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Introduction

The mind is a labyrinth, its corridors twisting through forgotten rooms, hidden doors,
and memories both cherished and condemned. For Dr. Eva Sanderson, this maze is
more than a study—it is an obsession and a daily profession. Over the years, Eva has
become renowned for her calm and clinical unraveling of trauma, guiding her clients
back to themselves thread by thread. In lectures and therapy rooms alike, she’s
always the anchor, confident in the science of recollection and the elasticity of the
human psyche.

Yet, even the steadiest mind can tremble at its own faults. Eva’s fascination with
memory is not merely academic; it is personal and tinged with unease. Since
childhood, she has nursed a secret fear that her own recollections are less steady than
she lets on. Minor lapses, misplaced objects, the shifting shapes of dreams—she
compartmentalizes these as quirks, nothing more, even as a shadow of doubt grows in
her periphery. Still, Eva’s self-assured demeanor never slips, at least not in public.

Recently, however, the ordinary cracks in her mind have begun to widen. Nightmares
have threaded into waking hours, sudden flashes leaving her breathless and
unbalanced. She tells herself that fatigue is to blame, or stress, but this explanation
rings hollow. Unnerved, she turns to her professional tools—journals, cognitive
exercises, grounding techniques. Yet these fail to steady her, and instead evoke a
growing sense of dread she can neither name nor escape.

Her days, once anchored by routine, start to unravel. She fears losing her place in the
world, her status as a trusted guide to the lost and broken. More terrifying still is the
suspicion that the missing pieces in her mind are not benign. Memories are meant to
guide, to connect one’s present with the past, but what if the truth concealed in that
void is too painful—or too dangerous—to face?

Eva’s deepest vulnerability is the very thing she has built her life upon: trust in the
consistency of her own mind. When the blackout finally comes, it isn’t gentle. It is
sudden and absolute, a chasm in her consciousness she cannot bridge. She wakes to
alien streets, strangers’ eyes, and the sickening certainty that something has gone
terribly wrong not only within her, but all around her.

What follows is not a journey to reclaim what was lost, but to confront what was
hidden—by herself and by others. In this introduction, the boundaries separating
healer and patient dissolve, and the hunt for answers becomes a desperate scramble
for survival. For Eva, the deeper she digs, the more she realizes that sometimes, the
past is forgotten for a reason. And some truths are more dangerous than any lie.

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.

CHAPTER ONE: The Blank Beginning

The first sensation was cold, sharp, and invasive. It wasn't the kind of chill that settled
on the skin, but one that burrowed deep into the bone, a damp, salty sting that
permeated every fiber of her being. Eva opened her eyes to a world painted in muted
grays and blues, a canvas entirely unfamiliar. The air smelled of brine and distant
woodsmoke, a scent alien to her usual city-bound existence. Her head throbbed with a
dull, persistent ache, as if a tight band had been stretched around her temples.

She lay on rough-hewn planks, the rhythmic creak beneath her suggesting she was on
some kind of dock or pier. Above her, seagulls cried out, their calls mournful and raw.
Squinting, Eva tried to orient herself. Where was she? The question hung in the air,
heavy and unanswerable. Her last coherent memory was of her spacious, minimalist
apartment, the soft glow of her reading lamp illuminating the pages of a dense
neurological journal. A client file, perhaps. Then, nothing. Just a vast, terrifying void.

Panic, cold and sharp as the air, began to claw its way up her throat. She pushed
herself upright, her limbs stiff and protesting. Her tailored clothes, usually crisp and
unwrinkled, were rumpled and slightly damp. A fine layer of grit clung to the fabric.
Reaching up, she touched her face, her fingers tracing the unfamiliar coarseness of
her hair, tangled and wind-whipped. She wasn’t wearing her glasses, a minor
inconvenience that quickly escalated into a major terror. Without them, the world was
a soft-focused blur, details merging into indistinct shapes.

Her gaze drifted to her left forearm. A fresh, livid scar, still pink and tender, stood out
starkly against her pale skin. It was jagged, like a recent cut, but not deep enough to
suggest a major injury. More like a branding, perhaps, though for what purpose she
couldn't fathom. A wave of nausea washed over her. This wasn't right. Nothing about
this was right. She wasn’t prone to fainting spells, had no history of blackouts or
dissociative episodes. Her memory, while recently a source of quiet anxiety, had never
simply... vanished.

