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Chapter 01:

The alarm pierced through her slumber, a shrill melody that burrowed into her dreams like
a knife through butter. She groaned, attempting to silence it with a vague swipe of her hand,
but found nothing. Her eyes fluttered open, the sunlight streaming through the curtains
stabbing at her like needles. She felt heavy, her head stuffed with cotton wool.



"Good morning, my love," a raspy, familiar voice pulled her from her stupor. She lifted her
gaze and saw a man, his hair slightly tousled, a gentle smile gracing his lips, sitting on the
edge of the bed. She didn't recognize him.

"Who... who are you?" she murmured, her voice hoarse.

The man raised his eyebrows, taken aback. "You're joking, right? It's me, Tom. Your
husband.”

"Your husband?" She sat up, her heart hammering against her ribs. Her eyes darted around
her surroundings. A solid wooden bed, an antique dresser, thick linen curtains. Everything
was alien, disorienting. Panic seized her. Where was she? Who was this man?

"l..I don't know," she stammered, her voice trembling. "I don't remember."

"Don't worry, it's probably just the effect of last night," he said, extending his hand towards
her. "You drank a lot, you know."

She withdrew her hand abruptly. "What night? Where am [?"

"You're at home, sweetheart. We had a night out with colleagues, remember? You were
really fun, you danced, you sang..."

"l...I don't remember any of it," she said, her eyes fixed on her trembling hands. It felt like
she was trapped in a nightmare, unable to wake up.

"It's okay, come on, I'll make you some coffee," he said, standing up and kissing her
forehead. "You must be tired."



She watched him leave, the feeling of disorientation washing over her. She stood up and
walked towards the mirror. She stared at her reflection, scrutinizing it with growing
distrust. Her eyes were red and puffy, her hair a mess. She looked tired, defeated. Was this
face hers? She felt alien to her own reflection.

A high-pitched voice pulled her from her thoughts. "Mommy! Can we go downstairs?"

Two children, a boy and a girl, stood in the doorway, their faces radiating innocent smiles.
She looked at them with disbelief. Who were these children? Why were they calling her
"Mommy?" Her mind raced, unable to find an explanation for this impossible situation.

"Mommy, are you sick?" the girl asked, her eyes filled with concern.

She looked down, unable to answer them. Her world was crumbling around her, leaving her
alone with the unknown. She was lost, trapped in a labyrinth with no escape. Who was she?
Where was her life? And who was this man who claimed to be her husband?

The boy, who must have been about six years old, took a step towards her, his piercing blue
eyes fixated on her with awkward curiosity. "You're weird, Mommy. You don't smile."

A crystalline laugh erupted from the little girl, who seemed to be barely four. "She has a
tummy ache, that's why she's making a face."

The child's words, uttered with disarming innocence, hit her like a punch. A tummy ache?
No, it was far worse than that. It was as if her soul itself had a tight knot, a knot that
tightened more and more, suffocating her, threatening to annihilate her. She felt like a
character in a movie, an actor forced to play a role that wasn't hers, a role she didn't
understand.

"No, I'm fine," she whispered, her voice trembling. She felt incapable of speaking, incapable
of facing this absurd situation. Who was this "Mommy" they were attributing to her?



"Come on, let's eat," Tom intervened, standing in the doorway. "The pancakes are ready."

She turned to him, her gaze empty and lost. "Pancakes? I... I'm not hungry."

"You need to eat, my love. You're always so thin." He took her hand, his touch soft and
familiar, but she felt no warmth, no connection. It was as if she was touching a ghost, a
foreign being, a being that didn't belong to her.

"I'm not hungry, I told you," she repeated, her voice firmer this time, but there was only
panic in her eyes. She felt like she was trapped in a snare, a snare whose boundaries or rules
of the game she didn't know.

"Don't frown, sweetheart. It's okay, come on, I'll help you get dressed," he said, guiding her
towards the bed. He took her pajamas, helping her remove them, his fingers brushing
against her skin with a familiarity that chilled her. She felt like a puppet, manipulated by
invisible strings, unable to control her own movements.

"Are you alright?" he asked, looking at her, his eyes filled with genuine concern. She stared
at him, searching for a sign of malice, of deception in his gaze, but found nothing. He seemed
genuinely worried about her, and this concern troubled her even more.

"Yes, I'm fine," she murmured, her gaze avoiding his. She couldn't bear his gaze, that gaze
that seemed to read her soul, that seemed to know her deepest thoughts, her deepest
doubts.

"Then come on, let's eat," he said, handing her a simple, comfortable dress. She accepted it,
without resistance, feeling powerless in the face of this new reality that was imposing itself
on her.

She followed him to the dining room, observing her surroundings with meticulous
attention. Every detail, every object seemed foreign, disorienting, like a puzzle for which she
didn't have the pieces. The painting hanging on the wall, the solid wooden table, the chairs



covered in floral fabric, all of it was unknown to her, as if she had arrived in a parallel world,
a world that didn't belong to her.

The children were already seated at the table, their hands rubbing impatiently on the
tablecloth. They looked at her with a mix of curiosity and anticipation. She tried to smile at
them, but her smile was forced, artificial, like a grimace. She felt like an amateur actor,
attempting to play a role that was completely foreign to her.

"So, Mommy, are you going to tell us a story tonight?" the little girl asked, her eyes sparkling
with hope.

She looked at her, her throat constricting. How could she tell a story to these children, these
innocent beings who called her "Mommy?" She knew nothing about them, nothing about
their lives, nothing about their past. She was a stranger in their world, an intruder in their
family.

"Yes, of course,"” she murmured, trying to find a semblance of a smile. She felt like she was
betraying something, betraying a truth that eluded her, a truth she couldn't grasp.

Tom winked at her, as if to reassure her. "I'm sure she'll be a great storyteller, my little
angels."

She looked down, feeling even more lost, even more incapable of understanding what was
happening to her. She felt like she was trapped in a dark room, with no way out, no hope.

She took a deep breath, forcing herself to focus on the present moment. She had to eat, she
had to play the role of the mother. She had to pretend, for the sake of these innocent
children who looked at her with such trust.

But deep down, she knew there was something wrong, something incomplete. She was a
stranger in her own life, a ghost in a world that didn't belong to her. And she wasn't sure she
could live with this secret forever.



Breakfast was a silent spectacle, a symphony of chewing sounds and children's giggles. She
watched Tom's movements, his deft hands slicing banana slices and spreading butter on
toast. Everything seemed so ordinary, so mundane, and yet every gesture seemed alien to
her, as if she were watching a theatrical performance whose script she didn't understand.
The children, engrossed in their meal, didn't seem to notice her discomfort. They laughed,
playfully bickered over a piece of pancake, their childish joy contrasting with the abyssal
emptiness that gnawed at her.

She swallowed a bite of her toast with difficulty, the bland taste leaving a bitter aftertaste.
She felt the food staying in her stomach, a heavy, indigestible weight. "You don't look well,"
Tom remarked, his blue eyes fixated on her with genuine concern. "Maybe you should go
back to bed for a while."

"No, I'm fine," she replied, her voice barely audible. She didn't want to give in to weakness,
not in front of them. She had to maintain control, even if she didn't understand what was
happening.

The warm water of the shower offered a fleeting solace, a temporary reprieve from the
swirling confusion that clouded her mind. She wondered if she would ever find the light, if
she would ever reclaim her true self. The answer seemed elusive, a distant beacon flickering
in the fog of her amnesia.

Emerging from the shower, she wrapped herself in a plush towel, the soft cotton a
comforting contrast to the uncertainty that gnawed at her. She caught her reflection in the
mirror, a stranger staring back, a face that felt both familiar and alien, a visage that held no
recognition.



A sigh escaped her lips, a heavy, resigned exhale that spoke volumes of the despair that
threatened to consume her. She felt like a character in a novel, a protagonist lost in the
labyrinthine twists and turns of her own narrative, a pawn in a game she didn't understand.

As evening descended, an unsettling tension permeated the house, a palpable unease that
hung heavy in the air. The children were asleep, their little bodies nestled in cotton sheets,
their silent slumber a stark contrast to the unspoken anxiety that permeated the
atmosphere. Tom sat in the living room, a glass of whiskey in his hand, his gaze fixed on the
flickering flames in the fireplace with an intensity that sent shivers down her spine.

She watched him from the doorway, her heart constricted by an indefinable dread. He had

offered her a drink, a gesture of companionship, but she had declined, preferring to remain
in the shadows, to observe, to analyze. She needed distance, time to process the chaos that

had become her reality.

"You're not alright, darling," he finally spoke, breaking the oppressive silence that had
settled between them. His blue eyes, usually so bright and vibrant, were now dull, veiled by
a profound sadness. "You're distant, like a ghost."

She approached him, settling on the couch beside him, feeling the warmth of his body
against hers. He didn't embrace her, didn't attempt to comfort her, as if he understood her
need for solitude, for reflection.

"I don't feel like I belong," she whispered, her voice barely audible. "It's like I'm living in a
dream, a dream I can't wake up from."

"You belong here, my love. This is your home," he replied, his voice gentle and soothing. "We
are your family."

"But I don't remember anything," she said, her eyes fixed on the dancing flames in the
fireplace. "I don't remember the night we met, I don't remember our early days together, |
don't even remember how [ came to have these children."



"It's just amnesia, it happens, you know. You need time to recover from what you've been
through." He took her hand, his fingers gripping hers with surprising strength. "We'll be
alright, you'll see. You'll regain your memories."

"What if I never do?" she asked, her voice trembling. "What if I'm trapped in this life, this life
that isn't mine?"

"You won't be trapped,” he reassured her, his gaze steady and intense. "You are home here.
You are my wife, you are the mother of our children.”

She looked at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn't know if he was telling the
truth, if he was manipulating her.

"You can't force me to remember," she said, her voice firmer this time. "I can't force myself
to love a life that isn't mine."

"I'm not forcing you to do anything," he replied, his voice calm and assured. "I'm just giving
you time. Time to recover your memories, time to feel like you belong."

"What if [ don't want to feel like I belong?" she asked, her gaze now fixed on the fire with
newfound intensity. "What if | want to find my life, my real life?"

He remained silent, his face impassive. She felt a shiver run through her body, a shiver of
fear and suspicion. She had a sense that she had struck a nerve, that she had made him
uncomfortable.

"I don't know what's going on," she said, her voice trembling. "I don't know who I am, where
['m going, or who to trust. [ need help."

"I'm here to help you," he replied, leaning towards her, his gaze filled with compassion.
"We'll get through this together."



She allowed herself to be enveloped in his arms, her body trembling, her mind a whirlwind
of confusion. She needed comfort, she needed security. She needed someone to trust, but
she didn't know if she could truly trust this man, this man who claimed to be her husband,
but whom she had no memory of.

"What happened?" she asked, her voice barely audible. "What happened the night we met?"

He remained silent, his face hardening. She had the sense that she had touched upon a
sensitive subject, a taboo topic.

"It doesn't matter," he finally said, his voice dry and distant. "What matters is that we're
together now."

"That's not true," she retorted, pulling away from his embrace. "It matters. | want to know."

He looked at her, his blue eyes fixed on hers with a disturbing intensity. "You don't want to
know," he said, his voice soft, but menacing. "You don't want to remember."

"Yes, | want to know," she replied, her voice firm and determined. "I want to know the
truth."

He rose to his feet, his face impassive. "You won't find the truth here," he said, moving
towards the door. "You'll only find the truth in your own heart."

He exited the room, leaving her alone in the darkness, her heart pounding in her chest. She
felt like she had been warned, threatened. She didn't know what he was hiding from her, but
she knew he was hiding something.

She rose to her feet, walking towards the window. Night had fallen, the stars twinkling in
the inky black sky. She felt a shiver run through her body, a shiver of fear and hope. She



didn't know where to go, but she knew she had to find the truth. She had to reclaim her
memories, she had to reclaim her life.

She was trapped in a world that wasn't hers, but she wouldn't let herself be imprisoned. She
would fight for her freedom, she would fight to rediscover her true identity.

She was lost, but she wasn't abandoned.

She was a woman, and she had the right to know her own story.

The silence of the house had become a tangible weight, a suffocating presence that pressed
down on her. She felt like a marble statue, immobile and cold, in an empty museum. The
absence of Tom, who had left for work early that morning, left a gaping hole in the heart of
the house. She searched for his gaze, his words, his hands that used to caress her face like a
gentle breeze, but he was no longer there.

She rose from the couch, her legs numb from prolonged stillness. She made her way to the
kitchen, the familiar yet alien space where the scents of coffee and toast lingered in the air.
She searched for traces of breakfast, crumbs of bread, fingerprints on the table. She wanted
to feel his presence, to sense him through insignificant details, like a trace of cologne on a
scarf. But there was nothing.

She turned to the window, watching the rays of sunlight pierce through the trees in the
garden, creating dancing patterns of light on the floor. She felt like a silent observer in a
world that didn't belong to her. Her thoughts were a whirlwind of images and unanswered
questions. Who was she? Where did she come from? Who was this man who claimed to be
her husband?

She felt like a puppet, her strings cut, left at the mercy of unknown forces. She desperately
sought an anchor, a guiding thread in this labyrinth of confusion.



An irresistible urge to go outside overwhelmed her. She needed fresh air, to feel the earth
beneath her feet, to regain some semblance of connection with reality. She pulled on a light
jacket and stepped out into the garden, letting the door slam shut behind her.

The sun caressed her face, a gentle, comforting touch. She surrendered to the sensation of

warmth on her skin, a familiar yet strange feeling, as if she were discovering the world for

the first time. She looked around, observing the multi-colored flowers, the green lawn, and
the towering trees that bordered the property.

A sense of calm washed over her, a fragmented and ephemeral calm. She felt like a boat
adrift, carried by the uncertain currents of her emotions. But she sensed a glimmer of hope,
a tenacious desire to find her way, to rediscover her true identity.

She sat on the wooden bench, her back against the trunk of a towering oak, and closed her
eyes. She tried to focus on her senses, on the sounds of the garden, the birdsong, the rustling
of leaves in the wind.

Vague images, fragments of memories, began to emerge from the depths of her
subconscious. Blurred pictures, unknown faces, forgotten places. She snatched at them,
cherished them like precious treasures, but they slipped away just as quickly, like soap
bubbles that burst upon contact with the air.

She opened her eyes, disappointed and frustrated. She felt like she was getting closer to the
truth, but she was still so far away.

She rose to her feet, her heart pounding in her chest. She needed to find answers, and she
knew where to look. She walked towards the house, her steps determined, her gaze fixed.

She needed to know, and she wouldn't be intimidated. She was a woman, and she had the
right to know her own story.



Chapter 02:

The mirror was a malevolent adversary, reflecting a stranger, a woman whose eyes were
red and swollen from weeping, whose skin was pallid and drawn, whose hair, usually so
meticulously styled, was a tangled mess. A woman whose face bore the stark marks of a
night spent in a vortex of confusion and terror. She stared at her reflection, scrutinizing it
with an intensity that made her eyes ache. She searched for a sign, a clue that might help her
understand what had transpired. But there was nothing, only a foreign visage that stared
back at her with chilling indifference.

She turned to the man standing behind her, her husband, who regarded her with palpable
concern. His eyes were filled with tenderness, compassion, and a profound sorrow. She
couldn't comprehend why he felt this way, why he seemed so distraught. She didn't know
him, she didn't recognize him. He was a stranger, a blurred face, a shadow that crept into
her dreams and haunted her waking hours.

"Are you alright?" he asked, his voice soft and soothing, like a whisper of wind through the
trees.

"I don't know," she replied, her voice raspy and dry, like sand escaping between her fingers.

He moved towards her, his hands outstretched as if to reassure her, to shield her from the
outside world. She recoiled, staring at him with eyes black with fear. She didn't want to
touch him, she didn't want to be touched by him. She was afraid of what she might find,
what she might feel.

"Don't touch me," she hissed, her voice trembling like a leaf detaching from a branch and
drifting on the wind.

He froze, his hands suspended in mid-air, his eyes filled with confusion and sorrow. He
didn't understand her reaction. She had never been like this. She was always so warm, so
affectionate, so open. But now, she was distant, cold, like a statue carved from ice.



"What's wrong?" he asked, his voice soft and full of concern, like a bird singing in the forest.

"I don't know who you are," she replied, her voice weak and trembling, like a whisper lost in
the wind.

His eyes narrowed as if trying to decipher a coded message. He didn't understand. How
could she not remember him? They had been married for five years, they had two children
together. They were a family.

"I'm Tom," he said, his voice soft and patient, like a whisper of wind through the trees.

She looked at him, her eyes fixed on his, searching for a sign, a flicker of familiarity. But
there was nothing, only an unfamiliar face that stared back at her with chilling indifference.

"I don't know," she replied, her voice raspy and dry, like sand escaping between her fingers.

He moved towards her, his hands outstretched as if to reassure her, to shield her from the
outside world. But now, she was distant, cold, like a statue carved from ice.

"What's wrong?" he asked, his voice soft and full of concern, like a bird singing in the forest.

"I don't know who you are," she replied, her voice weak and trembling, like a whisper lost in
the wind.

He froze, his hands suspended in mid-air, his eyes filled with confusion and sorrow. They
were a family.

"I'm Tom," he said, his voice soft and patient, like a whisper of wind through the trees.



She looked at him, her eyes fixed on his, searching for a sign, a flicker of familiarity. But
there was nothing, only an unfamiliar face that stared back at her with chilling indifference.

"I don't know," she replied, her voice raspy and dry, like sand escaping between her fingers.

He moved towards her, his hands outstretched as if to reassure her, to shield her from the
outside world. But she recoiled, staring at him with eyes black with fear. She was afraid of
what she might find, what she might feel.

"Don't touch me," she hissed, her voice trembling like a leaf detaching from a branch and
drifting on the wind.

He drew back, his hands falling to his sides. A heavy silence descended upon them, broken
only by the ticking of the clock on the wall. She stared at him, her eyes filled with a fear that
seemed to grow with each passing second.

"Do you remember our children?" he asked, his voice soft and full of hope, like a ray of
sunshine piercing through the clouds.

She shook her head, unable to speak, unable to think. She couldn't remember anything. No
memories, no faces, no feelings. She was empty, a shattered vase with fragments scattered
across the floor.

"They're in the playroom," he said, his voice soft and reassuring, like a whisper of wind
through the trees. "They're waiting for you."

He turned on his heel and walked away from her, leaving behind a void that seemed to
spread throughout the room. She watched him go, her eyes fixed on his back, his slender,
familiar frame, and she wondered who this man was, who this father was, who this husband
was.



She turned to the mirror, staring at it with eyes filled with a fear that seemed to ignite with
every passing second. Her reflection stared back at her, a foreign face that didn't resemble
her, a distorted image of who she was, of who she was supposed to be. She felt a wave of
nausea wash over her, a need to vomit everything she had swallowed, everything she had
ingested.

"It's a nightmare," she whispered, her voice weak and trembling, like a whisper lost in the
wind. "It's just a nightmare."

She turned away, searching for an escape, a way to break free from this reality that terrified
her. She looked at the door, the polished brass handle, and she wondered if she could cross
the threshold, if she could escape this world that didn't belong to her.

But she didn't move. She was paralyzed by fear, by confusion, by uncertainty. She was like a
deer caught in the headlights of a car, unable to move, unable to think, unable to act.

She turned to the man who was now standing in the doorway, his eyes fixed on her, his face
etched with a concern that seemed to deepen with each passing second. She couldn't
understand why he was so worried, why he seemed so sad. He was a stranger, a blurred
face, a shadow that crept into her dreams and haunted her waking hours.

"You need to rest," he said, his voice soft and reassuring, like a whisper of wind through the
trees. "Go to bed, you'll feel better."

He gestured for her to follow him, his hand outstretched as if to guide her, to shield her from
the outside world. She looked at him, her eyes filled with a fear that seemed to ignite with
every passing second. She didn't want to follow him, she didn't want to look at him, she
didn't want to touch him. She was afraid of what she might find, what she might feel.

"I can't," she said, her voice weak and trembling, like a whisper lost in the wind. "I can't
sleep.”



"You must sleep,” he said, his voice soft and patient, like a whisper of wind through the
trees. "You need to rest."

He moved towards her, his eyes fixed on hers, his face etched with a concern that seemed to
deepen with each passing second. She didn't want to look at him, she didn't want to touch
him. "You need to rest.”

He stood before her, his hands outstretched as if to guide her, to shield her from the outside
world. She was afraid of what she might find, what she might feel.

"I can't," she said

"I can't,” she repeated, her voice barely audible. "I can't sleep."

He didn't respond, his eyes fixed on hers with an intensity that chilled her to the bone. He
seemed to be waiting for something from her, a reaction, an explanation. But she had
nothing to give him, nothing more than this fear that was gnawing at her from the inside.

"I need to go," she murmured, turning towards the door as if she could escape this
nightmare by stepping across the threshold.

"Where are you going?" he asked, his voice soft yet firm.

"I don't know," she replied, her gaze avoiding his. "I need some fresh air."

He watched her, his eyes never leaving hers. He seemed to want to force her to justify
herself, to explain herself, but she was incapable of doing so. Fear had become her only
language, her only means of communication.

"Wait," he said, his hand resting on her arm with an almost painful gentleness. "Don't go."



She flinched, like a wild animal trapped in a net. "Let me go," she hissed, her voice raspy and
filled with rage.

He hesitated for a moment, his eyes filling with a sadness that tore at her heart. "I only want
what's best for you," he murmured, his hand slowly withdrawing from her arm.

She watched him walk away, her body trembling with anger and fear. She was unable to
understand what was happening, unable to make sense of what was happening to her. She
was lost, alone, and terrified.

She rushed towards the door, bursting through it and finding herself in the hallway. The
fresh air stung her face, reminding her of the reality of her situation. She was in a strange
house, with a strange man, and she didn't know who she was.

She began to run, her feet pounding against the polished wooden floor with a dull, rhythmic
thud. She didn’t know where she was going, but she needed to escape, to hide. She needed
to find a place where she could reclaim herself, where she could rediscover her identity.

