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Chapter 1 — Hello
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Hello. My name is Anna Ward. At least, that's who I was yesterday.

I opened my eyes and stared at a white ceiling I had never seen before. For a moment, I thought I was dreaming. The room was unfamiliar. The walls were painted light gray, a bookshelf stood in the corner, and a laptop rested on a wooden desk near the window. Outside, rain tapped softly against the glass.

I sat up, and my heart immediately began to race. This wasn't my bedroom. It wasn't my apartment. It wasn't my life.

Again.

I closed my eyes and counted to five. When I opened them, nothing had changed. The room was still there, the rain was still falling, and I was still someone else.

Slowly, I stood and walked toward the mirror hanging on the wall. A young woman stared back at me. Brown hair. Green eyes. A small scar above her left eyebrow. Not me. Never me.

I touched my face. The woman in the mirror did the same. The strange feeling returned, the one that always came first: disbelief, panic, and the same unanswered question.

Why?

I never had an answer. There was no point standing in front of the mirror. It never lied. I wasn't Anna Ward anymore, at least not on the outside.

A vibration interrupted my thoughts. A phone lay on the nightstand. I picked it up, and the screen lit up.

Emma Carter.

The name appeared above a photograph of the woman whose face I now wore. So that was who I was today.

I unlocked the phone and opened the contacts. Dozens of names filled the screen: editors, journalists, photographers, sources. My stomach tightened.

A journalist.

That was new.

I had been many things before. A teacher. A nurse. A waitress. A lawyer. Now I was a journalist.

Every new life began the same way. Learn the name. Learn the job. Learn the rules. Try not to make mistakes.

The memories never came immediately. Sometimes they appeared in fragments. Sometimes not at all. Until then, I was an actor forced onto a stage without a script.

I walked into the kitchen. A coffee mug sat beside a stack of newspapers, and several notebooks were scattered across the table. The apartment looked lived in. Busy. Messy. Real.

Then I noticed the envelope.

It was white and unmarked, resting alone in the center of the table. There was no stamp, no address, no sender. Just the envelope.

A strange feeling settled in my chest. I picked it up. It felt heavier than it should have. For several seconds, I simply stared at it. Then I carefully opened it.

Inside was a single sheet of paper.

One sentence.

Nothing else.

No signature. No explanation.

They imprisoned the wrong man.

I read the sentence again. Then again. A chill ran down my spine. Somewhere outside, rain continued to fall, but inside the apartment everything suddenly felt very quiet.

I turned the page over.

A name was written on the back.

Tom Harris.

I had never heard it before. But somehow I knew one thing.

My new life had just begun.
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Chapter 2 — The Letter
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Anna read the sentence again.

They imprisoned the wrong man.

The words were simple, but they carried a weight she couldn't explain. Anonymous letters were usually ignored. People wrote them out of spite, revenge, guilt, or boredom. Most of them led nowhere.

Yet this one felt different.

She sat down at the kitchen table and studied the sheet of paper. The message had been printed, not handwritten. Whoever sent it had taken care not to reveal their identity. There were no fingerprints visible, no signature, no clues.

Only the name on the back.

Tom Harris.

Anna walked back to the living room and opened Emma Carter's laptop. Fortunately, it wasn't locked. Within seconds she was staring at a cluttered desktop filled with folders, documents, and unfinished articles.

Journalist indeed.

She opened a search engine and typed the name.

Tom Harris.

Hundreds of results appeared immediately.

The first headline caught her attention.

"Convicted Killer Loses Final Appeal."

The article was three years old.

Anna opened it.

Tom Harris had been convicted of murdering businessman Robert Miller twenty years earlier. The case had received enormous media attention at the time. Miller had been wealthy, influential, and well connected. His murder shocked the city.

The evidence against Harris had seemed overwhelming.

Witnesses had placed him near the scene.

His fingerprints had been found on Miller's car.

A financial dispute between the two men had been presented as the motive.

The jury needed only six hours to reach a verdict.

Guilty.

Life imprisonment.

Case closed.

Anna leaned back in her chair.

At first glance, there was nothing unusual about the story. Criminals often claimed they were innocent. Some spent decades filing appeals that never changed anything.

Still, she kept reading.

Article after article repeated the same narrative. Robert Miller had been a successful businessman. Tom Harris had been an angry former employee. An argument had escalated. A murder had followed.

The official version was remarkably clean.

Almost too clean.

Anna frowned.

In her experience, real life was never that simple.

She opened another article, this one written by Emma Carter herself.

The date was only six months old.

Emma had covered a charity event attended by Sarah Miller, Robert Miller's daughter. The article contained only a few quotes, but one sentence stood out.

"My family deserves peace," Sarah Miller had said. "Some people refuse to let the past stay buried."

Anna reread the line.

Why mention the past after twenty years?

Why mention it at all?

She opened a notebook lying beside the laptop and began writing.

Questions.

Who sent the letter?

Why now?

Why Tom Harris?

What happened twenty years ago?

Who benefits if the case stays closed?

The list grew quickly.

Outside, the rain had become heavier. Water streamed down the window, turning the city beyond into a blur of lights and shadows.

Anna stared at the name written at the top of the page.

Tom Harris.

For twenty years the entire city had believed he was a murderer.

An anonymous stranger believed otherwise.

Normally, she would have dismissed it.

But she wasn't Emma Carter.

And she had learned something during her many borrowed lives.

The most dangerous secrets were usually hidden inside stories everyone considered finished.

She closed the laptop and looked at the clock.

If she wanted answers, she needed to start at the source.

The prison.

Tom Harris was still alive.

And tomorrow, she intended to meet him.
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Chapter 3 — Emma Carter
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Anna spent the rest of the evening exploring Emma Carter's apartment.

Every new life required the same process. Before she could solve anyone else's problems, she had to understand the person whose life she had inherited.

The apartment was small but comfortable. Bookshelves lined one wall of the living room. Most of the books were about journalism, politics, criminal investigations, and famous court cases. A few novels were mixed in between, their pages worn from use.

Emma clearly enjoyed reading.

Anna opened drawers and cabinets carefully, trying not to disturb anything unnecessarily. The kitchen contained little more than coffee, takeout menus, and a refrigerator that looked almost empty.

Emma worked too much.

That conclusion became obvious after only a few minutes.

A second notebook lay beneath a stack of newspapers. Anna opened it and found pages filled with names, dates, phone numbers, and interview notes. Several pages contained reminders written in hurried handwriting.

Call editor.

Check court records.

Meet source.

Verify statement.

The handwriting was neat but fast, as if Emma was always racing against a deadline.

Anna smiled slightly.

Journalists and detectives were more alike than most people realized.

Both survived by asking questions.

Both annoyed powerful people.

Both spent their lives looking for things others wanted hidden.

She continued searching.

Near the desk she found several framed photographs. One showed Emma standing beside a group of reporters. Another captured her holding some kind of journalism award. In every picture she appeared confident and energetic.

Successful.

Respected.

Alive.

The
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