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Introduction
In the city, memory is the new currency. Tall glass towers stretch above neon-lit
alleyways, casting elongated shadows on streets where the line between real and
artificial blurs each day. Here, the memory-broker’s trade is both salvation and
curse—a service whispered about in back rooms and data dens, policed less by law
than by profit, and desired by all but trusted by none.

Mara Quinn is one of the best in the business. On the surface, she is discreet,
professional, and precise—erasing the past pain of her affluent clients, granting them
merciful reprieve from grief, fear, and shame. But behind her cool gaze lies a haunted
conscience. Every transaction deepens her internal fracture: the more she heals
others, the more she feels the weight of her own unresolved traumas and ethical
misgivings. Worse still, the memories she erases for the desperate and wealthy do not
simply vanish; they become the black-market stock of the faceless Broker
Syndicate—a collective hungry for secrets, leverage, and control.

In fleeting moments, Mara dreams of an ordinary life with her younger sister, Sora.
Their bond, once unbreakable, was sundered by events neither can fully recall, their
shared history splintered by necessity and regret. But in a world where any truth can
be rewritten and every memory repurposed, trust is an endangered resource. The city
watches itself ceaselessly, and Mara lives under constant surveillance—her own
secrets buried deeper than those she trades.

When an encrypted, frantic message from Sora shatters Mara’s carefully cultivated
routine, everything changes. Sora—the last person Mara ever wanted to lose—has
vanished. Her existence is being systematically erased, not just from official records,
but from the memories of those who knew her. Mara quickly realizes that her own
illicit skills are now her only weapon and that her sister’s disappearance is more than
an act of personal vengeance: it is merely the opening move in a far-reaching game of
manipulation.

As Mara races to piece together fragments of Sora's lost past, she is thrust into the
city’s underbelly, entangled with hackers, rogue detectives, and the relentless Broker
Syndicate—all desperate to possess a memory whose contents could topple the
delicate balance of power. Each step brings Mara closer to unimaginable danger,
challenging the boundaries of her loyalty, identity, and sanity.

In this world, forgetting is lucrative, remembering is perilous, and nothing is ever truly
lost. Welcome to the city where memories sell for a price—and some are worth killing
for.
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CHAPTER ONE: Remnants for Sale
The hum of the memory processor was the only constant in Mara Quinn’s sterile,
sound-proofed office. It was a low, comforting thrum, like a cat purring in the belly of a
machine designed to excise pain. Her client, a woman named Eleanor Vance, lay
reclined on the neural-recalibration couch, her face pale, eyes squeezed shut. Eleanor
was a corporate lawyer, sharp-edged and usually unflappable, but grief had unmade
her. Her son had died six months ago in a hovercar accident, and the memory of his
last words – a childish complaint about wanting ice cream – played on an endless loop
in her mind.

Mara adjusted the micro-calipers on Eleanor’s temporal lobe, the cool metal a familiar
weight in her gloved fingers. The air in the room, recycled and scentless, tasted faintly
of ozone and regret. “Ready, Ms. Vance?” Mara’s voice was soft, devoid of judgment.
Professional detachment was key. Any empathy, any sliver of connection, and the
erased memories could bleed into her own. It had happened before.

Eleanor gave a shaky nod. “Just… make it stop. Please, just make it stop.”

Mara tapped a command on her wrist-mounted interface, and the hum deepened. A
soft blue light emanated from the processor, bathing Eleanor’s face in an ethereal
glow. On the holographic display floating beside the couch, Mara watched the neural
pathways ripple and shift. The memory of the ice cream, of the screech of tires, of the
paramedic’s hushed pronouncements – all of it began to separate, to fragment, to
coalesce into a shimmering, isolated data-stream.

This was the delicate part. Not deletion, never true deletion. Mara specialized in
excision, in the careful severing of the memory from its emotional anchors, turning a
raw wound into a neutral, dispassionate fact. The memory itself, once pruned, was
then shunted to an encrypted server. Her clients knew it was stored, that it wasn’t
truly gone, but most didn’t care. They just wanted the relief. They wanted to forget.

“Focus on a blank space, Ms. Vance,” Mara instructed, her gaze fixed on the shifting
data. “Imagine a quiet room. Empty.” She guided Eleanor through the process, her
voice a hypnotic drone, until the final, shimmering packet of data detached. A sigh
escaped Eleanor’s lips, a sound of profound release.

Mara disconnected the calipers. “It’s done,” she said. Eleanor opened her eyes,
blinking, a faint confusion clouding them. The deep lines of grief around her mouth
had softened. “He… he was my son,” Eleanor said, her voice flat, almost academic.
“He died in an accident. Sad, but… not overwhelming now.”
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Mara gave a practiced, reassuring smile. “The emotional resonance has been
neutralized. The memory remains, but the pain is gone.” This was the lie she told
herself, and her clients. The pain wasn't gone; it was just transferred. Transferred to
the hidden servers, where it became property.

After Eleanor had left, a dazed calm replacing her earlier anguish, Mara initiated the
transfer protocol. The excised memory, now scrubbed of its client identifiers and
encrypted, was sent to a secure drop-point, deep within the city’s data-maze. This was
the dark side of her business, the part that tangled her ethics into a Gordian knot. The
Broker Syndicate paid handsomely for these “remnants.” Why? She didn’t know for
certain, but the whispers spoke of leverage, of information extracted and repurposed,
of identities reshaped or even destroyed.

She showered, letting the steaming water drum against her skin, trying to wash away
the faint metallic tang that always seemed to cling to her after a session. Her
apartment, perched on the 47th floor of a repurposed office tower, offered a
panoramic view of Neo-Veridia. The city stretched out below, a pulsating tapestry of
holographic advertisements, kinetic architecture, and perpetually moving light trails
from the aerial traffic. Even at night, it hummed with an unsettling energy.

