten word, a misplaced item, a sudden jolt awake on her sofa with no memory of having sat down. But recently, they had grown bolder, hungrier. Hours, then half-days, now entire nights. Each time, she would wake up disconnected, missing pieces of her own narrative, like a book with pages ripped out.




Leyanis Thiessen lived by routine. Her apartment was a sanctuary of order, her work a testament to meticulous categorization. Every book on her shelves was alphabetized, every document in the archives cross-referenced and filed with surgical precision. Chaos was anathema to her. It was the enemy. And lately, chaos had taken up residence inside her own skull.




She brushed a stray lock of dark hair from her eyes, her fingers trembling. Her throat was tight, her chest constricted. She needed to get back, to her apartment, to the familiar, to the illusion of control. The thought of facing the labyrinthine subway system, of navigating the throng of people while feeling so utterly adrift, made her stomach churn.




Her hand, still trembling, slipped into the front pocket of her skirt, searching for her subway card. Her fingers brushed against something hard, smooth, and utterly unfamiliar. She frowned, pulling it out.




It was a button. Not a plain, utilitarian button, but a small, exquisitely crafted one, made of tarnished silver. Intricate filigree work, so fine it must have been done by hand, snaked around its edges, framing a central motif: a deeply carved, stylized eye, rendered with unsettling realism. It was antique, she could tell, and utterly unique.




She stared at it, her brow furrowed in confusion. A button. But from what? It wasn’t from any of her clothes, nor her coat. She didn’t collect trinkets. Every item she owned served a purpose, or possessed a clear, traceable history. This button had neither. It felt… foreign. And wrong.




Leyanis closed her hand around the cold metal, a new tremor running through her. The metallic taste in her mouth, the throbbing headache, the missing hours, the grimy alleyway, and now this strange, unbidden relic. It wasn’t just stress. It wasn’t just exhaustion. This was something else. Something terrifyingly unknown.




And the eye carved into the silver seemed to stare back at her, unblinking, holding secrets she desperately needed to uncover, and perhaps, equally desperately, wished remained buried.
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  Chapter 2: The Archival Life

  
  




The New York Historical Society hummed with a quiet reverence, a symphony of hushed whispers, rustling paper, and the rhythmic clicking of computer keys. For Leyanis Thiessen, it was a sanctuary. The scent of aging parchment and polished mahogany was her comfort, the orderly rows of shelves her fortress against the unpredictable chaos of the outside world. Here, amidst the meticulously cataloged remnants of forgotten eras, she was in control.


Her fingers, slender and precise, moved with practiced ease across the brittle page of an 18th-century ledger. Each entry detailed the transactions of a long-defunct shipping company, a painstakingly mundane record that, to Leyanis, held a peculiar beauty. She loved the delicate script, the faded ink, the tangible link to lives lived centuries ago. This wasn’t just work; it was a devotion. She was an archivist in the truest sense, not merely preserving the past, but understanding its intricate, fragile architecture.


A stray hair fell across her brow, and she tucked it back with a thoughtful frown, her gaze unwavering from the document under the archival lamp. The light, though gentle, illuminated a faint shadows beneath her eyes, a testament to the sleepless nights and fragmented mornings that had become her terrifying norm. Each day, she arrived at her desk feeling like a stranger in her own skin, piecing together the gaps in her memory like a damaged manuscript. The blackouts were growing more frequent, more profound, leaving her with a gnawing sense of unease that no amount of structured order could dispel.


“Burning the midnight oil again, Leyanis?”


The voice, warm and laced with a familiar teasing lilt, cut through her concentration. Leyanis stiffened imperceptibly before relaxing, managing to conjure a small, weary smile as she looked up. Liam O’Connell, her chief colleague and the society’s resident anachronism, leaned against the doorframe of her cubicle, a stack of freshly de-acidified maps tucked under his arm. Liam was robust, with kind eyes and a perpetually rumpled tweed jacket that made him look like he’d stepped out of a different century – a perfect fit for their profession.


“Just trying to make sense of Captain Weber’s dubious cargo manifests,” Leyanis replied, her voice a little more strained than she intended. She pushed her spectacles up her nose, a habit she adopted when she felt herself losing control.


Liam’s easy smile faltered as he took in her appearance. His brow furrowed. “You look like you’ve been fighting pirates, not reading about them. You’re paler than Captain Weber’s conscience, and you’ve got that faraway look in your eyes.” He gestured vaguely. “Everything alright? You’ve been… a little off lately.”


Leyanis felt a prickle of irritation, though she knew it was born of fear. Liam was observant, too observant. She needed to maintain the façade, keep the meticulous archivist intact. “Just a touch of insomnia, Liam. And the usual deadline crunch. You know how it is. These 18th-century ledgers don’t annotate themselves




















