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 A Morning That Shouldn’t Exist 

Evan Hale woke with the usual calm of early morning, but today the calm was fragile, as if the glass of his routine could shatter at the slightest touch. Light poured through the blinds in narrow stripes, cutting across the wooden floor in patterns he had memorized countless times. Yet today, even this familiar scene seemed sharper, colder, slightly wrong.

He rose from bed, letting the sheets fall silently to the floor, and took a slow step toward the window. Outside, the street remained quiet, normal in every outward sense, but something in the air too still, too empty made his stomach tighten. Evan could not explain why, nor could he convince himself it was simply the early hour. His instincts, honed over years of careful observation, whispered that the world had shifted ever so slightly, and he was the only one to notice.

In the kitchen, the smell of coffee greeted him, warm and bitter. He had made it the night before and left it on the counter to savor this quiet morning, yet now the aroma failed to bring him comfort. On the table lay a letter, carefully folded, its edges crisp. He hadn’t seen it before, and yet it seemed familiar, almost expectant. He hesitated, hand hovering above it, unwilling to break the fragile balance that lingered in the room.

Evan moved slowly, glancing at the mirror above the sink. His reflection stared back at him, unchanged, yet subtly different. His eyes, steady and blue, seemed to carry a hint of suspicion he had not noticed before. A flicker of memory stirred a woman, a face he thought he knew, appearing in his peripheral vision, smiling softly. But when he blinked, she was gone. The memory, or was it a vision?  left an echo that made him shiver.

He unfolded the letter. The handwriting was precise, almost deliberate, each stroke perfectly formed. But the message, simple as it was, struck him with unexpected weight: Evan, pay attention. Don’t trust what you remember.

No signature. No hint of the sender. Just those words, stark and unyielding. A knot of tension gripped his chest, spreading to his arms and shoulders. His rational mind tried to dismiss it prank, mistake, coincidence. Yet the unease refused to fade. It felt intentional, precise, directed solely at him.

Moving through the house, Evan noticed subtle inconsistencies that previously would have gone unnoticed. The photographs on the wall, the books lining the shelves, the simple ornaments collected over years all seemed slightly off. A mug, ordinarily on the right shelf, sat on the left. A chair was angled differently. These small deviations, insignificant in isolation, accumulated like whispers of a hidden message, taunting him with their quiet presence.

He paused in the living room, letting his gaze drift over the familiar furniture. The air felt thick, expectant, charged with an invisible tension. He felt almost as if the house itself were observing him, waiting for him to notice its imperfections, its deviations from the expected reality.

Evan sat at the kitchen table, staring at the letter again. He tried to focus, to ground himself in logic. Memories surfaced, fragments of past events an argument with a friend, a forgotten visit to a café, an old photograph he was sure he had taken. Yet, each memory seemed to contradict something in the present. The certainty he relied upon all his life was dissolving, leaving him with the raw, cold sensation of doubt.

He rose, walking toward the hallway. Every creak of the floorboard sounded sharper, every distant sound birds outside, the hum of an unseen appliance seemed amplified, as if the house were conspiring to make him notice, to force him to question his own mind.

In the bedroom, Evan opened a drawer where he kept documents he considered safe, personal items, letters from friends. There, too, he noticed something wrong. A folder, one he was certain did not exist, rested neatly atop the others. He opened it with a trembling hand, revealing papers that seemed to document events he did not recall, moments in his life that felt foreign, distorted. His breathing quickened.

Sitting back, Evan tried to piece together a coherent thought. Perhaps he was imagining it all, losing touch with reality. But the precise handwriting on the letter, the small but deliberate shifts in his home, the unfamiliar documents they were all too calculated, too consistent to be mere imagination.

He closed his eyes and let his mind wander through the corridors of memory, searching for certainty, for something solid to hold onto. But certainty was gone. In its place was a question, nagging and persistent what if everything he trusted about his life was a lie?

As the morning sunlight continued to filter into the room, casting strange patterns on the floorboards, Evan realized with chilling clarity that this day was not like any other. And that the fragile glass of reality, the structure of his world, might already be cracking.








 
   



 The Women Everyone Sees 

Evan walked cautiously down the hall, each step measured, as though the floor itself might betray him. He felt the letter’s words burning in his mind.Don’t trust what you remember. But what did they mean? How could something so simple shake the foundation of everything he knew?



