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Stockholm has a way of making time feel trustworthy.

Even in winter, when the sun rises like a reluctant witness and leaves too early, the city behaves as if each minute is properly stamped, filed, and accounted for. Trams arrive with bureaucratic precision. Court schedules proceed like rituals. Police reports accumulate in neat, controlled stacks.

It is a city built on the assumption that time, at least, is honest.

That assumption survived everything—political scandals, gang violence, economic shifts, even the quiet erosion of public faith in institutions.

It did not survive March.

At first, nothing announced itself as wrong.

There were no alarms. No collective panic. No sudden absence in the way people imagine missing time would feel—like waking up in a different century or finding streets rearranged overnight.

Instead, it began as something far more dangerous:

small contradictions that behaved like they had always existed.

A pharmacist in Södermalm insisted a prescription had been collected twice. The system showed only one pickup. She apologized for the confusion and blamed fatigue.

A bus driver swore he had seen a man collapse at Slussen on a Tuesday morning. CCTV showed nothing unusual. No incident report was filed.

A child refused to go to school, crying that “the lady in the elevator was still waiting for her apology.” The building superintendent checked the cameras. The elevator had been empty all week.

Each incident, on its own, was manageable.

Human error. Memory distortion. Stress.

Stockholm is trained to interpret anomalies as administrative noise.

But then came the first fracture in the official record.

It happened in the National Police Archive, in a basement that smelled of dust, paper, and electricity that had been running too long without interruption.

Detective Elias Lund was not supposed to be there that night.

He had stayed late only because a case file refused to resolve cleanly in his mind—a drowning in a canal that should have been routine. Identified victim, confirmed timeline, closed investigation.

Except it wasn’t closed.

Not in his head.

He opened the file system.

Typed the case number.

The screen blinked once.

And returned:

NO RECORD FOUND.

Elias frowned.

He tried again. Slower. Carefully.

Same result.

He leaned back in his chair, listening to the hum of the archive servers, the distant ventilation system, the soft ticking of a building that had no interest in human confusion.

Then he did something that investigators are trained never to do:

He doubted himself before he doubted the system.

He stood up and walked to the physical archive.

Drawer B-17.

He remembered it clearly.

Cold metal handle. Slight resistance when pulled too fast. The faint smell of river water on the case file inside.

He pulled it open.

Empty.

Not missing documents.

Not misfiled.

Empty as if the drawer had never been used for anything at all.

Elias stood still for a long time, waiting for his mind to correct itself.

It did not.

Instead, something else arrived—quietly, insistently.

A sensation of certainty that felt older than doubt:

He had seen the body.

A woman in her early thirties. Pale skin turned almost translucent in cold water. Hair drifting like it belonged to another element entirely. Eyes half-open, not pleading, not peaceful—simply present.

He could still recall the exact angle of her wrist.

The way the canal light broke across her cheekbone.

The small detail that had made him certain it was not an accident: a thin bruise shaped like pressure, not impact.

Elias swallowed.

He returned to the terminal.

Typed her name, even though he didn’t have it.

The system responded instantly:

NO MATCH FOUND.

Behind him, a clerk passed through the corridor, humming under her breath. She stopped when she saw him.

“You’re still here?” she asked.

“Yes,” Elias said slowly. “I’m reviewing the canal case from March.”

She frowned.

“Which canal case?”

“The woman found near Stadsgårdskajen.”

The clerk blinked once.

Then she gave a small, polite smile—the kind people use when correcting someone gently.

“That case was closed last month,” she said.

Elias felt a cold, precise discomfort settle behind his ribs.

“By whom?”

She hesitated just long enough for the answer to feel wrong.

“I don’t think there was a woman,” she said carefully. “There was an attempted break-in report around that area, but nothing fatal.”

Elias stared at her.

“That’s not correct.”

Her expression didn’t change.

It softened.

As if he had just mispronounced something basic.

“I think you’re mixing up cases,” she said. “It happens when you’ve been working too many files.”