She stopped abruptly, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She found herself in an
unfamiliar room, a room filled with toys and books. A child's room.

A shiver ran down her spine, a shiver that was not solely due to the room's chill. It was a
shiver of fear, of confusion, of despair.

She turned towards the door, her gaze evasive, her hands trembling. She needed to flee, to
hide, to protect herself from this world that was foreign to her. But she was incapable of
moving, incapable of thinking, incapable of acting.



A dull sound, like a heavy footfall on the wooden floor, made her jump. She turned, her heart
pounding in her chest, her eyes fixed on the door.

A young boy, with bright blue eyes and golden hair, appeared in the doorway. He was
smiling, his white teeth as even and sharp as those of a young predator.

“Mommy?” he asked, his voice soft and melodious, like the song of a bird in the forest.

She didn’t respond, her gaze fixed on him, unable to comprehend his words, unable to
understand who he was.

“Mommy?” he repeated, his eyes widening slightly, his smile faltering. “It's me, Thomas.”

The name, “Thomas,” pierced through her like a bolt of lightning, vibrating the strings of her
unconscious. She felt a wave of panic engulf her, an intense fear that paralyzed her.

“Who are you?” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He looked at her, his blue eyes filled with a confusion that seemed to mirror her own. “I'm
your son,” he replied, his voice soft and melodious, like the song of a bird in the forest. “You
remember me, don’t you?”

She shook her head, unable to speak, unable to think. She was empty, a broken vase whose
shards were scattered across the floor.

“You're my Mommy,” he insisted, approaching her, his eyes fixed on hers. “You can’t forget.”

She pushed him away, her body trembling with fear. “I don’t know you,” she hissed, her
voice hoarse and filled with rage.



He froze, his eyes filled with a sadness that tore at her heart. He looked at her, his face
etched with profound sorrow, and she understood that he wasn’t lying. He was her son, and
she was his mother.

But she didn’t remember.

She didn’t remember anything.

The room was shrouded in a heavy silence, punctuated only by the steady ticking of the wall
clock. Sunlight filtered through the curtains, illuminating the dust motes that danced in the
air. She sat on the edge of the bed, her legs drawn up to her chest, her eyes fixed on her
hands. They seemed alien to her, as if they belonged to someone else, to another life.

A shiver ran through her, chilling her to the bone. She felt so vulnerable, so exposed. As if
she were naked, at the mercy of a hostile and incomprehensible world. She rose abruptly,
seeking refuge, seeking protection from the wave of anxiety that was engulfing her. She
walked towards the window, pulling the curtains aside with a sharp tug. The view of the
garden calmed her slightly. The towering trees that surrounded it seemed rooted in the
earth, immutable, and she envied their solidity.

She looked at the azure blue sky, dotted with fluffy white clouds, and felt a pang of nostalgia
constrict her heart. She wondered if she had ever gazed at this sky, if she had ever felt this
wave of sadness, this feeling of being uprooted. She felt like a dead leaf carried away by the
wind, without anchor, without purpose.

A raspy cough startled her. She turned and saw Tom standing in the doorway, his arms
crossed over his chest, his eyes fixed on her. He looked weary, as if he carried the weight of
the world on his shoulders.

“Are you alright?” he asked, his voice soft and full of concern. She looked at him, her face
frozen in fear. She couldn’t answer, she didn’t know what to say.



“I...Idon’t know,” she stammered, her voice trembling like a branch breaking under the
weight of the snow. She felt trapped, as if she were in a cage whose bars were made of her
own doubts and fears.

“Do you remember what happened yesterday?” Tom asked, his voice laced with a concern
that made her uncomfortable.

She shook her head. She didn’t remember anything. Not the evening, not the bar, not the
drive home. As if her memory had been erased with a wave of a magic wand.

“We went to the bar with your colleagues,” Tom explained, as if he were speaking to a child.
“We laughed a lot, we danced, we had some wine.”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. She didn’t remember the laughter, the
dancing, the glasses of wine. She only remembered a black hole, a void that swallowed her
memories.

“You don’t remember anything?” Tom asked, his voice laced with a concern that chilled her.

“No,” she replied, her voice barely audible.

He approached her, his blue eyes fixed on hers. “You don’t even remember what happened
this morning?”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. “This morning?”

“Yes,” Tom replied, his voice soft and full of patience. “When you woke up. You were very
upset, you cried.”



She remembered those tears, that wave of panic that had engulfed her when she woke up in
an unfamiliar bed, next to an unfamiliar man. But she didn’t remember the reasons for those
tears, for that panic.

“You said you didn’t recognize me,” Tom explained, his voice laced with a sadness that left
her perplexed.

“I... I don’t know,” she stammered, her eyes fixed on her hands. She felt so fragile, so
vulnerable. As if she were at the mercy of a world that was beyond her comprehension.

“You forgot everything we've been through together?” Tom asked, his voice laced with a
pain that made her ache.

She didn’t answer. She didn’t know what to say. She didn’t know how to explain to him that
she didn’t remember anything, that her past was an opaque veil, a mystery she was
incapable of penetrating.

“Do you remember our children?” Tom asked, his voice soft and full of hope.

She looked up at him, her eyes filled with a fear that paralyzed her. “Children?” she
whispered, her voice barely audible.
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“Yes,” Tom replied, his voice soft and reassuring. “You have two sons. Thomas and William.’

She felt as if she were in a dream, a nightmarish dream where the boundaries between
reality and illusion collapsed. She wondered if she was actually married, if she actually had
children. She felt like a character in a movie, an actor playing a role he didn’t understand.

“I...1don’t know,” she stammered, her voice trembling like a branch breaking under the
weight of the snow.



Tom approached her, his hands outstretched towards her, as if he wanted to reassure her,
to protect her from the outside world. But she recoiled, her eyes fixed on him with a fear
that paralyzed her.

“Don’t touch me,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Tom froze, his hands suspended in mid-air, his eyes filled with a sadness that tore at her
heart. He looked at her, his face etched with profound sorrow, and she understood that he
wasn’t lying. He was her husband, and she was his wife.

But she didn’t remember.

She didn’t remember anything.

The silence that had settled in the room had become almost tangible, a palpable presence
that weighed heavily on her shoulders. She felt trapped in an invisible snare, unable to
escape this waking nightmare. Tom, silent, watched her reaction, his piercing blue eyes
questioning her with an intensity that left her chilled. She couldn’t afford to crack, to
succumb to the panic that was gnawing at her. She had to find a way out, to understand this
situation that was beyond her grasp.

“Do you remember our children?” he finally asked, his voice soft and full of hope.

She shook her head, incapable of speaking, incapable of thinking. "They’re waiting for you to
come."

He turned on his heel and walked away from her, leaving behind a void that seemed to
spread throughout the room. She watched him go, her eyes fixed on his back, his thin,
familiar frame, and she wondered who this man was, who this father was, who this husband
was.



She turned towards the mirror, looking at it with eyes filled with a fear that seemed to ignite
with each passing second. Her reflection stared back at her, a stranger's face that didn't
resemble her, a distorted image of who she was, who she was supposed to be. She felt a
wave of nausea wash over her, a desire to vomit everything she had swallowed, everything
she had ingested.

"It's a nightmare," she whispered, her voice a frail, trembling echo, a murmur lost in the
wind. "It's just a nightmare."

She turned, seeking an escape, a means to flee this reality that terrified her. Her gaze fell
upon the door, the polished brass handle, and she wondered if she could cross the
threshold, if she could break free from this world that felt so alien.

But she remained frozen, a deer caught in the headlights, unable to move, unable to think,
unable to act.

She turned towards the man who now stood in the doorway, his eyes fixed upon her, his
face etched with an anxiety that seemed to deepen with each passing second. She couldn't
comprehend why he was so troubled, why he looked so forlorn.

The child's room, its walls adorned with wallpaper depicting clowns and unicorns, felt like a
gilded cage. She couldn't fathom how she had forgotten this room, these toys, this little boy
with the blue eyes. A boy who called her "Mommy." A word that felt foreign, a word that
didn't resonate within her. The boy, Thomas, observed her with a sadness that squeezed
her heart. His eyes, so bright and innocent, were filled with a pain she couldn't understand.

"Mommy, don't you remember me?" he asked, his voice as soft and melodious as a stream
flowing over smooth stones.



She shook her head, unable to respond. The void that reigned in her memory had become a
prison, an impenetrable darkness. She felt lost, like a ship without a rudder, adrift on a sea
of confusion.

"Mommy, are you sick?" the boy inquired, his face contorting into a frown of sadness.

She remained silent, unable to find the words to explain her condition. She felt like a
monster, a deformed creature that had lost its soul.

"Daddy says you're sick, but you'll get better."

She turned to the boy, her heart shattering at his vulnerability. She yearned to take him in
her arms, to reassure him, to tell him that she was okay, that she would be alright. But she
was incapable of doing so. She was unable to offer him any semblance of a promise.

"Will you get better, Mommy?" he asked, his eyes fixed on her with a piercing intensity.

She couldn't stop a tear from rolling down her cheek, a tear that evaporated on her skin.

"l...I don't know," she stammered, her voice barely audible.

The boy began to cry, silent, heart-wrenching sobs that ripped through her. She felt like an
unworthy mother, a woman incapable of love, incapable of protection.

"l want my Mommy to be okay," he cried, his shoulders trembling.

She knelt before him, her body trembling with sorrow. She wanted to embrace him, to hold
him close, to comfort him. But she was afraid. Afraid of what she might feel, afraid of what
she might discover.



"L..I'm here," she whispered, her voice barely a murmur.

She felt a hand reach out and grasp hers, a small, gentle hand that offered a sliver of
comfort. She looked up at the boy, his eyes red and swollen from tears.

"You're my Mommy," he said, his voice soft and filled with hope. "I know you'll get better."

She didn't respond. She felt so lost, so vulnerable, so incapable of coping with this situation
that overwhelmed her.

"I love you, Mommy," he said, a tentative smile gracing his lips.

She felt a lump forming in her throat, a lump that choked her words. She loved him too, this
little boy with the blue eyes. But she didn't remember him, she didn't remember the love
she felt for him.

She stood, her legs trembling, and watched as he walked away. He disappeared into the
playroom, leaving behind a heavy silence and an unspeakable sadness.

She turned towards the door, her hands gripping the handles. She needed to get out, to
breathe fresh air, to find herself. She needed to understand what was happening to her, to
remember who she was.

The door opened into a dark, silent hallway. She felt as though she were in a tunnel, a tunnel
leading into the unknown. She began to walk, her steps uncertain and hesitant, her eyes
fixed on the floor.

She walked through the living room, a spacious, inviting room, but one that felt strange and
hostile to her. She saw Tom sitting in an armchair, a book in his hand. He looked up at her, a
tentative smile playing on his lips.



"Are you feeling better?" he asked, his voice soft and reassuring. She looked at him, her eyes
filled with confusion and fear. She didn't understand what was happening. She didn't
remember him, their life, their love.

"Do you want to go to bed?" he asked, his voice laced with tenderness. She felt like a ghost, a
lost soul in a world that was foreign to her.

"Come," he said, standing up and approaching her.

He held out his hand, his fingers long and slender. She hesitated for a moment, then took his
hand. She felt so vulnerable, so incapable of facing this situation that was beyond her
comprehension.

He helped her to her feet, his eyes fixed on hers with an intensity that chilled her to the
bone.

"You'll be okay," he said, his voice soft and filled with compassion. "I'm here for you." She
allowed him to guide her towards the bedroom, her steps heavy and uncertain. She felt like
a puppet, a puppet whose strings were controlled by an unknown force.

She lay down on the bed, her body heavy and weary. She closed her eyes, but sleep wouldn't
come. She was too preoccupied with what was happening to her, too anxious about the
darkness that reigned in her memory.

She felt Tom sit down on the edge of the bed, his hands resting on hers.

"You'll be alright," he said, his voice soft and reassuring. She felt so lost, so incapable of
coping with this situation that was beyond her comprehension.



"I love you," he murmured, his voice full of love. She didn't understand what he was saying,
she didn't understand what she was feeling.

She closed her eyes, hoping that sleep would deliver her from her anxieties. But she knew
that sleep couldn't erase the truth, the truth that haunted her, the truth that terrified her.

She was lost. She was alone. And she had no memory of who she was.

End of Chapter 2.

Chapter 3:

The aroma of freshly brewed coffee and sizzling bacon abruptly jolted her from her
slumber. A veil of confusion still enveloped her, like a mist clinging to hills at dawn. She lay
in an unfamiliar bed, soft, cool sheets against her skin. A man, whose face seemed familiar
yet held no specific memories for her, slept beside her, his breathing calm and steady.

A muffled sound, a blend of laughter and hurried footsteps, reached her ears. She opened
her eyes, her gaze lingering on the sleeping man, then on the bedroom door that swung
open abruptly. Two small figures burst through, leaping onto the bed with infectious joy.

"Daddy, wake up! It's breakfast time!" exclaimed a little girl with blue eyes and tousled
blonde hair.

"Mommy, we're already late for school!" added a boy, his eyes sparkling with impatience.

A shock surged through her body. "Mommy?" she murmured, her heart quickening. "But...
who are you?"



The man, Tom, awoke with a start, his face brightening at the sight of his children. "Good
morning, my loves!" he said, smiling at them with a tenderness that sent chills down her
spine.

He turned towards her, his gaze worried. "Are you feeling better?"

She stared at him, her mind clouded with confusion. "Who are you?" she asked, her voice
trembling. "Where am 1?"

Tom frowned, a flicker of panic in his eyes. "Honey, it's me, Tom. Your husband. And this is
our home."

She looked at him with disbelief. "But [ don't remember you. I don't remember this house. |
don't remember anything."

Tom rose, his face etched with concern. "You had a bad night. You slept a lot. You must be
tired."

"No, it's worse than that," she replied, her voice cracking. "I don't remember you. [ don't
remember my life."

The children watched her, their small faces etched with worry. The little girl, Sarah,
approached her, her blue eyes filled with compassion. "Mommy, you must be sick. Daddy
says you'll get better."

She felt a wave of sadness wash over her. She couldn't tell them that she didn't know who
they were, that she couldn't recall their existence. She felt like a stranger in her own life, a
lost ghost in a world that was alien to her.

"It's okay, honey," Tom said, taking Sarah into his arms. "Mommy will be okay. We'll take
her to the doctor."



He turned to her, his face weary. "Do you want to take a shower? It'll make you feel better."

She rose, her legs trembling beneath her. She felt like a puppet, unable to control her
movements, her thoughts. She stumbled towards the bathroom, Tom following close
behind, his eyes fixed on her with an intensity that sent shivers down her spine.

"You don't need to be afraid," he said softly, his voice a balm in the storm raging within her.
"I'm here for you."

She didn't answer. She couldn't tell him that she was afraid, afraid of what she couldn't
remember, afraid of what she was discovering.

In the bathroom, she stared at her reflection in the mirror. A woman gazed back at her, a
face familiar yet alien. Blue eyes, a gentle smile, blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. It
was her, and yet, she didn't recognize herself.

A wave of nausea washed over her. She turned to the faucet, letting the cold water cascade
over her hands. She needed to calm down, to focus. She needed to understand what was
happening to her.

Turning back to Tom, who watched her with concern etched on his face, she spoke, her
voice hoarse. "Tell me everything," she demanded, "Who am I? Who are you? Who are those
children?"

Tom stepped closer, his eyes brimming with compassion. "You are my wife, Sarah and
Thomas are our children. We live here, in Ridgewood. You are a literature professor at
Boston University."



He recounted their story, her story. A story that felt foreign to her, a story she couldn't
reconcile with the void in her memory. He spoke of their travels, their plans, their dreams.
He spoke of a life she hadn't lived, a life she couldn't remember.

She listened, her mind clouded with confusion. Everything he said felt wrong, unreal. She
couldn't believe she had forgotten all of this, forgotten her life, her identity.

"I need to know what happened,” she said, her voice trembling. "l don't remember anything.
[ don't remember last night."

Tom hesitated for a moment, his face tightening slightly. "You drank a lot last night. You
celebrated your birthday with your colleagues. You were a little... exuberant.”

She locked eyes with him, her doubts growing stronger. "It's impossible," she whispered. "I
don't remember drinking that much. I don't remember that night."

Tom sighed, his eyes filled with a sadness that chilled her to the bone. "I know it's difficult,”
he said, "but you have to trust me. We'll figure it out."

She turned to him, her gaze piercing. "I don't know if I can trust you," she said. "I need to
understand what happened. I need to know who [ am."

Tom looked at her, his eyes filled with an unspeakable pain. "You are my wife," he said
softly. "You are my family. And I love you."

She didn't answer. She didn't know what to say. She felt lost, unable to cope with this
overwhelming situation.

She needed to remember, she needed to understand, she needed to know who she was.



Breakfast, a time that should have been simple and comforting, turned into a waking
nightmare. The bacon sizzled in the pan, a familiar melody that failed to touch the chords of
her heart. She looked at her children, Sarah and Thomas, their radiant faces illuminated by
the morning light, and felt like a stranger in this idyllic tableau.

She began to eat, her fork dancing unconvincingly on her plate. Every bite tasted bland,
flavorless, a reflection of the emptiness that gnawed at her from within. Her husband, Tom,
tried to maintain a cheerful atmosphere, recounting anecdotes about their children's antics,
memories that were entirely foreign to her.

"Do you remember our trip to California last summer, Sarah? You insisted on surfing every
day, despite the waves!"

Sarah, her cheeks flushed pink, burst into laughter, clearly remembering the event. "Yes,
Daddy! I was the best surfer on the beach!"

She looked down, unable to join in their merriment. A vast chasm separated her from this
family, an impassable abyss carved by the amnesia that tormented her. Every word from
Tom, every smile from her children, was a dagger piercing her heart, reminding her of this
reality she refused to accept.

"Honey, you don't look well," Tom said, concern lacing his voice. "Do you still have a
headache?"

She shrugged, unable to answer him. How could she explain that she didn't feel sick, but
lost, like a wandering soul in a world that was foreign to her?

"You should go back to bed," Tom continued. "You've slept a lot the past few days, but you
must be exhausted.”



She nodded, rising from the table. She didn't want to upset them, didn't want to spoil this
moment of family happiness. She felt like she was playing a role, forcing a smile while her
heart shattered into a thousand pieces.

She retreated to the bedroom, closing the door behind her. She collapsed onto the bed,
letting the tears flow freely. A torrent of sadness washed over her, engulfing her like a wave
crashing against the rocks. She was alone, facing a mystery that transcended her
understanding.

She rose, wandering around the room, her gaze lingering on the photographs hanging on
the walls. Pictures of herself, with Tom, with Sarah and Thomas. Pictures of a life she didn't
know, a life she didn't recognize.

She touched a photo of herself, a wide smile illuminating her face, surrounded by her
children. A wave of warmth washed over her, a feeling of sweetness and love. But it was
impossible to know if this warmth was real or simply the product of an illusion created by
her brain.

"I have to understand,” she whispered, her voice trembling. "I have to know what
happened.”

She walked towards the desk, her gaze landing on an open laptop. She sat down, her hands
shaking, and turned on the device. She needed to find answers, to recover her memory, to
understand who she was.

She opened the browser, typing "amnesia" into the search bar. A multitude of websites
appeared, forums, medical articles, testimonials from people who had lived the same
nightmare as her.

She scrolled through the pages, her eyes devouring the words with hunger. She was
searching for answers, explanations, hope.



"Amnesia can be caused by head trauma, emotional shock, substance abuse, or even mental
illness," she read, her voice trembling.

She rose, the laptop forgotten on the desk. She felt like she was sinking into a bottomless
abyss, a black hole that swallowed all her memories, all her bearings.

She walked towards the window, observing the garden. The sun was shining, the birds were
singing, life was continuing its course. But she, she was trapped in a world of shadows and
confusion.

"I have to fight," she told herself, her voice firm. "I have to recover my memory, [ have to
reclaim my life."

She turned towards the door, determined to face the day, to unravel the secrets that
concealed her. She knew the path would be long and difficult, but she was ready to do
anything to regain her identity, to find her place in this world that had become foreign to
her.

The heavy silence of the bathroom suffocated her, an invisible pressure squeezing her chest.
She leaned against the cold sink, her hands gripping the smooth ceramic. The cold water
flowed over her fingers, a glacial stream that failed to soothe the heat rising within her. She
felt like a time bomb, ready to explode under the pressure of a truth she couldn't yet
comprehend.

"It's impossible,” she murmured, her voice a low whisper, the sound of her own voice
disconcerting her. Her voice, like her face, felt unfamiliar, an instrument she no longer
mastered.

Tom approached her, his face etched with a worry that pained her. "Honey, you need to
calm down. You need rest."



She looked up at him, her gaze piercing, as if searching for an invisible riddle. "I can't calm
down," she said, her voice trembling, "until I know what happened.”

Her words seemed to strike him like a punch. He hesitated for a moment, his eyes clouding
over with a shadow of sadness. "I know it's difficult,” he said, "but you have to trust me.
We'll figure it out.”

"How can you ask me to trust you?" she retorted, her voice laced with anger, "when [ don't
even remember you, us? How can you assure me that everything you're telling me is true?"

She felt the anger rising within her, a surge of indignation that engulfed her, pushing her to
break free from the grasp of this mystery that enveloped her. She needed answers, truths, to
understand what had happened, what had happened to her.

"I love you," he murmured, his voice soft and sincere. "I love you more than anything."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mistrust that seemed invincible. "How can you love
me," she asked, "if you don't know who I truly am? If you don't know who I've become?"

Silence fell upon them, heavy and oppressive, like an opaque veil separating them. She felt
an abyss opening up between them, an impassable chasm carved by the amnesia that
tormented her.

"You are my wife," he said, his voice trembling, "and I love you."

"Who was | before?" she asked, her voice filled with a pain that pierced his heart. "Who was
[ before [ became your wife?"



