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Ethan
  Cole had lived in the old apartment building on Mercer Street for
  nearly two years, yet every day it felt as if the place still
  held
  secrets. The building was older than anyone could remember, its
  brick
  walls stained by decades of rain and wind. The floors creaked
  beneath
  every step, and strange noises echoed through the pipes at night.
  Most residents complained about it. Ethan secretly loved
  it.




  
There
  was something comforting about living inside a place that seemed
  alive.




  
On
  a cold October evening, Ethan returned home after another
  exhausting
  day at the bookstore where he worked. The streets were slick from
  a
  recent rainstorm, and the city lights reflected on the pavement
  like
  scattered pieces of gold.




  
He
  climbed the narrow staircase to the third floor and unlocked the
  door
  to his apartment. The familiar smell of old wood greeted
  him.




  
His
  apartment was small but cozy. A couch sat near the window, books
  covered nearly every surface, and a worn wooden desk occupied one
  corner of the living room.




  
Ethan
  tossed his backpack onto the couch and prepared a quick dinner.
  As he
  ate, he listened to the distant rumble of thunder rolling across
  the
  city.




  
By
  ten o'clock, he decided to take out the trash.




  
The
  building's basement was the only place residents could dispose of
  larger garbage bags. Most people avoided going there after dark
  because the basement felt more like a forgotten tunnel than part
  of a
  residential building.




  
Ethan
  grabbed the trash bag and headed downstairs.




  
The
  basement lights flickered as usual.




  
Rows
  of storage units lined the walls. Dust covered nearly every
  surface.
  The air smelled of damp concrete and rust.




  
After
  throwing away the trash, Ethan noticed something unusual.




  
One
  of the far walls looked different.




  
At
  first, he thought it was a trick of the light.




  
But
  as he moved closer, he realized a section of the wall appeared
  newer
  than the surrounding bricks. The mortar was cleaner. The pattern
  didn't match.




  
Curiosity
  immediately took hold.




  
He
  stepped closer and ran his fingers across the surface.




  
A
  hollow sound echoed beneath his knuckles.




  
Ethan
  frowned.




  
"That's
  strange."




  
The
  rest of the wall felt solid.




  
This
  section did not.




  
He
  looked around the basement.




  
No
  one was there.




  
The
  silence seemed unusually heavy.




  
Using
  a nearby metal pipe leaning against an old storage unit, he
  gently
  tapped the wall.




  
The
  hollow sound became unmistakable.




  
Something
  was hidden behind it.




  
His
  heart began to race.




  
Most
  people would have ignored it.




  
Ethan
  wasn't most people.




  
After
  several minutes of searching, he found a loose brick near the
  bottom
  corner.




  
When
  he pulled it free, a small cloud of dust drifted into the
  air.




  
Behind
  the brick was empty space.




  
His
  pulse quickened.




  
Carefully,
  he removed several more bricks.




  
The
  opening slowly widened.




  
Then
  he froze.




  
A
  faint blue light glowed from somewhere beyond the wall.




  
For
  a moment, Ethan simply stared.




  
The
  light wasn't bright.




  
It
  was soft and almost inviting.




  
Like
  moonlight trapped inside a hidden room.




  
Against
  every reasonable instinct, he continued removing bricks.




  
Eventually,
  the opening became large enough to crawl through.




  
The
  blue glow spilled outward.




  
Taking
  a deep breath, Ethan climbed inside.




  
The
  space beyond wasn't a room.




  
It
  was a narrow corridor.




  
Dust
  coated the floor, but oddly enough, there were no cobwebs.




  
The
  corridor stretched about twenty feet before ending at something
  that
  made Ethan stop completely.




  
A
  door.




  
A
  single wooden door stood at the far end.




  
It
  looked ancient.




  
The
  wood was dark and polished despite the years.




  
Intricate
  carvings covered its surface.




  
Symbols
  twisted together in patterns Ethan didn't recognize.




  
The
  blue glow seemed to come from the door itself.




  
"What
  is this place?" he whispered.




  
The
  sound of his own voice echoed softly.




