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Chapter 1: The Message
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The smell of coffee reaches me before anything else, faint but unmistakable, with that slightly bitter edge that suggests it’s been sitting for a while. I keep my eyes closed for a few seconds, trying to hold on to whatever was there before I woke up, maybe a dream, something that made sense, but it slips away too quickly, leaving nothing behind.

When I finally open my eyes, the ceiling comes into focus above me, plain and white except for a thin crack running across it at an angle. I stare at it longer than I should, as if something about it is supposed to mean something, as if recognition might come if I just give it a little more time, but nothing happens.

There’s only a quiet, growing awareness that something isn’t right.

I push myself up slowly, feeling a slight dizziness as I sit, and take in the room around me. There’s a wardrobe against the wall, a chair with clothes draped over it, and a door that’s slightly open, letting in a narrow strip of light from somewhere beyond. Everything looks ordinary, and yet it feels distant, like I’m seeing it for the first time while also knowing I shouldn’t be.

I look down at myself, noticing the grey t-shirt and soft cotton shorts, and then the faint bruise on my thigh, already turning yellow at the edges. I press it lightly, hoping something will come back to me, some explanation, but there’s nothing there.

“Okay,” I say quietly, more to fill the silence than because I believe it.

Hearing my own voice feels strange, like it belongs to someone else.

Without really thinking about it, I turn toward the bedside table, guided by something I can’t quite explain, a sense of expectation that has no clear origin. There’s a glass of water, a phone, and a folded piece of paper placed neatly beside it, as if it’s been left there on purpose.

I hesitate for a moment before reaching for it.

The paper is slightly worn, the edges soft from being handled too many times, and when I unfold it, I recognize the handwriting immediately as my own, even before I fully process what it says.

You lose your memory every 24 hours.
Read this every morning.
Don’t trust Daniel.
I read it once, then again more slowly, and then a third time, as if repeating it might make it easier to accept, but it doesn’t.

“Daniel,” I say, testing the name out loud.

It doesn’t connect to anything. There’s no face, no voice, no memory attached to it, and yet saying it creates a faint tension in my chest, something instinctive and hard to explain.

I reach for the phone next, almost automatically.

The screen lights up right away, showing the time, 07:12, and beneath it a single notification that stands out in a way that feels deliberate.

Video. Watch me first.

I hold the phone in my hand for a few seconds without moving, aware that whatever is in that video is going to change everything. Part of me considers ignoring it, getting up, walking out of the room, pretending none of this is happening, but the note is still there in my other hand, grounding me in something I can’t dismiss.

Don’t trust Daniel.

I press play.

The video opens with a woman sitting on the same bed, in the same room, framed in a way that feels too precise to be accidental. For a brief moment, I don’t recognize her, and then she shifts slightly, and I realize I’m looking at myself.

My hair is messy, falling around my shoulders, and my face looks pale and tense, but it’s my eyes that stand out, alert and focused in a way that suggests urgency.

“Hi,” she says. Her voice is calm, but there’s something controlled about it.

“If you’re watching this, it means you forgot again.”

I shake my head slightly, even though I know she can’t see me.

“I know this is hard to accept,” she continues. “I didn’t believe it at first either, but it’s real.”

She pauses briefly, her gaze shifting for a second toward something off-screen before returning to the camera.

“You have a condition that prevents you from forming new long-term memories. Every day, when you wake up, everything from the previous day is gone.”

A cold sensation spreads through me as I listen, settling somewhere deep in my chest.

“No,” I whisper, though it doesn’t sound convincing, even to me.

“You’re going to want proof,” she says. “There are notebooks in the drawer next to you. You wrote them yourself. They’ll help you understand what’s happening.”

My hand moves toward the drawer without fully committing to opening it, as if part of me isn’t ready to confirm any of this.

“There’s something else you need to know.” She takes a breath, and her expression tightens. “Daniel.”

The name lands differently this time.

“He says he’s your husband. He says he’s taking care of you.”