Then she walked away.

Elias remained alone in the archive corridor, surrounded by the quiet machinery of institutional memory.

For a long time, he tried to anchor himself in something physical.

The smell of paper.

The weight of the file drawer.

The fluorescent light buzzing overhead.

But memory was no longer cooperating.

Because now it wasn’t just the case that felt uncertain.

It was the time around it.

He sat back down and opened his personal notes.

Handwritten summaries. Observations. Timestamped entries.

He found the canal case entry.

His own handwriting.

Neat. Controlled. Familiar.

But the content was wrong.

It described a different victim.

A different cause of death.

A different week.

Elias felt his pulse slow—not from calm, but from the instinctive reaction of a mind encountering an impossible inconsistency and choosing, for survival, to delay interpretation.

He read the final line of the entry.

It said:

CASE RESOLVED DURING WEEK 2 OF MARCH.

Elias leaned forward.

His voice came out lower than intended.

“Week two of March...”

He said it again, slower.

As if repetition might force the phrase to behave like something real.

“Week two of March.”

But something inside that sentence refused to settle into place.

Because he could not remember Week Two of March.

Not vaguely.

Not partially.

Not even in the way forgotten things usually linger at the edges of consciousness.

It was not missing like a detail.

It was missing like a door that had been removed from a wall, leaving no frame, no outline, no suggestion it had ever existed.

Elias closed the notebook.

And that was when he noticed the second anomaly.

The archive clock on the wall had stopped.

Not frozen.

Not broken.

Simply... absent of progression.

The second hand was moving, but not forward in a consistent way. It hesitated, jumped, corrected itself, as if trying to reconcile two incompatible versions of time.

Elias watched it for a long moment.

Then, behind him, a sound appeared in the corridor.

Footsteps.

Slow.

Measured.

Approaching.

He turned.

No one.

But the sound continued—moving past him, toward the archive shelves, as if following a path only it remembered.

Elias stood.

The air felt subtly wrong now, like a sentence missing punctuation.

He walked toward the shelves.

The footsteps stopped exactly when he reached Drawer B-17 again.

The empty one.

Inside it, something had changed.

Not the contents.

The absence.

It now felt deliberate.

Like something had been removed with care.

Not stolen.

Not lost.

edited out.

Elias placed his hand on the metal edge.

And for the first time, he understood something without being able to explain how he understood it:

This was not a case about missing people.

It was a case about missing permission to remember them.

Behind him, somewhere deeper in the archive, a filing cabinet shifted.

Just one drawer.

Closing itself.

Quietly.

As if the building had decided the conversation was over.

And elsewhere in Stockholm—without anyone noticing yet—an entire week continued not to exist.
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Elias didn’t sleep that night. Not properly. He tried, at some point, around 3:10 maybe—he remembers staring at the ceiling like it had answers—but it didn’t take.

There’s a particular kind of insomnia that doesn’t feel like wakefulness. More like your brain is stuck halfway through a thought and refuses to move on. That was him.

The canal woman kept coming back. Not in dreams, just... intrusions. Like she was leaning into his mind when he wasn’t looking.

And the worst part? He couldn’t prove she existed. Not anymore. Which is ridiculous, because he had stood there. He had seen her. He remembered the cold air biting the inside of his nose, the sound of water against concrete, the awkward silence of the other officer pretending not to notice how long Elias stayed near the body.

But the system said no. The archive said no. Even his own notes... well, they were arguing with him now.

Morning didn’t really arrive so much as it just sort of appeared. Grey, low, already tired.

He went back to work anyway. Because what else do you do, really?

The police headquarters in Stockholm has that sterile brightness that feels intentional. Like someone designed it to keep thoughts from getting too comfortable. Elias walked through the corridors with his coat still half-wet from melted snow, ignoring the greetings.

People nodded at him. Some smiled.

Normal faces.

That’s what made it worse.

Because nothing feels more wrong than other people being normal when you aren’t.

At reception, a junior officer handed him a printout.