He approached her, his eyes locked on hers, as if searching for an answer, trying to
understand the depth of despair that consumed her. "You were a literature professor,” he
said softly, "a brilliant, passionate, and deeply loving woman."

"But who was I truly?" she asked, her voice laden with despair, "beyond my profession,
beyond your love?"

He lowered his gaze, unable to answer her. He didn't know who she was, truly, who she had
been before she became his wife, the mother of his children. He felt like he only knew a part
of her, a part he loved dearly, but one that didn't reveal the entirety of her being.

"I must remember," she said, her voice firm, "I must understand who [ was before I lost
everything."

She pulled away from his embrace, her movements resolute, as if it were an act of liberation.
She needed to find her own truth, to comprehend what had transpired, to rebuild herself
from the fragments of her past.

"I can't let you go," he said, his voice filled with desperation, "I can't leave you alone in this
darkness."

"I have no choice," she replied, her voice soft yet unwavering, "I must find myself."

She turned towards the door, her steps determined, as if embarking on a journey to a new
life, a life she had yet to envision. She knew the path would be long and arduous, but she
was ready to face the unknown, to lose herself in the labyrinth of her past to rediscover her
true identity.

The fresh morning air, laden with the scent of damp earth and fallen leaves, momentarily
alleviated the confusion that engulfed her. She had sought refuge on the terrace, a steaming
mug of coffee in her hands, observing the sun's rays gilding the garden. A fragile peace
settled upon her, a respite from the tempest raging within her soul.



Tom had gone out with the children, promising them a morning of games and laughter at
the park. With all her being, she wished he could shield them from this truth that stood
between them like an invisible wall. She couldn't explain to them her sense of detachment,
her inability to feel genuine affection for them. All she felt was a mixture of confusion and
fear.

She felt like an actress playing a role, forced to smile and pretend to be happy while her
heart shattered into a thousand pieces. She felt like she was betraying them, making them
believe she was someone she wasn't.

"It's impossible," she whispered, her gaze fixed on the coffee cup. "I can't be who he thinks |
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am.

A fleeting memory, a fleeting image, crossed her mind. She saw herself in a bar, surrounded
by colleagues, her face animated by laughter and alcohol. A man approached her, his face
blurry, his eyes lost in hers. She couldn't remember his name or his intentions.

"Who was he?" she wondered, a wave of panic washing over her. "Who is this man looking
at me with such intensity?"

The memory faded as quickly as it had appeared, leaving behind an agonizing void. She felt
like a dead leaf carried by the wind, tossed from one memory to another, unable to find an
anchor.

"I must remember," she told herself, her heart pounding. "I must know what happened.”

She rose, her legs trembling, and approached the house door. She needed to get out, to
breathe the fresh air, to regain some semblance of clarity. She needed to focus, to find a
starting point, a thread that would lead her to the truth.



She headed towards the garage, her gaze falling upon the car parked on the side. A blue car,
a Toyota Camry, that she didn't recognize.

"Is this my car?" she wondered, her heart tightening. "I don't remember buying it. I don't
remember driving it."

She opened the door, her fingers trembling. She sat in the driver's seat, feeling the cold
leather under her hands. She turned the ignition, the engine purring like a tamed wild beast.

"Where am I going?" she wondered, the cold steering wheel in her hands. "Where should I
go?"

She hesitated for a moment, then started the car. She left the garage, the car gliding on the
cold asphalt, and headed towards the main road. She didn't have a specific destination, she
was simply driving, letting the car guide her, hoping the road would lead her to the truth.

Houses followed one another, verdant gardens bordered by white fences, paved streets
lined with trees with vibrant autumn leaves. Everything seemed familiar, and yet she felt
like a stranger in this familiar landscape.

She felt like a lost soul in a world alien to her, a world she no longer recognized. She felt like
she was living in a dream, a dream where the colors were dull, the laughter muffled, and the
memories erased.

She stopped at a red light, her gaze fixed on the reflection of her eyes in the rearview mirror.
A vacant, lost look, like that of a soul condemned to wander in nothingness.

"I must wake up," she said, her voice almost inaudible. "I must wake up from this
nightmare."



She accelerated as the light turned green, the car gliding on the cold asphalt. She didn't
know where she was going, but she knew she had to keep driving, searching, fighting to
recover her memory, to recover her life.

Tom's account, punctuated by precise details about their life, their house, their travels, her
work, her birthday, all of it was a puzzle for which she didn't have the pieces. There was a
void in her memory, a black hole that stretched from the previous evening to that very
morning. She felt emptied, as if a part of her had been sucked out, a part essential to her
existence.

"Maybe we should contact your doctor,"” Tom said, his face marked by fatigue and worry.
"He might be able to help you remember."

"My doctor?" She furrowed her brow, unable to recall if she had one. "I don't remember my
doctor.”

Tom sighed, a gesture that seemed to convey his helplessness in the face of her situation.
"We'll find another doctor then. We'll do everything we can to make you feel better."

She felt like an object, a broken doll that they were trying to fix. She needed to understand,
to know what had happened. She needed to recover her memory, to rediscover her identity.

"l want to remember," she said, her voice trembling. "I want to know who [ am, who [ was,
who [ have been."

Tom took her hand, his fingers gripping hers with surprising strength. "I'm here for you," he
said, his voice full of assurance and tenderness. "We'll get through this."

She didn't answer. She felt so fragile, so vulnerable, so lost. She couldn't trust him, not yet.
She needed more information, more details, more memories.



"Do you want to see the children?" Tom asked, his voice soft and soothing. "They're in the
living room, playing a board game."

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. She needed to see their little faces, to feel their
energy, to talk to them. Perhaps their laughter, their games, their innocent looks could
remind her of something, give her a glimmer of hope.

The living room was bathed in a soft, warm light. Sarah and Thomas were sitting at a coffee
table, a board game in front of them. They were focused on their game, their faces serious,
their nimble hands manipulating the pieces.

"Hello, my loves," Tom said, a smile forming on his face.

The children looked up at him, then at her, their gazes curious and slightly shy.

"Mom, are you feeling better?" Sarah asked, her voice soft and melodious.

She felt unable to answer them. She couldn't tell them that she didn't remember them, that
she didn't remember their existence. She felt like she was betraying them, making them
believe she was someone she wasn't.

"Yes, honey, I'm feeling better," she said, her voice trembling. "I'm just a little tired."

She approached them, her heart pounding. She knelt before them, her hands trembling. She
wanted to take them in her arms, to hold them close, to tell them she loved them. But she
couldn't. She didn't remember the love she felt for them.

"Can you play with us, Mom?" Thomas asked, his blue eyes sparkling with hope.



She hesitated for a moment, then nodded. She needed to feel close to them, to share a
moment with them. Perhaps it would help her remember, to understand.

She sat at the coffee table, her hands trembling. She looked at the pieces, the cards, the dice,
and she didn't understand anything. She didn't remember the rules of the game, she didn't
remember ever having played this game.

"It's a very simple board game, Mom," Sarah said, her face lit up by a smile. "You just have to
roll the dice and move the pieces.”

She tried to focus, to understand the rules of the game. But her mind was clouded, her
thoughts confused. She felt like she was floating in an unreal world, a world where the
colors were dull, the laughter muffled, and the memories erased.

"Do you want to play, Mom?" Thomas asked, his eyes fixed on her with surprising intensity.

She felt unable to answer him. She couldn't tell them that she didn't remember who she
was, that she didn't remember their existence.

"Yes, darling, I want to play," she said, her voice trembling. "I want to play with you."

She tried to focus on the game, to concentrate on their laughter, to fix her attention on their
faces. But her thoughts were like waves crashing upon the shore, leaving her exhausted and
disoriented.

She needed to remember, she needed to understand, she needed to reclaim her identity. She
needed to recover her life.

The silence that permeated the room had become suffocating, an unseen pressure bearing
down upon her shoulders. She lifted her gaze to Tom, his piercing stare searching her eyes



as if seeking a hidden message. He sat across from her, a glass of whiskey in hand, his face
illuminated by the glow of the living room lamp.

"You need to calm down," he said, his voice soft and reassuring. "You need rest. We'll fix
everything."

His words left her indifferent, as if they were spoken in a language she did not comprehend.
"Fix what?" she asked, her voice trembling. "Fix my amnesia? Fix the fact that I can't recall
my life, my identity?"

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to convey his impotence in the face of her plight. "We'll
find a solution."

"How can you ask me to trust you?" she retorted, her voice laced with anger. "When I don't
even remember you, us? How can you assure me that everything you tell me is true?"

He placed his glass on the coffee table, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that sent
shivers down her spine. "I love you," he said, his voice gentle and laced with sincerity. "I
love you more than anything."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a distrust that seemed insurmountable. "Who was I
before I became your wife?"

He rose to his feet, approaching her, his eyes fixed on hers as if seeking an answer within
them, trying to comprehend the depth of the despair that gnawed at her.

"I need to remember," she said, her voice firm. "I need to understand who I was before I lost
everything."

She stood, her movements decisive, as if they were an act of liberation.



Night had fallen, enveloping the house in its opaque silence. She stood before the window of
her bedroom, observing the stars twinkling in the nocturnal sky. The sleeping city sprawled
out at her feet, an ocean of lights that reminded her of the life she had lost, the life that had
become alien to her.

She felt as if she were adrift in a parallel universe, a world where the rules were different,
where the past was a mystery and the present a mirage. Every attempt to recall plunged her
into an abyss of uncertainty, a chasm that seemed to swallow all her bearings.

A shiver coursed through her body, forcing her to step back. The chill that seeped through
the window reminded her of the loneliness that gnawed at her from within. She felt like a
ship adrift, unable to find a safe harbor, unable to find her way.

"I need to remember," she whispered, her gaze lost in the night sky. "I need to know who I
was, who [ have become."

A tear rolled down her cheek, evaporating quickly on her skin. She felt as if she were losing
her identity, dissolving into an endless void.

She turned, her steps hesitant, and approached the bed. She collapsed onto the soft, plush
duvet, allowing the darkness to envelop her. The silence of the night seemed heavy and
oppressive, like an unseen hand squeezing her throat.

She closed her eyes, hoping that sleep would deliver her from her anxieties. But sleep did
not come. Her mind was too preoccupied with tormenting itself, searching for answers
within the fragments of memories that haunted her.

She felt like a troubled soul, condemned to wander in a world of nightmares, a world where
truth was a mirage and reality a mystery.

The chapter ends on this note of uncertainty, leaving the reader to wonder if the protagonist
will be able to recall her past, to understand what happened to her, and to reclaim her



identity. The mystery remains intact, the truth hidden in the depths of her amnesia, waiting
to be revealed.

Chapter 04:

The sun was barely peeking over the horizon when she awoke. An almost unreal silence
reigned in the house, broken only by the discreet rustling of leaves against the window. The
morning light, soft and filtered through the curtains, illuminated the room with a golden
hue, bathing the light wood walls in a warm glow. She rose, her bare feet landing on the
plush carpet, and approached the window.

The view before her was of a beauty that left her speechless. A lush garden stretched out
before the house, a symphony of colors and scents. Red and white roses bloomed in lavish
bouquets, their delicate petals opening to the morning sun. Imposing trees, their leaves a
deep green, offered a refreshing shade, their branches swaying gently in the morning
breeze.

She inhaled deeply, savoring the fresh, fragrant air. This house, this garden, were a promise
of serenity, a refuge from the chaos of the outside world. Yet, a dull anxiety gnawed at her, a
sense of strangeness that would not leave her. She felt like an intruder in this peaceful life, a
stranger in this artificial paradise.

She turned towards the bed, where Tom still slept, peaceful and relaxed. His features were
soft, almost childlike, in slumber. She watched him for a long moment, her thoughts swirling
in her head. Was this face, this body, truly hers? Was she truly married to this man? Her
memories remained hazy, an incomplete puzzle whose missing pieces haunted her.

"You're awake?"

She jumped, turning towards the door. Sarah, her daughter, stood on the threshold, her blue
eyes sparkling with mischief. She had blonde, curly hair, a shy smile illuminating her face.



"Yes, I'm awake," she replied, her voice hesitant.

"Daddy told me we should go bike riding today," said Sarah, her enthusiasm contagious.
"Are you coming?"

She hesitated for a moment. The bike, the idea of a sunny ride through the streets of this
unfamiliar city... she would have liked to be swept away by her daughter's enthusiasm, but
something held her back.

"I don't know," she replied. "I don't feel very well today."

Sarah furrowed her brow, her face crinkling slightly. "Do you have a tummy ache?"

"No, it's just that..." She searched for the words, unable to articulate what tormented her. "I
feel a little lost," she finally admitted.

Sarah looked at her, her blue eyes filled with understanding. "You still don't remember
everything?"

She shook her head, unable to hide her distress. "No, I can't remember..."

Sarah approached her, her gaze tender and kind. "Don't worry, Mom," she said, her voice
soft and reassuring. "Daddy says it will come back, the memories. You just have to be
patient.”

She took her daughter's hand, squeezing it gently. "Thank you, Sarah," she whispered,
gratitude squeezing her heart. "That's very kind of you."

Sarah smiled at her, then turned towards the door. "I'm going, I'll tell Daddy you're not
well," she said, her light steps fading down the corridor.



She was left alone in the room, the silence becoming suddenly oppressive once again. She
felt like a character in a strange dream, a dream from which she could not wake up. She
looked at the family photo on the nightstand, an image of a happy, united family. Tom
smiled, his arms around Sarah and Thomas, their faces illuminated by joy.

She wondered if this image was real, if this family was truly hers. Or was it an illusion, a
mirage in her sick mind?

A new wave of panic washed over her. She needed answers, to understand what had
happened. She had to recover her memory, to recover her life.

She stood, her legs shaky, and approached the desk. She opened a drawer, her heart
pounding. She searched for documents, letters, anything that could help her understand
who she was.

But the drawer was empty. Only a few administrative papers were neatly arranged, bills and
junk mail. She closed the drawer, despair gnawing at her.

She turned to the dresser, opening another drawer. This time, she found a photo album,
covered in a fine layer of dust. She took it gently, her fingers brushing against the cardboard
cover.

She opened the album, her eyes scanning the yellowed photos. Photos of her, of her and
Tom, of her and her children... images that seemed to belong to another life, a life she didn't
recognize.

Each photo was a dagger to her heart, reminding her of the abyss that separated her from
her past. She felt like a stranger in her own life, a blurry silhouette in an album of memories.

She closed the album, letting it fall onto the dresser. A stifled cry escaped her lips, a cry of
pain and despair. She felt trapped, imprisoned in a labyrinth of lost memories.



She had to find a way out, she had to remember.

She stood, her legs trembling, and approached the door. She needed to go outside, to
breathe fresh air, to feel a little less lost.

She opened the door, and found herself facing a long, dark corridor. The silence of the house
had become oppressive, an invisible wall that prevented her from breathing.

She felt like a bird trapped in a cage, unable to take flight, unable to reclaim her freedom.

Hesitantly, she ventured into the hallway, her footsteps echoing on the polished
floorboards. The house, which had seemed so welcoming and comforting the day before,
now appeared to her as an alien place, a theatrical set where she was compelled to play a
role she did not comprehend.

The kitchen was bathed in a soft light, filtered through the windows that overlooked the
garden. A bouquet of fresh flowers bloomed on the table, a striking contrast to the disarray
that reigned around it. A pot simmered on the stove, the aroma of sizzling bacon filling the
air, a familiar scent that transported her to distant and confused memories.

She approached the sink, her hands resting on the cold, smooth countertop. She gazed at her
reflection in the polished stainless steel, observing her face with heightened suspicion. Dark,
shadowed eyes, a thin, compressed mouth, a weary and lost expression. Who was this
woman? Was this truly her?

"Are you alright?"



She startled, turning towards the voice. Tom stood in the doorway, a benevolent smile
illuminating his face. He was wearing a striped apron, a picture of the perfect man, the ideal
family man.

"Yes, I'm fine," she replied, her voice hesitant. "L... | was just looking for some fresh air."

He approached her, his eyes fixed on hers with an intensity that made her uncomfortable.
"You look tired," he said, his voice soft and reassuring. "Why don't you rest a little?"

"I can't,” she replied, her voice trembling. "I need to understand, to remember."

"You will remember," he said, his face tightening slightly. "It just takes time."

"How much time?" she asked, her voice filled with an anguish that pierced his heart. "How
much time until I find my life, my identity again?"

He hesitated for a moment before replying, "I don't know, my love. But I'll be here for you,
always."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and distrust. She needed to
believe in him, to believe in his love, but something held her back. A deep instinct whispered
to her that there was something he wasn't telling her, something he was hiding.

"What did I lose?" she asked, her voice hoarse, as if emerging from a deep sleep. "What
happened?”

He turned to the stove, turning off the flame under the pot. "You had an accident,” he said,
his voice soft and full of compassion. "A car accident. You lost your memory."



She furrowed her brow, her heart pounding. A car accident... she remembered a wave of
pain, a deafening noise, then... nothing.

"Where?" she asked, her voice trembling. "Where did the accident happen?”

"Not far from here," he replied, his face tightening slightly. "On the road leading to town."

She stood up, her hands resting on the cold, smooth countertop. She needed to get out, to
see the site of the accident, to feel the air that had filled her lungs during that fateful
moment.

"I want to go there," she said, her voice firm and resolute. "I want to see the place where...
where I lost my memory."

He looked at her, his eyes filled with palpable concern. "It's not a good idea," he said, his
voice soft but firm. "You're still fragile, you need to rest."

"I can't rest," she retorted, her voice full of determination. "I need to understand, I need to
remember."

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to betray his helplessness in the face of her situation. "I
don't want you to suffer,” he said, his voice soft and full of sincerity. "l want to protect you."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with a sadness that seemed to tear at her heart. She
wanted to believe in his protection, in his love, but something pushed her to move forward,
to uncover the truth, even if she had to face the pain.

"I can't be protected,” she said, her voice trembling. "I need to find myself."

She turned towards the door, her steps determined, as if it were an act of liberation.



Tom followed her, his steps silent on the floorboards. "I'm here for you," he said, his voice
soft and full of compassion. "Never forget that."

She looked at him for a moment, then stepped out of the house, the morning's coolness
striking her face. She breathed deeply, savoring the fresh air and the scent of the flowers in
the garden. She was free, free to seek the truth, free to find herself.

She approached the car, an elegant and comfortable sedan. She hesitated for a moment, then
sat in the passenger seat, her heart pounding.

Tom sat in the driver's seat, started the engine, and then pulled onto the road leading to
town. Silence settled in the car, a heavy and oppressive silence, like an invisible hand
squeezing them both.

She watched the scenery scroll by, the trees, the houses, the streets... images that were
familiar to her, yet seemed foreign. She felt like a spectator of her own life, unable to
participate in the film unfolding before her eyes.

She turned to Tom, her eyes filled with unanswered questions. "Why won't you tell me the
truth?" she asked, her voice trembling. "Why are you hiding things from me?"

He looked at her, his eyes filled with palpable pain. "I'm not hiding anything from you," he
replied, his voice soft but firm. "I'm protecting you."

"From what?" she asked, her voice filled with an anguish that pierced his heart. "From what
are you protecting me?"

He hesitated for a moment, then replied, "From yourself."



She stared at him, her eyes filled with a distrust that seemed invincible. "How can you
protect me from myself?" she asked, her voice laced with anger. "If you don't know who I
truly am?"

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to betray his helplessness in the face of her situation. "I
know you're a strong woman," he said, his voice soft and full of sincerity. "A woman capable
of overcoming any obstacle."

"But I don't know if I'm capable of overcoming the truth," she replied, her voice trembling.
"The truth about what happened, the truth about who [ am."

He looked at her, his eyes filled with a compassion that chilled her. "You're my wife," he
said, his voice soft and full of sincerity. "And I love you."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and distrust.

"Why won't you tell me the truth?" she asked, her voice trembling.

"Why won't you tell

The winding road leading to town was lined with towering trees, their branches meeting
overhead, forming a tunnel of greenery. The sunlight, filtered through the leaves, created a
play of shadows and light on the asphalt, a changing kaleidoscope that mesmerized her
gaze. She felt like a passive spectator, watching the world scroll by without being able to
participate.

Her gaze fell upon the road sign indicating the name of the village where the accident had
occurred, a name that meant nothing to her. A shiver ran through her body, as if a cold wind
had suddenly swept through her. She turned to Tom, her eyes filled with a question that
hung in the air between them, a question she couldn't articulate.



"Do you want to stop?" he asked, his voice soft and reassuring, as if he could read her
thoughts.

She hesitated for a moment, then replied, "Yes, please."

Tom turned the wheel, guiding the car onto the shoulder of the road. He turned off the
engine, and a heavy silence descended upon them. She felt oppressed, as if an invisible
weight was constricting her chest.

"Are you sure you want to see this?" he asked, his voice filled with concern.

"Yes," she replied, her voice firm, "I need to understand.”

She opened the door and stepped out of the car. The fresh air whipped against her face, a
sensory shock that roused her slightly. She turned, looking at the road stretching out before
her, an ordinary road, lined with modest houses and carefully maintained gardens. Nothing
suggested that a tragic event had occurred here, that a life had been forever altered.

"It's right there," Tom said, his voice soft and full of compassion. He pointed to a specific
spot on the pavement, a spot that didn't seem different from any other.

She approached, her steps hesitant. She leaned over, gazing at the cracked asphalt, asphalt
that had absorbed her blood, that had absorbed her past. She closed her eyes, concentrating
on the silence that surrounded her, a silence that seemed to absorb all her senses, all her
memories.

"Do you want to leave?" Tom asked, his voice soft and full of concern.

She opened her eyes, her gaze unfocused, as if she were lost in a parallel world. She didn't
answer, she didn't turn around. She remained motionless, her gaze fixed on the asphalt, as if



she were trying to decipher a hidden message there, a message that could reveal the truth
about what had happened.

"It's not easy to look at this,” Tom said, his voice soft and full of understanding. "You have
the right not to."

"I need to do it," she replied, her voice trembling, "I need to understand."

