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For several hours, the storm raged. The cracked windows of the old apartment shuddered like brittle bones as the wind whipped them around. Rain battered the glass with slanted blows, and the sea roared beyond the city wall with a sound that didn't quite sound natural. A lighthouse glimmered twice in the distance before going dark. Inside the apartment, the girl wrote by candlelight.

Her handwriting trembled with every gust of wind, with every rumble of thunder. The ink smudged where her fingers gripped the page too tightly. The smell of damp plaster, burning matches, and something old—perhaps mold or time gone by—hung heavy in the air. She stopped. The candle flickered, as if realizing what was about to happen.

She lowered her head to examine her handwriting. The letter was addressed to someone named Clara. But not her name—not quite. Her handwriting, but not her words. Her memories, but seen from afar, as if looking through antique glass.

Knocks echoed through the apartment—faintly, then louder. A slow rhythm, as if asking not only to be let in but also to return.

Clara folded the letter. She slipped it into an envelope. She wrote her name on it with trembling fingers. Then, as if by instinct, she hid it under the floor near the window—the same place she'd hidden the other letters.

She stood and walked over to the mirror above the fireplace. Her reflection stared—but something was off. Her eyes... weren't her eyes. They weren't anymore.

"I don't want to forget," she whispered.

As if in reply, the wind howled louder. The lights dimmed. And disappeared.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Escape

[image: ]


The winding coastal road left salt and dust all over Clara Voss's car when she arrived in Greystone Bay just before sunrise. The town, with its slate roofs, shuttered windows, and seagulls circling silently overhead, gave it the appearance of having been captured in an old photograph. Seaweed and something colder and more metallic, like rusted time, both permeated the air faintly. She parked on the pavement, got out, and nodded in the direction of the building that was supposed to be her sanctuary. There was a narrow door tucked between a faded tailor's shop and a shopfront that had long since ceased to sell anything and was above a closed bakery. The peeling paint on the doorframe curled like old tree bark. She climbed the stairs, slamming her suitcase behind her, the stairs creaking under her weight. The key was handed over in a plain envelope. No welcome note or note. Just a scrap of paper that read, "Flat 6A—You will be safe here."

Safe. Wasn't that the point? She pressed the button. The apartment air smelled of sea air and mothballs. The golden morning light filtering through the ribbed curtains made the dust dance. There was a couch, a small kitchen, and a desk tucked beneath a tall, curtained window. A few cobwebs clung to the corners, but otherwise, the place was untouched—quiet, frozen in an earlier decade.

Clara dropped her bag and exhaled deeply.

No reporters. No emails. No sneering. No questions about the scandal that had brought down the senator and nearly killed her. She was unknown here. No one paid her any attention. She wandered toward the office, running her fingers over the scratched wood. Just one drawer. At first, it was stuck. Then it opened.

Empty.

A creaking floor followed. She turned quickly. Nothing. Just the distant jingle of a floating bell and the sound of distant waves below. Later that afternoon, she stopped at the corner café for a coffee and to introduce herself. Her hair matted and her nail polish peeling, the café worker, a bored teenager, barely looked up. “Are you new in town?” she asked. “I just started living in the apartment above the bakery.” The girl frowned. “You mean the storage unit?”

Clara laughed. “No, it’s been converted. Sixth floor. Upstairs.”

The girl blinked slowly, then shrugged. “I’d never heard of it.”

Clara sat at the desk by the window that night, watching the chimes of the lighthouse in the distance. She could still hear the wind whispering things out of her reach through the chimney. It was just the strangeness of a small town, she told herself. Locals lose track of things. It was okay.

Until she saw the letter.

She was sure nothing had ever been there, lying on the windowsill. Her name was written in her handwriting on the back of an old envelope with yellowing edges. Clara. She opened it slowly. Each time she folded it, her stomach tightened. Just a few lines inside: I found it again. You always do.

Don't trust what they say. You're forgotten here. But I'm not. - Clara

Her hand trembled.

She hadn't written it. She was sure of that.

Didn't she?
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Clara went to the city post office the next morning to get her mail ready. The clerk behind the counter was an elderly man with crumpled paper skin and a blue pen behind his ear. He looked at her driver's license, hummed, and tapped the keyboard with two fingers.

"Again, what's the address?" "Apartment 6A, on Wyndermere Avenue, above the bakery." He smiled. He began typing slowly.

"Our system doesn't have a 6A," he said. "The bakery has one loft. It's used for storage. I've been living there since yesterday."

He looked at her for a long time before shrugging briefly and reaching for a form. "There's probably a glitch in the system. "We'll set up a mailbox for you while you fill this out." Clara left, her slate scratched with her pen, and a strange chill ran down her neck. That evening, she tried calling her neighbors. The woman across the hall—Mrs. Harrow, she said her name was—held the door open with a cat-shaped cup and plastic hair rollers. "I just moved into 6A," Clara said. "Thought I'd say hi." Mrs. Harrow glanced down the hall. "My dear, this doesn't have a 6A. It's just me and Mr. Tully downstairs. That's been the case for twenty years." Clara pointed behind her. "Right over there. The left door." The woman paused, shook her head, then continued tracing her finger. "Strange. Maybe that door was painted shut, I swear. It wasn't even used, as far as I can remember."
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