“You requested archive reconciliation logs,” she said.

“I didn’t,” Elias replied automatically.

She paused, then checked her screen.

“Uh... yes, you did. Yesterday.”

He almost argued. Almost. But then he stopped himself. There’s no point arguing with something that might be true in a version of time you can’t access anymore.

So he took the papers.

Went upstairs.

Sat alone in a small room that smelled faintly of old coffee and printer dust.

The logs were... weird. Not corrupted, exactly. Just... selective.

Entire date ranges missing. Not marked as missing. Not flagged. Just absent like they had never been part of the system design.

March Week 2–3: NO DATA.

He stared at that line for a long time.

“No data” is what systems say when they’re polite about not knowing. But this didn’t feel like ignorance. It felt like refusal.

Like the system knew and had chosen not to say.

His phone buzzed.

Selma Vinter.

He almost didn’t answer. He didn’t know her well enough to trust her, and honestly right now trust felt like a luxury item.

But he did anyway.

“Elias,” her voice came through, fast, a little sharp. “Tell me you’ve seen it.”

“I’ve seen something,” he said.

A pause.

“That’s enough,” she replied. “Where are you?”

“HQ.”

“Stay there. Don’t go anywhere yet.”

“That sounds like the opposite of what I should do.”

“I know.”

And she hung up.

Which, honestly, wasn’t reassuring.

She arrived twenty minutes later like she had been moving through the city faster than the city expected. Hair slightly damp. Eyes too focused. She didn’t sit down at first, just looked at him like she was confirming he still existed in the correct version of reality.

“You look like you haven’t slept,” she said.

“Observant.”

“I’ve been going through municipal archives,” she continued, ignoring him. “Civil records, school attendance logs, hospital admissions.”

Elias leaned back slightly.

“And?”

“And there are gaps,” she said. “Not small ones. Not clerical errors. Whole clusters of days that don’t align across systems.”

“That’s not possible.”

“I know.”

That “I know” carried more weight than anything else she could’ve said.

She placed a folder on the table. It was thicker than the one she’d shown him yesterday.

“This is what I’ve reconstructed,” she said. “From witness interviews, overlapping testimonies, fragmented records.”

Elias didn’t open it yet.

“I need you to understand something first,” she added. “People remember the missing time differently. That’s normal. Memory is... flexible.”

“That’s not news,” he said.

“No,” she agreed. “But this is.”

She tapped the folder.

“Within the same household, two people will recall entirely different crimes happening during the same missing week. And both are certain. Like, properly certain. Not confused. Not guessing.”

Elias frowned.

“That sounds like trauma response.”

“It would,” she said quickly. “Except for one thing.”

She hesitated.

And that hesitation told him more than the words did.

“Except what?” he asked.

Selma looked at him.

“Both versions leave physical traces.”

Silence.

That landed wrong. Not metaphorically. Literally wrong, like a step on uneven ground.

“What kind of traces?” Elias asked.

“Police reports that exist in one version of the week but not the other. Injury records. Property damage. Missing persons.”

“And in the official system?”

“Nothing,” she said. “Like the week never happened at all.”

Elias finally opened the folder.

Inside were printed interviews. Highlighted sections. Handwritten notes in margins that looked like they belonged to at least three different people, maybe more.

One page caught his attention.

A statement from a man in his sixties.

There was a fire in the apartment building. My neighbor died. I helped carry her out.

Next page, same building, same date range.

No fire. No death. Nothing happened that week except normal weather.

Same signature.

Same witness.

Two realities sitting side by side like they had equal authority.

Elias felt something tighten behind his ribs again.

“People can be wrong,” he said, though it sounded weaker than he meant.

Selma shook her head.

“That’s what I thought too,” she said. “At first. But it’s not random. The contradictions follow patterns.”

“What kind of patterns?”

She leaned forward slightly.

“Legal ones.”

That made him pause.

“Legal?”

“Yes,” she said. “The missing weeks always contain events that would require institutional accountability. Police errors. Judicial inconsistencies. Political exposure. Things that would destabilize trust if they were remembered fully.”