She stumbled to her feet, the world tilting precariously. The planks beneath her
swayed gently, confirming her suspicion of being on water. The sound of distant waves
crashing against a shore reached her ears, a rhythmic pulse that did little to soothe
her burgeoning fear. She looked around, hoping for a sign, a landmark, anything that
would jog her memory, but there was only the vast expanse of a choppy, gray sea
stretching out to a hazy horizon, and behind her, a cluster of buildings huddling
against a rocky coastline.

They were old, these buildings, constructed from weathered stone and dark wood,
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their roofs steep and gabled, a style utterly unfamiliar to her. A smattering of fishing
boats, bobbing gently, were moored to the pier, their ropes groaning with the tide.
This was a coastal town, a small one by the looks of it. But which coastal town? And
how had she gotten here? The emptiness in her mind was a cavern, echoing only with
the frantic beat of her own heart.

A man, grizzled and stooped, emerged from one of the shacks, carrying a net over his
shoulder. He paused, his gaze falling on Eva. His eyes, the color of the sea, narrowed
slightly. He didn't offer a greeting, merely stared, a silent question in his weathered
face. Eva felt a prickle of unease. His scrutiny wasn’t hostile, but it wasn't friendly
either. It was the look one gave to something out of place, an anomaly.

"Excuse me," Eva managed, her voice hoarse, a whisper in the vastness. "Can you tell
me where | am?"

The man's brow furrowed. He took a slow, deliberate puff from the pipe clenched
between his teeth, the smoke curling around his face like a wispy shroud. He seemed
to deliberate her question for an unnervingly long moment. "Where you are?" he
finally rasped, his voice gravelly. "You're in Oakhaven, miss. Where else would you
be?"

Oakhaven. The name meant nothing to her. She searched her internal lexicon, the
mental map of her life, her work, her familiar world. No Oakhaven. Not even a passing
acquaintance from Oakhaven. It was as if she had been dropped onto a foreign planet.
The man continued to watch her, his gaze unwavering, and Eva felt a fresh wave of
vulnerability.

“I... | don't remember coming here," she admitted, the words tasting like ash in her
mouth. She could see the immediate shift in his eyes, a flicker of something she
couldn't quite decipher—pity? Suspicion? "Do you... do you know me?"

He shifted his weight, the net rustling. A faint smile, not unkind but knowing, touched
his lips. "Everyone knows everyone in Oakhaven, miss. You've been here a good few
weeks now."

Weeks? The word hit her with the force of a physical blow. Weeks? Not hours, not a
single night. Weeks. An entire chunk of her life, simply gone. Her stomach churned.
The scar on her arm, the unfamiliar clothes, the blank expanse of her memory - it all
pointed to something far more sinister than a simple lapse. She wasn't just lost; she
was erased.

The man, sensing her distress, gestured vaguely towards a narrow, cobbled path

leading away from the pier. "There's a guesthouse up the lane, the Seabreeze. Martha,
she runs it. You're staying there, aren't you?"
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Eva’s mind raced. A guesthouse. Staying there. It was a lead, however faint. But the
implication that she had been living here, interacting with people, for weeks, without a
single shred of memory, was horrifying. It meant she had been someone else,
someone she didn't know, someone who had inhabited her body while her own
consciousness was adrift. A terrifying thought, indeed.

"Thank you," she managed, her voice still thin. She turned, her gaze sweeping over
the town once more. Small, isolated, and now, infused with a chilling sense of
foreboding. She felt a growing conviction that her amnesia wasn't just a medical
anomaly. It was a deliberate act. The scar on her arm seemed to pulse with a silent
accusation. Someone had brought her here. Someone knew what had happened. And
someone, she was certain, didn't want her to remember. She took a tentative step
towards the cobbled path, the cold wind whipping strands of hair across her face,
leaving her with the unsettling certainty that the blank beginning was only the start of
something far more complex and dangerous.
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