
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


ThE MEMORY VAULT

When Memories spark suspense

__________

––––––––

Yashika Singh


THE MEMORY VAULT

Copyright © 2022 by Yashika Singh

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author.


They didn’t kill her body.

They killed her mind — and left it alive long enough to remember.

Dedication

To the voices inside you

that were silenced,

to the memories

you weren’t ready to carry,

to the versions of yourself

you left behind

but never truly lost.

This story is for YOU.
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What happens when the mind forgets on purpose?

Not because it’s broken.

Not because it’s damaged.

But because remembering would be too dangerous.

Is it a boon or a bane disguised in binary?

Is it exhaustion or relief?

Is it a dream or a nightmare?

This is not a story about science saving lives.

It’s a story about science digging too deep — into memory, into identity, into guilt so heavy it needed to be surgically split in two.

The Memory Vault began as a containment system.

A digital sanctuary for thoughts too volatile to be trusted to human recall.

But like all vaults, it was built by someone with something to hide.

Part I is not about the end of the world.

It is about the end of self. Maybe PHYSICAL, maybe SOUL.

But something is going to ashen.

The unraveling of one woman who wakes up every day unsure whether her memories are hers

or someone else’s version of the truth.

This is her journey through reflections that lie, truths that burn, and voices that echo long after she sleeps.

This is the story of forgetting, on purpose.

And what happens when the part you buried decides to dig its way back up.

With people who seem strange but shadows that seem familiar.

Welcome to the Vault.
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I did not set out to lose myself.

I set out to protect something.

A discovery.

A memory. The one I had forgotten.

A truth too vast for one mind to carry without cracking.

What began as innovation became isolation.

What began as science became survival.

We thought memory could be stored like data — safely, cleanly, securely.

But memory isn’t passive. It leaks. It resists. It rewrites the hand that tries to hold it.

I wanted to forget.

And so, a version of me was created who would forget.

Another... who would remember.

They called it the Vault — a mirror for the mind.

But it was never just storage. It was a tomb.

For guilt.

For identity.

For her.

Now the system is failing.

The boundary between memory and self is thinning.

And the thing I buried deep inside me is awake again.

This is the story of what we tried to forget.

And what remembered us.


Or better, What I tried to escape

And what caught me.



– A.V.
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First came silence.

Not the natural kind — not the stillness of night or the hush of breath — but the kind of silence that feels like someone else is holding it in their hands, pressing down on your ears with intention. It was the hush before revelation, before collapse. Before a question split it open.

Then came the voice, low and cold, like metal dropped in water:

“What did you do to her mind?”

There were no witnesses in the room.

Only the faint echo of breath against glass.

Only biometric logs that erased themselves 3.7 seconds later.

Only a flicker of static in the surveillance feed — as if the system itself hesitated to remember what came next.

The project had been called Vault.

Officially, it was known as Cognitive Preservation through Neural Partitioning. A marvel of medical engineering. A promise of immortality rephrased in acceptable scientific jargon. Something to ease the fear of memory loss, to slow the rot of dementia, to offer grieving families a map back into the minds of those they were losing. It was a gift, they said. A backup for the soul.

But that was just the cover.

What it really was — what it had always been, buried beneath layers of PR whitepapers and government funding — was a vault for guilt.

A place not to protect the self, but to divide it.

They told themselves it was about progress. Evolution. The next natural step in human consciousness. They believed their own myth — that memory could be stripped of pain, that identity could be filtered and cleaned like water, that consequences could be archived while comfort was preserved.

But the truth always comes back, like blood under bleach.

The first subject was never supposed to be anything more than a proof of concept. A single test case to validate the idea that memory could be compartmentalized. That the heavy parts — the unbearable things — could be stored away without altering the rest.

She was young, brilliant, compliant. A prodigy in neural interface design. And — most convenient of all — she had volunteered.

Or so they told the records.