Elias looked at her.

“You’re saying the system is deleting inconvenient time.”

“I’m saying,” she corrected gently, “that something within the system behaves like it has authority over what gets remembered.”

“That’s insane.”

“I agree,” she said immediately. “But I also can’t disprove it.”

He closed the folder.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Outside the window, Stockholm looked normal again. People walking. Cars moving. Life continuing with its usual polite indifference.

Elias watched it.

“I saw someone,” he said quietly.

Selma looked up.

“In the archive,” he continued. “My mother. She was there.”

That got her attention properly.

“She’s... alive?” she asked carefully.

“No,” Elias said. “She’s been dead six years.”

Selma didn’t respond right away.

Instead, she studied him like she was trying to decide whether to step closer or further away.

“And you’re sure it wasn’t a memory?”

Elias almost laughed at that. Almost.

“I’m a detective,” he said. “I know the difference between memory and someone sitting at my kitchen table telling me I was late for a week that doesn’t exist.”

Selma nodded slowly, like she believed him. Or at least believed the shape of what he was saying.

“Then it’s worse than I thought,” she said.

“Worse how?”

She tapped the folder again, softer this time.

“If the system can return people inside missing time... then the missing time isn’t gone.”

Elias felt a cold stillness spread through him.

“What is it then?”

Selma didn’t answer immediately. She looked tired suddenly. Not physically. More like someone who had been carrying an idea too heavy for too long.

“It’s stored somewhere,” she said finally. “And something is deciding when we’re allowed to access it.”

Elias sat back.

“That doesn’t sound like justice,” he said.

“No,” she agreed. “It sounds like control.”

And that word just hung there for a while.

Control.

Like a fingerprint on reality.

Like something that shouldn’t exist but clearly did.

Selma stood up.

“I need to show you something,” she said.

Elias didn’t move.

“Where?”

She looked at him.

“To a place that doesn’t appear in any official map of March.”

He let out a slow breath.

“Of course it doesn’t,” he said.

And for the first time since this started, he got up without arguing with the situation.

Because deep down, even if he didn’t want to admit it yet, he already knew—

this wasn’t a case about missing time.

It was a case about who gets to decide what time is allowed to mean.
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They took a train north out of Stockholm, though Elias didn’t really remember deciding to go. It just sort of... happened. One minute he was standing outside the station with Selma, the next he was sitting by the window watching the city slide away like it was being gently erased with a damp cloth.

Selma sat across from him, not talking much. She had that kind of silence that wasn’t awkward, just focused. Like she was keeping something together internally and didn’t want to drop it.

Elias kept thinking about his mother.

That’s the thing he didn’t say out loud.

Not because it was too emotional or anything like that. More because it felt structurally wrong, like if he spoke it the whole situation might tilt further out of place.

Still. Her sitting at his kitchen table. The way she said he was late. That stuck.

He rubbed his thumb against the edge of his phone without really noticing.

“I checked something,” Selma said eventually.

Elias didn’t look up right away.

“Of course you did.”

A faint exhale from her, almost a laugh but not quite.

“During the missing week,” she continued, “there are travel logs. Not many. But enough to suggest people were moving between cities in ways that don’t match the official timeline.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning some people remember being in places they officially never visited. And vice versa.”

Elias finally looked at her.

“That doesn’t make sense.”

“I know,” she said again, and this time it sounded tired instead of sharp.

The train rattled through a stretch of forest. Everything outside was snow and dark trunks and that quiet kind of winter light that makes the world feel paused, like it’s waiting for permission to continue.

Elias leaned his head back.

“You ever get the feeling,” he said slowly, “that something is just slightly... off, but you can’t grab it?”

Selma glanced at him.

“All the time right now.”

“Yeah,” he said. “Same.”

They didn’t speak for a while after that.

It wasn’t comfortable silence. It was more like shared hesitation. Like both of them were standing too close to something they couldn’t fully see yet.