She stood up, her legs shaky, and turned to Tom. She looked at him, her eyes filled with a
question that hung in the air between them, a question she couldn't articulate.

He shrugged, a gesture that seemed to convey his helplessness in the face of her situation.
She needed proof, to understand the truth, to rebuild herself from her own memories.

The car pulled up to the house, the driveway a familiar path leading to a world she no longer
recognized. The sun was beginning to dip below the horizon, painting the sky with hues of
orange and violet. The soft light of dusk bathed the house in a peaceful ambiance, but inside,
a sense of unease permeated the air. The woman, still grappling with the throes of her
amnesia, felt increasingly lost and anxious.

She had spent the day exploring the house, rummaging through drawers, examining
photographs, hoping to find a clue, a trace, a small fragment of her past that could help her
piece together the puzzle of her life. But every attempt ended in failure, leaving her even
more desperate.

She had even ventured into the garden, strolling among the fragrant roses and majestic
trees, hoping that the beauty of nature might awaken some memory, a moment of joy, a
glimpse of her former life. But the garden seemed as foreign to her as the house, a stage set
she didn't recognize.



As dusk deepened, she found herself alone in the living room, the silence of the house
seeming heavier than ever. She sank onto the couch, her shoulders slumped, her thoughts
swirling in her head.

"I need to talk to someone," she murmured, her voice barely audible, as if she were speaking
to herself. "I need to understand, to remember."

She rose, her legs trembling, and approached the door.

Opening the door, she discovered Tom sitting on the porch, a glass of whiskey in his hand,
his gaze lost in the sky. He seemed to be waiting for her, as if he had sensed her need to talk,
to confide in him.

"You're here," she said, her voice trembling, as if she were surprised to find him there, as if
his presence was a miracle.

He rose, his shy smile lighting up his face. "I've been waiting for you," he said softly, his eyes
fixed on hers, as if he wanted to read a hidden message there.

She approached him, her steps hesitant, and sat down beside him on the porch. Silence
settled between them, a heavy, oppressive silence, like an opaque veil separating them.

"I don't know who I am," she finally said, her voice raspy, as if the words cost her an effort.
"I don't remember my life, my past.”

He placed his hand over hers, a tender, protective gesture. "You're my wife," he said softly,
"and I love you more than anything."

"But who was [ before?" she asked, her voice filled with a pain that pierced his heart. "Who
was [ before I became your wife?"



He hesitated for a moment, then replied, "You were a literature professor, a brilliant,
passionate, and deeply loving woman."

"But who was I truly?" she insisted, her voice trembling, as if she were about to reveal a
secret she was hiding from herself. "Beyond my profession, beyond your love?"

He looked at her, his eyes filled with a depth that left her speechless. "You are an
extraordinary woman," he said softly, "a woman who has always had a positive impact on
the lives of others."

"That's what you think," she said, her voice full of skepticism, "but I don't remember any of
that. I have no memories of my life before I woke up in this bed, in this house, next to you."

"You will remember,"” he said, his hand squeezing hers, a tender, reassuring gesture, "you
just need to be patient.”

"How long?" she asked, her heart pounding, "How long will it take for me to reclaim my life,
my identity?"

"I don't know," he replied, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he wanted to read an answer there, to
understand the depth of the despair that was consuming her. "But I'll be here for you, all the
time."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and distrust. She wanted to
believe in him, to believe in his love, but something held her back.

"Why won't you tell me the truth?" she asked, her voice trembling, "Why are you hiding
things from me?"



He rose, approaching her, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he were searching for an answer there,
to understand the depth of the despair that was consuming her. "I'm not hiding anything
from you," he said softly, "I'm protecting you."

"From what?" she asked, her voice filled with an anxiety that pierced his heart. "What are
you protecting me from?"

"From yourself," he replied, his voice deep, "from the pain you might feel by remembering
everything."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mistrust that seemed insurmountable. "If you don't
know who I really am?"

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to convey his helplessness in the face of her situation. "A
woman capable of overcoming any obstacle.”

"But I don't know if I'm capable of overcoming the truth," she replied, her voice trembling.
"The truth about what happened, the truth about who I am."

"You are my wife," he said, his voice soft and sincere, "and I love you."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and distrust. "I need to find
myself."

She rose, her legs trembling, and approached the door.

"I'm here for you," he said, his voice soft and compassionate. "Never forget that."

She looked at him for a moment, then stepped out of the house, the coolness of the evening
hitting her face.



She walked away from the house, her steps hesitant, as if she were walking on unfamiliar
terrain. The garden seemed both familiar and foreign, a place where she had experienced
happy moments, but which she no longer remembered.

She felt like a character in a strange dream, a dream from which she couldn't wake up.

She turned, her eyes fixed on the house, a place that seemed both welcoming and
threatening, a refuge and a prison. She felt as if she were adrift in a parallel universe, a
world where the rules were different, where the past was a mystery and the present a
mirage.

She wondered if she would ever regain her identity, if she would ever remember who she
was, what she had lived through.

Chapter 05:

The next morning, a ray of sunlight filtered through the curtains, awakening the woman
from a restless sleep. She opened her eyes, the bright light making her squint, and found
herself facing an unfamiliar ceiling. A moment of confusion seized her, then the memory of
the previous evening returned in waves: the bar, the laughter, one too many drinks... and
then... nothing. She couldn't remember anything.

She sat up, her body aching from a night of uncomfortable sleep, and her gaze fell upon the
man who was sleeping peacefully beside her. He was handsome, with slightly tousled brown
hair and a three-day beard that gave him a look that was both unkempt and alluring. He was
smiling in his sleep, a smile that seemed filled with happiness.

She got out of bed cautiously, not wanting to wake him, and approached the window. The
view was splendid: a verdant garden, dotted with multicolored flowers, stretched before
her, bordered by a forest of imposing pines. The sun illuminated everything with a golden
light, creating a peaceful and serene ambiance.



But this beauty did not manage to soothe the malaise that gnawed at her. She felt like an
intruder in this idyllic world, a stranger in her own body. Every detail of this house, every
object, every photograph, was a constant reminder of her memory loss, of her stolen
identity.

She turned, her eyes falling on the two children who were bustling about in the kitchen. A
little girl with blue eyes, about six years old, sang a cheerful song as she prepared breakfast,
while an eight-year-old boy amused himself building a tower of wooden blocks.

She watched them, a feeling of strangeness gripping her. She couldn't believe that they were
her children, that she had a family, that she had chosen this life as a stay-at-home mom.

"Mommy!" exclaimed the little girl, seeing her, her eyes sparkling with joy. "You're awake!
You're late for breakfast!"

She smiled weakly, unable to respond. She felt like she was living a dream, a nightmare from
which she couldn't wake up.

The man then woke up, a smile lighting up his face. "Good morning, my love," he murmured,
kissing her tenderly. "Did you sleep well?"

She didn't answer, her gaze getting lost in the deep blue of his eyes. She didn't remember
his name, nor how they had met. All she knew was that she was trapped in a life she didn't
recognize.

"You look tired," he said, sitting down on the bed, his hand caressing her cheek. "You should
stay in bed a little longer."

"I can't," she replied in a weak voice. "I need to... | need to understand.”

"Understand what?" he asked, his gaze filled with confusion.



"Who [ am," she murmured, her gaze fixed on the floor. "I don't remember my life, my past.”

He looked at her, his eyes filled with a sadness that pierced her heart. "You will remember,"
he said softly. "You just need to be patient."

"But how long?" she asked, her voice trembling. "How long will it take for me to regain my
memory, my identity?"

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to convey his helplessness in the face of her situation. "I
don't know," he said softly. "But I'll be here for you, all the time."

"I'm not sure I can trust you," she murmured, her eyes cast down. "I don't know if I can
believe you."

He pulled her into his embrace, holding her close with a strength that seemed to shield her
from the outside world. "I would never hurt you," he whispered against her ear. "You can
trust me."

She allowed herself to sink into his arms, seeking solace she couldn't find in this unfamiliar
life. She needed to understand, to reclaim her identity, but she didn't know where to look or
who to trust.

"Are you alright?" he asked, his voice a balm of concern.

She didn't answer, her eyes locked on his. She felt like a ship adrift, without moorings,
without bearings. She felt like a mere shadow, a phantom in a world that wasn't hers.

"I'll make you a nice breakfast," he said, rising to his feet. "You'll feel better after that."



She watched him go, a knot of unease tightening in her gut. She didn't want to eat, she didn't
want to feel better. She wanted to recover her memories, reclaim her identity, rediscover
her life.

"Mommy, are you coming?" her daughter asked, her eyes filled with worry.

She rose, her body heavy and aching. She couldn't remain trapped in this world of silence
and mystery. She had to act, she had to find answers.

She approached her daughter, drawing her into a hug. "Yes, I'm coming," she murmured, her
voice hoarse. "I'm here."

She didn't know if she was truly there, if she was truly herself. But she knew she had to
pretend, to play the role expected of her. She had to be the mother, the wife, the woman of
this life that had been thrust upon her.

She approached the table, her heart heavy with a profound sense of sadness. She didn't
know what lay ahead for her, nor if she would ever regain her true identity. But she knew
she had to keep moving forward, she had to fight to recover her memories, to reclaim her
life.

The day unfolded in a strange blur. Her children's smiling faces, Tom's laughter, the
morning routine of breakfast, all seemed unreal, like a movie whose script she couldn't
comprehend. She felt watched, judged, and at the same time, invisible, as if she were merely
a ghost in this house.

Every interaction with Tom felt like a trap. He treated her with excessive affection, offering
tender glances and sweet words that made her uncomfortable. His kindness seemed
suspect, like an attempt to manipulate her, to make her forget her memory loss and her
disarray.



"I wish you'd tell me how you met Tom," she blurted out one day, her heart clenched with a
new anxiety.

Tom stopped, a smile frozen on his face. "We met at a concert. A rock band, remember?"

"I don't remember," she retorted, her voice trembling.

An awkward silence descended upon them. Tom looked at her with eyes that seemed to
probe, to read her like an open book. "You'll remember," he finally murmured, his hand
resting on hers. "Everything will fall into place."

But the memories didn't return. Every passing day plunged her deeper into the void, into
uncertainty. She felt like a puppet, manipulated by invisible strings, her movements dictated
by Tom's words and the expectations of this family she didn't recognize.

She tried to recall her life before, to find a small fragment of her past that could serve as a
foothold. She tried to focus on her work, her dreams, her ambitions, but everything felt
hazy, like a dream that fades upon waking.

One evening, while alone in the garden, her gaze fell upon an old wooden chest, hidden
beneath a rose bush. She had seen it before, but she had never stopped to examine it.
Tonight, she approached it, drawn by an inexplicable force.

The chest was covered in dust and cobwebs. She opened it, her heart pounding in her chest.
Inside, she found ancient objects, yellowed letters, faded photographs, remnants of a past
life.

She picked up a photograph, her gaze fixing on the face of a young woman, smiling and full
of life. It was her, but she didn't recognize her. It felt like she was looking at a stranger, an
outsider whose story she didn't know.



She leafed through the photos, letters, objects, her heart constricted by a pain that found no
explanation. She felt like she had been ripped from her own life, as if her identity had been
stolen from her.

She closed the chest, her hands trembling, and turned back toward the house, a sense of
terror washing over her. She didn't know what these memories concealed, nor to whom
they belonged. She didn't know if she should confront them, or if she should leave them
buried in the chest, in the depths of her amnesia.

She spent the night torturing her mind, trying to decipher the fragments of her past that
presented themselves to her. She felt trapped, like an animal in a labyrinth, with no way out.
She didn't know if she would ever recover her memory, nor if she would ever understand
what had happened to her.

The next morning, she woke with a sense of anxiety gnawing at her. She looked at herself in
the mirror, her reflection seeming alien to her. She didn't recognize the woman staring back
at her, the woman she had become.

"Who am I?" she asked, her voice trembling, as if she were speaking to a specter.

She had no answer, no solution. She didn't know how to recover her memory, nor how to
face the truth that hid behind her amnesia.

She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself, to regain a semblance of serenity. She knew
she had to find a way out of this situation, to reclaim her identity, to understand what had
happened to her.

She decided to talk to Tom. She had to tell him about her discoveries, her fears, her doubts.
She could no longer remain in silence, in ignorance.

She waited for him in the living room, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn't know
what he would say, nor how he would react. But she knew she had to know, she had to
confront the truth, whatever it may be.



Tom entered the living room, a timid smile on his face. "Hello, my love," he murmured,
embracing her tenderly. "Did you sleep well?"

"Yes," she replied, her voice trembling. "I need to talk to you."

"About what?" he asked, his gaze filled with confusion.

"About what I found in the chest,"” she answered, her voice barely audible.

Tom paled, his eyes widening with an expression of panic. "The chest? You shouldn't touch
that chest. It's forbidden."

"Forbidden?" she repeated, her voice laced with distrust. "Why?"

"It's a secret,” he responded, his voice low and menacing. "A secret you're not supposed to
know."

"A secret?" she repeated, her heart pounding in her chest. "But why?"

Tom approached her, his gaze threatening. "Because it's dangerous,” he murmured. "That
chest contains things you shouldn't see."

"] want to know," she insisted, her voice filled with determination. "I want to know the
truth."”

"You don't want to know," he retorted, his hand tightening on her arm with a force that
hurt. "Trust me, it's better not to know."



She tried to break free from his grip, but he held her firm, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he
wanted to hypnotize her.

"Let me go," she cried, her voice filled with anger. "I want to know what's in that chest!"

Tom released her arm, his eyes filled with a rage that chilled her. "You'll regret this," he
murmured, his voice dripping with menace. "You'll regret it bitterly."

He turned and walked toward the door, his silhouette framed against the setting sun.

"Wait!" she cried, but he didn't pay attention. He exited the house, leaving her alone in the
living room, her heart pounding in her chest.

She looked at the door, her mind swirling with conflicting thoughts. She felt like she had
stumbled upon a mystery, a secret that would change her life forever.

She stood, her legs trembling, and approached the chest. She opened it, her gaze fixing on
the objects inside. She picked up a photograph, her heart pounding in her chest.

She tried to remember, to find a fragment of her past, but everything seemed hazy, like a
dream that fades upon waking.

She closed the chest, her hands trembling, and turned back toward the door. She didn't
know what lay ahead for her, nor if she would ever regain her true identity.

But she knew she had to know, she had to confront the truth, whatever it may be.



The atmosphere in the house thickened. The air, once filled with children's laughter and
games, transformed into a heavy fog, laden with invisible tension. Tom hadn't returned
from work. His calls went unanswered. The silence of his disappearance was heavier than
the words he had spoken.

She had sought refuge in the garden, hoping to find a sliver of peace in the soft light of dusk.
The roses, once symbols of joy and love, now felt like thorns piercing her heart. She watched
the children play, a ball at their feet, their crystalline laughter mingling with the song of
birds. They were so innocent, so carefree, oblivious to the storm brewing in their household.

She felt like a borrowed mother, a half-played character, unable to fully connect with these
children who called her "Mom." Every smile, every embrace, filled her with an unspeakable
sadness. She longed to tell them the truth, to explain that she wasn't who they believed her
to be, that she was a stranger in their world. But she held back, paralyzed by the fear of
hurting them, of breaking their hearts.

"Mommy?" The little girl, Lily, approached her, her piercing blue eyes fixing her with a
worried curiosity. "Daddy isn't coming home tonight?"

She sighed, trying to muster a semblance of a smile. "No, sweetie. Daddy stayed late at work.
He'll be home tomorrow."

Lily furrowed her brow. "But he said he'd pick us up from the pool. He promised.”

A wave of guilt washed over her. She couldn't bear to be a liar, to be a mother who betrayed
her children's trust. She had to find a way to explain the situation, to make them understand
that she wasn't their real mother, that she was merely playing a role.

"I know, sweetie," she said, trying to reassure her daughter. "But Daddy has a lot of work at
the moment. He's very busy."



"But he promised,” repeated Lily, her eyes glistening. "He promised he'd come."

She pulled her daughter into her arms, seeking to comfort her. "I know, sweetheart. But
Daddy can't come today. He has to work."

Lily wriggled free from her embrace, her lips trembling. "Are you sad, Mommy?"

She looked at her, her heart breaking into a thousand pieces. "I'm not sad. I'm just... tired."

She stood up, her legs heavy, and walked towards the house. She had to find a solution. She
couldn't continue living in this lie, playing a role that wasn't hers.

She entered the house, the silence of solitude hitting her like a slap. She made her way to
Tom's study, hoping to find clues that might help her understand the situation. She opened
the top drawer, but it was empty. She tried the other drawers, but they were all empty.

She sighed, her heart clenching with frustration. She was alone, without any leads, without
any help. She didn't know where to look, or whom to confide in.

She slumped onto the couch, her shoulders slumped, her thoughts swirling in her head. She
felt like a puppet, manipulated by invisible strings, her movements dictated by shadowy
forces she didn't understand.

She needed answers, to understand what had happened to her, to regain her identity. She
needed to know who she was, where she came from, and why she found herself in this
situation.

But how could she recover her memory, her life, when she was imprisoned by this lie, this
illusion?



She felt a wave of despair engulf her. She was lost, alone, without any hope. She didn't know
if she would ever find her true identity, if she would ever remember who she really was.

She closed her eyes, her thoughts escaping like fallen leaves carried by the wind. She was
exhausted, physically and emotionally. She needed rest, calm, to find some semblance of
peace.

She rose, her legs trembling, and walked towards the bedroom. She lay down in bed, tucking
herself under the covers. She closed her eyes, trying to surrender to sleep, but her thoughts
were too vivid, too agonizing to allow her to find true rest.

She tossed and turned, searching for a position that would bring her some comfort, but
nothing worked. She felt like a ship adrift, without anchors, without bearings. She felt like a
shadow, a ghost in a world that didn't belong to her.

She sighed, her heart heavy with unspeakable sadness. She needed to know, to understand,
to find her identity.

But how could she do that when she was trapped in this lie, this illusion?

She closed her eyes, her thoughts escaping like fallen leaves carried by the wind.

She drifted into sleep, her thoughts mingling with her dreams. She found herself in a strange
world, a world where colors were vibrant and shadows deep. She walked through a
labyrinthine garden, her steps echoing on a cobblestone floor. She searched for a path, an
exit, but everything seemed blurry, unreal.

She woke with a start, her heart pounding. She was in her bed, the light of the setting sun
illuminating the room. She felt confused, disoriented, as if she had woken from a strange
dream.



She tried to recall her dreams, but they eluded her, dissolving into nothingness. She felt lost,
alone, without any anchor.

She stood up, her legs trembling, and walked towards the window. She looked out at the
garden, the trees silhouetted against the orange sky. She felt like she was adrift in a parallel
universe, a world where the rules were different, where the past was a mystery and the
present a mirage.

She wondered if she would ever find her identity, if she would ever remember who she was,
what she had lived through.

She closed her eyes, a warm tear rolling down her cheek. She felt so lost, so alone. She
needed answers, understanding, to find her life back.

But where could she find that?

She turned towards the house, her heart heavy with sadness and uncertainty. She didn't
know what would become of her, or if she would ever find her true path.

She felt like she was at a crossroads, facing an impossible choice. She could stay in this life,
this illusion, and accept her role as a borrowed mother, a facade wife. Or she could fight,
rebel, and try to regain her true identity, even if it meant losing everything.

She didn't know which path to choose. But she knew she had to do something, she had to
find a solution.

She couldn't stay adrift, without a compass, without bearings. She had to find her own path,
her own truth.



She closed her eyes, trying to find an inner strength that would allow her to face this
situation. She knew she wasn't alone, that there were people who loved her and wanted to
help her.

She just had to find the courage to trust them, to open her heart to them.

She opened her eyes, a new sense of hope washing over her. She was ready to fight, ready to
find her life, ready to find her identity.

She had the courage to face the truth, whatever it may be.

The silence of the house had become a tangible weight, a presence that pressed down on her
like a shroud. She walked from room to room, the walls seeming to close in on her, trapping
her in a labyrinth of unanswered questions. The garden, once a haven of peace, had
transformed into a battlefield, each withered flower, each fallen leaf symbolizing the
fragility of her existence.

She sought refuge in the library, hoping to find solace in the scent of aged paper and the
wisdom of books. But the words, once her friends, now seemed alien to her, empty symbols
that failed to fill the void that gnawed at her. She browsed the shelves, her fingers brushing
against worn covers, seeking an answer, a glimmer of truth in the yellowed pages.

It was then that she noticed a leather-bound book, hidden behind a volume of poetry. Its
title, etched in golden letters, sent a chill down her spine: "Amnesia and Its Mysteries." She
pulled it from its place, her hands trembling, and sat down in a leather armchair, opening it
with care.

The pages seemed to breathe with history, each word resonating with a particular gravity.
She read voraciously, clinging to every sentence like a shipwreck survivor to a life raft. The
book spoke of memory loss, its causes and consequences, but also of the possibilities of
healing.



A flicker of hope ignited in her heart. Perhaps there was a solution, a way to regain her
former life, to unravel the threads of her amnesia. She continued to read, absorbed by the
stories of people who had experienced the same tragedy, the same loss of identity. In their
testimonies, she found an echo of her own despair, a confirmation of her suffering.

She closed the book, her gaze lost in the shadows of the library. She couldn't simply read, let
herself be lulled by words of hope. She had to act, she had to find a way to recover her
memory.

She stood up, her legs shaky, and walked towards the door. She had to talk to Tom, tell him
what she had learned, ask him to help her find her past. But a wave of fear washed over her.
Was Tom really who she believed him to be? Was he truly her husband, or was he the one
who had stolen her memory?

She hesitated, her heart pounding. She needed answers, to understand what was happening,
but she didn't know if she could trust Tom.

She turned, her gaze settling on the garden, the trees silhouetted against the twilight sky.
The sun was dipping below the horizon, casting long, menacing shadows.

She took a deep breath, forcing herself to conquer her fear. She had to talk to Tom, she had
to know the truth.