For the first few weeks, the data was clean. Dream logs showed smooth patterns. The subject retained her academic memory, her social scripts, her motor functions. She remembered her name. She laughed at the right jokes. She slept.

But then...

She began speaking in voices not her own.

The change was subtle at first — a phrase here, a tonal inflection there. Enough to be brushed off. Just side effects of deep stimulation, they said. Ghost-firing of adjacent synapses.

Then she started hesitating in front of mirrors. Standing too long. Tilting her head like she was listening to someone whispering from behind the glass.

And then she began writing.

Pages. Walls. Data pads covered in symbols no one could decode — loops of logic that weren’t quite language but resembled something like recursive grief. She scrawled them across her room in the Vault’s lower levels. When she ran out of space, she scratched them into her skin.

That should’ve been the end.

It wasn’t.

They didn’t shut the program down.

They doubled it.

Instead of integration, they implemented separation.

They split her.

Mind from memory.

Emotion from accountability.

Truth from consequence.

They filtered out the trauma, uploaded it into sealed synthetic compartments, and left the rest of her intact — or so they claimed. A personality scaffold built from the remaining parts. The smiling version. The cooperative one. The face they could show their investors. The one who gave interviews, shook hands, nodded through her own partial amnesia like it was just a necessary cost of greatness.

But the other one... the one they buried in the system’s subroutines... she never stopped screaming.

Over time, the Vault became not a project but a prison. And the scientists became its wardens.

The smiling version of the subject was placed under constant monitoring, re-synced weekly, recalibrated whenever anomalies showed up in her EEG. They thought they were protecting her. They thought they were preserving her.

What they were really doing was deferring the reckoning.

Because one day, the smiling one stopped playing along.

It began with a single line in her sleep journal:

“She’s still in here.”

Followed by:

“I saw her last night. She remembered everything.”

And then the surveillance feed began to skip.

Minor, barely perceptible at first — a flicker here, a missed frame there. Until suddenly, entire hours went missing. Security logs rewritten in her handwriting. Biometric logs that didn’t match her heart rate. Echoes of conversations she didn’t remember having — except for the fact that she responded in them perfectly, as if she’d been there after all.

Then she stopped sleeping.

She said sleep was where the other her lived.

That dreams weren’t dreams anymore — they were messages. Probes. Tests. The forgotten version of her, clawing back from digital stasis. Trying to pull her down. Or pull herself up.

The researchers issued her stronger inhibitors. Memory stabilizers. A compound called V-34, which reduced spontaneous recall in 97% of patients.

She was the 3%.

The leak began in silence.

Tiny cracks in the archive, where synthetic recall began bleeding into active thought. Fragments from locked chambers floating to the surface. Voices layered with voices. Reflections lagging by milliseconds.

Then came the bleeding.

From the nose. From the ears.

And then came the name.

She wrote it one night across the Vault control center’s glass board, a name no one in the lab recognized — a name not found in any record, any folder, any briefing document.

“Kira.”

She wrote it while smiling.

And she wrote it in blood.

When they asked her what it meant, she said,

“She’s the one you left behind.”

Later, someone traced that name to a deleted file. Vault Subject 0.2 — prototype. Test-stage neural imprint. Failed merge.

The girl who wasn’t supposed to survive the alpha sync.

And yet...

There it was, surfacing from the depths of another mind.

A ghost.

A tether.

A warning.

They initiated a deep cleanse — tried to wipe all memory contamination using a procedure called cognitive formatting.

She didn’t scream.

She didn’t resist.

She only smiled wider, and said:

“You’re not deleting me. You’re deleting yourself.”

The Vault began to tremble within a week.

Data corruption reached 11.2% across the core network.

Mirror feedback loops escalated into full cognitive recursive spirals.

Synthetic implants malfunctioned across three test subjects.

Two died.

One vanished.

By the time the directors realized what was happening, the damage was exponential.

The subject had become the system.

And she was rewriting it from within.

Not consciously.

Not maliciously.

But with something far more dangerous — grief weaponized as code.