Eventually the train slowed.

Small station. Barely a town around it. Just a few buildings, a lot of open space, and that dull gray sky that makes everything look older than it is.

“This is it?” Elias asked.

Selma nodded.

“There’s a municipal archive here,” she said. “Local court records. Physical backups.”

“You brought me to a filing cabinet in the middle of nowhere.”

“I brought you to where the missing week leaks the most,” she replied simply.

That didn’t help, but he followed her anyway.

The archive building was worse than Elias expected. Not creepy in a dramatic way. Just... forgotten. Like someone built it, filled it with purpose, and then stopped caring halfway through history.

Inside smelled like paper that had absorbed too many winters.

A woman at reception didn’t ask questions. Just handed Selma a key and pointed down a corridor without looking up from her screen.

Elias noticed that.

People here didn’t question much. That was either very good or very bad.

They found the room at the end of the corridor.

Selma unlocked it.

Inside were rows of physical files. Old ones. The kind with real weight, not digital placeholders. Elias ran his fingers along a shelf without thinking.

Dust stuck to his skin immediately.

“Here,” Selma said.

She pulled out a box marked March.

Elias stared at it for a second before touching it.

Something about it felt wrong in a way he couldn’t explain. Like the box didn’t belong in the same version of reality as the rest of the room.

He opened it.

Empty.

He blinked.

Looked again.

Still empty.

Selma frowned.

“That’s not possible,” she muttered.

Elias let out a short laugh, but it didn’t have humor in it.

“Starting to hear that a lot lately.”

Selma checked another box. Then another. Same result. March wasn’t missing in the way of disorganization. It was missing like it had never been archived at all.

Elias stepped back a little.

“This feels stupid,” he said quietly. “We’re standing in a room full of nothing.”

Selma didn’t respond right away. She was looking at the shelves like she expected them to change if she stared hard enough.

Then she said, “No.”

Elias looked at her.

“It’s not nothing,” she said. “It’s just... selective.”

That word again.

Selective.

Like someone choosing what gets to exist.

Elias walked to the far end of the room. There was a window there, small and slightly dirty. Outside, the town looked too still. No movement except a distant car that might have been going nowhere in particular.

“I don’t like this,” he said.

“Good,” Selma replied.

He turned.

“That’s your reaction? Good?”

“Yes,” she said. “Because if you were comfortable with it, I’d be worried about you.”

Fair point, honestly.

He went back to the box.

Ran his hand along the inside.

Dust. Nothing else.

But then something caught his attention. A faint indentation in the cardboard. Like something had been there for a long time. Heavy. Square.

He pointed at it.

“This was filled,” he said.

Selma leaned in.

“Or it always looks like it was filled,” she replied.

Elias shook his head.

“No. I mean physically filled. Something was here.”

Selma didn’t argue, which was worse in a way. She just accepted it like it was another layer of impossible she didn’t have energy to fight.

Elias sat on the edge of a table.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “So if March is gone from the archive, but people remember it... what does that mean?”

Selma looked at him for a long moment.

“I think,” she said carefully, “it means memory is not the source of record anymore.”

“That’s not how reality works.”

“I know,” she said again, softer now.

And Elias suddenly realized how often she said that.

I know.

Like she was repeating it to keep herself from falling apart.

His phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

He almost ignored it, but something about the timing made him answer.

Static at first.

Then a voice.

Faint. Distorted. Male, maybe.

“You’re not supposed to be there,” it said.

Elias froze slightly.

“Who is this?”

A pause.

Then the voice continued, calmer.

“March was resolved.”

Selma looked up immediately.

Elias straightened.

“Who are you?”

But the line shifted. Not hung up. Just... changed.

Now another voice. Female.

Closer. Too close.

“You keep reopening it,” she said.

Elias felt his grip tighten on the phone.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A soft sound on the other end. Almost like breathing. Or laughter. Hard to tell.

Then:

“You were present during Week Two.”

Elias went still.

Selma noticed immediately.

