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      I open my eyes, but the darkness lingers, blurring the line between sleep and wakefulness. My body feels heavy, almost detached, as if I’m still dreaming. But the coldness beneath me is real—unforgiving and hard. I blink, trying to clear the fog in my mind, and slowly, shapes begin to form around me.

      A room. Sparse, with bare walls and no windows. The ceiling looms low, oppressive. The air is stale, carrying the faint scent of something medicinal. My head throbs, and as I push myself up, a wave of dizziness nearly sends me sprawling back down.

      I don’t recognise this place. Panic bubbles up, tightening my chest. How did I get here? My mind races, but it’s like chasing shadows. I can’t remember. Not where I am, not how I got here, not... who I am.

      My breath catches in my throat. I scramble to my feet, taking in the room with frantic eyes. There’s no door, no obvious way out. The walls are smooth, featureless, with no marks or handles to suggest an exit. The only furniture is the low bed I woke up on and a small desk against the opposite wall. On the desk, a computer screen glows softly, its light casting eerie shadows.

      I move towards it, each step feeling heavier than the last. My reflection stares back at me from the screen—a girl in her early to mid twenties, with wide brown eyes and a pale face, dark hair tousled as if I’ve been sleeping for days. But there’s no recognition. The face is mine, but it might as well belong to a stranger. I look down at what I am wearing - a pretty floral dress, and on my feet a pair of white trainers.

      The computer hums quietly, waiting. My hand trembles as I reach out, my fingers hovering above the keyboard. The screen flickers, and a line of text appears:

      Welcome. How can I assist you today?

      My breath hitches. I glance around the room again, as if expecting to find someone else there, but I’m alone. Slowly, I type a response:

      Where am I?

      A pause, as if the machine is considering my question.

      You are in a safe place.

      The words do nothing to calm me. I type again, my fingers shaking:

      Why am I here?

      There’s a longer pause this time. I can almost hear the computer thinking, the low hum of its processor filling the silence.

      You are here to remember.
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      I stare at the screen, the words buffering in my mind. Here to remember? What does that mean? I feel the frustration building, a tight knot forming within. I don’t need cryptic answers—I need to know who I am, why I’m here, and how to get out.

      I start typing furiously, the keys clacking loudly in the silence.

      Remember what? Who am I?

      The response comes almost immediately:

      Your name is Elena.

      Elena. The name feels foreign on my tongue, as though it belongs to someone else. I try to connect it to something, anything—a memory, a face, a place—but there’s nothing. Just an empty void where my past should be.

      I keep my hands poised over the keyboard, waiting for something more, but the screen remains still. The emptiness of that response—just my name, nothing more—leaves me feeling more lost than before. I’m Elena, but who is Elena? The name feels like a label slapped onto an empty jar, meaningless without its contents.

      I glance around the room again, hoping to find something that might jog my memory. The walls are stark, the bed is just a slab of uncomfortable padding, and there’s nothing personal in sight—no photographs, no belongings, nothing that might tell me who I am.

      Frustration turns to desperation as I type again.

      Please, tell me more. What happened to me? Why am I here?

      The cursor blinks for a long moment, then the reply appears slowly, as if the AI is hesitant.

      You experienced a traumatic event. You’re here to recover.

      A traumatic event? The words make my stomach churn. What kind of trauma? I start to breathe faster, my pulse quickening as fear tightens its grip. I close my eyes, trying to dig into my memory, hoping to pull something from the darkness—but there’s nothing. Just a blank void, as if someone has wiped my mind clean.

      What kind of trauma? I ask, dreading the answer.

      The computer’s response is more cautious now, almost evasive:

      It’s important that you remember at your own pace. I’m here to guide you, but you need to trust the process.

      Trust the process. It sounds like something a therapist might say, and for a moment, I wonder if that’s what this is—some kind of therapeutic program designed to help me recover my memories. But if that’s the case, why am I alone? Why is this room so cold and empty?

      The anxiety grows, feeding off my confusion and fear. I need to know more. I can’t just sit here, waiting for pieces of my past to fall into place. I need to take control, to find a way out of this nightmare.

