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Introduction

Every city holds its ghosts—Ilives remembered, losses endured, histories retold. But in
Mara Lane’s world, the divide between memory and reality is no longer immutable. In
the wake of advances in neuroscience, memories are malleable: wounds once raw can
be dulled, traumas excised like tumors, moments of happiness intensified until they
shine brighter than truth. This is the landscape Dr. Lane now navigates, where one
woman’s vocation isn’t simply recall, but intentional reinvention.

Once, Mara was hailed as the shining future of academic neuroscience. She built her
career on the promise of gentle, healing intervention—an end to PTSD, liberation from
grief. But tragedy has a way of draining color from every ambition, leaving only the
grayscale outlines of loss. After the sudden death that ripped her family apart, Mara
turned her back on institutional applause. Now, in a shadowy network of unregistered
clinics and private sanctuaries, she helps desperate clients escape their pain—each
procedure an act of both mercy and quiet rebellion.

Mara’s work has always raised questions she’d rather not answer. Are we more
ourselves with or without the scars the world has given us? What is kindness: shielding
someone from the sharpest edge of the past, or insisting they carry every bruise? In
her underground clinic, Mara confronts these questions daily, slicing between brain
tissue and conscience with equal precision. Every erased memory feels like a small
betrayal, but the gratitude in a patient’s eyes can almost make her believe it's a gift.

But the truth isn’t so simple. The business of memory is shadowed by profit, secrets,
and the unending temptation to misuse power. Mara knows that manipulation can be
weaponized, used to rewrite not just personal histories but the narratives on which
whole lives—and societies—are built. The line between treatment and exploitation
blurs dangerously fast. She’s whispered about colleagues who vanished after probing
too deeply, and seen firsthand how the city shields its darkest secrets behind the
opaque curtain of subjective memory.

And so Mara stands at the intersection of past and present, healer and transgressor,
hunter and hunted. Her sanctuary is fragile; the pain she helps erase stubbornly
echoes through her own nights. Yet when a wealthy new client arrives with a memory
so fractured—and so carefully guarded—Mara is propelled into a spiral of doubt and
danger that will challenge everything she believes about loss, identity, and the price of
rewriting the past.

This is the world she invites you into: a world where remembering is a choice,
forgetting is a business, and the cost of playing architect with the mind is far greater
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than anyone dares to admit. Welcome to the beginning of a story about what we save,
what we lose, and how far we’ll go to bury the truth.
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CHAPTER ONE: Fractures

The city outside Mara’s clinic window was a restless beast, its neon arteries pulsing
beneath a perpetual shroud of rain. Each drop, a tiny hammer blow against the
reinforced glass, mimicked the rhythm of Mara’s own heart - a dull, insistent thrum
that spoke of exhaustion and the quiet dread that lingered after every session. It was
late, past the hour when even the most desperate clients usually sought solace, yet
her current appointment was only just beginning.

Her clinic, tucked away in a converted warehouse in the city’s forgotten industrial
district, was a deliberate rejection of her past life. No gleaming chrome, no hushed
marble corridors. Here, exposed brick met reclaimed timber, and the hum of the neuro-
regulators was often drowned out by the distant rumble of the elevated train. It felt
more like a sanctuary than a medical facility, a place where people could shed their
burdens without the sterile judgment of a traditional institution.

Mara ran a hand through her short, practical hair, a gesture that had become almost
unconscious. She’d traded lab coats for comfortable, dark-colored scrubs, and the rigid
hierarchy of academia for the fluid, dangerous autonomy of the underground. It suited
her. The rules were fewer, the stakes higher, and the reward—the genuine relief on a
patient’s face—far more profound than any peer-reviewed paper.

Her current patient, Elias Thorne, was already seated in the consultation room, a
silhouette against the city lights. He was early, which was unusual for someone of his
perceived stature. Wealthy clients, Mara had found, often mistook tardiness for power.
Thorne, however, exuded a different kind of authority, a quiet intensity that felt less
like arrogance and more like a tightly wound spring.

When Mara entered, he rose, his movements fluid and economical. He was dressed
impeccably, a bespoke suit that seemed to absorb the dim light rather than reflect it.
His face, etched with lines that spoke of both privilege and an unspoken burden, was
striking. Dark eyes, intelligent and assessing, met hers. He didn’t offer a handshake,
simply a nod that acknowledged her presence.

“Dr. Lane,” he said, his voice a low, resonant baritone. “Thank you for seeing me on
such short notice.”

“My schedule is flexible for... unique cases,” Mara replied, taking her seat opposite

him. She gestured to the unassuming data slate on the table between them. “Your
assistant mentioned it was a matter of extreme sensitivity.”
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Thorne leaned forward, his gaze unwavering. “Indeed. | require a memory removed.
Permanently.”

Mara felt the familiar tightening in her chest. This was the core of her work, the ethical
tightrope she walked daily. Most clients sought subtle adjustments: dulling the sharp
edges of grief, enhancing a fading positive memory. Complete excision was rare, and
always warranted intense scrutiny.

“Specifics, Mr. Thorne,” Mara prompted, keeping her voice even. “The nature of the
memory, its emotional impact, its origin. | need context.”

Thorne hesitated, a flicker of something unreadable in his eyes. “It’s a single event.
Traumatic. It involves... an incident from my past, many years ago. Something I've
tried to suppress, but it continues to surface, impacting my focus, my work, my peace
of mind.”

“A single event,” Mara repeated, making a mental note. Singular traumatic events
were often the most resistant to full removal, their tendrils interwoven with a myriad
of other recollections. “Can you give me a timeframe?”

“Approximately fifteen years ago,” he replied, his voice flat, devoid of emotion. “Late
autumn. A night.”