  
He
  slowly approached.




  
Every
  step felt unreal.




  
The
  deeper he moved into the corridor, the quieter the world
  became.




  
Even
  the distant sounds of the city seemed to vanish.




  
Only
  silence remained.




  
When
  he finally stood before the door, he noticed another strange
  detail.




  
There
  was no handle.




  
No
  lock.




  
Nothing.




  
Just
  smooth wood and glowing carvings.




  
Ethan
  reached out cautiously.




  
The
  moment his fingers touched the surface, a sudden vibration
  traveled
  through the door.




  
He
  immediately pulled back.




  
The
  carvings brightened.




  
A
  faint hum filled the corridor.




  
Then
  everything stopped.




  
Silence
  returned.




  
Ethan
  stared.




  
Had
  he imagined it?




  
His
  breathing became shallow.




  
Every
  logical part of his brain told him to leave.




  
Yet
  curiosity rooted him in place.




  
He
  touched the door again.




  
This
  time the vibration felt stronger.




  
The
  blue light intensified.




  
For
  a split second, Ethan thought he saw movement inside the wood
  itself.




  
Shapes.




  
Shadows.




  
A
  city skyline.




  
A
  street.




  
People
  walking.




  
Then
  it vanished.




  
The
  carvings dimmed once more.




  
Ethan
  stumbled backward.




  
"What
  was that?"




  
His
  voice sounded small.




  
The
  corridor offered no answers.




  
After
  several minutes, he forced himself to step away.




  
The
  strange feeling lingering in his chest refused to
  disappear.




  
Whatever
  this door was, it wasn't normal.




  
And
  somehow, deep down, he knew it wasn't supposed to be here.




  
He
  crawled back through the opening and returned to the
  basement.




  
The
  ordinary world suddenly felt different.




  
Brighter.




  
Noisier.




  
Less
  real.




  
As
  he climbed the stairs toward his apartment, his thoughts
  raced.




  
Who
  had built the hidden corridor?




  
Why
  conceal it behind a wall?




  
And
  most importantly...




  
What
  was behind the door?




  
That
  night, sleep refused to come.




  
Ethan
  lay awake staring at the ceiling.




  
Every
  time he closed his eyes, he saw the blue glow.




  
The
  carved symbols.




  
The
  impossible movement beneath the wood.




  
At
  two in the morning, he finally drifted into an uneasy
  sleep.




  
His
  dreams were strange.




  
He
  stood in the corridor once again.




  
The
  door stood open.




  
Beyond
  it stretched a city unlike anything he had ever seen.




  
Towering
  buildings touched the clouds.




  
Lights
  floated through the sky.




  
People
  moved through streets that seemed to shimmer with silver
  energy.




  
Then
  a figure appeared.




  
A
  young man.




  
About
  Ethan's age.




  
The
  stranger turned slowly.




  
Their
  eyes met.




  
Ethan's
  breath caught.




  
The
  young man was him.




  
Not
  someone similar.




  
Not
  a twin.




  
Him.




  
Before
  he could speak, the dream shattered.




  
Ethan
  woke with a gasp.




  
His
  heart pounded violently.




  
Morning
  sunlight streamed through the window.




  
For
  several moments he sat motionless.




  
The
  dream felt more like a memory than imagination.




  
He
  glanced at the clock.




  
8:17
  AM.




  
Outside,
  the city carried on as normal.




  
Cars
  moved below.




  
People
  hurried to work.




  
Nothing
  appeared unusual.




  
Yet
  Ethan could not shake the feeling that something had
  changed.




  
Somewhere
  beneath the building.




  
Hidden
  behind a false wall.




  
A
  mysterious door waited in silence.




  
And
  for reasons he couldn't explain, Ethan knew with absolute
  certainty
  that he would return.




  
Because
  whatever existed beyond that door had somehow already begun
  changing
  his life.




  
He
  just didn't know how much it would eventually cost.
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Ethan
  did not return to the hidden corridor for three days.




  
For
  the first time since discovering the door, fear outweighed
  curiosity.