      Who put me here? I type, my fingers trembling.

      The answer is immediate this time:

      You agreed to come here. It was your choice.

      My choice? That doesn’t make sense. Why would I choose to be locked in a room with no memories, no identity? The thought horrifies me, and I want to reject it outright. This has to be a mistake. Maybe this AI - or whatever it is - doesn’t know everything. Maybe it’s wrong.

      But another part of me—a quieter, more terrified part—wonders if it’s telling the truth.

      I push the thought away, focusing on the present. The AI said it’s here to help me remember, so maybe I should start with the basics. I need to piece together whatever fragments I can, no matter how small.

      What’s the last thing I remember? I type, hoping for something, anything, that might give me a clue.

      The screen flickers, and then the AI responds:

      You were in a car.

      A car. The image is faint, blurred at the edges, but I can almost feel it—the vibration of the engine, the hum of the road beneath the tyres. I close my eyes, trying to picture it more clearly. There was a car. I was driving... or was I?

      Was I alone? I ask, my heart pounding.

      No, the AI replies. There was someone else with you.

      My breath catches in my throat. Someone else? Who? The memory dances just out of reach, like a shadow slipping through my fingers. I try to focus on the feeling—was I afraid? Was I happy? I can’t tell. It’s all too fuzzy, too distant.

      Who was with me? I type, desperate for more.

      The screen remains blank for what feels like an eternity, and when the reply finally comes, it’s not what I expected:

      It’s better if you remember that on your own.

      Frustration boils over, and I slam my hands on the desk, the loud bang echoing in the small room. I’m sick of these half-answers, these cryptic responses. How am I supposed to remember anything if the AI keeps holding back?

      Why won’t you tell me? I type angrily, each keystroke hard and deliberate.

      The response is almost immediate, as if the AI anticipated my outburst:

      Because some memories are too painful to be forced. You need to let them come naturally.

      Too painful? I swallow hard, a lump forming in my throat. What could be so terrible that even the AI is afraid to reveal it? I feel like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff, looking down into a dark abyss, knowing that once I fall, there’s no coming back.

      But I have no choice. If I want to get out of this room, if I want to know who I am, I have to keep going, no matter how terrifying the truth might be.

      I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. My hands are still shaking, but I force them back to the keyboard.

      What should I do next? I type, feeling a sense of resignation. If I can’t force the memories, then I’ll have to rely on the AI’s guidance, no matter how frustrating it might be.

      The screen flickers again, and the AI’s response is simple, almost gentle:

      Rest for now. We’ll continue tomorrow.

      Rest. The idea seems absurd—how can I rest when I’m trapped in this room, with no idea who I am or what happened to me? But as I sit back in the chair, I realise how exhausted I am. The confusion, the fear, the constant tension—it’s all wearing me down.

      The bed looks more inviting now, despite its hard surface. I stand up, my legs unsteady, and make my way over to it. The mattress is stiff and uncomfortable, but I’m too tired to care. I lie down, staring up at the ceiling, trying to quiet the thoughts racing through my mind.

      As I close my eyes, I can still see the words on the screen, the last message the AI sent me:

      We’ll continue tomorrow.

      Tomorrow. The thought is both comforting and terrifying. I have no idea what I’ll remember then, what new pieces of the puzzle will emerge. But I know one thing for sure: I’m not ready to give up. I need to know the truth, no matter how painful it might be.

      With that thought, I finally let myself drift off to sleep, hoping that tomorrow will bring answers.
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      I wake up with the lingering remnants of a dream—fragments that quickly dissolve into the air as I blink my eyes open. The bed beneath me is as stiff and unyielding as I remember, but the room itself feels different somehow. The light from above is softer, almost like dawn, and for a brief moment, I can almost pretend that this is normal, that I’m waking up from an ordinary night’s sleep in an ordinary room. But the illusion shatters quickly as reality crashes back in.