She glances away again, more noticeably now, before looking back.

“I don’t think he’s telling the truth.”

A faint noise sounds in the background of the video, subtle but enough to change everything. She stops mid-breath, her body going still as her eyes move toward the source of the sound.

Without realizing it, I do the same.

When she speaks again, her voice is lower, more urgent.

“You need to be careful. Act normal. Don’t let him know you’re aware of any of this.”

Her breathing becomes slightly uneven, and there’s a tension in her posture that wasn’t there before.

“And whatever you do, don’t”

The video cuts off suddenly.

The screen goes black, leaving only my reflection for a moment before it fades.

I stay there, sitting on the bed, the phone still in my hand, trying to process everything I’ve just seen and heard, but it feels like too much, too fast, like I’m trying to hold onto something that keeps slipping through my fingers.

The room doesn’t feel the same anymore. There’s a weight to it now, something pressing in from all sides.

Daniel.

My husband.

Or someone pretending to be.

A sound from outside the room pulls me back instantly.

Footsteps.

My body reacts before I can think, my heart starting to race as I turn my head toward the door, every sense suddenly sharper.

I look down at the note again, the words unchanged but heavier now.

Don’t trust Daniel.

The footsteps get closer.

Moving quickly, I fold the paper and place it back exactly where I found it, setting the phone beside it with more care than necessary, as if any small detail might matter.

Then I lie back down, pulling the covers up and closing my eyes just as I hear the handle begin to turn.

I slow my breathing, trying to make it steady.

And I wait.
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Chapter 2: Morning Routine

[image: ]


The door opens slowly, with the soft click of the handle followed by the faint creak of wood shifting against wood.

I keep my eyes closed.

For a moment, there’s only silence, and I wonder if he’s standing there, watching me, trying to decide if I’m really asleep. The thought alone is enough to make my chest tighten, but I force my breathing to stay slow and even.

Then I hear movement.

Footsteps, careful but not quiet enough to hide completely. They move closer, stopping somewhere near the bed. I can feel the presence of someone in the room, close enough that if I reached out, I might touch him.

A few seconds pass.

Then a voice.

“Hey.”

It’s soft, low, and close.

I open my eyes, letting them adjust slowly, as if I’ve just woken up.

He’s standing beside the bed, looking down at me.

Daniel.

The name lands immediately this time, but it still doesn’t come with anything attached. No memory, no feeling that belongs to him. Only the weight of the note and the warning from the video.

Don’t trust him.

He looks... normal.

Mid-thirties, maybe. Dark hair, slightly messy, like he hasn’t bothered to fix it yet. Light stubble. He’s wearing a plain t-shirt and jeans, nothing that stands out. If I passed him on the street, I wouldn’t look twice.

“Morning,” he says, giving me a small smile. “You’re up early.”

I push myself up slowly, pretending to shake off sleep, giving myself a second to study him without making it obvious.

“Yeah,” I reply, my voice still soft. “I guess I woke up.”

He watches me for a moment, his eyes moving over my face in a way that feels almost too careful, like he’s checking for something.

“Did you sleep okay?” he asks.

There’s a pause, just long enough that I have to choose my answer.

“Yeah,” I say. “I think so.”

He nods, though the movement is subtle, like he’s filing the answer away rather than reacting to it.

“I made coffee,” he says, gesturing toward the door. “It’s in the kitchen.”

“That explains the smell,” I reply, allowing a faint smile, hoping it looks natural.

He smiles back, more easily this time.

“Yeah, I might have left it on a bit too long.”

For a moment, the exchange feels normal. Almost comfortable. And that’s what makes it unsettling.

If he’s lying, he’s good at it.

“Come on,” he says. “You should eat something.”

I nod and swing my legs over the side of the bed, careful not to rush, careful not to look like anything is wrong. My eyes flick briefly to the bedside table.

The paper is there.

The phone is there.

Exactly where I left them.

Good.

I stand up, aware of him stepping slightly back to give me space, and follow him out of the room.

The hallway is
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