  
The
  reflection in the window haunted him.




  
Its
  smile.




  
Its
  voice.




  
The
  impossible way it had moved independently from him.




  
Every
  time he closed his eyes, he saw it.




  
Every
  time he looked into a mirror, he found himself staring a little
  longer than usual.




  
Just
  to make sure his reflection was behaving normally.




  
By
  Friday evening, exhaustion had settled deep into his body.




  
Sleep
  offered little comfort.




  
Strange
  dreams followed him every night.




  
In
  one dream, hundreds of doors stretched across an endless
  hallway.




  
In
  another, entire cities vanished whenever he blinked.




  
The
  worst dreams always involved the reflection.




  
Sometimes
  it stood silently watching him.




  
Sometimes
  it spoke.




  
But
  its message never changed.




  
You
  are changing things.




  
Saturday
  morning brought rain.




  
Ethan
  sat in his apartment reading through the black notebook
  again.




  
The
  future version of himself had filled dozens of pages with
  warnings.




  
Some
  entries were clear.




  
Others
  seemed almost insane.




  
One
  sentence appeared repeatedly throughout the notebook.




  
Pay
  attention to small differences.




  
At
  first, Ethan had dismissed the advice.




  
Now
  he wasn't so sure.




  
Around
  noon, he noticed something strange.




  
A
  framed photograph sat on a shelf near his desk.




  
The
  picture showed Ethan and his childhood friend Noah during a
  camping
  trip years earlier.




  
He
  had looked at the photograph countless times.




  
Yet
  today something seemed wrong.




  
Ethan
  picked it up.




  
His
  stomach tightened.




  
The
  image had changed.




  
The
  camping trip was still there.




  
The
  forest remained the same.




  
So
  did Noah.




  
But
  Ethan was missing.




  
Instead,
  another boy stood beside Noah.




  
Someone
  Ethan had never seen before.




  
A
  stranger.




  
The
  photograph slipped slightly in his hands.




  
"No."




  
He
  looked closer.




  
The
  stranger appeared completely natural.




  
As
  if he had always belonged there.




  
As
  if Ethan had never existed in that memory.




  
His
  pulse accelerated.




  
The
  notebook's warning echoed inside his head.




  
Pay
  attention to small differences.




  
The
  photograph hadn't changed because it was damaged.




  
Reality
  itself had changed.




  
Ethan
  immediately searched through old photo albums.




  
The
  deeper he looked, the worse things became.




  
Several
  photographs appeared normal.




  
Others
  had clearly shifted.




  
In
  one picture, a family vacation included a different car.




  
In
  another, his uncle wore a military uniform he had never
  owned.




  
Tiny
  alterations.




  
Subtle
  changes.




  
But
  changes nonetheless.




  
By
  evening, panic had begun replacing confusion.




  
He
  grabbed his phone and called Noah.




  
The
  familiar voice answered after three rings.




  
"Ethan?"




  
"Hey."




  
"You
  okay?"




  
"Yeah.
  I just wanted to ask you something."




  
"Sure."




  
Ethan
  hesitated.




  
"Do
  you remember that camping trip when we were twelve?"




  
A
  pause followed.




  
"Which
  camping trip?"




  
"The
  one near Pine Lake."




  
Another
  pause.




  
Then
  Noah laughed.




  
"Ethan,
  I've never been to Pine Lake."




  
The
  room suddenly felt colder.




  
"What?"




  
"I've
  never even visited Pine Lake."




  
Ethan's
  grip tightened around the phone.




  
"Are
  you serious?"




  
"Of
  course."




  
"But
  we—"




  
He
  stopped.




  
Because
  Noah sounded genuinely confused.




  
Not
  forgetful.




  
Not
  joking.




  
Confused.




  
As
  if the event had never happened.




  
After
  ending the call, Ethan sat motionless.




  
The
  camping trip had been real.




  
He
  remembered it clearly.




  
The
  lake.




  
The
  tents.




  
The
  fishing trip.




  
The
  bonfire.




  
Every
  detail remained vivid in his memory.