      I sit up, rubbing my eyes, the events of yesterday flooding back with alarming clarity. The AI, the cryptic messages, the sense of having lost something vital—my identity, my past—still haunt me. My heart sinks when I realise I’m still no closer to understanding what happened, why I’m here, or who I am.

      I glance at the computer, the screen still dark. For a moment, I hesitate. Do I really want to turn it on again? Part of me dreads what I might find, the possibility of more half-truths and evasions. But another part of me—a stronger, more desperate part—knows I can’t just sit here in the dark. I need to do something, anything, to make sense of this.

      Reluctantly, I reach over and press the power button. The screen flares to life, bathing the room in a cold, artificial light. The familiar interface appears, and I instinctively start typing.

      Good morning.

      The response is almost immediate, the words appearing on the screen with that familiar, unnerving precision:

      Good morning, Elena. How did you sleep?

      I hesitate, unsure of how to answer. The truth is, I’m not sure how I slept. I remember drifting off, exhausted, but my dreams were a blur of shadows and indistinct shapes. Did I sleep well? Did I rest at all? I don’t know.

      Instead of answering the question, I decide to press on with something more important.

      You said we’d continue today, I type. What do I need to do?

      There’s a brief pause before the AI responds.

      Today we’ll focus on your memories. There are exercises that can help you recall details more clearly. Are you ready to begin?

      The thought of diving deeper into my lost memories makes my chest tighten, but I know I can’t shy away from this. If I want to find out who I am—who I really am—I have to face whatever is lurking in the dark corners of my mind.

      I’m ready, I reply, though my hands are shaking slightly as I type the words.

      The screen changes, presenting me with what looks like a series of prompts, each one designed to draw out specific memories.

      Think back to the last thing you remember clearly. Where were you? What were you doing?

      I take a deep breath, closing my eyes as I try to focus. The memory of the car is still there, but it’s vague, more of a sensation than a clear image. I was driving... or was I? I still can’t tell. The harder I try to focus, the more elusive it becomes.

      I was in a car, I type, hoping that the act of writing it down will help solidify the memory. But I don’t remember where I was going.

      That’s okay, the AI replies. Think about how you felt in that moment. Were you calm? Anxious?

      I try to dig deeper, to focus on the emotions rather than the details. There’s something there, a flicker of something... fear? Yes, that feels right. I was afraid. But why? Was it the drive itself that scared me, or was there something else?

      I was scared, I type, my heart racing as I remember the feeling more clearly now. Something was wrong. I don’t know what, but I knew I had to get away.

      You were trying to escape, the AI prompts gently. Can you remember what—or who—you were trying to escape from?

      The question sends a jolt of adrenaline through me, and I’m flooded with a sensation of intense fear, almost like a panic attack. The room around me starts to blur as I’m pulled into the memory, fragments piecing together in a chaotic rush.

      I see flashes of the road ahead of me, the dark outlines of trees rushing by on either side. My hands grip the steering wheel tightly, knuckles white with tension. There’s something behind me, something I can’t see but can feel—a presence, ominous and threatening. I’m driving fast, too fast, the car swerving as I try to put as much distance as possible between me and whatever is following.

      But no matter how fast I go, I can’t shake the feeling that it’s getting closer, that I’m running out of time.

      I snap back to the present, gasping for air, my heart pounding. I can’t tell if it’s a real memory or just a nightmare, but the fear is real, visceral. My hands are shaking so hard that I can barely type.

      I was trying to escape, I manage to write, my breath still coming in short bursts. Something was chasing me.

      You were in danger, the AI responds, confirming my worst fears. You were trying to save yourself.

      The words chill me. Save myself? From what? The sense of unease is growing, twisting into something darker. If I was in danger, then maybe that’s why I ended up here. Maybe this room is a safe place, a refuge from whatever—or whoever—I was running from.

      But if that’s true, why can’t I remember? Why does everything feel so wrong?

      Before I can ask another question, the screen changes again, this time presenting a new prompt.

      Try to focus on the person who was with you in the car. Can you remember their face? Their voice?

      The question takes me by surprise, and for a moment, I’m overwhelmed by a wave of conflicting emotions. The presence of someone else in the car feels both familiar and alien, like a dream I’ve had a thousand times but can’t quite place.