She walked towards the door, her steps hesitant, and opened it. Tom was there, sitting on
the porch, a glass of whiskey in his hand, his eyes lost in the distance.

"Tom," she said, her voice trembling, "I need to talk to you."

He stood up, his hesitant smile illuminating his face. "What is it, my love?"



She hesitated for a moment, then plunged ahead. "I found a book, in the library. A book
about amnesia."

Tom furrowed his brow, his smile fading. "Why did you touch that book?"

"] need to understand,” she said, her voice filled with determination. "I need to know what
happened.”

Tom moved closer to her, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he wanted to read her mind. "You
shouldn't be concerned with this," he said in a grave tone. "These are matters that don't
concern you."

"But it's my life,"” she retorted, her voice filled with anger. "I need to know who I am, where I
come from."

Tom fell silent, his eyes narrowing with an indecipherable expression. "It's for your own
good," he finally muttered. "If you remembered everything, you would be unhappy."

"You're hiding something from me," she accused, her heart pounding in her chest. "You're
hiding the truth."

Tom sighed, a gesture that seemed to reflect his helplessness in the face of his predicament.
"I'm not hiding anything from you," he said, his voice soft and filled with compassion. "I'm
protecting you."

"From what?" she asked, her voice full of an anxiety that pierced his heart. "What are you
protecting me from?"

"From yourself," he replied, his voice deep, "from the pain you might feel remembering
everything."



She stared at him, her eyes filled with an unwavering distrust. "How can you protect me
from myself?" she asked, her voice filled with anger. "If you don't know who I really am?"

Tom hesitated for a moment, then launched into his explanation. "I know you're a strong
woman," he said, his voice soft and filled with sincerity. "A woman capable of overcoming
any obstacle."

"But I don't know if I'm capable of overcoming the truth," she replied, her voice trembling.
"The truth about what happened, the truth about who I am."

Tom looked at her, his eyes filled with a sadness that pierced her heart. "I can't force you to
remember," he said softly. "But I promise I'll always be here for you, no matter what."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mix of gratitude and distrust. She wanted to believe
in his protection, in his love, but something pushed her to move forward, to discover the
truth, even if she had to face the pain.

"I can't be protected,” she said, her voice trembling. "I have to find myself."

She stood up, her legs shaky, and approached the door. She needed to find her own truth, to
understand what had happened, to rebuild herself from the fragments of her past.

"I'm here for you," he said, his voice soft and filled with compassion. "Never forget that."

She looked at him for a moment, then walked out of the house, the coolness of the evening
hitting her face. She took a deep breath, savoring the fresh air and the scent of the flowers in
the garden.

She walked away from the house, her steps hesitant, as if she were walking on unfamiliar
ground. She needed answers, she needed to understand what had happened. She felt like



she was adrift in a parallel universe, a world where the rules were different, where the past
was a mystery and the present was a mirage.

She wondered if she would ever find her identity, if she would ever remember who she was,
what she had lived through.

The chapter ends on this note of uncertainty, leaving the reader wondering if the
protagonist will be able to remember her past, to understand what happened to her, and to
find her identity. The mystery remains intact, the truth hidden in the depths of her amnesia,
waiting to be revealed.

Chapter 06:

The crackling of the fire in the fireplace filled the silence of the room, a silence that
thickened with every tick of the antique clock hanging on the wall. The flickering light cast
dancing shadows on the walls, transforming familiar objects into phantasmagorical
silhouettes.

She sat on the couch, a book open on her lap, but her eyes were fixed on the dancing flames,
lost in a sea of swirling thoughts. The book, a romantic novel with a whimsical title, failed to
captivate her. Her mind was elsewhere, obsessed with the mystery of her past, with the
fragments of memories that haunted her like ghosts.

Since she had discovered the chest in the attic, she had been living in a kind of mental fog,
an opaque veil that obscured her perception of the world. The photos, the letters, the
personal belongings... all these vestiges of a former life were like shards of a broken mirror,
unable to reflect a complete image, a coherent truth.

She had tried to talk to Tom, to ask him for explanations, but he had been strangely evasive,
even hostile. He had told her it was a dangerous secret, that it was better for her to forget.
But how could she forget something that seemed to be etched in the depths of her being?



Fear had mingled with her desire to understand. She feared what the truth might reveal,
feared discovering a dark side of her past, a side that would push her away, that would
break her.

Suddenly, a muffled sound from the floor above made her jump. Her heart began to pound
in her chest, an irregular beat that seemed to resonate throughout the room. She put down
the book and stood up, her muscles tense.

She listened intently, her breath catching in the silence. The sound repeated itself, a creak of
floorboards followed by the sound of heavy footsteps. She felt a shiver run down her spine,
a feeling of apprehension that paralyzed her.

She hesitated for a moment, then decided to go upstairs. She needed to know what was
happening, to dispel the veil of mystery that hung over her house, over her life.

She climbed the stairs slowly, her steps hesitant, as if she were afraid of waking a sleeping
beast. She reached the landing and approached the door to the guest room, the only room in
the house that remained locked.

She raised her hand, hesitant to knock. She knew this room was off-limits, that Tom had
expressly forbidden her from entering. But curiosity gnawed at her, pushing her to defy his
prohibitions.

She took a deep breath and knocked softly. A deafening silence followed. She knocked again,
louder this time.

She heard a muffled sound from inside, as if someone were moving a heavy object. Then, the
click of a key in the lock.

The door opened slowly, revealing a room bathed in shadows. A single source of light
illuminated the space: a bedside lamp on a nightstand, casting a narrow beam that
illuminated a corner of the room.



Tom stood in the doorway, his face illuminated by the flickering light of the lamp. His eyes
were red, as if he hadn't slept all night, and his features were drawn, as if an invisible
tension was gripping him.

"What are you doing here?" he asked in a raspy voice, his eyes fixed on her with an almost
menacing intensity.

She hesitated for a moment, then forced herself to answer. "I heard a noise..."

"There's nothing here," he interrupted, his voice sharp. "Go back to the living room."

"I want to know what's going on," she retorted, her voice trembling but resolute. "You're
hiding something from me, Tom. I can feel it."

He turned, his gaze settling on the scattered objects in the room. He seemed agitated, as if
he were trying to control a wave of anger rising within him.

"It's none of your business," he said in a glacial voice. "You shouldn't pry into what doesn't
concern you."

"It's my life," she retorted, her voice filled with newfound determination. "I have the right to
know."

He turned back to her, his face hard as stone. "You're going to regret snooping around my
belongings," he said, his eyes gleaming with a contained threat. "You're going to regret
opening this door."

She felt paralyzed by fear, but she refused to back down. She had crossed the Rubicon, she
could no longer turn back. She needed to understand, to know, to find her identity.



"I'm not a child, Tom," she said, her voice firm despite the panic gnawing at her. "I have the
right to know who [ am, where I come from."

He moved closer to her, his face inches from hers. He breathed heavily, his hot breath on her
face.

"You don't want to know," he said, his voice low and menacing. "What you might discover
will destroy you."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with an unwavering distrust. "I don't fear the truth," she
replied, her voice filled with newfound determination. "I'm ready to face whatever might
come my way."

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to reflect his helplessness in the face of his predicament.
"You won't understand,” he said, his voice full of despair. "You won't be able to understand."

"Test me," she replied, her voice laced with unwavering determination. "Tell me what I need
to know."

He looked at her for a moment, his eyes a mixture of anger and sorrow. Then, he turned and
walked towards a massive wooden chest that stood in a corner of the room.

He opened a drawer and pulled out a leather-bound photo album. He handed it to her
without a word.

She took it hesitantly, her fingers tracing the worn cover. She opened it slowly, her heart
pounding in her chest.



The photographs were in black and white, images from a distant past, a life she didn't
recognize. Unfamiliar faces smiled back at her, places she had never seen unfolded before
her eyes.

A sense of unease washed over her, as if she were watching a film from another life, another
person. She flipped through the pages, her gaze lingering on each image, each face, each
place.

Each photograph was a dagger to her heart, a reminder of what she had lost, what she had
forgotten. She felt like a spectator in her own life, a stranger in a world that was,
nonetheless, familiar to her.

A question burned in her mind, a question she dared not voice, a question that had haunted
her since she discovered the chest in the attic.

Who was the woman in the photographs?

Who was she?

She opened the photo album, her trembling fingers brushing against the pages yellowed
with time. The images, in black and white, depicted an unknown woman, a woman who
bore a striking resemblance to her, but whose gaze was different, more distant, almost
melancholic.

The woman in the album wore elegant clothes, dresses with bold cuts, high-heeled shoes.
She smiled in some of the photos, a radiant smile that contrasted with the sadness
emanating from her eyes. In others, she seemed pensive, her gaze lost in the distance, as if
she were contemplating an inaccessible horizon.

She turned the pages with a painful slowness, each photograph tearing a piece of her heart
away. She recognized features of her own face, reflections of her own personality, but



something didn't fit. There was a veil of mystery about this woman, an aura of
inaccessibility that separated her from the woman she believed herself to be.

In one photo, she stood in front of an imposing building, golden letters adorning the facade:
"Contemporary Art Gallery." She wore a flamboyant red dress, her blond hair cascading
down her shoulders. Her smile was radiant, but her eyes seemed sad, as if they bore the
weight of a heavy secret.

Another photo showed her with an elegant man, his hair graying and his gaze piercing. They
sat at a table in a chic restaurant, glasses of red wine in front of them. The man looked at her
with tenderness, a warm smile illuminating his face. But the woman in the album seemed
distant, her gaze fixed, as if she were elsewhere, in a world inaccessible to this man.

She closed the album, a feeling of confusion and anxiety washing over her. Who was this
woman? Why did she feel so alien to her? Who was this man? Why did she feel so uneasy at
the thought of meeting him?

She looked up at Tom, who watched her with an unsettling intensity. His eyes were red, as if
he had been crying, and his lips were pressed together, as if he were trying to hold back a
torrent of words.

"Is... is that me?" she asked in a trembling voice, her gaze fixed on the closed photo album.

Tom didn't answer. He turned away, his gaze falling on the scattered objects in the room. A
heavy silence fell upon them, a silence that seemed filled with secrets and lies.

"Who is that man?" she asked, her voice breaking slightly.

Tom sighed, a gesture that seemed to express his helplessness in the face of their situation.
"He was... he was a friend," he replied in a raspy voice. "A very dear friend."



"A friend?" she repeated, her gaze fixed on the photo of the man. "Why does he look at me
with so much tenderness?"

Tom didn't answer. He turned to her, his eyes filled with a sadness that pierced her heart.
"He's dead," he said, his voice choked with emotion. "He died a few years ago."

"Dead?" she repeated, unable to comprehend. "Why... why do I feel such a void at the
thought of meeting him?"

Tom moved closer to her, his face inches from hers. "You can't meet him," he said, his voice
low and menacing. "You mustn't meet him."

"Why?" she asked, her voice filled with an anguish that pierced his heart. "What are you
protecting me from?"

Tom remained silent, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he wanted to read her thoughts. "I'm
protecting you from pain,” he finally replied, his voice filled with compassion. "From the
pain of remembering what you've lost." "Lost?" she repeated, her gaze lost in the void.
"What have I lost?"

Tom turned away, his gaze falling on the closed photo album. He seemed to hesitate, as if
weighing his words carefully. "You've lost... you've lost your past,” he finally replied, his
voice weak and trembling. "You've lost a part of yourself."

"My past?" she repeated, a feeling of confusion and fear washing over her. "What is my
past?”

Tom turned to her, his eyes filled with a sadness that pierced her heart. "You mustn't
remember," he said, his voice choked with emotion. "It's not good for you." She couldn't just
live in the fog of amnesia, lulled by Tom's lies.



"I can't stay in the dark," she said, her voice filled with newfound determination. "I need to
know my past. I need to know who I am."

Tom stood up, his gaze fixed on her with an unsettling intensity. "You don't want to know
the truth,” he said, his voice raspy. "The truth will destroy you." "I'm ready to face the truth,"
she replied, her voice firm despite the panic gnawing at her. "Whatever it may be." He
seemed to hesitate, torn between his desire to protect her and his obligation to tell her the
truth.

"I'm here for you," he finally said, his voice gentle and filled with compassion. "Whatever
happens."

She looked at him for a moment, then walked out of the room, leaving Tom alone in the
silence of the guest room. She needed to think, to put her thoughts in order, to understand
what was happening to her.

The silence of the house had become a tangible weight, a presence that hung over her like a
shroud.

She sat on the windowsill, the coolness of the night caressing her skin. The moon, a thin
silver crescent, illuminated the garden with a ghostly light, transforming the familiar trees
into menacing silhouettes. She felt lost, like a boat adrift on a stormy sea, without a
compass, without a landmark.

The photos in the photo album haunted her, each face, each smile, each gaze, drawing her
into a whirlwind of uncertainty. Who was this woman? Who was she? Why did she feel so
alien to this life, to this identity?

She remembered her past, her work, her friends, her dreams. But it all seemed so distant, so
unreal, as if it were just a dream, an illusion. She felt disconnected from her own body, from
her own history.



She stood up and walked towards the door, her heart pounding in her chest. She needed
answers, she needed to understand what was happening to her. She had to talk to Tom, ask
him to help her find her past, to understand who the woman in the photo album was.

She knocked on the door, her fist hesitant. She heard Tom moving inside, then the door
opened slowly, revealing his pale and worried face.

"What's wrong?" he asked, his voice raspy, as if he hadn't slept all night.

"I... I need to talk to you," she replied, her voice trembling.

"Now?" he asked, his eyes fixed on her with an almost menacing intensity.

"Yes," she replied, her eyes fixed on his, as if she wanted to read his thoughts through his
gaze. "l can't sleep. I need to understand.” He seemed to hesitate, as if he feared what she
was about to tell him.

"What's wrong?" he finally asked, his voice gentle and filled with compassion. "You look...
worried."

She hesitated for a moment, then plunged in. "I found a photo album in the guest room."

"The photo album?" he repeated, his eyes widening slightly. "What's wrong with it?"

"There are pictures... of me. But... | don't recognize myself."

Tom fell silent, his face contorting into an expression of pain. He seemed to want to say
something, but he stopped himself.



"I don't understand," he finally said, his voice trembling. "What do you mean?"

"[... don't know," she replied, her voice breaking slightly. "It's like... like I'm looking at
another person's life." "There's nothing to understand," he said, his voice gentle and filled
with compassion. "It's just a photo album."

"But... there are pictures of me with this man."

"This man?" he repeated, his eyes narrowing in an expression of disdain. "He was a friend. A
friend from before."

"A friend?" she repeated, her gaze fixed on his, as if she wanted to read the truth in his eyes.
"Why does he look at me with so much tenderness?”

Tom fell silent, his eyes filling with a sorrow that pierced her heart. "He's gone," he finally
said, his voice choked with emotion. "Why... why do I feel such emptiness at the thought of
meeting him?"

Tom moved closer to her, his eyes fixed on hers, as if he wanted to read her thoughts.
"Lost?" she repeated, her gaze drifting into the void.

Tom's hand closed over hers, his fingers gripping hers with an unexpected strength. He
looked at her, his eyes reflecting a profound sadness, a sadness that pierced her heart like a
shard of ice.

"You must forget," he murmured, his voice rough, as if it came from a deep well. "It's for
your own good. You don't want to remember all that."



She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mistrust that seemed insurmountable. "I don't
understand," she said, her voice trembling, as if she was searching for a foothold in the void.
"What have I lost? What am I supposed to forget?"

He averted his gaze, his eyes landing on the closed photo album, as if it contained all the
secrets of the world. "You've lost a part of yourself," he said, his voice barely audible, as if
each word tore a piece of his soul. "A part of you that was... too painful.”

"I need to know," she whispered, her voice filled with newfound determination, as if she
were trying to convince herself. "I need to understand who I am, where I come from."

"You can't," he said, his voice laced with a sadness that pierced her heart. "You can't handle
the truth."

She stood up, her legs trembling, as if she had suddenly lost control of her body. "I will
handle it," she said, her voice firm, despite the panic gnawing at her. "I have to handle it."

He rose, his face contorting with an expression of pain. He looked at her, his eyes filled with
a sorrow that pierced her heart. "You can't," he repeated, his voice filled with despair. "You
can't."

She moved towards the door, her steps hesitant, as if she were walking on unfamiliar
terrain. She couldn't just live in the fog of amnesia, be lulled by Tom's lies.

"I will find the truth," she said, her voice firm, despite the fear that gripped her. "Even if [
have to do it alone."

He stood in front of her, his body erect like an insurmountable barrier. "You can't," he
repeated, his voice turning menacing. "You can't do this."



She met his gaze, her eyes filled with newfound determination, as if she had suddenly found
a courage she didn't know she possessed. "I will," she said, her voice brimming with
conviction. "l will reclaim my past, even if it destroys me."

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to reflect his helplessness in the face of her predicament.
"You don't want to know," he said, his voice laced with despair. "You don't want to know
what you might discover."

She stared at him, her eyes filled with a mistrust that seemed insurmountable. "I want to
know," she said, her voice firm, despite the fear that gnawed at her. "I want to know who I
am, where I come from."

He fell silent, his eyes locking with hers, as if he were trying to read her thoughts,
understand the forces driving her forward. He seemed hesitant, torn between his desire to
protect her and his obligation to tell her the truth.

"I'm here for you," he finally said, his voice soft and filled with compassion, as if he were
trying to reassure her, to make her understand that he was there for her, no matter what.

She looked at him for a moment, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and mistrust. She
wanted to believe in his protection, his love, but something urged her forward, to discover
the truth, even if she had to face the pain.

"I have to find myself," she said, her voice trembling, as if she were fighting against a wave
of emotions that was overwhelming her. "I have to know who [ am."

She turned and walked away from him, her steps hesitant, as if she were walking on
unfamiliar terrain. She needed to think, to put her thoughts in order, to understand what
was happening to her.

"You shouldn't be concerned with this," he said in a grave tone.



"It's for your own good," he finally murmured.

Chapter 07:

The alarm clock rang, a soft, insistent melody that pierced the silence of the room. She
opened her eyes, the darkness gradually fading to reveal the pale morning light filtering
through the curtains. A smile lit up her face, an automatic, almost mechanical smile, which
quickly faded when she realized where she was.

She was in her bed, in her room, surrounded by familiar objects, but a sense of strangeness
enveloped her. The atmosphere was different, as if an invisible veil had descended over the
room, making it unreal, almost surreal.

She raised her head and saw Tom, her husband, sleeping peacefully beside her. His face was
relaxed, his lips slightly parted, and his tousled brown hair was scattered on the pillow. He
seemed so peaceful, so happy, that she almost forgot the heavy anxiety that had been
gnawing at her for weeks.

A high-pitched sound pulled her from her thoughts. She turned and saw the two little beings
who lit up her life: Sarah, her eldest daughter, with piercing blue eyes and blonde hair, and
Thomas, her son, with sparkling brown eyes and rebellious black hair. They were sitting on
the edge of the bed, their faces lit by a mixture of excitement and curiosity.

"Mommy, can we go play outside?" Sarah asked, her voice sweet and melodious.

"Yes, my darling," she replied, a forced smile forming on her lips. "But wait for Daddy to
wake up."

She looked down at Tom, his face serene, and a shiver ran through her. She wondered if she
had truly chosen this life, if she had truly desired it. She remembered her old life, her
promising career, her friends, her lively evenings. But it all seemed so distant, so unreal, like
a dream she could no longer remember.



"Mommy, are you okay?" asked Thomas, his brown eyes fixed on her with a concern that
touched her heart.

"Yes, honey, I'm fine," she replied, her smile widening slightly. "I'm just a little tired."

"It's because you worked a lot yesterday,” added Sarah, her voice soft and comforting.
"You're the best mommy in the world."

Her daughter's words warmed her heart, but a sense of guilt washed over her. She was a
mother, it was true, but she wasn't a stay-at-home mother. She was an ambitious woman, an
independent woman, a woman who had dreams and aspirations.

She got out of bed, her legs trembling, and walked to the bathroom. She needed to calm
down, to think, to understand what was happening to her. She looked at herself in the
mirror, her face marked by deep fatigue, but her eyes shone with a newfound
determination. She couldn't continue living in this fog, in this denial. She had to find the
truth, even if it meant questioning everything.

She took a cold shower, the icy water making her jump, but also waking her up. She looked
at herself in the mirror again, her face washed by the water, but her eyes were clearer, more
determined. She had made a decision, she was going to face her fear, she was going to find
her identity.

She joined Tom and her children in the kitchen. They were already seated at the table, ready
to eat breakfast. She sat opposite Tom, her eyes falling on his face, on his piercing blue eyes
that seemed to see through her.

"Good morning, my love," he said, a warm smile illuminating his face. "You look tired."

"Yes, I'm a little beat," she replied, her voice calm but firm. "I worked a lot yesterday."



"You need to take care of yourself," he said, his voice soft and full of compassion. "You're the
mother of our children, you're precious to us."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with a mixture of gratitude and mistrust. She wanted to
believe in his words, his love, but something held her at a distance, an invisible wall
separating them.

"I know," she replied, her voice weak. "I'll try to take better care of myself."

She ate her breakfast, thoughts swirling in her head. She felt like she was living in a gilded
cage, a cage that seemed both comfortable and suffocating. She was surrounded by love,
tenderness, security, but she didn't feel at home. She felt like a stranger in her own life, an
actress forced to play a role that wasn't hers.

"Mommy, you're weird this morning,” said Thomas, his voice innocent, but his remark made
her jump.

"I'm just tired, honey," she replied, trying to hide her nervousness. "That's all."

"I think you're thinking too much," added Sarah, her blue eyes fixed on her with an intensity
that disturbed her.

"Sarah!" Tom reprimanded, his face tightening slightly. "You need to be nice to mommy."

Sarah fell silent, her lips tightening slightly. She looked down at her plate, a sullen
expression spreading across her face.