  
Yet
  according to reality, it had never occurred.




  
The
  first alteration had arrived.




  
And
  it wasn't affecting only objects.




  
It
  was affecting history.




  
That
  night, Ethan returned to the hidden corridor.




  
The
  blue glow immediately greeted him.




  
Stronger
  than ever.




  
The
  humming filled the air.




  
Almost
  excited.




  
The
  moment he approached the door, he noticed another change.




  
The
  carvings now covered nearly the entire surface.




  
Symbols
  twisted endlessly across the wood.




  
The
  door was still evolving.




  
Still
  growing.




  
Still
  learning.




  
A
  shiver ran down his spine.




  
"You
  did this," Ethan whispered.




  
The
  door vibrated.




  
The
  humming intensified.




  
Slowly,
  it opened.




  
Tomorrow
  waited beyond the threshold.




  
Ethan
  stepped inside.




  
The
  room felt different.




  
Larger
  somehow.




  
The
  shadows seemed deeper.




  
The
  silence heavier.




  
The
  calendar displayed tomorrow's date as expected.




  
But
  dozens of new photographs now covered the desk.




  
Ethan
  approached cautiously.




  
His
  heart sank.




  
Every
  photograph showed a different version of his life.




  
In
  one image, he wore a police uniform.




  
In
  another, he stood beside Sarah at what appeared to be a
  wedding.




  
One
  photograph showed him living in a city he had never
  visited.




  
Another
  showed him with gray hair decades older than he should have
  been.




  
Hundreds
  of possibilities.




  
Hundreds
  of futures.




  
Hundreds
  of lives.




  
None
  identical.




  
None
  stable.




  
A
  handwritten note lay beside the photographs.




  
Ethan
  unfolded it.




  
The
  message was short.




  
THE
  FUTURE IS NO LONGER SINGULAR.




  
His
  breathing quickened.




  
The
  words confirmed his growing fear.




  
Originally,
  the door may have shown one future.




  
Now
  it showed many.




  
Every
  visit created new branches.




  
New
  outcomes.




  
New
  realities.




  
The
  room suddenly trembled.




  
A
  vibration rolled through the floor.




  
The
  photographs shifted.




  
Several
  images changed before his eyes.




  
Faces
  disappeared.




  
Locations
  altered.




  
Entire
  futures rewrote themselves within seconds.




  
Ethan
  stumbled backward.




  
The
  room was becoming unstable.




  
Then
  he noticed movement near the bookshelf.




  
A
  figure stood partially hidden in the shadows.




  
Tall.




  
Motionless.




  
Watching.




  
Ethan
  froze.




  
The
  figure slowly stepped forward.




  
His
  stomach dropped.




  
It
  was another version of himself.




  
Not
  the reflection.




  
Not
  the Ethan from the street.




  
A
  different one.




  
This
  Ethan looked older.




  
Perhaps
  thirty years old.




  
His
  face carried exhaustion.




  
Dark
  circles surrounded his eyes.




  
Several
  scars crossed his hands.




  
Most
  disturbing of all was the expression he wore.




  
Regret.




  
Deep,
  overwhelming regret.




  
The
  older Ethan stared directly at him.




  
Neither
  spoke for several seconds.




  
Finally,
  the older version broke the silence.




  
"You
  shouldn't have come back."




  
The
  voice sounded identical to Ethan's own.




  
Every
  word echoed unnaturally through the room.




  
Ethan
  struggled to breathe.




  
"What
  is this place?"




  
The
  older Ethan glanced toward the door.




  
"Something
  that should have stayed closed."




  
"What
  are you?"




  
The
  man laughed sadly.




  
"You."




  
Silence
  followed.




  
A
  terrible silence.




  
The
  answer felt somehow worse than any alternative.




  
The
  older Ethan stepped closer.




  
"The
  first alteration has already happened."




  
"I
  know."




  
"No,"
  the older version replied. "You don't."




  
His
  expression darkened.




  
"You
  think memories changing are the danger."




  
"Then
  what is?"




  
The
  older Ethan looked toward the window.