      I close my eyes again, trying to focus. There was someone else—someone important, someone I cared about. A face begins to form in my mind, hazy and indistinct at first, but slowly sharpening into focus. Dark hair, serious eyes, a mouth set in a grim line. There’s a familiarity there, but it’s tinged with a deep sense of dread.

      And then, just as quickly, the image slips away, leaving me with nothing but a hollow sense of loss.

      I can’t remember, I type, feeling a wave of frustration. I almost had it, but...

      It’s okay, the AI reassures me. These things take time. You’ve made progress today. Rest, and we’ll continue tomorrow.

      I want to argue, to push for more answers, but I know the AI is right. I’m drained, my mind swirling with half-formed memories and unanswered questions. The bed is just as uncomfortable as before, but I’m too exhausted to care. I lie down, closing my eyes, hoping that sleep will bring some clarity.

      But all I can see is the dark road stretching out before me and the sense of danger closing in from behind.
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      I wasn’t looking for anyone that day. In fact, I’d sworn off relationships after a string of bad decisions, one after another. Men who didn’t see me, who never really listened, or who had too much darkness in them for me to bear. But life has a funny way of surprising you when you least expect it.

      It was a late afternoon in early autumn, that time of year when the air has a crispness to it and the leaves have just started to fall, painting the streets in shades of orange and yellow. I was at a coffee shop near the primary school where I taught, buried in my laptop, trying to drown out the world. I had my headphones in, but they weren’t playing anything. I just wanted an excuse not to talk to anyone.

      But then, the chair across from me scraped against the floor.

      I glanced up, half-annoyed, half-curious. And there he was—Jarod. Tall, with dark, wavy hair and a confident smile that felt almost out of place in the quiet, cosy café. His eyes, though—a deep blue, almost navy—were what made me pause. They weren’t just kind; they had this magnetic quality, drawing you in.

      ‘Is this seat taken?’ he asked, gesturing to the chair.

      I hesitated for a second, debating whether to lie and tell him I was waiting for someone. But there was something about the way he stood there, not imposing, but friendly. So, instead, I nodded.

      He slid into the seat, setting his coffee down with a smile that made my stomach flutter. I quickly told myself it was the caffeine.

      ‘You look focused,’ he said, nodding towards my pile of notes and books.

      ‘I’m just trying to finish this assignment before the deadline,’ I replied, pulling out my earbuds. ‘For a course I’m doing. It’s… consuming my life at the moment.’

      He chuckled. ‘I’ve been there. What’s it about?’

      I gave him a brief rundown— it was about the psychological impact of trauma on children’s learning and development - and he listened as though I was explaining something fascinating, even though I was sure most people would find it boring.

      ‘I’m Jarod, by the way,’ he said once I’d finished, extending his hand. I shook it, his touch warm and firm.

      ‘Elena,’ I replied, feeling oddly nervous.

      From there, the conversation flowed so easily. I was surprised by how comfortable I felt with him. Jarod had this way of making you feel like you were the most interesting person in the room, even if you’d just met. He told me a bit about himself—he worked in sales and marketing, but had a passion for photography. His dream was to travel the world, capturing moments that most people overlooked. He described it with such enthusiasm that I found myself imagining the places he wanted to visit: the misty mountains in Japan, the bustling streets of Marrakech, the desolate beauty of the Scottish Highlands.

      I was drawn to how genuinely interested he seemed in everything. He didn’t dominate the conversation or brag, which, looking back, was almost strategic in its subtlety. He wanted me to feel heard, to feel understood, and at that moment, I did. More than I had in a long time.

      We sat there for what felt like hours, our coffees going cold. It was rare, for me at least, to find someone I could talk to so easily. There wasn’t that awkwardness or the pressure to impress. I didn’t even notice when the café started to empty, the golden afternoon light turning into the dim glow of evening.

      By the time I realised how late it had got, I was both exhilarated and slightly confused. It wasn’t like me to open up to someone I’d just met, especially not after everything I’d been through with past relationships. But Jarod didn’t push too hard. He was patient, letting me share what I wanted without asking too many questions.