Mara stepped out, wrapping a towel around her damp hair. Her eyes, usually sharp
and assessing, felt heavy. The last client had been particularly draining. The raw grief,
even when neutralized, left an imprint. She walked to the large bay window, her
reflection superimposed over the glittering cityscape. Thirty-two years old, with eyes
that had seen too much and a history she preferred to keep buried.

A flicker on her personal comm-link startled her. An unregistered incoming signal. She
almost ignored it, her finger hovering over the block function. Unregistered signals in
her line of work usually meant trouble, or at least a desperate, poorly-vetted client.
But something in the erratic pulse of the incoming data caught her attention. It wasn’t
a standard encrypted call. It was… fragmented. Like a broken transmission.

Curiosity, a dangerous trait in her profession, won out. She activated the link. Static
hissed, then a distorted image coalesced on the screen. It was a face, blurry,
pixelated, but undeniably familiar. Her breath caught in her throat.

“Sora?” The name was a fragile whisper, barely audible above the static. It was
impossible. Sora was gone. Gone from every official record, every public database.
Gone from the memories of their shared friends, even distant relatives. Mara had tried
to find her, had poured weeks into the search, only to hit an impenetrable wall of non-
existence. It was as if Sora Quinn had never existed.

The image on the comm-link flickered again, and a voice, strained and laced with
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panic, pushed through the distortion. “Mara… they’re coming for me. You have to…
you have to find it. The missing… it’s critical. Don’t trust… anyone.”

The connection broke, dissolving into a flurry of static and then blackness. Mara stared
at the blank screen, her heart hammering against her ribs. Find what? The missing
what? And who was ‘they’? The Broker Syndicate? It had to be.

But the most disturbing part was not the content of the message, but its mere
existence. For Sora to contact her, to even be able to contact her, meant she was still
out there. And if she was out there, and her memory had been scrubbed from
everyone else, it meant she was likely the victim of a high-level memory erasure, a
total identity scrub. But who could initiate such a thing, and why?

A cold dread coiled in Mara’s stomach. The implications were terrifying. If Sora was
alive, and her memory erased from the collective consciousness, then her
disappearance wasn't a tragic accident or a planned vanishing act. It was an
orchestrated abduction, a deliberate act of memory manipulation on a scale Mara had
only heard whispered about in the deepest corners of the black market.

Mara’s mind raced, replaying the garbled message. “The missing… it’s critical.” A
memory? Could Sora have a memory, one so important that someone would go to
such lengths to erase her, to silence her? And if so, why contact Mara? Why risk
everything just to send that cryptic message?

She tried to re-establish the connection, but the signal was gone, leaving no trace. It
was a one-way burst, a ghost in the machine. Mara dressed quickly, her hands shaking
slightly as she pulled on dark, practical clothing. The city outside, once a source of
detached observation, now felt like a predator, its neon glow a deceptive lure.

She had to find Sora. Not just because she was her sister, the last tangible link to a
past Mara desperately clung to, but because Sora’s message hinted at something far
larger, something that threatened the very fabric of the city’s fragile peace. The
Broker Syndicate, with their insatiable hunger for memory, was the most obvious
culprit. But if they had the power to erase a person entirely, what else were they
capable of?

Mara pulled on a sleek, dark jacket, checking the concealed pocket for her comm-link
and a small, high-density data chip. She moved through her apartment, her
movements precise and economical, a ghost in her own space. Every instinct
screamed at her to run, to bury herself deeper in her anonymity, but the image of
Sora’s panicked face, even distorted, burned in her mind.

A low thrum vibrated through the floorboards. It wasn’t the comforting hum of her
memory processor. This was deeper, more resonant. Footsteps, heavy and deliberate,

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.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

echoed in the hallway outside her apartment. They weren’t the hurried steps of a
neighbor. These were the movements of someone searching, someone who knew
exactly where they were going.

Mara froze, her hand hovering over the door’s internal lock. Her security systems were
top-tier, designed to repel digital and physical intrusion. But if the Syndicate was
involved, their reach was near-absolute.

A single, metallic rap sounded on her door. It wasn't a polite knock. It was a
statement. A warning.

Mara’s eyes darted to the emergency escape route, a narrow maintenance shaft
hidden behind a sliding panel in her kitchen. It was designed for a quick, silent exit.
But she couldn’t just leave. Not yet. Not without knowing what they wanted, and what
Sora’s message truly meant.

Another knock, harder this time, reverberated through the door, rattling the frame. A
voice, deep and gravelly, called out, "Mara Quinn. We know you're in there. We just
want to talk."

Mara recognized the voice. Leon Ramsey. A rogue detective, notorious for bending
rules and breaking bones, a man who had been sniffing around the edges of the black-
market memory trade for months. He was supposed to be her adversary, a constant
threat to her illicit operation. Now, he was at her door, aligned with unknown forces,
perhaps even the Syndicate themselves.

Her options dwindled. Fight or flight. But flight would mean abandoning Sora’s
desperate plea. And fighting Leon Ramsey and whoever he brought with him in her
own apartment was a suicide mission.

Mara’s gaze fell on a small, unassuming data-pad on her coffee table. It contained
encrypted backups of her most sensitive client files, the very data the Syndicate would
kill for. If they got their hands on it, it would be catastrophic.

She made her decision. A calculated risk.

With a swift movement, Mara unlocked the door. The loud click echoed in the sudden
silence of the apartment. She braced herself, her heart thumping a frantic rhythm
against her ribs. The game had just begun, and Mara Quinn, the memory broker who
dealt in forgetting, was about to be forced into remembering every single one of her
own carefully buried secrets.
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