That’s when the question came again, from someone buried too deep to be sure of:

“What did you do to her mind?”

No one answered.

Because no one remembered the original question.

All they had now were fragments.

A voice in the static.

A smile in the mirror.

A girl with too many memories stitched into one name.

Aanya Verma.

Subject. Victim. Architect. Weapon.

And somewhere far below the collapsing systems, in the Vault’s sealed chamber, one red light blinked — not in warning, but in recognition.

The Vault had begun to leak.

And memory... does not go quietly.
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Chapter One 

THE WAKE UP PROTOCOL
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A shrill, jagged alarm pierced the stillness like a surgical blade, cutting straight through the illusion of peace. It wasn’t just loud — it was surgical. Designed to jolt, to force awakening not gently, but urgently. As if the world demanded awareness before the mind was ready.

A young woman flinched awake, eyes snapping open like floodgates holding back an ocean. Her breath caught — shallow and rapid — and her heart thudded against her ribs as though she'd surfaced too quickly from a deep and dark place.

Then — click — a soft mechanical sound, followed by a calm, detached voice:

“Good morning, Aanya. If you are hearing this, you have lost another day.

Don’t panic. Just breathe. Read your journal before getting to your chores.”

She blinked, confused. The voice... was hers. But stripped of emotion. It was distant, robotic, like an AI mimicking her cadence without understanding the woman behind the sound.

Aanya slowly sat up, her limbs aching with the ghost of exertion she didn’t recall. Her muscles were tight, sore in places that shouldn’t have hurt. Her mouth was dry. Her skin felt like it belonged to someone else — tight, strange, unclean. The air was saturated with a sterile blend of lavender and antiseptic.

She scanned the room.

Too clean. Too quiet. Too... curated.

Nothing here looked lived in. It felt like a hotel room meant to imitate a home — neutral tones, sterile walls, no pictures, no personal touches. It made her skin crawl in a subtle, creeping way. She wasn’t in danger — not directly — but something was off.

Very off.

Her eyes landed on a glass of water beside her bed and a black leather-bound journal. Heavy. Serious-looking. The gold embossed title on the cover gleamed ominously:

“THE MEMORY VAULT – READ FIRST.”

Her throat tightened. She didn’t know what she feared more — what the journal would say, or what it wouldn’t.

She took the water first, drinking it down in slow, careful gulps. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the journal. Her breath came shallow. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears.

She opened to the first page.

Day 37

Condition: Induced Anterograde Amnesia

Memory Reset Interval: 24 hours

Aanya, this is not a hallucination.

Every morning, you wake up not knowing who you are.

This is not a dream, not a drill.

You were working on a neural storage system — codename: VAULT.

A test went wrong. We don’t know how wrong.

You created a survival protocol. I — we — are following it.

It’s the only reason you’re still alive.

DO NOT TRUST DEV.

You live alone.

You are Dr. Aanya Verma.

You are a neuroscientist.

The date is May 12th.

This is the 37th time you’ve read this journal.

You have no memory of reading it before.

Her eyes scanned the page again, then again. The handwriting — it was hers. No mistaking the tight, controlled script. But the words felt foreign. Clinical. Cold. They read like instructions to a stranger, like field notes on a dangerous subject. She was the scientist and the experiment.

She turned the page.

A checklist followed. Brushing teeth. Getting dressed. Eating. Commuting to the lab. Every mundane detail of a daily routine was listed, as if forgetting a single task might collapse the entire structure of her reality.

Aanya followed the list mechanically, not out of trust — but out of the paralyzing absence of instinct.

She had no memory of her preferences. No natural rhythm to fall back on. She didn’t know how she took her tea, whether she liked music in the morning, or if she’d ever cried in this room before. The journal was the only tether to a version of herself she could no longer remember.

But what truly rattled her — what sent a chill down her spine — were the final, emphasized words at the bottom of the page:

DO NOT CALL DEV. DO NOT MEET DEV ALONE.

