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Introduction

| wake to darkness, thick as velvet, my heart beating a succession of foolish alarms.
The air smells faintly of antiseptic and something sweeter, almost metallic. For a
moment, | am nothing—no name, no memory, no self. Silence stretches, heavy, until
the hum of a refrigerator and the traffic outside forms the first threads of my world.

When | finally sit upright, my hands tremble against smooth, unfamiliar sheets. A slant
of moonlight cuts across a small room, illuminating scattered photographs strewn over
a nearby table. Faces peer out of the glossy rectangles—some smiling, some blurred
by movement—but their eyes are perfect strangers to me. | find a diary, its cover
frayed, titled boldly with my name: Evelyn Shaw. But the words inside drift away the
harder | focus, like ink dissolving in water.

My gaze falls upon the walls: pinned notes with addresses, newspaper clippings about
disappearances, and a single, cryptic message in looping black pen—"Trust no one.
Especially yourself." My legs wobble as | stand to explore, every movement stiff, alien.
In the bathroom mirror | find a pale, wide-eyed face and a bruise blooming along the
jaw that | can’t remember earning.

Fragments stutter through my mind, shards of sensation and sound: a red umbrella
turning inside out in a storm, a man’s hand gripping my shoulder, the echo of low
laughter behind a closed door. Each fleeting image makes me more certain—my
memory isn’t simply lost, it’'s been taken from me, excised with clinical precision.
Panic claws at my chest as | realize: | have no idea who | am, who to trust, or what I've
done.

The apartment is a puzzle box, each item left for me, but by whom and to what end? |
peer out the window, and for a heartbeat, a figure across the street is watching,
motionless, gaze locked on this room. Before | can convince myself it's not just my
nerves, they’'re gone. My mind reels—am | being followed? Corralled? Why do | feel
like prey?

The cold certainty settles in my bones: someone has rewritten my life, razed it clean,
left me stranded among clues meant to both guide and mislead. With my pulse
thundering, | turn to the diary again—if | want to survive, | have to piece together who
Evelyn Shaw is, before whoever orchestrated this second life comes back to erase me
for good.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Glass Box

The first full light of morning, a sickly pale yellow, did little to dispel the dread clinging
to me. The apartment felt less like a sanctuary and more like a meticulously arranged
exhibit, and I, Evelyn Shaw, was the unwitting centerpiece. Every object—a half-empty
teacup on the nightstand, a crumpled receipt peeking from a discarded coat, a single
red scarf draped over a chair—was a clue | couldn’t decode, a word in a language | no
longer understood.

My reflection in the bathroom mirror was still a stranger, though | found myself tracing
the faint line of a scar above my left eyebrow, a jagged white thread against my skin.
Had that always been there? The bruise on my jaw had deepened to a mottled purple-
green, a testament to some forgotten impact. | touched it gently, wincing. No memory
stirred. Nothing. Just an empty echo where a sensation should have been.

| returned to the living area, the heart of this enigma. The photographs were still
scattered on the coffee table, a cruel mosaic of a life | didn’t recall. One image in
particular drew my eye: a woman, laughing, her dark hair streaming behind her as she
rode a bicycle down a tree-lined street. Her face was oddly familiar, a phantom ache in
my chest. Was that me? The woman in the mirror had lighter hair, shorter. But the
eyes... there was a hint of something there, a spark | recognized. Or thought I did.

The diary. Its binding was worn, the pages soft with use. | picked it up again, my
fingers trembling slightly. Evelyn Shaw. The name felt alien on my tongue. Inside, the
handwriting was elegant, looping, and maddeningly unreadable. Each entry began
with a date, but the content itself was a jumble of what seemed like personal
reflections, appointments, and cryptic reminders. "Meet M. 3 PM. Don't forget the
package." "Call R about the delivery." "The grey cat needs food."

A grey cat? | scanned the apartment, but there was no sign of a pet. No cat dish, no
litter box, no fur clinging to the furniture. Another piece of the puzzle that didn’t fit.
The incongruities were starting to pile up, forming an insurmountable wall between me
and any semblance of understanding.

My stomach rumbled, a stark reminder of basic needs. | cautiously opened the
refrigerator. It was stocked, but sparsely. A carton of almond milk, a wilting head of
lettuce, some eggs, and a single, pre-packaged salad. Not exactly a gourmet’s larder.
The cupboards were equally bare, save for a few packets of instant oatmeal and a
forgotten jar of peanut butter. Whoever Evelyn Shaw was, she wasn’t much of a chef.

| ate the oatmeal, mechanically, my mind racing. The newspaper clippings on the wall.
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| pulled one down, smoothing its creases. The headline screamed: "LOCAL
BUSINESSMAN DISAPPEARS: POLICE BAFFLED." Below it, a grainy photograph of a
stern-faced man in a suit. His face sparked no recognition. The date on the paper was
a week ago. Had Evelyn Shaw known this man? Was his disappearance connected to
mine? To my missing memory?

My gaze drifted to another clipping. "TECH GIANT ANNOUNCES NEW MEMORY RECALL
INITIATIVE." My breath hitched. Memory recall? Was it a coincidence, or a deliberate

breadcrumb? The article was dense with jargon, discussing neurological pathways and
synaptic reconstruction. | didn't understand most of it, but the implication was chilling.

The cryptic note, "Trust no one. Especially yourself." It echoed in my mind. Was it a
warning? Or a command? Who would leave such a message, and why? The paranoia
that had been a dull hum since | awoke was now a buzzing siren in my ears. Every
shadow seemed to deepen, every creak of the building sounded like footsteps
approaching.

| needed to leave. This apartment, for all its curated clues, was a cage. | needed air,
different faces, something that didn’t feel like a setup. But the thought of stepping
outside, into a world where | had no anchors, no identity, was terrifying. Who was out
there? The figure I'd seen across the street... had they been waiting? Were they still?

| found a wallet on a small table by the door. Inside, a driver’s license. Evelyn Shaw.
The same face as in the mirror, but with a faint, uneasy smile. The address matched
this apartment. A credit card, too, with my name. And a small stack of cash. Enough to
get by, for a little while at least. It felt like walking around with someone else’s skin.

My hand hesitated on the doorknob. The world outside felt vast and indifferent, a
roaring beast | had to confront. Every instinct screamed at me to stay put, to hide, but
the alternative was slowly suffocating in this glass box of forgotten memories. | took a
shaky breath, pulled the door open, and stepped out into the hallway. The stale air of
the apartment building was a heavy blanket, but the sense of being watched, of being
hunted, intensified with every step away from the false safety of my supposed home.
The silence of the hallway pressed in, amplifying the frantic beat of my own heart. |
was no longer a prisoner of the apartment, but a ghost adrift in an unknown city, with
no past, and a very uncertain future.
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