      Before he left, he flashed that smile again, the one that made something in my chest tighten in a way I hadn’t felt in years. ‘It was really nice talking to you, Elena. Maybe we could do it again sometime?’

      I nodded, caught off guard by how much I actually wanted to see him again. ‘Yeah, I’d like that.’

      He scribbled his number on a napkin and handed it to me. ‘Call me when you’re free. No pressure.’

      And just like that, he was gone, leaving behind the napkin and the faint scent of his cologne.

      I sat there for a while after, staring at the number he’d written. Part of me was excited—giddy, even. But there was another part, deeper down, that was cautious. I’d been here before. I knew how easy it was for someone to seem perfect at first, only to reveal their true colours later on. But with Jarod… I don’t know, something felt different.

      That night, I couldn’t stop thinking about him. His laugh, the way he seemed genuinely interested in my thoughts, his quiet confidence. There was a certain charm to him, an allure I hadn’t felt with anyone else in a long time.

      The next morning, I picked up my phone and stared at the napkin again. The number seemed to burn a hole in my pocket, tempting me. I told myself to wait, to play it cool, but deep down, I knew I’d already made up my mind.

      I called him later that day, and just like that, we were inseparable. Jarod made it easy to fall into a rhythm with him. He’d text me good morning before I was even awake, and by the time I’d finished my first cup of coffee, we were already making plans for the weekend.

      At first, it was fun—like that honeymoon phase you hear about, where everything feels exciting and fresh. Jarod was attentive, kind, and spontaneous. He’d surprise me with little things: a rose left on my doorstep, a book I’d mentioned in passing, tickets to a landscape painting exhibition because he remembered I liked art.

      We’d spend hours walking, his camera slung over his shoulder, taking pictures of anything and everything. He’d snap candid shots of me when I wasn’t paying attention, capturing moments where I felt most myself. ‘You have this glow,’ he’d say, showing me the photos later, and I’d laugh it off, but deep down, I liked how he saw me.

      In those early days, it was easy to forget the past, easy to imagine a future that wasn’t clouded by doubt or fear. With Jarod, I felt safe, seen, and cherished. And for the first time in a long time, I let myself believe that maybe, just maybe, I’d found someone who wasn’t going to hurt me.

      But of course, things that seem too good to be true often are.
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      The dream comes again that night, more vivid than before. I’m back in the car, the steering wheel cold under my grip, the engine roaring as I speed down the empty road. But this time, the presence behind me is stronger, closer. I can feel it breathing down my neck, its shadow looming over me, suffocating.

      I try to look in the rear-view mirror, but it’s shattered, jagged pieces of glass reflecting my fear-stricken face. The figure behind me is nothing but a blur, a dark shape that fills me with an overwhelming sense of dread. I press down on the accelerator, but the car doesn’t go any faster. The road stretches out endlessly before me, no escape in sight.

      Then, suddenly, the car veers off the road, and I’m spinning out of control, the world around me a chaotic blur of colours and sounds. I hear a scream—my scream—echoing in my ears as the car flips over, tumbling into darkness.

      I wake up with a jolt, my heart racing, drenched in sweat. The room is quiet, the only sound my own ragged breathing. I’m disoriented, unsure of where I am for a moment, before the familiar coldness of the room seeps back into my bones. The dream still clings to me, like a dark cloud hanging over my head, refusing to dissipate.

      I sit up in bed, running a hand through my tangled hair, trying to shake off the lingering terror. But it’s no use—the fear has sunk its claws into me, and I know it won’t let go until I get some answers.

      The computer screen is dark, but I know it’s waiting for me. I can almost feel the AI’s presence, patient and watchful, ready to continue our unsettling conversation. I’m not sure if I’m ready, but I also know I don’t have a choice. I need to understand what’s happening to me, what these dreams mean, and why they feel so real.

      I force myself out of bed, my legs shaky, and sit down in front of the computer. My fingers hover over the keyboard, hesitating for just a moment, before I start typing.