"Everything's fine," said Tom, his eyes resting on her with a tenderness that touched her.
"Don't worry about Sarah, she's just a little jealous because you didn't hug her enough this
morning."



He sat on the couch, his shoulders slumping slightly, as if preparing to bear a heavy weight.
"I can't tell you everything at once," he said, his voice soft and laced with compassion. "It's a
long and painful story, and I don't want to hurt you."

She sat up straighter on the couch, her hand closing over his. "I'm ready to hear the truth,
Tom," she said, her voice firm despite the fear gnawing at her. "I want to understand, [ want
to know who I am."

He sighed, a gesture that seemed to encapsulate all the sadness in the world. "I know you're
strong, my love," he said, his voice soft and laced with sincerity. "You can overcome
anything."

"But I don't know if I can overcome the truth," she replied, her voice trembling. "The truth
about what happened, the truth about who I am."

He stood up, walking towards the window, his eyes resting on the garden that stretched
before them. Birds chirped merrily in the trees, their melodious songs filling the air with a
gentle melody. A stark contrast to the heavy silence that hung in the room.

"I will tell you everything, my love," he said finally, his voice deep and laced with gravity.
"You need time, to process your emotions."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with doubt. "I'll trust you."



She stood up from the couch, feeling a wave of fatigue wash over her. She walked towards
the bed, settling comfortably into the soft sheets.

Chapter 08:

The diary was a bottomless pit of forgotten memories. Every page, every phrase, every
scribble was a fragment of life that had been stolen from her, a piece of the puzzle of her
identity that she was piecing together with mounting anguish. She had spent hours
devouring it, deciphering the words scrawled in a nervous hand, reconstructing the events
that unfolded within its pages. She had found traces of her past, of her former life, a life she
didn't remember living, yet it felt so real in these yellowed pages.

She had discovered that she was an ambitious woman, a woman who had dreams and
aspirations, a woman who had chosen to live her life on her own terms. She had worked
hard to succeed, climbing the ladder of her company with unwavering determination. She
had friends, passions, a rich and vibrant social life. She was free, independent, mistress of
her own destiny.

Every page of the diary was a stab to her heart. Every recovered memory was a wound that
reopened, reminding her of the life she had lost, the life she didn't remember living, yet it
felt so real, so precious.

A wave of anger washed over her. Who had stolen this life from her? Who had ripped away
her dreams, her aspirations, her identity? Why? What was the purpose of this perverse
manipulation? Why had her memory been erased?

She felt a surge of sadness, despair, loneliness. She felt like a ghost, a wandering soul, lost in
a world that didn't recognize her. She felt like an actress forced to play a role that wasn't her
own.



She stood up, feeling exhausted, her body numb with fatigue and pain. She needed to calm
down, regain her balance, collect her thoughts. She walked towards the window, seeking
solace in the beauty of the garden.

The setting sun painted the sky with hues of orange and violet, creating a magnificent
spectacle that contrasted strangely with the heaviness that weighed upon her shoulders.
She retreated to the balcony, a glass of red wine in hand, the bitterness of the drink
reflecting the confusion that gnawed at her.

She let herself be lulled by the rhythm of her breath, by the calming silence of the room.

A slight shiver ran through her, as if a cold wind had entered the room. She opened her eyes,
her pupils dilated by the darkness that had suddenly descended upon the room. A flash of
light came from outside, briefly illuminating the room before disappearing as suddenly as it
had appeared. Thunder rumbled, a deep and menacing sound that made the windows
vibrate.

"Tom?" she whispered, her voice trembling.

A heavy, oppressive silence answered her call. She jumped up, her heart pounding in her
chest. She searched for her husband, but he was gone. A wave of panic washed over her,
squeezing her throat like a vice.

She rushed to the door, pulling it with force, but it was stuck. Something was holding it,
preventing her from escaping. She pulled again, with all her might, but in vain. Panic was
getting to her, her breath becoming short and choppy.

"Tom?" she called again, her voice trembling with fear.

No sound answered her call. She felt a wave of coldness wash over her, as if a cold draft had
entered the room. She turned, her gaze falling on the window. The rain was beating down
on the glass, the water droplets colliding violently, creating a discordant rhythm.



A flash of light illuminated the room, revealing a dark figure standing outside, behind the
glass. The figure waved a hand, as if inviting her to come out. She felt a shiver of horror run
through her, a feeling of terror she had never felt before.

She took a step back, her body trembling with fear. She felt trapped, as if she were locked in
a nightmare from which she couldn't escape.

"Tom?" she whispered, her voice barely audible.

The figure outside waved its hand again, as if reassuring her. She hesitated for a moment,
torn between fear and hope. She wondered if she could trust this figure, this stranger
standing behind the glass.

She jumped up, rushing towards the door. She pulled with all her might, but the door
wouldn't budge. She felt trapped, as if an invisible wall was preventing her from getting out.

She turned, her gaze falling on the figure outside. The figure waved its hand, as if inviting
her to follow.

She rushed towards the window, her heart pounding in her chest. She pulled on the handle,
but the window wouldn't move. It was stuck. Something was holding it, preventing her from
escaping.

She felt a wave of panic wash over her, her breath becoming short and choppy. She took a
step back, her body trembling with fear.

She rushed towards the door, her heart pounding in her chest. She wondered if she could
trust this figure, this stranger who was standing behind the glass.



She rushed towards the door, her heart pounding in her chest. She pulled on the handle, but
the door wouldn't budge. Something was holding it, preventing her from escaping. She took
a step back, her body trembling with fear. A flash illuminated the room, revealing the dark
figure outside, motionless, like a menacing shadow. She felt like she was being watched,
scrutinized by invisible eyes.

"Tom?!" she screamed, her voice hoarse, broken by fear. The silence answered, heavy and
oppressive. She threw herself at the window, trying to break it with her bare hands, but the
glass resisted, inflexible. The figure outside gestured, as if inviting her to calm down, but she
could no longer trust anyone, anything.

A wave of memories resurfaced, confused and fragmented images, like fragments of a
forgotten dream. She saw herself in a dark room, men in black surrounding her, their faces
hidden by shadows. She was injected with a cold liquid, she felt a sharp pain, a deep malaise.
She struggled, screamed, but no one heard her.

Thunder rumbled again, a deep and menacing sound that made the walls of the house
vibrate. The rain beat against the windows, like violent punches. She felt trapped, like a
cornered animal, with no escape.

A new wave of panic washed over her. She turned to the door, pounding it with her fists, but
the door wouldn't give way. She felt helpless, trapped in her own nightmare.

Suddenly, a muffled sound could be heard, like a creak coming from the basement. She
froze, her heart pounding in her chest. She wondered who could be down there, in the
darkness, in the silence of the night.

She stood up, her legs trembling, and walked towards the stairs. She hesitated, torn
between fear and curiosity. She couldn't stay there, waiting for danger to come to her. She
had to act, she had to know who was hiding in the shadows.

She descended the stairs slowly, her steps hesitant, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt
a cold breeze brush against her, as if a cold wind had entered the house. She turned,
searching for the source of this breeze, but she saw nothing.



She continued her descent, her hands gripping the railing, as if to give herself courage. She
reached the bottom of the stairs, her eyes adjusting to the darkness. She could make out the
outline of the basement door, a solid wooden door, which seemed to be locked.

She stood up, her legs trembling, and walked towards the door. She hesitated for a moment,
torn between fear and curiosity.

She took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and reached for the handle. Slowly, she turned it,
her heart pounding in her chest. The door creaked open, revealing a deep, impenetrable
darkness.

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes adjusting to the gloom. A shiver ran down her spine, as
if a frigid wind had swept through the house. She turned, searching for the source of the
chill, but saw nothing. A heavy, oppressive silence hung in the basement, a silence that
seemed pregnant with secrets and threats. A wave of panic washed over her, her breath
becoming short and ragged.

She wondered if she had made a mistake coming down here, if she had succumbed to
irrational fear. But it was too late to turn back. She had crossed the threshold, she had
entered this unknown world, and she could not retreat.

She crept into the darkness, her hesitant hands trailing along the cold, damp walls. A faint
current of cool air brushed against her, reminding her of another room, another part of this
subterranean world. She followed the draft, her steps hesitant, her heart pounding in her
chest.

The basement was a labyrinth of dark, dusty rooms, dimly illuminated by a faint glow from
a boarded-up window. Forgotten objects, covered in thick layers of dust, littered the floor:
rusty tools, cracked wooden crates, dilapidated furniture. The air was heavy and stale,
imbued with a pungent odor of mildew and earth.



She moved cautiously, avoiding the objects that lay in her path, searching for a source of
light, a clue, a sign of life. But the basement seemed to be an abandoned place, a forgotten
refuge of time, a tomb for forgotten memories.

She spotted an open door at the end of the hallway. She approached cautiously, her heart
pounding in her chest. The room was lit by a single bare bulb hanging from the ceiling. It
was empty, save for a massive wooden desk and a chair covered in dusty fabric.

On the desk, she saw an old leather-bound journal, closed. She approached and carefully
opened it. The pages were yellowed with age, filled with fine, elegant handwriting.

She recognized her own script. It was her diary. She had written it years ago, before her life
took a turn, before she lost her memory.

She scanned the pages with avidity, searching for answers to her questions. She found
details about her past, about her life before she arrived in this strange world. She found
descriptions of her dreams, her aspirations, her fears.

She also found mentions of a man, a man she loved, a man who seemed to be an important
part of her life. She didn't remember him, but she felt a wave of sadness as she read his
words, words filled with love and tenderness.

She read and reread these pages, trying to decipher the mysteries of her past. She felt torn
between the desire to rediscover her true identity and the fear of uncovering a truth that
could destroy the world she had built.

Suddenly, a dull thud echoed through the basement, like a creak from the other side.

She closed the diary and rose, her legs trembling. She moved toward the source of the
sound, her senses on high alert. She could not stay here, waiting for danger to come to her.
She had to act, she had to know who lurked in the shadows.



She followed the hallway, her steps hesitant, her eyes scanning the darkness. She reached a
solid wooden door, locked. She tried to open it, but it wouldn't budge. She felt a wave of
panic wash over her, her breath becoming short and ragged.

She turned to the door, pounding on it with her fists, but it wouldn't give. She felt helpless,
trapped in her own nightmare.

Suddenly, the door creaked open. A shadowy figure stood in the doorway, illuminated by a
faint glow from the room beyond.

She couldn't make out his features, but she felt a wave of terror wash over her. She recoiled,
her body trembling with fear.

"Who are you?" she asked, her voice trembling.

The figure took a step forward, his raspy, menacing voice echoing through the basement's
silence.

"I am the one who forgot you."

A chilling silence descended upon them, thick and heavy as a shroud. The shadowy figure,
motionless, seemed to dissolve into the darkness, leaving behind an unsettling void. A
shiver ran through her, a blend of fear and fascination. She felt as though she were perched
precariously on the edge of a precipice, torn between her desire to know the truth and the
terror of what she might discover.

"Tell me who you are," she demanded, her voice trembling. "Tell me why you made me
forget."



The figure, as if awakened from a slumber, took a step forward, his shadow stretching
across the wall behind him like an impending threat. "I am the one who gave you a new life,"
he said, his voice low and deep, reverberating through the silence of the basement. "You do
not understand,” he continued, his voice grave and laden with a hint of something she
couldn't quite grasp.

A flash of light illuminated the room, revealing the features of the shadowy figure. She
recognized his dark eyes, deep and glacial, that stared back at her with an intensity that
chilled her to the bone. It was him. The man from her dreams, the man she had forgotten.
The man who had stolen everything from her.

A scream formed in her throat, but no sound escaped. She was paralyzed, unable to move, to
breathe. She could only stare at this man, this stranger who was yet so familiar, and wonder
who she truly was, and who this man was who had stolen her life.

Thunder rumbled again, a dull, menacing sound that vibrated through the walls of the
house. Rain lashed against the windows, like violent blows.

"I know you are ready to face the truth," he said, his voice smooth and menacing. "But are
you ready to face the consequences?”

She felt lost, alone, in this dark and cold basement. She no longer knew who to trust, or what
to believe. She felt as though she were perched precariously on the edge of a precipice, torn
between her desire to know the truth and the terror of what she might discover.

Silence descended upon them once more, thick and heavy as a shroud. She wondered if she
was ready to face the truth, if she was ready to pay the price of knowledge.

"l am ready," she finally said, her voice trembling. "Tell me the truth."

The man smiled, a cold, chilling smile that revealed no emotion. "Then listen carefully,” he
said, his voice smooth and menacing. "What I am about to tell you will change your life
forever."



He leaned towards her, his face drawing closer to hers. "I gave you a new life," he said, his
voice low and deep. "A life without pain, without regrets, without memories."

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She wondered if he was right, if this new life was truly
a blessing or a curse. She wondered if she was ready to go back, to face the truth, to pay the
price of knowledge.

"I gave you a new life," he repeated, his voice smooth and menacing. "A life where you could
be happy, where you could forget the past.”

She wondered if she could truly forget the past, if she could truly live without memories.
She wondered if she was ready to accept this new life, this life without a past, without an
identity, without memories.

"I gave you a new life," he said once more, his voice smooth and menacing.

Tom sighed, his shoulders slumping. "I know you're a grown woman, honey. But now is not
the time. This isn't the right time to know."

"There will never be a right time?" she asked, her voice laced with despair. "Are you going to
keep the truth from me my entire life?"

Tom turned to her, his eyes filled with sorrow. "I don't want to hurt you. [ want to protect

n

you.

"Protect me from what?" she demanded, her voice tinged with defiance. "Protect me from
the truth?"



Tom hesitated, a moment of silence settling between them.

"The truth is dangerous, honey. It can destroy you," he said finally, his voice soft and full of
conviction.

She looked at him, incredulous. "Do you really think I'm that fragile?" she asked, her voice
laced with pain. "Do you really think I can't handle the truth?"

Tom moved closer to her, looking directly into her eyes. "I know you're strong, honey. But
the truth is a double-edged sword. It can cut you deeply."

She felt a surge of anger rising within her. She felt trapped, as though caught in a snare from
which she couldn't escape. She had the distinct impression that Tom was lying to her, that
he was hiding something momentous, something that could change her life forever.

"Tell me the truth, Tom," she said, her voice firm and full of determination. "Tell me what
happened to me."

Tom looked at her, his face grim. "I can't.  won't."

She rose, her hands clenched into fists. "You can't hide the truth from me forever,"” she said,
her voice laced with anger. "I'll find it, | swear."

She turned on her heels and left the kitchen, leaving Tom alone with his cold coffee and his
secrets. She walked towards the garden, the anger bubbling within her. She felt as though
her past was a ticking time bomb, one that could explode at any moment and shatter her
life. She needed to know what had happened; she needed to understand.

She wandered through the garden, her gaze flitting over the flowers and trees. It felt as
though she was trapped in a dream, a strange and unsettling one. She wondered if she was
truly in the right world, if she was truly in the right place.



She stopped in front of a large oak, its imposing branches reaching towards the sky like
outstretched arms. She leaned against its rough bark, closing her eyes. She inhaled deeply,
the scent of flowers and freshly cut grass filling her nostrils. She felt lost, alone, and helpless.

She needed answers. She needed to know.

Suddenly, she heard a noise behind her. She opened her eyes and turned around. She saw a
man standing a few feet from her, his face obscured by the oak's shadow. He was tall and
slender, dressed in a white shirt and black trousers. He had short, black hair, and his eyes
were dark and piercing.

"I know you're searching for the truth," he said, his voice soft and melodious.

She looked at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She knew him. She had seen him in her
dreams. But how? Why?

"Who are you?" she asked, her voice trembling.

The man smiled, a mysterious and enigmatic smile. "I am the one who changed everything,"
he said, his voice full of mystery. "I am the one who gave you a new life."

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She felt as though she was standing at the edge of a
precipice, the shadow of truth closing in on her.

"What do you mean?" she asked, her voice filled with fear.

The man stepped forward, moving closer to her. "I want to tell you the truth," he said, his
voice soft and menacing. "The truth about you, about me, about what happened.”



She felt trapped, like a cornered animal. She didn't know if she should trust him, if she
should talk to him.

"Who are you?" she repeated, her voice trembling.

The man leaned in towards her, his dark eyes fixed on hers. "I am the one who knows you
better than you know yourself," he said, his voice full of mystery. "I am the one who gave
you a second chance."

She felt another shiver run down her spine. She felt as though she was standing at the edge
of a precipice, the shadow of truth closing in on her.

"What do you want?" she asked, her voice trembling. "The truth about you, about me, about
what happened.”

She felt trapped, like a cornered animal. She didn't know if she should trust him, if she
should talk to him.

The wind swirled around her, carrying dead leaves that danced like ghosts around her feet.
The sunlight, filtered through the branches of the oak, illuminated her face intermittently,
creating a play of shadows and light that made her feel like she was in a black and white
film. She felt strangely detached from reality, as if she were a spectator of her own life,
observing events unfold without being able to intervene.

The man drew closer, his shadow stretching over her like a menacing spectre. His dark,
deep, and piercing eyes seemed to pierce through her, reading her like an open book. She
felt vulnerable, exposed, as if all her secrets were etched on her face.

"You're searching for the truth," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing, but with a
menacing undertone. "It's right there, in front of you. But are you truly ready to see it?"



She looked at him, her heart pounding in her chest. His words were like needles pricking
her heart. She knew he was right. She was searching for the truth, but was she truly ready to
face the consequences of its discovery?

"Who are you?" she asked, her voice trembling, despite her determination. "Why are you
talking to me?"

The man smiled, a cold, chilling smile that didn't betray any emotion. "I am the one who
knows," he said, his voice deep and full of conviction. "I am the one who has seen
everything, heard everything. [ am the one who can give you the answers you're seeking."

His words were like a serpent coiling around her mind, slowly suffocating her. She couldn't
trust him, she felt it deep within her. But she couldn't ignore what he was offering either.
The truth, at last. The possibility of understanding what had happened to her, of reclaiming
her lost identity.

"Tell me what you know," she said, her voice trembling, but firm. "Tell me the truth."

The man leaned towards her, his face nearing hers. His warm breath tickled her ear, and she
felt a shiver run down her spine.

"You want to know what happened to you?" he asked, his voice low and almost sensual.
"You want to know why you forgot your life before?"

She nodded, her eyes fixed on his. She couldn't look away, mesmerized by his intensity.

"Then listen carefully,” he said, his voice soft and melodious. "What ['m going to tell you will
change your life forever."

He drew back slightly, then took a deep breath.



"You were the victim of an accident,” he said, his voice deep and full of conviction. "An
accident that caused you to lose your memory."

She looked at him, her eyes wide. An accident? But she didn't remember any accident.

"You don't remember?" he asked, a slight, sardonic smile playing on his lips. "You don't
remember the car, the road, the impact?"

She shook her head, unable to speak. Her mind was consumed by a cloud of confusion.

"You were saved," he said, his voice soft and reassuring. "But you lost your memory. You
forgot who you were, where you came from, who you loved."

She felt like a rag doll, manipulated by invisible strings. She didn't understand. She didn't
remember.

"But you were cared for," he said, his voice still soft. "You were cared for by someone who
loves you. Someone who wanted to protect you. Someone who wanted to give you a new
life."

She wondered who could love her so much, who could want to protect her from the truth.
Who could want to give her a new life, a life without a past, without memories, without an
identity.

"You were amnesiac,” he said, his voice deep and full of conviction. "But you found a new
family, a new life. A life full of love and happiness."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. A new family? A new life? But she had
never wanted a new life. She wanted her life before, her life before the accident, her life
before the memory loss.



"You're amnesiac," he repeated, his voice soft and melodious. "But you're happy. You're
loved. You're safe."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears. She didn't know what to think anymore. She
didn't know who to trust anymore. She didn't know who she was anymore.

"You forgot who you were," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing. "But you're still you.
You're still the same person. You're still the one I love."

She wondered if it was true. She wondered if she was still the same person, if she was still
the one he loved. She wondered if she could ever reclaim her true identity, if she could ever
recover the life she had lost.

"I can bring back your memory," he said, his voice soft and full of conviction. "I can make
you relive the past.”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with a desperate hope. She wanted to reclaim her lost
memories. She yearned to be reunited with the life she once knew. More than anything, she
wanted to find herself again.

"But there is a price to pay," he said, his voice a low rumble, laced with an ominous
undertone. "A price that you cannot afford to pay."

Fear replaced the hope in her gaze. She did not want to pay the price. She did not want to
lose her newfound life, her new family, the happiness that had blossomed around her.

"You must choose," he said, his voice softening, becoming a melodious whisper. "You must
choose between the past and the present. Between the truth and your happiness.”



Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision. The weight of the choice crushed her. She
didn't know what was right. She didn't know what was best for her. She didn't know what
was best for her family.

"You must choose," he repeated, his voice now a disarming blend of sweetness and menace.
"You must choose before it is too late.”

Despair settled in her eyes, extinguishing the last embers of hope. She didn't know what to
do, where to turn, or who she was.

She felt lost.

She felt alone.

She felt like a ship adrift on a tempestuous sea, without a compass, without an anchor,
without any hope of reaching safe harbor.

The wind whistled through the branches of the oak tree, creating a haunting melody,
strangely familiar, a forgotten tune echoing deep within her soul. She felt tossed about, like
a boat caught in a storm, unable to find her bearings. The man standing before her, the man
from her dreams, the man she had forgotten, was the only fixed point in this world that
seemed to be spinning out of control.

"What are you hiding from me?" she asked, her voice trembling, but resolute.

He leaned towards her, his face inches from hers. His dark eyes, deep and piercing, held hers
with an intensity that rendered her speechless. She couldn't look away, mesmerized by his
gaze, which seemed to read her thoughts.

"Nothing," he said, his voice smooth and melodious. "I am hiding nothing from you."



She frowned, a wave of distrust washing over her. She felt like he was playing a game, a
dangerous game where she was the only pawn.

"You're lying to me," she said, her voice firmer now. "I can feel it."

He stepped back slightly, a mysterious smile playing on his lips. "I'm not lying to you,
darling. I'm telling you the truth."