  
At
  the shifting city skyline beyond.




  
At
  the unstable futures overlapping outside.




  
Then
  he spoke.




  
"The
  danger is that eventually reality stops choosing."




  
Ethan
  felt cold.




  
"What
  does that mean?"




  
The
  older version opened his mouth to answer.




  
But
  suddenly the room shook violently.




  
The
  clock on the wall spun backward.




  
Books
  flew from shelves.




  
Photographs
  scattered across the floor.




  
The
  older Ethan's expression changed instantly.




  
Fear.




  
Genuine
  fear.




  
"It's
  here."




  
The
  words barely escaped his lips.




  
The
  lights flickered.




  
The
  humming transformed into something deeper.




  
Something
  alive.




  
A
  voice.




  
Not
  human.




  
Not
  understandable.




  
Yet
  unmistakably aware.




  
The
  room darkened.




  
Shadows
  stretched across the walls.




  
And
  for a brief moment, Ethan saw something moving inside
  them.




  
A
  shape too large to comprehend.




  
Watching.




  
Waiting.




  
Learning.




  
The
  older Ethan grabbed his shoulders.




  
"You
  need to stop looking."




  
"What
  is it?"




  
The
  older version's face paled.




  
"You'll
  know when it remembers your name."




  
The
  door exploded open behind them.




  
Blue
  light flooded the room.




  
The
  force knocked Ethan backward.




  
He
  stumbled through the doorway.




  
The
  corridor appeared around him.




  
The
  door slammed shut instantly.




  
Silence
  returned.




  
For
  several moments, Ethan simply stood there.




  
Breathing
  hard.




  
Trying
  to process what had happened.




  
The
  first alteration had already changed reality.




  
The
  future had fractured into countless possibilities.




  
And
  somewhere beyond the door, something was watching those
  possibilities
  grow.




  
Something
  intelligent.




  
Something
  ancient.




  
And
  according to a future version of himself...




  
It
  had only just begun to notice him.



 






 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 10: When Memories Lie
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 






 







  
Ethan
  ran.




  
He
  didn't stop to think.




  
Didn't
  stop to question what had happened.




  
The
  old man had vanished.




  
Erased.




  
One
  moment he existed.




  
The
  next he was gone.




  
And
  somehow everyone except Ethan had accepted the change
  instantly.




  
The
  park behind him continued normally.




  
Children
  laughed.




  
Dogs
  barked.




  
People
  walked along the paths.




  
Reality
  had already rewritten itself.




  
Again.




  
By
  the time Ethan reached his apartment building, darkness had begun
  creeping across the city.




  
His
  lungs burned.




  
His
  heart pounded violently.




  
Yet
  the fear remained.




  
The
  message carved into the bench echoed inside his mind.




  

    
The
    Man Who Remembered Was Erased At 4:23 PM.
  




  
Not
  disappeared.




  
Not
  killed.




  
Erased.




  
The
  distinction mattered.




  
Because
  death left evidence.




  
Erasure
  left nothing.




  
Ethan
  locked himself inside his apartment and immediately searched
  online.




  
He
  typed every detail he could remember.




  
The
  old man's appearance.




  
His
  photograph.




  
His
  pocket watch.




  
Nothing
  appeared.




  
No
  records.




  
No
  images.




  
No
  trace.




  
It
  was as though the man had never existed.




  
Then
  Ethan remembered something.




  
The
  pocket watch.




  
The
  old man had dropped it before vanishing.




  
His
  stomach tightened.




  
Had
  reality erased that too?




  
Without
  wasting another second, he rushed back toward the park.




  
The
  evening air felt colder now.




  
Streetlights
  flickered overhead.




  
The
  city seemed quieter than usual.




  
Almost
  watchful.




  
When
  Ethan reached the bench, relief flooded through him.




  
The
  pocket watch remained.




  
Resting
  exactly where it had fallen.




  
Somehow
  untouched.




  
Somehow
  forgotten by the alteration.




  
He
  picked it up carefully.




  
The
  metal felt unusually warm.