      I take a deep breath, my fingers trembling as they rest on the keyboard. I’m not sure why, but this feels like a crucial moment—a turning point. I type slowly, deliberately, almost as if the act of writing will somehow help me make sense of it all.

      I had another dream, I finally write. I was back in the car, driving. Something was chasing me, and I couldn’t escape. The car spun out of control, and then... everything went black.

      I pause, watching the cursor blink on the screen. The dream is still fresh in my mind, vivid and terrifying, but there’s something more. As the adrenaline from the dream begins to fade, I start to notice other details—things I hadn’t caught in the first wave of panic.

      The AI responds quickly, its words appearing on the screen with an almost eerie calm.

      The dream is important, Elena. It’s a reflection of your subconscious trying to piece together your memories. The more you remember, the more you’ll understand about why you’re here.

      My subconscious? I hadn’t really thought of it that way, but it makes sense. If my memories are buried deep inside me, then maybe my dreams are trying to bring them to the surface. But if that’s true, then why does it all feel so wrong? Why do these dreams leave me feeling like I’m teetering on the edge of some vast, terrifying abyss?

      What does it mean? I type, my hands still unsteady. What am I supposed to understand from this?

      There’s a brief pause, and for a moment, I worry that the AI isn’t going to answer. But then, the words begin to appear, each one measured, deliberate.

      The car represents your journey, Elena. The figure chasing you is a manifestation of your fear—of what you’re running from. But the fact that you can’t see it clearly suggests that you’re not yet ready to face it.

      The explanation makes sense on a surface level, but it doesn’t satisfy the feeling inside me, the sense that there’s something deeper, something I’m not seeing. My mind races as I try to connect the dots. If the car is my journey, and the figure is my fear, then what about the crash? What does it mean that I lost control?

      What happened after the crash? I ask, feeling an almost unbearable weight settle in me. Is that why I’m here? Did I... die?

      The idea hits me hard, and for a moment, I feel like I can’t breathe. What if this room, this whole situation, is some kind of afterlife? A purgatory where I’m being forced to confront my sins, my mistakes, before I can move on? It’s a wild thought, but in the absence of any concrete answers, my mind is desperate to make sense of the chaos.

      The AI’s response is slower this time, as if it’s considering how to reply.

      You are not dead, Elena. But the crash is significant. It represents a turning point—a moment when your life was irrevocably changed. The details of that moment are still hidden, but as we continue, they will come to light.

      I exhale, feeling a mixture of relief and dread. So I’m not dead... but that doesn’t mean I’m safe, either. Whatever happened in that car, it was big enough, traumatic enough, to fracture my memories, to leave me trapped in this room with only an AI for company. But why? What could have been so terrible that my mind would shut it out completely?

      What do I need to do? I ask, feeling a new sense of urgency. How do I remember?

      The screen flickers for a moment, as if the AI is processing my question, before the next message appears.

      We need to continue exploring your memories. There are more exercises that will help you recall details—pieces of the puzzle that will eventually come together. But first, I want you to focus on something specific.

      I lean forward, my pulse quickening. What?

      Think about the person who was with you in the car. You mentioned them before—a figure, familiar yet distant. Who do you think they were? What role did they play in your life?

      The question sends another jolt through me, and suddenly, I’m back in the dream, behind the wheel, the road stretching out endlessly before me. The figure in the passenger seat is still just a blur, a shadow, but there’s a strange pull there—a connection that feels both intimate and terrifying.

      I close my eyes, trying to focus, to let the memories come. But instead of clarity, I’m hit with a wave of conflicting emotions—love, fear, guilt. It’s like a storm raging inside me, and I’m caught in the middle, unable to find solid ground.

      I don’t know, I type, frustrated. I can’t see them clearly. But... I think they were important to me. I felt... something strong.

      The AI responds almost immediately, its tone more insistent.

      You’re on the right track. The emotions you’re feeling are clues—indications of the bond you had with this person. Keep focusing on them, and more will come.

