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Dedication
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For the ones we remember in silence. For the ones who echo through time. And for anyone who’s ever felt the pull of a life they can’t explain - You are not alone. You are not lost. You are already on your way home.
What if the life you remember isn't the one you lived?

When world-renowned pianist Daniel Voss wakes from a near-fatal car accident, he insists his wife is missing. The problem? He was never married.

Struggling with fragmented memories and haunted by vivid dreams of another life—one in which he lived in Paris, married a woman named Liora, and made a devastating choice—Daniel seeks out experimental therapy. The deeper he dives into his subconscious, the more he unravels a web of timelines, regrets, and hidden truths.

But as he edges closer to the mysterious woman in his memories, he must confront an impossible question: Is he losing his mind... or remembering a past that was erased?

The Echo Between Us is a psychological and philosophical journey through parallel lives, missed chances, and the echo of what might have been. For fans of The Midnight Library, The Silent Patient, and Before I Go to Sleep, this novel asks: What if the life you’re living isn’t the only one you were meant to live?
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Foreword
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They say that when we die, our life flashes before our eyes.

But what if it's not the life we lived that we see? What if, in that final moment, we glimpse the one we almost lived—the road we didn’t take, the love we let go, the version of ourselves we abandoned in the name of logic or fear?

This story is born from that question.
It is not about death.
It is about the echoes of our choices—the lives that run parallel to ours, close enough to feel but too distant to grasp.
It is about memory as more than recollection; it is navigation. A map drawn in moments and music and the scent of someone who only exists when your eyes are closed.

Some say time is a straight line. Others believe it loops. But maybe time is neither. Maybe it’s a song, repeating with slight variations, waiting for us to find the rhythm we were meant to live.

In these pages, you will not find a traditional love story. You’ll find fragments—glimpses of a connection so deep it defies reality, a melody played between lifetimes. You’ll meet a man trying to remember something his soul has never forgotten. And a woman waiting patiently between worlds for the kind of reunion that cannot be forced—only felt.

This book was not written to be understood. It was written to be remembered. To stir something ancient in you. To whisper: You are more than the story you've been told. There is a version of you still waiting to be found.

So, before you turn the page, take a breath.

Let go of what you think you know about time, about loss, about endings. Because sometimes, the most important part of a story is not how it ends... but what it reminds you of.

Welcome to The Echo Between Us.
You’ve been here before.
You just forgot—until now.
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Chapter 1: The Woman in the Red Coat
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They say the mind protects us from what we can’t handle. But mine? It betrayed me with tenderness.

I woke to the sterile breath of a hospital room. Machines beeping a lullaby I’d never heard before. My body, stitched together by strangers. My past? Now a puzzle scattered across a linoleum floor.

Then I saw her - A flicker. A woman in a red coat. Standing at the edge of the bed. Eyes dark as eclipse, her silhouette trembling, as if made of smoke and longing. She whispered something.

But before I could reach for her - she vanished. Like a song half-remembered.

The nurse came in moments later, smiling. “You’re finally awake, Mr. Voss.”

I blinked. “Where is she?”

Her brows furrowed. “Who?”

“The woman. My wife. Liora.”

She froze. Confusion folding across her face. “There’s no record of a Liora. You came in alone, sir.”

A pause heavy enough to crush.

“But... I remember her.”

And that was the first moment I knew: This wasn’t amnesia. It was something else. Something deeper. Something buried between lives.
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Chapter Two — The Cracks in the Mirror
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There is a particular kind of silence that follows confusion. Not peaceful. Not empty. It hums like static. It waits, like something half-alive.

That silence followed me out of the hospital.

I was discharged two days later—ribs still aching, a dull throb behind my temples. They said I had a concussion, trauma to the head. “Mild retrograde amnesia,” they called it. The doctors smiled with rehearsed compassion, told me I was lucky to be alive.

But no one could explain why I remembered a life that didn’t exist.

No record of Liora. No marriage license. No friends or family who knew her name.

And yet - Her voice echoed in my dreams. Soft, accented. “You chose this, Daniel. Remember that.”

I returned to my apartment in the city, or at least the version of it that now felt sterile, unfamiliar. Sparse furniture. A piano collecting dust. Shelves of sheet music and a single photo of me with my father - no other people. No Liora.

I wandered through the rooms like a ghost trying to remember the shape of its own death.

Everything was wrong. It wasn’t that Liora was missing. It was that this life - this apartment, this version of me - felt counterfeit.

I stood in front of the mirror that first night back and stared at my reflection. Same brown eyes. Same scar under my jaw from a childhood fall. And yet - I didn’t recognize the man staring back at me.

He looked like someone who had lived an entirely different life.

The next morning, I made a list. I needed answers, or I’d lose my grip on what little I had left.

What I know:


•  Her name is Liora.

•  We lived in Paris. Montmartre.

•  She painted.

•  I played piano, but something happened - I stopped.


What I don’t know:


•  Why she isn’t here.

•  Why no one remembers her.

•  Why I feel like I’ve lived two different lives.



That afternoon, I visited Dr. Simone Keller. She was the neurologist assigned to my case—sharp eyes, tailored words, the kind of presence that made you feel both observed and protected.

I handed her the list.

She read it slowly, then looked at me. “You’re describing a psychological phenomenon sometimes referred to as non-pathological confabulation.”

I frowned. “You're saying I made her up?”

“Not exactly. Your brain may be filling in gaps with imagined narratives—narratives that feel true. Sometimes, under trauma, the mind creates an alternate reality to cope. But...”

She hesitated.

“But?”

“But I’ve read your file. You were found unconscious at the crash site muttering the same name—Liora—again and again.”

A pulse of hope. “So she was real?”

“Possibly. Or your mind believes she is so deeply that it has etched her into your memory.”

Then she said something that shifted everything.

“There’s an experimental technique I’ve used once before—deep memory stimulation. Not hypnosis. Not regression. It’s more like... prompting the mind to unlock what it has chosen to hide. Or, in rare cases, what it remembers from somewhere else.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Somewhere else?”

She paused, thoughtful. “Do you believe in parallel realities, Daniel?”

I didn’t answer her. Not because I didn’t believe - But because some part of me already knew.

That night, I dreamed of her again. She wore that red coat. Standing by a river. A pale moon overhead. A tear sliding down her cheek.

“You’ll find me,” she whispered. “Just not here.”

And when I woke - I swore I could still smell her perfume in the sheets.
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