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Dedication 
 
 
 
To all those who walk with visions that refuse to quiet
to the haunted, the divided, the obsessive,
to those who live twice in a single mind,
to those who bear doubles in their dreams,
to those who wrestle with choices like broken glass.
by images that refuse to fade, 
by choices that split them in two,
by doubles in the mirror, 
by the merciless tug of the bipolar tide,
by obsessions that will not let them rest.
This book is for the unseen battles you fight,
for the shadows you learn to carry,
and for the quiet courage that keeps you here,
human, whole, and still reaching toward the light.
You are not alone.
You are not broken.
You are real.
And in the midst of the storm, may
a bowl of soup, a slice of bread,
a warm meal at the table, be the anchor that steadies your hands and brings you back to yourself.
 
 
 
Prologue 
 
A labyrinth of perception, memory, and choice, anchored in the mind of Elias, a detective and mentalist who sees patterns others cannot. The city itself becomes a living puzzle, fractured streets, warped buildings, echoes of music, and doors that exist between reality and something else. Every crime, every note left behind is more than evidence, it is a test, a lure.
 
The city for him breathed like a living thing, its streets twisting and folding. Shadows sprawled over cracked pavement, stretching toward him with long, searching fingers. Neon flickered, rain-slicked glass reflected impossible shapes, and signals he could feel more than hear, a  mind-bending descent into memory, choice, and consequence. Elias is both detective and witness of his own unraveling. 
 
He saw it then, before he saw himself, a figure identical to him, darker, moving with a confidence that mocked his own, himself, yet not. Sharper, more dangerous, a reflection of choices he hadn’t made but could already feel pressing upon him. It challenged him to confront facets of himself he would rather ignore.
 
His world seemed to ripple around this double, corridors bending like wet paper, mirrors reflecting not what was, but what could be. And yet, in the center of the chaos, the ordinary waited, a warm crusty loaf of bread, a glass of milk, steam curling in the faint light. He tore the bread and drank the milk. The taste grounded him, tethered him to humanity even as the city threatened to fracture him.
 
“You must choose,” the voice said, not spoken, but echoing in his mind.
 
They spoke without words, voices in the pulse of the city, demanding that he choose. Which path would he walk? Which truths could he bear? And which versions of himself were real, and which only illusions?
 
Elias had been trained in reading minds, to  predict choices, to solve crimes. But no skill, no intuition, no human logic could prepare him for this. The external investigation and the psychological unraveling of a man who must reconcile the real with the impossible. Somewhere beyond the fractured city, beyond the warped corridors, the answer waited, if he could survive the choices. 
 
Then the boy appeared. Small, calm, a ghost of innocence and memory, holding nothing but a simple offering, banana bread, a glass of milk and the weight of all consequences. His eyes were serious, wise beyond years, and yet full of human warmth. The bread smelled of comfort; the milk tasted of quiet safety. 
 
The bread steamed. Elias took another bite. And from this point, nothing was ordinary. Nothing would be the same. Every bite, every sip, was a choice, a decision, a tether, to remember, to forget, to confront, to survive a memory and consequence, a lifeline to humanity in a world that sought to unravel him. The taste grounding him, tethering him to the simple proof of life amidst chaos.
 
He chewed slowly, grounded by taste, by warmth, by the certainty that even in impossible moments, the human mind could anchor itself. He swallowed and straightened, looking down the two paths again. The city pulsed, the music swelled, and the bread still steamed in his hand.
 
The story had begun. Nothing would remain ordinary. Nothing would remain safe. And the question lingered, sharp and eternal. What are you willing to remember… and what are you willing to forget?
 
Elias, Silas, Ezra. They are fractured faces of the same sage physical being.Together they form one continuum. Elias the man, Silas the shadow, Ezra the echo.
 
Elias, the name he lives by in the waking world, the detective and mentalist.
Silas the darker imprint,  the suppressed half, carrying his violence, doubts, and unwanted memories.
Ezra, the name that leaks through in liminal spaces, hinting at another path he might have walked.
 
Flores and Ramos are reflections of a single woman, appearing under different names depending on Elias’s state of mind or which “room” of memory he is inside. Sometimes she’s ally, sometimes adversary, but always the same underlying presence, refracted through his fractured perception.
 