      I want to push back, to demand more answers, but I’m too exhausted, too overwhelmed by the flood of emotions. Instead, I just sit there, staring at the screen, feeling more lost than ever. The connection with this person is real, I can sense that much, but the details are still maddeningly out of reach.

      Finally, the AI sends one last message before the screen goes dark again, leaving me alone with my thoughts.

      Rest for now, Elena. The answers will come, but you must be patient. Trust the process.

      I don’t know if I can trust anything at this point, least of all the process. But I’m too drained to argue, too confused to make sense of anything. All I can do is crawl back into bed, hoping that sleep will bring some clarity, some relief from the endless questions.

      But even as I close my eyes, I know the dreams will come again, and with them, more pieces of the puzzle—pieces I’m not sure I want to find.
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      The first thing I notice when I wake up is the silence. It's thick and suffocating, pressing in on me from all sides. My eyes open slowly, adjusting to the dim light of the room, but the oppressive quietness is what keeps me pinned to the bed. There's a part of me that expects to hear something—the hum of the computer, the faint buzz of electricity in the walls—but there's nothing. Just the sound of my own breathing, shallow and ragged.

      I sit up, my mind still foggy from sleep, and try to shake off the remnants of the dream. Or was it a memory? They’re starting to blur together, the lines between past and present smudged by whatever it is my brain is trying to protect me from. I don’t remember much about the dream this time—only fragments, like the pieces of a torn photograph. There was the car again, that same road stretching out into infinity, and the figure beside me, still shrouded in shadows. But this time, there was something else. A voice. Soft and distant, like a whisper carried on the wind. I couldn’t make out the words, but the tone was unmistakable. It was pleading with me, desperate.

      I swing my legs over the side of the bed, my bare feet touching the cold floor, and try to steady my breathing. The room feels different today. It’s the same four walls, the same bare furniture, but there’s an undercurrent of tension that wasn’t there before, like the room itself is holding its breath, waiting for something to happen.

      I glance at the computer, half-expecting it to flicker to life on its own, but the screen remains dark. The AI hasn’t initiated contact yet, and for a moment, I wonder if it’s gone, if I’m truly alone now. But then I remember what it said before—that the answers would come if I was patient, that I needed to trust the process.

      I approach the desk slowly, as if something might jump out at me, and press the power button. The screen lights up, its glow casting eerie shadows across the room, and the familiar text box appears, waiting for my input. My fingers hover over the keyboard, uncertainty fogging my thoughts.

      What do I even ask?

      How do I begin to unravel the tangled mess in my head?

      Finally, I type out the first thing that comes to mind: I had another dream.

      I hit enter and wait. The AI’s response is almost immediate, as if it had been waiting for me all along.

      Tell me about the dream, Elena.

      I close my eyes, trying to recall the details, but they’re slipping away from me like grains of sand through my fingers.

      It was the same as before, I type. The car, the road, the figure beside me. But this time... there was a voice. I couldn’t understand it, but it sounded... desperate. Like it was trying to tell me something important.

      There’s a pause, and for a moment, I worry that I’ve said something wrong, that I’ve somehow broken the AI’s carefully constructed plan. But then, the screen flickers with a new message.

      The voice is another piece of the puzzle, Elena. It’s trying to guide you, to help you remember. You must listen to it carefully.

      I frown at the screen, frustration bubbling up inside me. But I can’t understand it. It’s too faint, too distorted. How am I supposed to listen to something I can barely hear?

      The voice is tied to your memories, the AI responds. The more you remember, the clearer it will become. You’re getting closer, Elena. You just need to trust yourself.

      Trust myself. The words echo in my mind, hollow and empty. How can I trust myself when I don’t even know who I am? When every fragment of memory feels like it’s laced with danger, with something dark and terrible lurking just beneath the surface?

      Who was in the car with me? I ask, my fingers trembling as they tap out the words. Who is this person I keep seeing?

      The response is slower this time, as if the AI is choosing its words carefully.

      The person in the car is someone significant to you. Someone who played a crucial role in your life. Their identity is connected to the memories you’ve suppressed, the memories you’re trying to uncover.
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