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Introduction
Mara Lowell deals in memories, but not her own. In the sprawling neon veins of a city
that never truly sleeps, she sits behind clinical glass in her studio, shaping and
subtracting moments from people’s lives. It’s a business forged in both hope and
heartbreak, powered by the shimmering promise that pain can be erased—at a price.
When the world made memory malleable, Mara found her calling: engineer of oblivion,
healer of wounds unseen. Yet what began as mercy now feels like standing on the
edge of a moral precipice.

In this near-future metropolis, the technology of memory trading is anything but
science fiction; it’s bleeding-edge neuroscience bound by fragile laws and shadowy
black markets. The privileged buy clarity, the desperate barter relief, and the reckless
steal forgetfulness by force. Mara’s workshop is a sanctum for the city’s
wounded—where they come to relive or relinquish their pasts under her steady hands.
With each client, she must balance the intoxicating power of erasure with the sobering
knowledge that some memories are meant to scar, and some histories should not be
rewritten.

Mara herself is no stranger to the allure of forgetting. Haunted by blank pages in her
own recollections and the muted pain of loss she can’t quite name, her work is both
penance and necessity. The ethics of what she does gnaw at her each night. At what
point does helping others escape their suffering become a danger to who they are?
How can she justify altering the tapestry of someone’s life when she knows firsthand
the terror of lost time?

While the city pulses outside in rain-soaked neon and smoke, inside Mara’s mind is an
even more complex maze. Every new job threatens to topple the boundaries she’s so
carefully constructed between her clients’ ghosts and her own. Every memory she
manipulates brings her closer to truths she has long since buried, no matter how
desperately she tries to maintain her distance.

But Mara’s internal walls begin to crumble the night a client arrives cloaked in secrecy,
seeking to delete not pain—but a perfectly ordinary memory. The specificity, the fear
behind the client’s eyes, and the cryptic warning that accompanies the request all
swirl into something Mara cannot ignore. For the first time, she questions not only
what her technology can do, but what it is being used to cover up—and at what cost.

As Mara sets out to fulfill the job, she cannot know that this single request will force
her, and the city she serves, to confront the deepest and darkest possibilities of
memory manipulation. Here, in the blurred space between truth and fabrication,
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begins a journey that will challenge everything Mara Lowell believes—about who she
is, what is real, and how far she is willing to go to discover the secrets written beneath
her own missing past.

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

CHAPTER ONE: The Erasure Suite
The rain was a constant companion in Neo-Veridia, a shimmering curtain that veiled
the city’s sharp edges and softened the glow of holographic advertisements. Tonight,
it lashed against the reinforced windows of Mara’s "Erasure Suite," a sterile bubble of
calm perched thirty stories above the bustling Market District. Inside, the only sound
was the hushed hum of the Memory Consolidation Unit – a sleek, chrome-and-glass
marvel that looked more like an art installation than a neuro-surgical device.

Mara adjusted the ambient lighting, bathing the room in a soothing cerulean hue. Her
fingers, long and nimble, moved with practiced precision over the control panel. On
the plush recliner, a woman named Elara clutched a silk scarf to her chest, her eyes
wide and haunted. Elara wanted to forget the day her husband had walked out,
leaving a void too vast to bear. It was a common request, a memory Mara had erased
countless times: the sting of betrayal, the crushing weight of abandonment. Each
time, a small part of Mara wondered if she was truly helping, or simply postponing a
reckoning.

"Ready, Elara?" Mara’s voice was a low murmur, designed to soothe. "Just relax. It will
be like a gentle sleep."

Elara nodded, a single tear tracing a path down her cheek. Mara initiated the neural
scan, a faint pulse of energy radiating from the MCU. The screen beside her flickered
to life, displaying a vibrant, chaotic map of Elara’s neural network. The memory Mara
needed to isolate glowed like a festering wound – a cluster of neural pathways tightly
bound to specific emotions, images, and sensory data. The day, the time, the words
exchanged, the precise angle of the sunlight reflecting off the polished floorboards of
their shared apartment. All of it, a painful, perfect record.

