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Introduction

Every memory you hold is valuable. To remember is to be human—laughter echoing
from a childhood night, a heartbreak spun out during an autumn rain, a secret
whispered in trust. But in 2032, the boundaries of memory are no longer sacrosanct.
Here, memories can be siphoned, reconstructed, erased, or refashioned into
commodities. Desire, regret, and knowledge—they all have a price, and someone is
always willing to pay.

My name is Lila Park. | am a memory broker, one among a small cadre trusted to
handle what most people are desperate to bury—or, more dangerously, to reclaim. |
work for Remind, a global tech conglomerate whose innovation in neuroscience has
revolutionized not just how we think, but what we are allowed to remember. My job is
to wade through the torrents of other people’s lives, make them palatable,
marketable, manageable. Sometimes | help a grieving parent relive one perfect day.
Other times, | am the final custodian of secrets meant never to be found.

The ethics are murky, the legal framework porous. Each session | conduct is logged,
surveilled, and encrypted—yet nothing is ever truly secure. The government, private
corporations, even shadowy brokers on the black market, all jostle for control in this
new arms race of the mind. My colleagues joke that we're surgeons with a scalpel to
the soul. Most days, | wonder if we haven’t become digital grave robbers, robbing not
just the graves, but the living.

Lately, everything has changed. There are rumors of an algorithm that can rewrite
collective memory on an unprecedented scale—enough to topple governments or
erase atrocities. At the highest levels, powerful clients barter not only for
forgetfulness, but for a new reality itself. Surveillance drones, facial recognition, neuro-
implants: the city hums with mechanisms designed to trade our privacy for
convenience, our histories for control. Only the rich can truly afford to forget.

This is the world | inhabit; a world balanced, often precariously, on the edge of its own
recollection. And now, | am being asked to cross a line too many before me have
already blurred. My latest assignment, delivered in code by a client with limitless
resources and zero scruples, threatens to unwind not only my career but my sanity.
The stakes are nothing less than the rewriting of the past—and the cost of
remembering, or forgetting, may very well be my life.

Before the story begins, ask yourself: What would you give up to forget? What might

someone else do to remember? In the end, are our memories truly ours to keep—or
just another line of code in someone else’s game?
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CHAPTER ONE: Shadows for Sale

The chime of the secure comms unit was a low, insistent hum, cutting through the
sterile silence of Lila’s private office at Remind. Most clients booked through the
automated scheduler, a faceless process designed to maintain plausible deniability.
This was different. This was an unscheduled, encrypted ping, routed through half a
dozen untraceable proxy servers before landing on her personal console. A shadow
reaching out from the deep web, demanding attention.

Lila leaned back in her ergonomic chair, the cool synth-leather molding to her spine.
Outside her panoramic window, the perpetual twilight of Neo-London was a tapestry of
shimmering holograms and silent, self-driving vehicles. The Thames, no longer a
murky brown but a luminous cerulean thanks to advanced filtration, reflected the neon
glow like a liquid mirror. It was a city designed for forgetting, or at least for distraction.

She tapped the screen, the biometric lock recognizing her touch. The message
unfurled, a single line of text in an archaic font: "A memory needs a new home.
URGENT." No company logo, no client ID, just a burner address for a meet in a district
known less for its legitimate businesses and more for its whispered transactions. The
Shard’s shadow, they called it - a forgotten corner of the city where old secrets went
to die, or be reborn.

Her first instinct was to delete it. Remind had strict protocols against unsanctioned
operations. Every neural mapping, every memory scrub, every emotional re-
calibration had to be logged, justified, and submitted for review. But the compensation
listed at the bottom of the message made her pause: seven figures, payable upon
completion, half upfront. It was an obscene amount, enough to clear her sister’s
crippling medical debts and then some. Enough to buy a small island in the Pacific and
disappear.

Lila's gaze drifted to the framed photograph on her desk: her younger sister, Maya,
her smile too bright, too fragile, against the backdrop of a sterile hospital room.
Maya’s memory was fracturing, a slow, agonizing decay caused by a rare neural
degenerative disease. Remind’s proprietary treatments were effective, but
prohibitively expensive, always just out of reach. Lila often found herself blurring the
ethical lines for Maya, taking on less-than-above-board "consultations" to make ends
meet. This, however, was a different league entirely.

She accessed the Remind internal network, a habit born of paranoia. No flags, no

alerts, no indication that this rogue message had bypassed the company’s formidable
cybersecurity. That in itself was a red flag. Someone very powerful, very connected,
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was pulling strings, making sure this invitation landed directly in her lap, unmolested.
They knew her, knew her motivations, knew her vulnerabilities.

The meet location was an abandoned data center, deep in the Shard’s shadow. Not
exactly a place for a casual coffee. It hinted at discretion, at a need for absolute
secrecy. Lila ran through mental simulations, weighing the risks. Memory implantation
was a delicate process, ethically fraught even in the clearest of circumstances. A
stolen memory? Into a government official? That wasn't just unethical; it was sedition.

Yet, the thought of Maya’s fading light, of her increasingly vacant eyes, gnawed at
Lila. She pictured the slow erosion of her sister’'s own precious recollections, the family
vacations, the inside jokes, the shared dreams. What price was too high to save those?
What line was too far to cross?

A flicker of a memory, an old lecture from her days at the Academy. Professor Aris, a
wizened neuro-ethicist with a perpetually worried frown, speaking of the slippery
slope. "Once you begin editing reality, Ms. Park," he'd intoned, "the definition of truth
becomes as fluid as water in a sieve." Lila had dismissed him then, caught up in the
thrill of cutting-edge tech, the promise of new possibilities. Now, his words felt like a
premonition.

She spent the next hour meticulously scrubbing her comms logs, creating a false trail
of legitimate client consultations, obscuring any hint of the encrypted message.
Standard operating procedure for anything off-book. It was a dance she knew well, a
delicate ballet of digital subterfuge. But even as she worked, a cold knot of dread
tightened in her stomach. This wasn't a minor transgression. This was stepping into
the deep end, into waters she had no business navigating.

The details of the target were sparse, provided only as a series of encrypted images
and neural scans. "Subject A," the message called him. A high-ranking government
official, prominent in the new Ministry of Information Security. Someone whose
memories, if manipulated, could have far-reaching political implications. The thought
sent a jolt of ice through her veins. This wasn’t just about money; it was about power,
about control.

Lila knew, with a certainty that chilled her to the bone, that accepting this assignment
would change everything. It would pull her into a world where the shadows were
deeper, the stakes immeasurably higher. But as she looked at Maya’s photograph
again, her decision solidified. What price for her sister’'s memories? What price for her
future? It seemed, in that moment, that no price was too steep. She typed a single
word in reply: "ACCEPTED." The digital ghost had found its broker, and Lila Park had
just stepped into the dark.
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