“What is it?” she asked.

But Elias couldn’t answer right away.

Because something in his chest had gone cold in a very specific way. Not fear exactly. More like recognition without context.

The call ended.

Silence returned.

Elias lowered the phone slowly.

“That wasn’t possible,” he said.

Selma stepped closer.

“What did they say?”

He hesitated.

Then, quietly:

“They said I was there.”

Selma didn’t respond immediately.

And that silence... that one... was different from the others.

Because this time it wasn’t shared confusion.

It was understanding forming too quickly.

She finally said, “Elias...”

And stopped.

Like she didn’t want to finish the sentence.

Outside, the wind picked up slightly, pressing against the windows like something trying to get in.

And for the first time since all of this started, Elias wasn’t sure if he was investigating a missing week...

or if the week had already started investigating him.
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Elias didn’t say anything for a while after the call. Just stood there in the archive room with the phone still in his hand like it might start talking again if he held it long enough.

Selma was watching him. Not in a pushy way. More like she was waiting for the moment he stopped being somewhere else mentally.

“It said you were there,” she repeated quietly.

Elias let out a short breath.

“Yeah.”

“That doesn’t necessarily mean—”

“I know what it means,” he cut in, then immediately regretted how sharp it came out.

Selma didn’t react to the tone. That helped. A bit.

He rubbed his face with his free hand. Tired suddenly, like something had been slowly draining him without permission.

“I don’t remember it,” he said. “That’s the part that makes it stupid.”

Selma nodded once, slowly.

“Memory isn’t reliable,” she said, like she was trying to keep things procedural.

“Sure,” Elias replied. “But I remember everything else. Every case. Every stupid detail I wish I didn’t remember. I remember what I had for lunch that day, probably. Just not... that.”

He stopped himself there. Because it sounded worse when he kept going.

Selma walked back to the table and sat down again. She looked at the empty box like it might suddenly explain itself out of pity.

“There’s something else,” she said.

Elias looked up at her.

“Of course there is.”

She almost smiled at that. Almost.

“In the witness records from other towns,” she continued, “there are mentions of investigators. Not named clearly. Just roles. A detective. A prosecutor. Someone who kept showing up during the missing week.”

Elias felt something tighten again in his chest.

“Me,” he said, but not as a question.

Selma didn’t answer immediately.

That was answer enough.

Outside, the wind pushed harder against the building, like it had decided this place deserved attention now.

Elias sat down across from her.

“Okay,” he said slowly. “Let’s assume, for a second, I was involved in something during a week that doesn’t exist anymore. Why would anyone erase it but leave me walking around?”

Selma hesitated.

“I’ve been thinking about that,” she admitted.

“That’s not comforting.”

“No,” she said. “It’s worse.”

He waited.

And she added, quieter, “Because maybe you’re not outside it.”

That landed heavier than anything else so far.

Elias stared at her.

“Meaning what exactly?”

Selma looked down at her hands for a second, like she was choosing words carefully. Or trying not to scare him more than necessary. Not sure which.

“Meaning,” she said, “you might still be inside the version of events where it happened.”

Silence.

Elias let that sit for a moment. Tried to push it away. It didn’t move.

“That’s not how time works,” he said finally.

“I know,” Selma replied again, but this time it didn’t sound like reassurance. More like habit.

Elias stood up.

“I need air.”

Selma didn’t stop him.

Outside the archive building, the cold hit harder than he expected. The kind of cold that makes your thoughts feel sharper, not clearer. He stood there for a moment just breathing it in, watching nothing in particular.

The town was small enough that everything felt slightly too visible. No hiding places. Just buildings, empty sidewalks, and that dull winter light that makes everything look unfinished.

He walked without deciding to walk. That seems to be happening a lot lately.

Past a closed café. Past a bus stop with no buses. Past a row of houses that looked like they were waiting for something to happen so they could finally react.

And then he stopped.

Because he recognized the street.

Not logically. Not from signage or anything helpful like that. Just... recognition.