The name struck something in her — not recognition, but revulsion. Like the way the body recoils at the smell of spoiled food before the brain even understands why.

A low throb pulsed behind her eyes. Pain. Not sudden, not sharp — but relentless. As if her brain was fighting against itself. Or hiding something. Suppressing something.

She gritted her teeth.

Her entire life had become a looping program, rewritten every night, rebooted every morning. She moved through her own apartment like a stranger. A guest. A prisoner.

No framed photos. No artwork. The bookshelves were filled with technical texts — neurology, memory science, synaptic modeling — but nothing personal. Not a single book for pleasure. Not a single note from a loved one.

Did she even have loved ones?

Or had the Vault consumed them too?

In the kitchen, a translucent glass wall served as her makeshift warboard. Scribbles and sticky notes in various colours layered the surface like forensic evidence. Equations. Scan data. Memory recall percentages. Protocol triggers.

Vault Trial 4 — Subject Memory Transfer = 92%

Post-reset variables unstable. Emotional drift increasing.

ALERT: External environmental cues causing memory rupture.

She stepped closer and noticed a smaller note, scribbled hastily in a different hand — slanted, frantic, ink smudged:

“I woke up with dirt under my nails.”

Her fingers twitched.

She looked down at her own hands — pale, steady, clean.

But had they been that way when she first woke up?

A memory flickered — a phantom, barely there. A flash of darkness. Cold air. The feel of something rough. Soil? Brick?

Then — gone.

She opened her phone. There was one unread message.

Dev Malhotra:

“Status check. Ping me when you’re up.”

She stared at the screen, unmoving.

There it was again — that name.

Dev.

And the memory — the warning — screamed inside her:

DO NOT TRUST DEV.

She deleted the message without replying. A subtle nausea had begun to rise. Not just physical. Psychological. Like her body was remembering what her mind could not.

She turned back to the journal and flipped to earlier entries.

Each page chronicled a day, a life — dozens of them — lived and forgotten. Every day meticulously recorded by some version of her that had vanished by sunrise.

“Bruise on left thigh. No recollection.”

“Heard footsteps outside my door. Locked everything. Again.”

“Someone left a note in my mailbox. All it said: ‘Stop.’”

“Dreamt of a man with no face. Screaming. Screaming everywhere.”

“Dev lied. He said we met last night. But I have no message. No call. No trace.”

“Woke up sobbing. No idea why.”

Some entries grew darker over time — less clinical, more desperate. Some were nearly illegible, written with such force the pen had torn the paper.

And then — today’s entry.

A blank page.

She stared at it. Her own mind, waiting to be rewritten.

She picked up the pen and, with a shaky hand, wrote:

Woke up again. No memory.

Voice memo played. Journal intact.

Avoiding Dev.

Going to lab.

Don’t feel safe.

Then, slowly, as if digging a hole in her soul:

I don’t know who I am when I’m not looking.

In the bathroom, she confronted the mirror.

The woman staring back wasn’t unfamiliar — and that was the strangest part. It should’ve felt foreign. But it didn’t. It was her face, yes — but it felt inhabited by someone else. Like a reflection remembering things she could not.

She leaned closer.

A faint line ran along her right temple. A bruise? A scar?

She traced it gently, trying to recall its origin. A fall? A procedure?

Nothing.

Not even a twinge of recognition.

Her eyes held hers. She didn’t blink. Didn’t move.

And in that long silence, something flickered.

She didn’t feel like she was looking at herself.

She felt watched.

Dressed and ready, she grabbed the journal and her ID badge. The plastic card caught the light as she stepped toward the door.

Dr. Aanya Verma

Vault NeuroSystems – Division of Cognitive Restoration

Lead Researcher

So she was in charge. Of what? Her own destruction?

Before she could turn the lock, her phone buzzed.

One new voice memo.

Timestamp: 11:43 p.m., May 11. Just before midnight.

Her thumb hovered over the play icon.

Then she pressed it.
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