  
Almost
  alive.




  
An
  inscription covered the inside lid.




  
The
  words were small but clear.




  

    
For
    those who remember.
  




  
A
  chill ran through him.




  
The
  watch ticked softly.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Normal.




  
Steady.




  
Real.




  
At
  least for now.




  
Ethan
  slipped it into his pocket and hurried home.




  
Back
  inside his apartment, he examined it more closely.




  
The
  watch appeared ancient.




  
Perhaps
  over a century old.




  
Tiny
  symbols decorated its edges.




  
The
  same symbols that covered the mysterious door.




  
His
  pulse quickened.




  
The
  connection couldn't be a coincidence.




  
As
  he studied the watch, something unusual happened.




  
The
  hands suddenly stopped moving.




  
Ticking
  ceased.




  
Silence
  filled the room.




  
Then
  the glass surface darkened.




  
Words
  slowly appeared beneath it.




  
Like
  ink spreading through water.




  
Ethan
  leaned closer.




  
A
  single sentence emerged.




  

    
Do
    you trust your memories?
  




  
The
  question unsettled him immediately.




  
Before
  he could react, the words vanished.




  
The
  watch resumed ticking normally.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Ethan
  sat back.




  
His
  thoughts raced.




  
The
  question seemed simple.




  
Yet
  the answer wasn't.




  
Not
  anymore.




  
Because
  lately, his memories had become unreliable.




  
He
  remembered events that no longer existed.




  
Photographs
  that had disappeared.




  
People
  who had been erased.




  
And
  now a terrifying possibility emerged.




  
What
  if some of those memories weren't real?




  
What
  if the alterations weren't simply removing things?




  
What
  if they were adding things as well?




  
The
  idea settled into his mind like poison.




  
Hours
  passed.




  
Rain
  began falling outside.




  
The
  city blurred beneath countless droplets.




  
Ethan
  opened the black notebook.




  
Several
  pages had changed again.




  
New
  writing filled the paper.




  
The
  handwriting looked hurried.




  
Desperate.




  
Almost
  frantic.




  

    
Eventually
    the memories fight back.
  




  
He
  turned the page.




  

    
You
    will stop knowing which reality is yours.
  




  
Another
  page.




  

    
That
    is when it begins.
  




  
Ethan
  frowned.




  
What
  begins?




  
The
  answer waited on the next page.




  

    
The
    lies.
  




  
A
  cold sensation spread through his chest.




  
Before
  he could continue reading, a knock echoed from the apartment
  door.




  
Three
  sharp knocks.




  
Ethan
  froze.




  
Nobody
  visited him this late.




  
The
  knock came again.




  
Slow.




  
Patient.




  
Almost
  polite.




  
He
  approached cautiously.




  
"Who
  is it?"




  
Silence.




  
No
  answer.




  
Another
  knock.




  
Ethan
  looked through the peephole.




  
His
  blood ran cold.




  
Sarah
  stood outside.




  
At
  least she looked like Sarah.




  
Something
  felt wrong.




  
Very
  wrong.




  
She
  stared directly at the door.




  
Not
  moving.




  
Not
  blinking.




  
Just
  waiting.




  
"Ethan?"




  
Her
  voice sounded normal.




  
Yet
  somehow empty.




  
Like
  a perfect imitation.




  
He
  opened the door slightly.




  
"Sarah?"




  
A
  smile appeared on her face.




  
Relief
  washed through her expression.




  
"There
  you are."




  
"What
  are you doing here?"




  
"I
  was worried."




  
The
  answer seemed reasonable.




  
Yet
  Ethan felt increasingly uneasy.




  
"About
  what?"




  
Sarah
  hesitated.




  
For
  a fraction of a second.




  
Barely
  noticeable.




  
Then
  she replied.




  
"The
  accident."




  
The
  child.




  
The
  truck.




  
The
  event from several days earlier.




  
The
  answer should have reassured him.




  
Instead,
  it made his stomach tighten.




  
Because
  Sarah had already spoken to him about that.




  
Multiple
  times.