Silas, the boy who appears later with the banana bread and glass of milk, embodies the humanized representation of memory, consequences, and the moral weight of choices. He is a guide and a gatekeeper. He offers comfort and an escape through forgetting, but also challenges Elias to confront reality, to take responsibility for the truths he uncovers. The surreal encounters, the doubles, and the warped corridors are reflections of Elias’s inner mind as well as literal threats, where the line between his perception and the physical world is deliberately blurred.
 
Constantly shifting between gritty, tangible elements, grounding meals, city streets, and surreal, almost dreamlike episodes, mirrored corridors, impossible rooms, and doubles that may or may not exist. The city, the fires, and the music are metaphors for the fractures inside him and the fractures in society.
 
Food, the fleeting taste of warm bread, the scent of roasted coffee, and sensory moments act as grounding forces, reminding both Elias and the reader of human fragility and resilience amid chaos. 
 
Elias is placed at a fork, choice under pressure, which path to follow, which truths to accept, and what to sacrifice for understanding. For the fractures in time and mind, for the rooms that existed only to test him, in a city alive with shadows, in a mind tortured with echoes, in a life that asks one question above all. What are you willing to remember… and what are you willing to forget?
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CHAPTER ONE 
 
 
 
The Vanishing Point
 
 
Rain fell like static over the city, thick, unrelenting, washing the color from neon signs and pushing everyone indoors. Even the addicts in the alley sheltered under steam vents like shadows trying to warm themselves back into flesh.
 
 
Silas Quinn moved through the mess like he belonged to it. The collar of his coat was turned up, soaked stiff, and his boots clicked along the sidewalk as if marking time in a dream. The city didn’t wake up anymore; it stirred. A low, anxious hum beneath everything. Like something was watching. He reached the door of Apartment 12C, paused, then knocked, three short, two long. It was a code. Not an official one, but one that had meaning in his line of work. The door opened a sliver.
 
 
“You’re late,” said Detective Marlowe, eyes bagged, jaw clenched. Silas stepped inside. The room smelled like metallic stillness, gunpowder, heat, and blood that had already dried in thin veils across the floor. A ceiling fan spun without reason. The body was still there, posed unnaturally on the couch, like it had been placed, not slumped. One shoe on. One hand clutching a cigarette that had burned to ash.
 
“No signs of forced entry,” Marlowe said, arms crossed. “No struggle. Just… this.”
 
Silas didn’t answer. He never did right away. He walked the room, fingertips grazing invisible lines, air currents, old arguments still echoing in the walls. His eyes locked on a painting above the fireplace. Abstract, spiraling, like something trying to escape itself.
 
“You moved that,” he said.
Marlowe raised an eyebrow. “What?”
“That painting. It was originally to the left. There’s a dust outline. You moved it. Why?”
 
Marlowe’s mouth opened, then shut. “Didn’t even notice. Maybe it was crooked. Doesn’t matter.”
 
 
“It does,” Silas said. “He moved it. Not you. Whoever killed him. They wanted symmetry. Or they couldn’t stand asymmetry. Either way, they didn’t leave in panic. They had time.”
 
He knelt by the coffee table, sniffed the empty glass.
 
“Whiskey,” he murmured. “Two fingers. No ice. That wasn’t poured in fear.”
 
Marlowe finally sighed. “So we’re looking for a tidy killer with an eye for balance.”
 
“No,” Silas said, standing. “You’re looking for a killer. I’m looking for the reason they didn’t blink while sitting here with a man they were going to end.”
 
There was a pause.
“I thought you read minds,” Marlowe muttered.
 
“I read what’s left behind,” Silas replied.
 
 “People don’t disappear. They leave ripples.”
 
He moved to the window. Rain sketched lines down the glass. The city beyond was a smear of movement cars, lights, secrets.
 
“You know what I think?” Silas said. “I think this wasn’t the first time.”
 
“Meaning?”
 
“Meaning this guy Alan Dresner, no priors, retired math teacher, was sitting on something. Or someone. This isn’t a random act. This is method. Purpose. And the killer felt nothing while doing it.”
 
Marlowe shook his head. “You always come in here like you’re chasing ghosts.”
 
“Sometimes ghosts chase back.”
 
There was a knock at the door. Uniformed officer. Female, sharp eyes. “Sir, CSI found something in the vent.”
 
She held up a plastic evidence bag. Inside, a silver coin. No engravings. No marks.
Silas took one look and froze.
 
“What?” Marlowe said.
 
Silas’s voice came low. “That’s not currency. That’s a calling card.”
 
“You’ve seen it before?”
 