Mara picked up the data slate. Her initial intake form for Thorne was sparse,
deliberately vague at his request. Thorne was a prominent figure in data analytics, his
company, ‘Chronos Solutions,’ a titan in predictive algorithms. He was known for his
ruthless efficiency, his impenetrable public persona. This vulnerability was an
unexpected crack in the facade.

“l understand the desire for relief, Mr. Thorne,” Mara said, her tone softening slightly.
“But complete removal is a delicate process. It can have unforeseen consequences on
adjacent memories, even your core identity. It's not just about forgetting, it's about
the emotional and experiential void left behind.”

“I’ve considered the risks,” Thorne interjected, his voice firm, leaving no room for
argument. “The impact it has now is far more detrimental than any potential void. |
simply wish for it to cease existing. To me.”

Mara studied him. There was a raw conviction in his eyes that she recognized in many
of her patients—the desperate need for escape. But there was also a carefully
constructed wall, a deliberate opacity that made her instinctively wary. He wasn’t just
a client seeking relief; he was a man guarding a secret.

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

“My process requires complete transparency, Mr. Thorne,” Mara stated, her voice
regaining its professional edge. “To accurately target the memory, | need to
understand it. Not just what happened, but how you experienced it, what it means to
you.”

Thorne’s gaze flickered to the window, then back to her. “It was an accident. A tragic
one. | was present. | want to forget what | saw, what | felt.”

“And what did you see, Mr. Thorne?” Mara pressed gently, leaning forward.

He paused, a long, drawn-out silence filling the room, punctuated only by the
drumming rain. When he spoke, his voice was barely a whisper. “A fire. An explosion.
The aftermath.”

Mara felt a prickle of unease. Fire, explosion, aftermath. Generic terms, yet the
emotional resonance behind them was palpable. This wasn’t just a memory; it was a
scar. But the vagueness, the almost clinical detachment, felt... off. Most clients, when
pressed, would describe the searing heat, the acrid smoke, the screams. Thorne
offered only a skeletal framework.

“And who else was involved?” Mara asked.

“No one,” he said quickly, perhaps too quickly. “Just myself. A lone witness to a
devastating event.”

A lone witness to a devastating event. That phrase echoed in Mara’s mind, striking a
discordant note. Accidental explosions, especially fifteen years ago, were rarely
uninvestigated, rarely attributed to a “lone witness.” The city kept meticulous records,
even back then. Unless...

“Mr. Thorne, are you absolutely certain this incident was never reported?” Mara asked,
her voice deliberately neutral, watching his reaction.

He stiffened, his jaw tightening almost imperceptibly. “It was contained. The
authorities were not involved.”

“And why not?” Mara pressed.
Thorne held her gaze, a subtle challenge in his dark eyes. “Circumstances were...
complicated. Irrelevant to the present request. My only concern is its removal from my

mind.”

This was it. The red flag Mara had been anticipating. A memory so traumatic, yet
deliberately suppressed from official channels. A wealthy, powerful man, willing to pay
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handsomely to ensure it stayed buried. Her instincts, honed by years in the memory
trade, screamed caution. This wasn't just about pain relief; it was about erasing
evidence.

Mara picked up her stylus, tapping it against the data slate. “Mr. Thorne, my ethical
guidelines are strict. | do not facilitate the erasure of memories that conceal
unpunished crimes or endanger public safety.”

A faint, almost imperceptible smirk touched Thorne’s lips. “Dr. Lane, you operate
outside the very framework of conventional legality. Your services are, by their very
nature, a defiance of ‘official channels.’ Is it truly public safety you're concerned
about, or merely your own plausible deniability?”

The barb landed true, stinging Mara with its accuracy. He wasn’t wrong. Her clinic
existed in the gray area, a necessary evil in a world that often failed its grieving. But
there was a difference between helping someone forget a personal trauma and
becoming an accessory to a cover-up.

“My clinic operates to heal, Mr. Thorne, not to hide,” Mara responded, her voice firm.
“If this memory is tied to a criminal act, | cannot proceed.”

Thorne leaned back, a sigh escaping his lips that sounded more like a strategic retreat
than genuine frustration. “l assure you, Dr. Lane, this was not a criminal act. It was an
accident. A terrible, unfortunate accident that has plagued me for too long. If | had
committed a crime, do you truly believe | would seek out a memory architect to
remove it, leaving myself vulnerable to a procedure that could reveal everything?”

It was a valid point. Memory architects, even the most discreet, accessed the deepest
recesses of the mind. A desperate criminal might try to tamper with evidence, but a
complete erasure carried immense risk of exposure. Yet, Thorne’s carefully chosen
words, his calculated evasiveness, still set off alarm bells.

“Then allow me to conduct a full preliminary scan,” Mara offered, a compromise. “It
will allow me to map the memory’s neural pathways, assess its integrity, and
determine if there are any... inconsistencies that would prevent me from proceeding.
If everything aligns with your description of a tragic accident, we can move forward. If
not, the session ends, and your confidentiality is maintained.”

Thorne regarded her for a long moment, his dark eyes like unplumbed depths. He was
weighing the risks, calculating the odds. Mara knew he had other options, other
memory architects, perhaps less scrupulous, who would take his money without
question. But perhaps he had come to her precisely because of her reputation, her
perceived ethical compass, hoping it would lend legitimacy to his request.
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Finally, he gave a slow, deliberate nod. “Very well, Dr. Lane. A preliminary scan. And
nothing more, unless | give explicit permission.”

“Agreed,” Mara said, a quiet sense of triumph mixing with her lingering apprehension.
She had opened the door, just a crack. Now, she would see what ghosts lurked within
Elias Thorne’'s carefully curated past. The rain outside intensified, mirroring the storm
she felt brewing within herself. This case, she knew, was going to be anything but
straightforward.
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