Mara selected the memory, a precise digital scalpel hovering over the raw data. It was
an art, really, isolating the trauma without collateral damage. The brain was a delicate
ecosystem; one wrong move, and you could wipe out a whole month, a year, or even a
sense of self. The ethical lines were always blurry, but the financial lines were crystal
clear. People paid exorbitant sums for this kind of selective amnesia.

With a soft thrum, the MCU began its work. Micro-pulses of targeted energy, guided by
Mara’s algorithms, started to unravel the designated neural pathways. On the screen,
the glowing cluster began to dim, its connections loosening, dissolving. Elara’s
breathing deepened, her facial muscles relaxing. Soon, the memory would be gone,
not just repressed, but genuinely absent, like a file deleted from the brain’s hard drive.
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Mara watched the process, a familiar sense of detachment settling over her. She was a
mechanic of the mind, a plumber of forgotten tears. It was a strange profession, one
that often left her feeling like a ghost, witnessing the most intimate moments of
strangers’ lives before wiping them clean. But it paid the bills, and it kept her mind
occupied, preventing her from dwelling too much on the blank spaces in her own past.

The MCU chimed, signaling completion. Elara stirred, blinking slowly. Her eyes, though
still a little glazed, held a different light. The raw pain was gone, replaced by a mild
confusion.

"How do you feel, Elara?" Mara asked, leaning forward slightly.

Elara frowned. "Odd. Like I've forgotten something important, but… it doesn’t hurt.
Just a blankness." She touched her chest, where the scarf lay. "Why am I holding this?"

Mara offered a gentle smile. "It was with you when you came in. Sometimes, the body
remembers residual comforts, even if the mind has moved on." She knew this was a
palatable lie, a necessary fiction. In truth, the scarf was linked to the memory she’d
just erased, a safety blanket during a storm Elara could no longer recall.

After a few more minutes of gentle reorientation, Elara was ready to leave. She paid
Mara with a quick transfer from her wrist-comm, her movements more fluid, less
burdened. As the door hissed shut behind her, Mara felt the usual mix of relief and
emptiness. Another trauma averted, another truth obliterated.

She began the routine post-session cleanup, sterilizing the equipment, archiving
Elara’s neural signature – a requirement for potential future memory retrieval, though
few ever opted for it. The digital ledger of her day flickered on her personal comm:
three standard erasures, one trauma reduction, and a minor memory augmentation
for a high-powered executive wanting to "optimize" his presentation skills. It was a
lucrative field, a testament to humanity’s enduring desire to control its own narrative.

As the rain intensified, drumming a rhythm against the glass, Mara’s thoughts drifted
to her own forgotten moments. A flicker of an image – a swing set, a specific shade of
blue – would sometimes surface, only to vanish before she could grasp it. A child’s
laugh, distant and echoey. Who was that child? Why did it feel so important, yet so
unretrievable? Her own past was a fragmented canvas, and the missing pieces were a
persistent, low-grade ache.

A soft chime from her external comm broke her reverie. A new client. Unexpected. Her
schedule was usually booked weeks in advance. Mara checked the display: the
appointment was listed as "Urgent – Confidential," no name, no details beyond a
secured payment transfer already processed. It was a substantial sum, enough to
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make Mara pause. This wasn't a standard walk-in.

A knot of unease tightened in Mara's stomach. Confidential clients, particularly those
paying premium rates without prior consultation, often meant trouble. Or at the very
least, something far from ordinary. She took a deep breath, pushing aside her
personal anxieties. Professionalism was her shield.

The lock clicked, and the door to the waiting room hissed open. A figure stepped
inside, silhouetted against the ambient glow of the cityscape. Tall, slender, cloaked in
a dark, hooded trench coat that seemed to absorb the light. Even the face was
obscured by shadow and the wide brim of a hat pulled low. No details, no discernible
features. Just a presence.

"Good evening," Mara said, her voice steady despite the sudden prickle on her skin.
"I’m Mara Lowell. You must be my new client." The figure offered no response, simply
stood there, a silent enigma. The rain outside continued its relentless drumming, an
ominous prelude to whatever memory this shadowed visitor sought to erase.
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