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    To those who have ever felt like strangers in their own minds,who've looked in the mirror and seen someone they couldn't name—this is for the version of you that kept searching,even when the world told you to forget.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The self is not a single thread, but a tapestry woven from every version we've ever been—some forgotten, some denied, and some still waiting to return."

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Doctor, Am I Beyond Saving?(Volume 3)


[image: ]


Volume 3 – Chapter 1: A Life Without Wounds

Noah woke up in a bed that didn’t creak.

Sunlight poured through pale blue curtains. Birds chirped outside. The scent of coffee wafted from the hallway.

For a terrifying moment, everything felt... fine.

Too fine.

He sat up slowly. No journal in his hand. No bruises on his ribs. No dust, no static, no bleeding walls.

Just a quiet, modest bedroom. Clean.

His phone buzzed on the nightstand.

A message blinked on the screen:
“Your appointment is at 9:30, Dr. Lin.”
Dr. Lin.

It took him a second to realize... it meant him.



He stumbled into the bathroom. The mirror reflected someone rested. Unscarred. No dark circles. Skin smooth, almost unfamiliar.

He looked healthy.

But he felt hollow.

When he opened the medicine cabinet, it was empty.

Not unused—erased.

Like whoever designed this place had done it in a rush. A placeholder reality. Just convincing enough.

But they forgot the cracks.



Downstairs, a neatly furnished office waited.

Books with titles like Cognitive Mapping in High-Function Thought and Structural Psychiatry lined the shelves.

A framed diploma on the wall read:


Noah Lin, MD – Institute of Neurological Research


He touched the frame.

It was warm.



At 9:30 sharp, the doorbell rang.

He opened it.

And standing there was a woman in a navy coat, red curls spilling across her shoulders.

She smiled softly.


“Dr. Lin? I’m your 9:30.”


He stared at her.


“Elena?”


The woman tilted her head. “I go by Ellen now. May I come in?”



They sat across from each other in the office.

The clock ticked gently.

Ellen—Elena?—studied him.


“You look tired,” she said.

“I feel... displaced.”

“Then maybe we should begin.”


She reached into her coat, pulled out a cassette tape, and placed it on the table.


“I brought my memory.”


Noah blinked. “What?”


“You don’t remember, do you?”


She leaned in, voice dropping.


“They let you keep the world. But not your war.”

“You chose the Exit, Noah. But exits can loop back.”


And with that, she pressed play.



The tape hissed.

Then his own voice—shaken, urgent:


“Loop 7 failed. Iteration collapsed. Elena fragment stable. Core breach approaching.”

“Don’t trust the reflection. Don’t trust peace. It’s architecture. Find the fracture.”

“If you’re hearing this... you’re still inside.”


Noah looked up.

Elena’s face was no longer calm.

It was full of sorrow.


“You asked me to bring you this when you forgot,” she said.

“Now we begin again.”


Volume 3 – Chapter 2: The Fracture Beneath the Floor

The silence after the tape ended was sharp, like a blade suspended mid-air.

Noah sat motionless, the words still echoing in his skull:


"Don’t trust peace. It’s architecture."


Across from him, Elena—no, Ellen—folded her hands in her lap, her gaze distant. As if part of her was still listening to something only she could hear.

Noah shifted in his seat.

His body felt wrong. Not injured, not ill—but disconnected, as though his limbs weren’t fully aligned with his memory. A strange pressure pulsed behind his eyes, like a sound just below hearing, drumming against bone.

He looked around the room.

Everything was too perfect.

The books were evenly spaced. The desk bore no scratches. The floor held no dust in its corners. Even the potted plant in the corner looked symmetrical—not alive, but curated.

Like this world had been built for show.



He stood. Crossed to the window.

Outside, the street was calm. A child rode a bicycle in slow circles. A man watered an already glistening lawn. No wind. No dogs barking. No clouds shifting.

Static peace.

“Who brought me here?” he asked, not turning around.

Ellen didn’t answer.

“Why can’t I remember how I got back?”

Still silence.

Then—softly—she said, “Because the system took payment in memory. And you paid just enough to wake up with a smile.”

He turned.

“You knew I'd come back.”

She nodded. “Because you always do.”



Noah stepped closer, voice low. “This isn’t the real world, is it?”

Ellen smiled sadly. “It’s real enough for the version of you who stops asking questions.”

He felt the floor beneath him shiver.

Just a tremor. Barely noticeable.

But real.

He crouched, pressed his palm against the polished hardwood. It was warm. Too warm.

And then he heard it.

A whisper, faint and stretched:


"Underneath, you’re still broken."


He stood and backed away.

“I need to get out.”

“Then you’ll have to remember the door,” Ellen said.

“There is no door.”

“There was. Once.”



Noah stared at her, then at the bookshelf.

One title caught his eye: Folding Rooms: Spatial Logic in Deep Mind Traps.

He pulled it from the shelf—and felt the entire wall tremble.

Not a bookshelf.

A hatch.

Behind it: cold metal.

An outline of a door—sealed by code, not locks.

A blinking red panel read:


ACCESS REQUIRES FRACTURE


Noah turned back.

Ellen was gone.

The chair empty.

Only the cassette remained on the table, now warped, the tape unraveling like thread.

And beneath it, a note:


“You’ll find her where the memories loop and the birds forget their names.”





Outside, the world was still perfect.

But beneath his feet, something cracked.

And the echo sounded familiar.

Volume 3 – Chapter 3: Where the Birds Forget Their Names

Noah stood before the hidden hatch, heart pounding in his chest like it was trying to break out.


ACCESS REQUIRES FRACTURE


He stared at the glowing red words, mind spinning.

What did it mean?

What was the fracture?

He closed his eyes, trying to focus—not on logic, but on feeling. A vague tremor rattled beneath the floorboards again, like the world beneath this world was stretching its limbs.

Somewhere behind his thoughts, he could almost hear birds.

Not chirping.

Crying.



He stepped back into the hallway.

The lightbulbs flickered as he passed, and for the first time, he noticed the pictures on the wall had changed.

No
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