“Not for ten years.”
 
Marlowe blinked. “You telling me this is personal?”
 
Silas stared out at the rain. The static behind his eyes returned. Like memory clawing at the door.
 
“I’m telling you,” he said, “whoever left that coin, doesn’t just kill. They erase.”
 
 
 
 
 
CHAPTER TWO
 
 
Echo Codes
 
 
The coin sat under the fluorescent buzz of the precinct evidence lamp, colorless and quiet. Silas Quinn leaned over it like it might breathe if provoked. No scratches. No weight discrepancy. No country. Just that sterile silver disc, small enough to disappear in a cuff or fall between floorboards. It had no face, no past, only meaning. For him, that was worse.
 
 
“You look like you’ve seen it crawl out of someone’s mouth,” Marlowe said from behind, arms folded.
 
Silas didn’t respond right away. His fingers hovered over the bag, not touching, just sensing.
 
“You ever heard of the White Trace murders?” he asked.
 
Marlowe scoffed. “Urban myth. Guy leaves chalk symbols on the backs of mirrors, right?
 
All the bodies found with their identities scrubbed, no dental, no prints, no digital trail.”
 
“They were real,” Silas said. “And he left that coin at every scene.”
 
“No one ever caught him.”
 
“I got close,” Silas said. His voice was cold. “Too close. Then he vanished. Just like his victims.”
 
Marlowe walked around to face him. “You saying he’s back? After ten years?”
 
“I’m saying this isn’t coincidence.”
 
Silas felt the edges of his memory stir, like wind against old film reels. The coin wasn’t just evidence, it was a trigger. A whisper from a chapter he had sealed shut.
 
 
“Let’s say it is him,” Marlowe said. “Why Dresner? He doesn’t fit the profile.”
 
Silas turned from the lamp. “The profile’s outdated. People evolve. Killers adapt.”
 
They walked through the city at dusk. Streets slick with rain, neon rising in puddles. The sky glowed like an open wound, orange, bruised, and unsure of itself. Silas moved with focus, a soft paranoia shadowing every step.
 
“What are we looking for?” Marlowe asked, trying to match his pace.
 
“Patterns,” Silas said. “Residual loops. If the Trace is back, he won’t stop at one.”
 
“You think he’s already picked his next target?”
 
“He doesn’t pick. He reclaims.”
 
That stopped Marlowe for a beat. “Reclaims?”
Silas looked ahead. 
 
“You ever feel like a stranger’s been inside your thoughts before you had them?”
 
Marlowe raised a brow. “Can’t say I have.”
 
“Then you’ve never met him.”
 
They reached a closed bookstore near Midtown. A paper sign said Renovation,  Reopening Soon. The windows were taped up with brown sheets, but Silas didn’t hesitate. He walked around the back, down a narrow alley soaked in mildew and exhaust.
 
“Quinn, you’re not even sure. ”
 
“He used this place once. Ten years ago. He might use it again.
 
He found the rear door half-splintered, still shut but warped. One twist and it cracked open. Dust burst into the air like memory. They stepped into the dark, beams of their flashlights cutting through static. Shelves were bare, paint peeling in long curls from the ceiling. But the corners of the room were intact. Ritualized.Silas walked to the far wall. There it was. A symbol. Faint. Drawn in white chalk behind a fallen shelf. A geometric spiral that looped into itself, forming a shape not quite Euclidean. A signature.
 
 
“Jesus Christ,” Marlowe whispered. “That’s his mark, isn’t it?”
 
Silas didn’t answer. He reached for his phone and took a photo.
 
“Get this to forensics,” he said. “I need confirmation it matches the original symbols. If it does, we’re sitting on a live site.”
 
Marlowe exhaled slowly. “You think he’s watching?”
 
“He never stopped.”
 
Later, in his apartment, bare walls, stacks of old case files, plants that barely clung to life, Silas sat at the table and drew the spiral again from memory. He didn’t just remember the case. He remembered the feeling. The way the killer seemed to know what you’d dream about before you slept. The way victims were found erased not just physically, but emotionally. As if grief couldn’t root around them. As if the memory of them refused to linger. He made a fresh cup of coffee , grabbing a chilled cream biscuit, and pulled open a file from his locked drawer.
 
 
Inside was a single photograph. The face of a woman, eyes sharp, knowing, the ghost of a grin. Lena Ward. She had been the only one to survive an encounter with the Trace. But she disappeared
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