"The truth?" she asked, skepticism lacing her voice. "What truth?"

"The truth about you, about me, about what happened,” he said, his voice low and filled with
conviction. She felt like she was standing on the edge of a precipice, a dizzying fall towards a
truth that terrified her.

"Tell me," she whispered, her voice trembling. "Tell me everything."

He leaned in again, his face coming closer to hers. His warm breath tickled her ear, sending
a shiver down her spine.

"Do you remember the accident?" he asked, his voice soft and almost caressing, but a hint of
menace lurked beneath the surface of his words.

She shook her head, unable to speak. She didn't remember the car, the road, the impact. She
only remembered the pain, a searing agony that had swallowed her whole.

"You were saved," he said, his voice soothing and reassuring. "But you lost your memory.
You forgot who you were, where you came from, who you loved."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. She felt lost, as if she had been ripped from
her own world, her own life. She no longer knew who she was or where she belonged.



"You were amnesiac," he said, his voice low and filled with conviction. "But you found a new
family, a new life. A life full of love and happiness."

She stared at him, tears welling in her eyes. She couldn't believe she had forgotten all of this,
forgotten her own life, forgotten who she was.

"But you were healed," he said, his voice still soft. "You were healed by someone who loves
you. Someone who wanted to protect you. Someone who wanted to give you a new life."

She wondered who could love her so much, who could want to shield her from the truth.

"You forgot who you were," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing. "But you are still
you. You are still the one I love."

She questioned if it was true. She questioned if she was still the same person, if she was still
the one he loved. She questioned if she could ever recover her true identity, if she could ever
reclaim the life she had lost.

"I can bring your memories back," he said, his voice low and filled with conviction. "I can
make you relive the past.”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with hope. She wanted to reclaim her life.

"But there is a price to pay," he said, his voice a low rumble, laced with an ominous
undertone. "A price that you cannot afford to pay."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with fear.



"You must choose," he said, his voice softening, becoming a melodious whisper. "You must
choose between the past and the present. Between the truth and your happiness."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears.

"You must choose," he repeated, his voice now a disarming blend of sweetness and menace.
"You must choose before it is too late."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with despair.

The silence between them thickened, heavy and charged with tension. The man, the man
from her dreams, the man who had stolen her life, remained motionless, his piercing black
eyes holding hers with an intensity that paralyzed her. She felt like a cornered animal,
unable to move, speak, or think. The truth was there, right in front of her, but it felt like a
deep, menacing abyss, a chasm that threatened to swallow her whole.

She forced herself to speak, her voice trembling, "What do you mean by 'a price to pay'?"

He leaned towards her, his face nearing hers, his warm breath tickling her ear. "Do you want
to know what happened to you?" he asked, his voice soft and almost caressing, but a hint of
menace lurked beneath the surface of his words. "Do you want to know why you forgot your
life before?"

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. She couldn't look away, hypnotized by his intensity.
"Tell me," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"What I'm going to tell you will change your life forever," he said.

He stepped back slightly, then took a deep breath. "You were the victim of an accident,” he
said, his voice low and filled with conviction. "An accident that caused you to lose your
memory."



She stared at him, her eyes wide. An accident? But she didn't remember any accident. "I
don't remember," she murmured, her voice trembling.

"You don't remember?" he asked, a slight, mocking smile playing on his lips. "You don't
remember the car, the road, the impact?"

She shook her head, unable to speak. Her mind was clouded with confusion.

"You were saved," he said, his voice soothing and reassuring. "But you lost your memory.
You forgot who you were, where you came from, who you loved."

She felt like a rag doll, manipulated by invisible strings. She didn't understand. She didn't
remember.

"But you were healed," he said, his voice still soft. "You were healed by someone who loves
you. Someone who wanted to protect you. Someone who wanted to give you a new life."

She wondered who could love her so much, who could want to shield her from the truth.
Who could want to give her a new life, a life without a past, without memories, without an
identity.

"You were amnesiac," he said, his voice low and filled with conviction. "But you found a new
family, a new life. A life full of love and happiness."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. A new family? A new life? But she had
never wanted a new life. She wanted her old life, her life before the accident, her life before
the memory loss.

"You are amnesiac," he repeated, his voice soft and melodious. "But you are happy. You are
loved. You are safe.”



She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears. She no longer knew what to think. She no
longer knew who to trust. She no longer knew who she was.

"You forgot who you were," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing. "But you are still
you. You are still the same person. You are still the one [ love."

She questioned if it was true. She questioned if she was still the same person, if she was still
the one he loved. She questioned if she could ever recover her true identity, if she could ever
reclaim the life she had lost.

"I can bring your memories back," he said, his voice low and filled with conviction. "I can
make you relive the past.”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with hope. She wanted to reclaim her memories. She
wanted to reclaim her life. She wanted to reclaim herself.

"But there is a price to pay," he said, his voice a low rumble, laced with an ominous
undertone. "A price that you cannot afford to pay."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with fear. She didn't want to pay the price. She didn't
want to lose her new life, her new family, her newfound happiness.

"You must choose," he said, his voice soft and melodious. "You must choose between the
past and the present. Between truth and happiness."

She looked at him, her eyes brimming with tears. She didn't know what to choose. She
didn't know what was best for her. She didn't know what was best for her family.



"You must choose," he repeated, his voice now soft yet menacing. "You must choose before
it's too late."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with despair. She didn't know what to do. She didn't
know where to go. She didn't know who she was.

She felt lost.

She felt alone.

She felt like a ship adrift on a tempestuous sea, without compass, without anchor, without
hope.

Suddenly, a flash of lightning illuminated the sky, followed by a thunderclap that shook the
earth. The rain began to fall in torrents, beating against the windows of the house, as if it
wanted to force its way inside, to shield her from the outside world.

The man rose, his dark eyes fixing on her with an intensity that chilled her to the bone. "You
have time to choose," he said, his voice soft and threatening. "But time is running out."

He turned and vanished into the woods, his shadow disappearing into the night. She
watched him go, her heart pounding in her chest. She felt like a puppet, suspended by
invisible strings, unable to control her own destiny.

She turned and looked at the house. The light from the kitchen illuminated the windows,
like a beacon in the night. She wondered if she should go back inside, if she should continue
to live this life that wasn't hers.

She felt torn between two worlds, two truths, two lives. She didn't know who she was, or
where she was meant to be.



She felt lost, alone, a prisoner of her own past.

Another flash of lightning illuminated the sky, revealing the outlines of the trees that
surrounded her, like menacing silhouettes. The rain beat against her face, cold and
unforgiving. She felt a shiver run through her body, a mixture of fear and fascination. She
felt like she was on the edge of a precipice, torn between the desire to know the truth and
the terror of what she might discover.

She wondered if she was ready to face the truth, if she was ready to pay the price of
knowledge.

She wondered if she was ready to lose everything she had gained, this new life, this new
family.

She wondered if she was ready to find herself.

Chapter 10:

The diary lay open on her lap, its leather cover worn with time, its pages yellowed with age.
Each word, each phrase, each memory, brought her back to her life before, her life before
the accident, her life before the void. She had been an ambitious woman, a free woman, a
woman who lived her life to the fullest. She had dreams, aspirations, a promising career,
loyal friends, a vibrant social life. It had all vanished like a puff of smoke, swept away by the
violence of the accident.

The diary was her only link to that lost life, a thin thread that connected her to her past, her
identity, herself. She read and reread it, each time with a fresh wave of pain, sadness, and
rage. She was furious at whoever had stolen her memory, whoever had forced this new life
upon her, the one she had not chosen. She was furious at him, but she was also furious at
herself. Why had she accepted this situation? Why had she let this man impose his will on
her? Why had she given up her freedom, her life?



She rose, her hands trembling, the diary closed on her lap. She walked to the window,
gazing out at the garden. The sun was shining, the birds were singing, the children were
playing. She watched them, these two little beings who called her mother, who loved her,
who gave her purpose, a reason to be. She loved them, she loved them with all her heart,
despite everything. They were her family, her new family, the one she had built despite
herself.

She turned, her gaze fixed on the bedroom door. She knew he was there, that he was
watching her, that he was waiting. He knew she had read the diary, that she had discovered
the truth about her past. He knew she was on the verge of breaking, on the verge of
imploding.

She felt a wave of panic engulf her. She didn't know what to do, she didn't know where to
go. She was trapped in an insoluble dilemma. She could choose to stay in this life, to
continue to play the role of the loving wife and devoted mother, but she knew that would be
a life of lies, a life of sacrifice, a life without herself. She could choose to leave, to find her life
before, to rebuild her existence on a new foundation, but she knew that would mean
abandoning her new family, these two little beings who called her mother, who loved her,
who gave her purpose, a reason to be.

She felt torn, pulled between two worlds, two lives, two identities. She didn't know who she
was, or who she wanted to be. She didn't know who was more important: the woman she
had been before the accident, the woman she had become after the accident, or the woman
she was becoming.

She turned towards the door, her hands trembling, her heart pounding in her chest. She
knew he was there, that he was waiting, that he wanted to know what she was going to
decide. She took a deep breath and opened the door.

He was standing in the hallway, his face impassible, his black eyes piercing.

"You read the diary," he said, his voice soft and menacing.

"Yes," she replied, her voice trembling.



"You know the truth,"” he said, his eyes fixed on hers.

"Yes," she replied, her throat tightening.

"So?" he said, a slight smile playing on his lips.

She felt like a cornered animal, unable to move, to speak, to think.

"So?" he repeated, his voice more threatening.

"So... I don't know," she replied, her voice almost inaudible.

"You don't know?" he said, a sardonic laugh escaping his lips.

"No," she replied, her eyes filled with tears.

"You must choose," he said, his voice soft and menacing.

"Choose what?" she asked, her voice choked with emotion.

"Choose between the past and the present,” he replied, his black eyes piercing.

"Choose between truth and happiness,” he added, his voice soft and melodious.



She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn't
know what to choose, she didn't know what was best for her. She felt like a ship adrift on a
tempestuous sea, without compass, without anchor, without hope.

"I don't know," she replied, her voice broken with emotion.

"You have time to choose," he said, his voice soft and melodious.

"But time is running out," he added, his voice more threatening.

She looked at him, her eyes filled with despair, her heart pounding in her chest. She didn't
know what to do, she didn't know where to go, she didn't know who she was.

She felt lost, alone, a prisoner of her own past.

The silence between them thickened, heavy and charged with tension. The phrase "You
must choose" echoed in her head like a funeral knell. She looked at him, his face impassible,
his black eyes piercing. He wasn't forcing her, pressing her, he was letting her drift in an
ocean of confusion, uncertainty, fear. He was like a master manipulator, weaving his web
around her, drawing her inexorably towards her fate.

She took a deep breath, trying to calm her heart that was pounding in her chest. "I don't
know what to choose," she whispered, her voice trembling.

He leaned slightly towards her, his gaze never leaving hers. "You have time to think," he said
in a soft, almost caressing voice. "But time is running out.”

He turned and left the room, leaving her alone with her thoughts. She slumped onto the bed,
the diary still closed on her lap. She looked at it, this tangible object that represented her life
before, her life before the accident, her life before him.



She closed her eyes and tried to remember her life before, but everything was blurry, like a
distant dream. She remembered sensations, colors, laughter, tears, but the details eluded
her. She was like a ship without a rudder, drifting on a turbulent sea. She didn't know where
she was going, or where she came from.

She opened her eyes and stared at the ceiling, her thoughts racing. She felt like a character
in a novel, a character who had been ripped from his own story, thrown into another,
without his consent. She had a new life, a new family, but she didn't feel at home. She felt
like an intruder, an impostor.

She got up and walked to the window. The garden was bathed in light, the children were
playing, laughing, running, carefree. She watched them, these two little beings who called
her mother, who loved her, who gave her purpose, a reason to be. She loved them, she loved
them with all her heart, despite everything. They were her family, her new family, the one
she had built despite herself.

She knew this wasn't her real life. She knew her true existence lay elsewhere, in a past she
couldn't recall. She felt like a lost soul, tethered between two worlds, two realities, two
identities.

She turned and looked at the bedroom door. She knew he was watching, waiting for her
decision. She knew he wanted to know what she would choose. She knew he wanted her to
choose her life, her truth.

She felt like a pawn on a chessboard, a pawn compelled to choose its side, its destiny. She
didn't know what the right choice was. She didn't know what the best choice was. She
didn't know who she was, or who she wanted to be.

She felt lost.



She felt like a ship adrift on a turbulent sea, without a compass, without an anchor, without
hope.

She took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart. She knew she had to make a choice.
She knew she couldn't remain indefinitely in this state of suspension, confusion, fear.

She turned towards the door and opened it.

He was there, standing in the hallway, his face impassive, his black eyes piercing.

"Have you thought about it?" he asked in a soft, almost caressing voice.

"I don't know what to choose," she whispered, her voice trembling.

He smiled, a cold, cruel smile. "You have time to choose," he said, his voice both gentle and
menacing. She slumped onto the bed, the closed diary on her lap. She didn't know who she
was.

The silence between them thickened, heavy and charged with tension. She didn't know who
she was, or who she wanted to be. She didn't know what the right choice was. She didn't
know what the best choice was.

She felt like a ship adrift on a turbulent sea, without a compass, without an anchor, without
hope.

She took a deep breath, trying to calm her racing heart.

"l dOl’l-"



"You have time to choose," he repeated, his voice soft and menacing. "But time is running

n

out.

She looked at him, her eyes filled with despair, her heart pounding in her chest.

The silence between them thickened, heavy and charged with tension.

"I don't know," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He leaned towards her, his face drawing closer to hers, his warm breath tickling her ear. "Do
you want to know what happened to you?" he asked, his voice soft and almost caressing, but
a hint of menace lingered in his words. "Do you want to know why you forgot your life
before?"

She nodded, her eyes locked on his. "Tell me," she whispered, her voice barely audible.

"Then listen carefully," he said, his voice soft and melodious. "What I'm going to tell you will
change your life forever."

He stepped back slightly, then took a deep breath. "You were the victim of an accident,” he
said, his voice deep and full of conviction. "An accident that caused you to lose your
memory."

She looked at him, her eyes wide. An accident? But she didn't remember any accident. "I
don't remember," she whispered, her voice trembling.

"You don't remember?" he asked, a slight, mocking smile playing on his lips. "You don't
remember the car, the road, the impact?”

She shook her head, unable to speak.



"You were saved," he said, his voice soft and reassuring. "But you lost your memory. You
forgot who you were, where you came from, who you loved."

She wondered who could love her that much, who could want to protect her from the truth.

"But you were cared for," he said, his voice still gentle. "You were cared for by someone who

loves you. Someone who wanted to protect you. Someone who wanted to give you a new
life."

She felt like a rag doll, manipulated by invisible strings.

"You were amnesiac," he said, his voice deep and full of conviction. "But you found a new
family, a new life. A life full of love and happiness."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with confusion. A new family? A new life? But she had
never wanted a new life. She wanted her old life, her life before the accident, her life before
the memory loss.

"You are amnesiac," he repeated, his voice soft and melodious. "But you are happy. You are
safe.”

She looked at him, her eyes filled with tears.

"You forgot who you were," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing. "But you are still
you. You are still the one I love."

She wondered if that was true. She wondered if she was still the same person, if she was still
the one he loved. She wondered if she could ever find her true identity, if she could ever
reclaim the life she had lost.



"I can bring back your memories," he said, his voice soft and full of conviction. "I can make
you relive the past."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with hope. She wanted to reclaim her old life.

"But there's a price to pay,” he said, his voice deep and full of menace. "A price you can't
afford to pay."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with fear.

"You have to choose," he said, his voice soft and melodious. "You have to choose between
the past and the present. Between the truth and happiness.

"You have to choose," he repeated, his voice soft and menacing. "You have to choose before
it's too late."

She looked at him, her eyes filled with despair.

Suddenly, a flash of lightning illuminated the sky, followed by a clap of thunder that shook
the earth. The rain began to fall in torrents, beating against the windows of the house, as if it
wanted to force its way inside, to protect her from the outside world.

The man rose, his black gaze fixing her with an intensity that chilled her to the bone.

He turned and walked into the woods, his shadow disappearing into the night. She
wondered if she should go back inside, if she should continue to live this life that wasn't
hers.



Another flash of lightning illuminated the sky, revealing the contours of the trees that
surrounded her, like menacing silhouettes. She felt as if she were on the edge of a precipice,
torn between the desire to know the truth and the terror of what she might discover.

She wondered if she was ready to face the truth, if she was ready to pay the price of
knowledge.

She wondered if she was ready to lose everything she had gained, all this new life, all this
new family.

The rain intensified, drumming against the windows of the house like agitated fingers. She
felt trapped, not only by the mystery of her past, but also by the storm raging around her.
The diary remained closed on her lap, a physical barrier between her and the words that
revealed a life she could no longer grasp.

A flash of lightning suddenly illuminated the room, casting her face in a white, icy light. She
looked up at the door, her pupils dilated in the darkness. He was still there, lurking in the
shadows, a patient predator watching his prey. She could feel his gaze on her, heavy, silent,
and she shivered.

"You have time to choose," he had said, his voice soft like a snake hissing before striking.

She felt a wave of panic wash over her. She felt like she was drowning in an ocean of
confusion, without a compass, without an anchor, without hope. She wondered if she was
truly free to choose, or if she had already fallen into the trap he had laid for her.

"I don't know what to choose,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. She felt like she was
shrinking, becoming a small, trembling thing, unable to defend herself.



He leaned slightly towards her, his black eyes piercing like diamonds. "You have time to
think," he said, his voice soft and almost caressing, but there was an undercurrent of
menace, a promise of consequences if she didn't decide.

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She couldn't meet his eyes. His gaze was too intense,
too penetrating, as if he could read her thoughts, her fears, her desires.

He turned and left the room, leaving her alone with her dilemma. She didn't know if she
should follow him, if she should let herself be drawn into his game. She felt like a puppet,
suspended on invisible strings, unable to control her destiny.

She got up and walked to the window, watching the rain falling in torrents.

She felt like a ship without a rudder, adrift on a turbulent sea. She didn't know where she
was going, or where she came from.

She turned to the diary, still closed on her lap, a symbol of her life before, her life before
him. She hesitated, her gaze fixed on the leather cover worn by time. She wondered if she
should open this book, if she should plunge into the memories that lay hidden within.

She felt a mix of fear and fascination, a dangerous attraction to the past.

She wondered if she was ready to lose everything she had gained, all this new life, all this
new family.

She wondered if she was ready to find herself.

She looked up at the door, her pupils dilated in the darkness. He was still there, lurking in
the shadows, a patient predator watching his prey. She could feel his gaze on her, heavy,
silent, and she shivered.



She knew she couldn't indefinitely evade the truth. A decision had to be made, and soon.

Taking a deep breath, she closed her eyes and opened the diary.

Chapter 11:

The decision was made. She would stay. She would remain in this life that had descended
upon her like an avalanche, a life that felt both alien and familiar, a life that had become
both her prison and her sanctuary. She had chosen peace, security, the love of this family
that was unknown to her, yet had found a place in her heart.

Morning dawned with the sun caressing her face through the white curtains of the marital
bed. She felt an odd sense of serenity, as if a weight had been lifted from her shoulders. Her
"husband," as she now thought of him, was already gone to work. She heard the sound of
her children's footsteps, a joyous cacophony that filled the house. She rose and joined them
in the kitchen.

"Good morning, Mommy!" exclaimed the little girl, her voice high-pitched and brimming
with enthusiasm. She held out a drawing, a garishly yellow sun with two scribbled eyes and
a bright red smile. "I made this for you!"

She took the drawing, a smile playing on her lips. "It's beautiful!" she said, kissing her
daughter's cheek. The little boy approached her, holding a small plastic robot in his hands.
"This is for you too!" he said shyly.

She took the robot, noticing the paint chipping slightly. "Thank you!" she said, her heart
clenching. She wondered if she was capable of offering them the love and attention they
deserved, knowing her true identity was a secret she had to keep buried.



Over breakfast, she tried to speak to her "husband" about her past, about her memories, but
the words failed her. She was afraid of ruining everything, of shattering the fragile
equilibrium they had built. She settled for talking about her work, her plans, pretending to
lead a normal life, a life she had never truly lived.

"You look tired," he said, his dark eyes fixed on her, as if he could read her thoughts. "You
should take more time for yourself."

She looked at him, a sense of guilt washing over her. "I'll try," she replied, feeling the
hollowness of her words. She felt like an actress, playing a role she had never chosen. She
wondered if she could endure this charade, this secret that weighed on her like a shroud.

After breakfast, she took her children to the park. The sun shone, the birds sang, and the
children played, laughing and running through the pathways. She watched them, a sad
smile on her lips. It felt like she was looking at them through a pane of glass, separated from
them by an invisible veil. She wondered if she would ever be able to forge a genuine
connection with them, knowing she was hiding the truth of her past from them.

She had chosen to stay, but she knew this choice would cost her dearly. She had to learn to
live a double life, to juggle her true identity with the role she had agreed to play. She had to
learn to pretend, to lie, to conceal her true thoughts and feelings. She had to learn to live
with the secret, a secret that haunted her, a secret that defined her.

She felt like a puppet, suspended by invisible strings, unable to control her fate. She
wondered if she would ever find her place in this life she had chosen, or if she would forever
be an outsider, an imposter, a lost soul in a labyrinth of lies.

That evening, after the children were asleep, she found herself alone in the living room, a
glass of red wine in her hand. The silence of the house was heavy, almost oppressive, as if
the walls themselves were burdened with the secret she carried within. She rose,
wandering around the room, her bare feet brushing against the soft carpet, and stopped
before the large window overlooking the garden.



The moon was hidden behind grey clouds, and the stars were invisible, as if the universe
itself was conspiring to enclose her in its mystery. She gazed out at the garden, its towering
trees and wilting flowers, and imagined it to be a battleground, a place where the forces of
the past and present clashed, vying for her soul.