  
Why
  bring it up now?




  
Something
  wasn't right.




  
"You
  okay?" she asked.




  
Ethan
  studied her carefully.




  
Everything
  looked normal.




  
Her
  face.




  
Her
  voice.




  
Her
  posture.




  
Yet
  a strange feeling lingered.




  
A
  sense that something was wearing Sarah rather than being
  Sarah.




  
Then
  he noticed it.




  
A
  tiny detail.




  
Her
  necklace.




  
Sarah
  always wore a silver moon pendant.




  
Always.




  
Today
  she wore a small clock.




  
The
  realization hit him instantly.




  
This
  wasn't his Sarah.




  
It
  couldn't be.




  
Fear
  crawled through his veins.




  
"What
  day did we meet?" he asked suddenly.




  
The
  question caught her off guard.




  
"What?"




  
"What
  day did we meet?"




  
For
  the first time, uncertainty appeared in her eyes.




  
A
  hesitation.




  
A
  mistake.




  
Then
  she smiled.




  
"The
  bookstore."




  
Wrong.




  
That
  wasn't a day.




  
It
  wasn't even an answer.




  
Ethan's
  pulse accelerated.




  
The
  figure standing before him tilted her head slightly.




  
The
  smile remained.




  
Too
  perfect.




  
Too
  calm.




  
Too
  practiced.




  
"Ethan."




  
Her
  voice changed.




  
Only
  slightly.




  
But
  enough.




  
The
  warmth vanished.




  
Something
  colder emerged.




  
Something
  artificial.




  
"You
  remember too much."




  
The
  hallway lights flickered.




  
Fear
  exploded through him.




  
He
  slammed the door shut immediately.




  
The
  figure laughed softly.




  
A
  familiar laugh.




  
Sarah's
  laugh.




  
Yet
  horribly wrong.




  
The
  sound echoed through the apartment.




  
Then
  silence returned.




  
Ethan
  backed away slowly.




  
His
  breathing became rapid.




  
The
  thing outside wasn't Sarah.




  
It
  knew Sarah.




  
It
  looked like Sarah.




  
But
  it wasn't her.




  
Several
  seconds passed.




  
Then
  the apartment became completely quiet.




  
Too
  quiet.




  
The
  silence felt unnatural.




  
Ethan
  approached the window.




  
The
  city outside looked different.




  
Buildings
  shifted subtly.




  
Streetlights
  occupied unfamiliar locations.




  
Even
  the skyline seemed altered.




  
Reality
  was changing again.




  
Then
  he noticed something impossible.




  
Across
  the street stood dozens of people.




  
Watching
  his apartment.




  
Motionless.




  
Every
  single one wore a clock around their neck.




  
Men.




  
Women.




  
Children.




  
All
  staring upward.




  
All
  smiling.




  
The
  same unsettling smile.




  
The
  smile of the reflection.




  
The
  smile of the false Sarah.




  
The
  smile of something pretending.




  
A
  deep vibration rolled through the room.




  
The
  pocket watch suddenly stopped again.




  
Words
  appeared beneath the glass.




  
This
  time the message was longer.




  

    
When
    memories lie, faces follow.
  




  
The
  lights flickered violently.




  
The
  people outside disappeared.




  
Gone.




  
As
  if they had never existed.




  
Only
  empty streets remained.




  
Ethan
  stood frozen.




  
The
  watch resumed ticking.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Tick.




  
Then
  one final message appeared.




  
A
  warning.




  
Perhaps
  the most terrifying warning yet.




  

    
Not
    every memory belongs to you anymore.
  




  
The
  words faded.




  
Darkness
  filled the glass once more.




  
For
  a long time, Ethan remained motionless.




  
Because
  deep inside, he realized the true danger wasn't the door.




  
It
  wasn't the alterations.




  
It
  wasn't even the thing hunting those who remembered.




  
The
  true danger was far worse.




  
If
  his memories could no longer be trusted...




  
Then
  he might already be helping the enemy without knowing it.




  
And
  he had no way of telling which version of himself was
  real.



 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