A faint pressure in his mind saying you’ve been here before.

He frowned.

Looked around again.

Nothing special. Just a normal residential street.

But his body reacted like it was remembering something his mind refused to label.

He walked further down it.

And the feeling got stronger.

Not memory exactly. More like emotional residue. Like walking through a conversation you can’t fully hear anymore but still understand the tone of.

He stopped outside a building.

Three floors. Old brick. Slightly uneven windows.

He stared at it for a long time.

“Okay,” he muttered to himself. “This is new.”

Except it didn’t feel new. That was the problem.

His phone buzzed again.

This time Selma.

He almost didn’t answer.

Then he did.

“Where are you?” she asked immediately.

“Outside,” he said.

“Outside where?”

He looked at the building again.

“I don’t know,” he admitted. “But I think I’ve been here.”

A pause on the line.

“Elias,” she said carefully, “don’t go inside anything unfamiliar right now.”

“I didn’t say I was going inside.”

But even as he said it, his feet were already moving closer to the door.

He stopped himself right before the entrance.

Hand hovering near the handle.

It was unlocked.

That felt wrong. Not suspicious. Wrong in a deeper way. Like doors in places like this should always resist a little.

“Selma,” he said.

“Yes?”

“I think this is the place.”

Another pause.

“What place?”

He didn’t have a good answer for that.

So instead he said, “I think I was here during that week.”

Silence again. Longer this time.

Then Selma said, “Don’t force anything yet.”

“Force what?”

But she didn’t answer that.

He pushed the door open anyway.

Inside smelled like old wood and something faintly burnt, like an old electrical system that had once been pushed too hard and never fully recovered.

The hallway was narrow.

Too quiet.

And immediately he felt it again—that strange sense of familiarity that didn’t belong to conscious memory. More like muscle memory for a life he couldn’t fully access.

He walked slowly.

There were letters in a mailbox cluster near the entrance. Some names he didn’t recognize. One looked almost familiar but he couldn’t place it.

He moved deeper inside.

Floorboards slightly uneven.

A staircase to the left.

And then—

He stopped.

Because halfway up the stairs, there was a mark on the wall.

A faint indentation.

Like something had been leaned there for a long time.

Or someone had been standing there often enough to leave a trace without meaning to.

Elias stared at it.

And suddenly, without warning, he had a flash.

Not visual exactly. More like emotional compression.

A woman’s voice laughing softly somewhere upstairs. Not happy exactly. Just tired in a way that sounded familiar.

A conversation he couldn’t hear clearly.

His own voice replying. Calm. Controlled. Professional.

Then something heavier.

A silence that didn’t feel empty, just... loaded.

Elias stepped back slightly, breathing changed without permission.

“What the hell...” he muttered.

“Elias?” Selma’s voice came through the phone.

He had forgotten he was still holding it.

“I think I’m inside it,” he said quietly.

“Inside what?”

But he didn’t answer immediately.

Because now he was noticing other things.

Marks on the banister. Slight scratches near the stair edge. Signs of normal life that had been half-erased, like someone tried to clean a space but didn’t fully commit.

And worse—

A smell.

Coffee. Old, reheated, familiar in a way that made his stomach tighten.

He closed his eyes for a second.

And something shifted.

Just briefly.

A memory that wasn’t stable enough to hold.

A room upstairs.

A case file on a table.

Someone across from him.

Not clearly visible.

But the feeling was unmistakable.

He opened his eyes again quickly.

Stepped back.

“No,” he said under his breath.

Selma heard that.

“What?”

“I need to get out of here,” he said.

And turned immediately toward the door.

But as he reached it—

He stopped again.

Because the hallway behind him sounded different now.

Not louder.

Just... occupied.

Like the building had decided he wasn’t alone anymore.

And Selma, still on the line, said something very quietly that he barely caught.

“Elias... if you were there during the missing week... then someone else remembers you too.”

And he didn’t answer.

Because for the first time since this started, that didn’t feel like a theory.

It felt like a warning.
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