She turned, her eyes falling upon a family portrait hanging on the wall. There she was,
smiling, her arm around her "husband" and the children at their feet, their faces lit with a
joy she didn't truly feel. A wave of sadness washed over her. She felt like an actress in a
play, forced to play a role that wasn't hers.

She thought about her "husband," his intense gaze, his protective demeanor, and the way he
spoke to her, as if he had known her forever. He had never asked her questions about her
past, as if her history didn't matter. She wondered if he knew about her true identity, if he
had chosen to forget, or if he was simply incapable of seeing beyond the persona she was
portraying.

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She imagined revealing the truth to him, telling him
everything she was keeping from him, everything that haunted her. She envisioned his face
contorting into a mask of anger, disappointment, repulsion. She imagined him rejecting her,
sending her back to the past, into oblivion.

She gripped her glass of wine, the dark red liquid reminding her of the blood flowing
through her veins, the blood of her real life, the life she had lost. She wondered if she could
truly live with this secret, with this lie, forever.

She heard a noise in the hallway. Her heart pounded in her chest as she turned. Her
"husband" stood in the doorway, his gaze dark, his hands in the pockets of his trousers.

"You're not sleeping?” he asked, his voice soft and husky.

She shook her head, unable to speak. He took a step towards her, approaching slowly, like a
wild animal preparing to attack.



"You look troubled," he said, his eyes fixed on hers. "What are you thinking about?"

She looked at his face, searching for clues, for answers, but found none. He was
impenetrable, like a sphinx guarding a millennial secret.

"I'm thinking about...nothing," she murmured, her voice trembling. She felt a knot forming in
her stomach, as if she were going to vomit. She felt trapped, unable to escape, unable to
breathe.

He smiled, a sad and mysterious smile. "You mustn't give in to fear," he said, his voice soft
and soothing. "We are together, aren't we?"

She looked into his dark and deep eyes and felt a wave of despair wash over her. She didn't
know if she could trust him, if she could allow herself to believe his words. She didn't know
if she could allow herself to hope.

He moved closer to her, his hands settling on her shoulders, and he pulled her close to him.
She felt his warm, hard body against hers, and she felt a strange mixture of fear and desire
course through her.

"Everything is alright,” he whispered into her ear. "Everything is alright."

She closed her eyes, and she tried to believe his words. She tried to believe that everything
was alright, that her past was just a nightmare she had woken up from. She tried to believe
that this life, this family, was hers, that she was finally home.

But deep down, she knew it was just an illusion, a mirage that would dissipate at the first
rays of sunlight. She knew she was living a lie, that she was a prisoner in a gilded cage. And
she knew that one day, the truth would come out, and she would never be the same again.



The scent of her perfume, a subtle blend of jasmine and vanilla, had become a familiar
comfort. It hung in the air, a tangible presence in this house she had come to think of as her
own. She felt like a climbing plant that had wrapped itself around a towering tree, unable to
detach itself from its support.

Her "husband" had left for work this morning, leaving behind an aura of calm and security
that reassured her. She had tried to love him, truly. His kindness, his tenderness towards
their children, his protective gaze upon her were elements that should have made her forget
her past, her lost identity. But a veil of mystery persisted between them, an invisible barrier
she couldn't seem to penetrate.

She had tried to talk to him about her past, about her work, about her life before. But her
words were lost in an abyss of silence, as if she couldn't find the right words to express the
inexpressible. He listened patiently, but his eyes remained impenetrable, like bottomless
wells.

She had surprised herself by secretly watching him, analyzing his expressions, searching for
clues that might guide her, clues that might reveal the truth about his story, about their
story. She had discovered that his gaze became particularly intense when he spoke to her, as
if he could see through her, into the darkest corners of her soul.

She wondered if he knew about her past, if he was the one who had brought her here, if he
had erased her memory. She imagined scenarios, twisted plots, sinister machinations. But
she could never find a logical explanation for her situation.



Today, she had resolved to focus on the present. She had prepared breakfast for her
children, a medley of pancakes and fresh fruit, extracting a solemn promise from them to
behave impeccably while she prepped for work.

She found herself strangely at ease in this newfound role of homemaker. The children
called her "Mommy" without hesitation, and she had learned to anticipate their needs, offer
comfort, and provide amusement. She had even begun to appreciate the routine, the
simplicity of family life.

Yet, a part of her remained tethered to her past, to her life before, to her freedom. She felt
like a caged bird, incapable of flight, unable to reclaim her true identity.

She had decided to visit the office that day, to remind herself who she was, to feel alive
again. She retrieved an old suit from a closet, one she had worn to a conference long ago.
She slipped it on, feeling the silken fabric against her skin, and gazed at her reflection in the
mirror.

Her own image seemed alien to her. She felt as if she were looking at a stranger, a powerful,
ambitious woman she no longer recognized. She tried to revive her old habits, to apply
makeup, to meticulously style her hair, but it felt like an act, a masquerade.

She left the house, a knot of anxiety tightening in her stomach. She attempted to suppress
her thoughts, to focus on the road, on the scenery unfolding before her eyes. But she
couldn't escape the feeling of being disconnected, of being a stranger in her own body.

She parked her car in the office lot, taking a deep breath before stepping out. The urban din,
the chaos of pedestrians and vehicles, the scent of coffee and cigarettes, all felt familiar, like
a forgotten melody from a bygone era.

She crossed the street, her heels clicking rhythmically on the pavement, and entered the
office building. A smile, forced and strained, stretched across her face as she greeted her
colleagues. They welcomed her with warmth, as if nothing had changed, as if she had never
vanished.



She settled into her desk, attempting to focus on her work. But her thoughts wandered, and
she felt as if she weren't truly present. She felt like an automaton, incapable of processing
the emotions swirling within her.

The day unfolded in a blur of emails, meetings, and projects. She managed to
compartmentalize her past, her situation, her lost identity. She played her role with a
practiced ease, as if she were a seasoned actress.

But when the day came to a close, and she left the office, reality crashed down upon her.
She felt a gaping void, a crushing loneliness that haunted her. She realized she was trapped
in a gilded cage, a cage of her own making.

She got behind the wheel, driving aimlessly, without purpose. She drove until the city faded
behind her, until the city lights transformed into twinkling stars in the inky sky.

She pulled over to the side of the road, gazing at the barren landscape, the towering trees,
the star-studded sky. She felt as if she were at the edge of the world, on the precipice of the
unknown.

A tear traced a path down her cheek, a tear of sorrow, of solitude, of hope. She wondered if
she would ever be able to reclaim her life, her identity, her past. She wondered if she would
ever be able to break free from the prison she had built for herself.

She looked up at the sky, the stars shimmering in the darkness, and prayed. She prayed to
regain her memories, her past, her life. She prayed to find her place in the world, to
rediscover her identity.

A wave of peace washed over her, a peace that gave her the strength to continue. She knew
she couldn't remain in the past, that she had to move forward, that she had to find a way to
live with her secret, with her lost identity.



She turned the key in the ignition, and resumed her journey, the headlights of her car
illuminating the path ahead. She didn't know where she was going, but she knew she had to
keep going. She had to find a way to live, to survive, to find her place in this world. She had
to find a way to find herself.

She took a deep breath, trying to regain her composure. She had chosen to stay in this new
life, this life that had fallen upon her like an avalanche, this life that felt both foreign and
familiar. She had chosen peace, security, the love of this family that was unknown to her, yet
had found a place in her heart.

She turned towards her desk, her gaze falling upon her laptop, a symbol of her former life,
her life before. She wondered if she would ever be able to reclaim that life, that freedom,
that independence. She wondered if she would ever be able to rediscover her true identity,
the woman she was before she lost her memory, before she found herself in this strange and
unfamiliar world.

She knew she couldn't indefinitely evade the truth. She had to make a choice, and quickly.
She had to choose between her past and her present, between her lost identity and her new
family. She had to choose between truth and lies, between freedom and security, between
the past and the future.

She closed her eyes and tried to focus on her breath, on the rhythm of her heart. She needed
time to reflect, to find the strength to make a choice. She needed time to find herself, to find
her place in this world.

She felt like a puppet, suspended by invisible strings, unable to control her destiny.

The silence of the house was heavy, almost suffocating, as if the walls themselves were
burdened with the secret she carried within. She rose, wandering through the living room,
her bare feet brushing against the plush carpet, and stopped before the large window that
overlooked the garden. Night had fallen, and the moon, hidden behind grey clouds, cast a
diffuse glow upon the landscape. The imposing trees stood out against the horizon, their
gnarled and twisted branches like accusing fingers pointing towards the sky.



She suddenly felt trapped in this garden, in this house, in this life that had fallen upon her
like an avalanche. She felt like a character in a film, an actress forced to play a role that
wasn't hers. She wondered if she was capable of breaking free from this role, of finding her
true identity, of freeing herself from the secret that gnawed at her from within.

She turned towards the family portrait that adorned the wall, an image frozen in time. There
she was, smiling, her arm around her "husband" and the children at their feet, their faces
illuminated with a joy she didn't truly feel.

A wave of sadness washed over her, leaving her speechless. She felt like she was drowning
in an ocean of confusion, uncertainty, and guilt. She wondered if she was capable of living
with this lie, of pretending to love this family that wasn't hers, of building a future on fragile
and unstable foundations.

She felt a shiver run down her spine. She imagined revealing the truth to him, telling him
everything he didn't know, everything that haunted her. She imagined him rejecting her,
sending her back to the past, to oblivion.

She wondered if he knew her true identity, if he had chosen to forget, or if he was simply
unable to see beyond the character she played. She wondered if he truly loved her, or if he
loved her because he didn't know the real her.

She suddenly felt exhausted, as if she had spent years running through a labyrinth with no
exit. She sat down on the couch, her back against the backrest, and closed her eyes. She
needed to rest, to reflect, to find a way to live with this new reality.

She heard a noise in the hallway. Her heart pounding in her chest, she got up and
approached the door.

"You're not sleeping?” he asked, his voice soft and raspy.



She shook her head, unable to speak. He took a step towards her, approaching slowly, like a
wild animal preparing to attack.

"You seem worried," he said, his eyes fixed on hers. "What are you thinking about?"

She looked at him, searching for clues, for answers, but she found nothing.

"I'm thinking about... nothing," she murmured, her voice trembling. She felt a knot forming
in her stomach, as if she was going to vomit.

He smiled, a sad and mysterious smile. "You mustn't let fear consume you," he said, his voice
soft and caressing. "We're together, aren't we?"

She looked at him, his eyes black and deep, and felt a wave of despair wash over her.

He approached her, his hands rested on her shoulders, and he pulled her close to him. She
felt his warm and hard body against hers, and she felt a strange mix of fear and desire
coursing through her.

"Everything is alright," he murmured in her ear. "Everything is alright."

She closed her eyes and tried to believe his words. She tried to believe that everything was
alright, that her past was just a nightmare she had woken up from. She tried to believe that
this life, this family, was hers, that she was finally home.

But deep down, she knew it was just an illusion, a mirage that would dissipate at the first
rays of sunlight.



Chapter 12:

The sunlight, filtered through the lace curtains, gently caressed Sarah's face. An involuntary
smile escaped her lips as she watched her children play in the garden. The image was of a
banal beauty, an idyllic tableau that could have been featured in an advertisement for a
cereal brand. But behind the facade of family happiness, a heavy secret weighed on her soul.

She got up, a little stiff, the muscles in her back stiff from the uncomfortable position she
had adopted during her sleep. She dressed in silence, avoiding waking her "husband" who
snored peacefully in the bed. She descended the stairs, leaning on the railing, her bare feet
brushing against the plush carpet.

The scent of freshly brewed coffee floated in the air, a scent that had long been synonymous
with comfort and familiarity. She had learned to appreciate this small ritual, this moment of
calm before the chaos of the day. But today, she felt only a wave of sadness, a feeling of
being an outsider in this life.

She approached the window and watched the children play. Sophie, the youngest, chased a
butterfly with boundless energy. Ethan, her eldest son, built a sandcastle with an almost
religious concentration. Their laughter was like a sweet melody that enveloped her in
tenderness.

A veil of melancholy fell over her eyes. She wondered if these moments of happiness were
real, or if they were simply mirages, illusions that would evaporate at the first breeze of
truth. She had chosen to stay in this life, to create a new family, but she did not forget her
past.

She felt a shiver run through her as she thought of the man who stood by her side every
morning. Did he truly love her? Or did he love her for the woman he believed her to be, the
woman she had been before she lost her memory?

She wondered if she had been right to make this choice, to give up her old life, to build a
new identity for herself. She felt torn between her past and her present, between the desire
to find her roots and the fear of losing the family she had created.



A sound of footsteps made her jump. Her "husband" entered the kitchen, his face tired but
lit by a warm smile. He approached her and kissed her gently on the cheek.

"Good morning, my love," he murmured, his voice raspy from sleep. "You seem pensive.
What's wrong?"

She forced herself to smile, to answer him with a soft and reassuring voice. "Nothing
serious. I was just wondering if you needed help with breakfast."

He shook his head, his eyes fixed on hers. "No need, my angel. I'll take care of it. You can go
and take care of the children. They need you."

She nodded, her heart beating a little faster. He was always so attentive, so loving. But she
couldn't help but feel a hint of suspicion, a suspicion of doubt that gnawed at her from
within.

She left the kitchen, her gaze falling upon the family portrait that adorned the wall.

She wondered if one day, she would be able to share a genuine smile with them, a smile that
would come from the depths of her soul.

Sarah sank into the rocking chair, her hands instinctively twisting the thick wooden rope
that served as a support. The regular and slow motion helped calm the waves of confusion
that overwhelmed her every morning. She watched her children, their crystalline laughter
bouncing off the walls of the house like shards of glass.

Ethan, with his boundless energy, spun Sophie, the youngest, in his arms, making her burst
into laughter. Sarah tried to smile, but her face remained frozen, an immobile mask on an



unfamiliar face. She was a stranger in her own family, an actress playing a role that wasn't
hers.

The secret that weighed on her, the veil that hid her past, was a menacing shadow that
constantly hovered above her head. She had chosen to stay, to build a life with this family,
but every day, she was torn between her desire for truth and her fear of losing everything.

She remembered the day she woke up in this bed, bewildered by her surroundings and the
unknown man by her side. She had been terrified, but also fascinated by this life that had
been imposed on her.

"You look lost," the man had said, his dark and deep eyes scrutinizing hers. "You're home
now. You're my wife, and these children are yours."

She had been skeptical, disbelieving, but he had been so persuasive, so loving, that she had
eventually allowed herself to be lulled by his words. She had chosen to drift with the
current, to accept this life that was being offered to her, but she had never forgotten the
truth.

She rose, letting the rocking chair sway gently, and approached the window. The garden,
bathed in sunshine, was a tableau of tranquility. Multicolored blossoms swayed gracefully in
the gentle breeze, birds chirped in the trees, and the sound of the stream that flowed near
the house was a soothing murmur.

She wondered if this life, this tranquility, was truly real or if it was an illusion, a facade
behind which a terrifying truth hid. She wondered if her "husband," this mysterious and
loving man, was aware of her past, of her true identity.

"Mommy!"



Sophie's voice pulled her from her thoughts. The little girl stood before her, her large blue
eyes fixed on Sarah's face. "Are you not playing with us?"

Sarah smiled, a forced smile that didn't reach her eyes. "I'm sorry, sweetheart. [ was lost in
thought."

She knelt before her daughter and took her face in her hands. Sophie had her eyes, her
blonde hair, her smile. She was a tiny part of herself, a tangible link to the life she had
forgotten.

"Do you want to play hide-and-seek?" Sophie asked, her lips slightly turned up.

Sarah nodded, a feeling of sadness washing over her. She wasn't a real mother. She had
never been pregnant, had never cradled a child in her arms, had never felt the unconditional
love of a mother for her child.

But she was trying, she was doing her best to be a good mother to these children. She loved
them, despite the secret that separated them.

She rose, a forced smile on her lips, and joined her children in the garden. She played hide-
and-seek, hopscotch, and tag, and she did her best to forget her past, to immerse herself in
the present, in the life that had been given to her.

But the secret that weighed on her was a heavy burden, a shadow that followed her
everywhere, a constant reminder of the truth she was desperately trying to escape.

The sun was declining, painting the sky with a palette of vibrant colors. The golden light
illuminated the garden, making the dewdrops that beaded on the rose petals sparkle. Sarah
watched the scene from the kitchen window, a steaming cup of tea in her hands. Her fingers
brushed against the warm porcelain, as if the contact reminded her of reality, the tangible
presence of this life she had chosen, that she had learned to love.



Her children were engrossed in an impromptu game of hide-and-seek. Sophie, her little girl
with piercing blue eyes, had taken refuge behind a lavender bush, her crystalline laughter
echoing through the air. Ethan, her son, was trying to flush her out, his silhouette standing
out against the backdrop of the green lawn.

Sarah smiled, a hint of melancholy in her smile. She had grown accustomed to this life, to
this daily routine punctuated by her children's laughter, shared meals, and lively
discussions with her husband. But there was an emptiness, a part of herself that remained
inaccessible, a past that she could not reach, that she could not understand.

The silence of the house suddenly became heavy. The sound of the children's play had
faded, giving way to an oddly silent atmosphere. Sarah looked up at the family portrait that
dominated the wall, a snapshot of happiness frozen in time.

She felt a pang in her heart. Her "husband," this mysterious and loving man, was he aware of
her past? Had he chosen to forget it, or was he simply unable to see beyond the character
she was playing?

The question had been haunting her for weeks, a venomous serpent that coiled around her
thoughts. She had chosen to stay, to build a life with this family, but she couldn't help but
wonder if the truth would eventually come to light, if her secret would one day be revealed.

The sound of footsteps made her jump. Her "husband," David, entered the kitchen, his face
etched with a day of work. He approached her, a warm smile on his lips.

"How are you, my love?" he asked, his dark and deep eyes scrutinizing hers. "Your children
seem to be having fun."

"Yes," Sarah replied, forcing a smile. "They're full of energy."

She felt a shiver run through her. Her gaze fixed on David's hands, his fingers clasped
around a cup of coffee. She wondered if, beneath this facade of calm and serenity, he was
hiding a secret, a truth that could upend their lives.



"You seem pensive," David remarked, his gaze lingering on her face. "What's bothering
you?"

Sarah hesitated. She couldn't tell him about her doubts, her fears. He wouldn't understand.
He wouldn't be able to accept the truth.

"Nothing serious," she replied, her voice trembling. "I was just wondering what we're
having for dinner."

David smiled. "I've already taken care of that. We're going to have Italian. I've made a
reservation at our favorite restaurant in the neighborhood."

Sarah felt a weight lift from her heart. David was always so attentive, so caring. He spoiled
her, protected her, loved her. She wondered if she was capable of living with this lie,
pretending to love this family that wasn't hers, building a future on fragile and unstable
foundations.

"That's kind," she murmured, her gaze settling on her "husband's" face. She saw him
through a veil of mystery, a man she didn't really know, couldn't really understand.

David approached her, his hands rested on her shoulders, and he pulled her close. She felt
his warm, hard body against hers, and she felt an odd mix of fear and desire run through
her.

"Everything is fine," he murmured in her ear. "Everything is fine."

She closed her eyes, and she tried to believe his words.

The scent of thyme and rosemary floated in the air, escaping from the stove where David
was cooking with disarming ease. Sarah watched him, a hint of admiration in her gaze. He



was so natural in his role as head of the family, so comfortable in this house that was,
paradoxically, as foreign to him as it was to her.

"You seem lost," he remarked, his dark eyes settling on hers. "Is it that past of yours that
haunts you again?"

Sarah averted her gaze, unable to confess the truth to him. She didn't dare tell him that she
couldn't remember the life he was telling her about, the life he had built with her. She had
chosen to live this lie, to build a new identity for herself, a new family, but the weight of the
secret weighed heavily on her heart.

"I'm just tired," she murmured, her gaze resting on the children playing in the garden.
Sophie, her little girl with piercing blue eyes, was chasing a butterfly with boundless energy,
while Ethan, her son, was building a sandcastle with almost religious concentration.

David approached her, his hands resting on her shoulders. His touch was warm and
reassuring, but Sarah couldn't help but feel a shiver of anxiety. She wondered if he was
aware of her past, of the truth she was so carefully hiding.

"Don't worry," he said, his voice soft and caressing. "Everything is fine. We're a family now,
and we're here to support each other."

Sarah tried to smile, but her face remained frozen, an immobile mask on a foreign face. She
looked at him, his black eyes deep and penetrating, and she wondered if she could trust him,
if she could allow herself to believe his words. She didn't know if he really loved her, or if he
loved her because he didn't know the real her.

Silence settled between them, a heavy, oppressive silence. Sarah felt trapped, unable to
escape, unable to breathe. She felt like a character in a movie, an actress forced to play a role
that wasn't hers.

"You know," David said, breaking the silence, "I'm glad you came into my life."



Sarah looked up at him, surprised. He had rarely expressed his feelings in this way.

"We're happy together," he continued, his eyes fixed on hers. "We're a real family."

Sarah felt a weight lift from her heart. He was so sincere, so convinced. But she couldn't
forget the truth, the secret that separated them. She wondered if she could live with this lie
forever, if she could pretend to love this family that wasn't hers, if she could build a future
on fragile and unstable foundations.

She realized that she had no answer. The truth was a mystery she was desperately trying to
forget, but it haunted her constantly. She had chosen to stay in this life, to create a new
family, but she couldn't help but wonder if she had made the right choice.

She rose, leaving David alone in the kitchen, and approached the window. The sun was
declining, painting the sky with a palette of vibrant colors.

Sarah watched the scene, her thoughts swirling in her head. She wondered if she would ever
find peace, if she would ever be able to accept the truth about her past, if she would ever be
truly happy in this life that wasn't hers.

She felt a tear roll down her cheek, a tear of sadness, confusion, fear. She didn't know what
the future held for her, but she knew she had to find a way to live with the truth, to find a
way to find herself.



