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The doctor is in the house.
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Emerging from a profound slumber

As a man regains consciousness, he slowly opens his eyes, drowsy and confused. He struggles to recognize his environment. He is feeling disoriented while sitting in the center of a small office cubicle. The confined space heightens his sense of claustrophobia, making it difficult for him to focus and think clearly. Determined to break free, he stands up and peeks over the low panels of the cubicle surrounding him. In the distance, he spots a green pulsing glow that piques his curiosity. With difficulty, he steps out of the cramped space, moving cautiously as the ground beneath him wobbles, making him shaky and off balance.

“Where am I?” he exclaims aloud, his trembling voice fading into the void. A wave of isolation washes over him as he scans his surroundings, desperately searching for any sign of life. “Where is everyone?” he questions, his heart pounding as he realizes he is utterly alone. Across the ground, many items have been trashed, and torn papers with frantic handwriting lie among the debris. As he reaches out to grasp one, a sudden gust of wind snatches the notes away, perplexing him. A musty odor clings to the air, evoking memories of an old attic or an abandoned basement dampened by mold and decay. His body feels numb and detached as if it isn’t his own. It’s like standing in a hall of mirrors, where each reflection is a distorted version of himself—a mystery he can’t solve, a jumble of pieces that refuse to fit together.

As he gazes beyond, the darkness suddenly gives way to an unusual sight—a sudden spark, a fleeting blaze, like a camera flash at night. Brief electric jolts illuminate the void, revealing fireflies with shimmering bodies and fluttering wings moving in a coordinated dance. Their tiny forms resemble sparkling stars against the black canvas. Each intricate pattern they weave conveys a message waiting to be decoded. He senses the raw essence of their nature, yearning to be revealed and analyzed. He walks toward the spectacle, searching for answers, but then he bumps against an invisible barrier, a tall, thick glass, preventing him from reaching the light. Suddenly, the vibrant fireflies coalesce into a menacing storm and embark on a furious flight towards him. They transform into torrential raindrops that relentlessly crash against the glass dome, distorting the outside view and obscuring the images beyond. Despite this, he can still make out a distant church under the dark sky, illuminated by flashes of lightning. He squints, attempting to discern the procession of people exiting the temple and walking toward two hearses. As the droplets slide down the glass, he longs for clarity. Shadows waltz in the misty rain, obscuring the boundaries between reality and illusion. The sight evokes a whirlwind of emotions, yet he can’t figure out why.

Suddenly, a muffled voice shatters the silence, stirring a prying impulse within him to find its source. However, the harsh reality of his predicament strikes him—he’s trapped, unable to escape this disturbing maze. The glass barrier prevents him from moving forward, forcing him to confront the haunting truth of a traumatic past hidden within the confines of his current situation. Feeling displaced, he looks back and away from the barrier, his gaze flickering over several other cubicles. He needs to find the voice, but can’t pinpoint its origin. 

He refuses to yield, drawing on his inner strength to fight through the murkiness that clouds his mind. “Is this a dream?” he questions, seeking clarity. A creeping sense of desolation envelops him, making him feel lost. He desperately searches the labyrinth of cubicles for the voice, but despite his attempts, the stifling silence returns, no thunder or voices, just an emptiness that amplifies his despair. The encroaching shadows threaten to consume him, and his grasp on time and space has fractured. The glass pane to his past is shrouded in mystery, with the storm outside warping the images he tries so hard to discern. He must find an escape route leading him back to a recognizable reality. Fueled by survival instinct, he quickens his pace, his heart racing as he looks for something to steer him away from this bizarre nightmare. He scans the dimly lit cubicles, hoping for a sign to guide him toward normalcy. The lightning above the dome intensifies, heightening his anxiety. Panic begins to rise, but he battles it and persists. Realizing he needs to clear his mind to alleviate these feelings of despair, he yearns for solace and clarity amidst the overwhelming turmoil. This urge to escape the unbearable maze propels him forward, and a flicker of hope ignites as he strives to reclaim his identity and peace. He instinctively looks around, pacing in frantic circles, yet all he finds are empty cubicles arranged in disorienting patterns. The dull gray of their panels and their plain monotony further frustrate him. Each one he approaches feels like a path to nowhere. He peeks inside the closest one and discovers abandoned chairs, unattended computers, and scattered sheets of paper. His pace begins to slow, gripped by an escalating sense of suspension. It feels like he is entangled in a never-ending limbo, a purgatory of his own making. A crippling worry mounts as he pushes forward, hoping to stumble upon someone who might offer guidance or clarify his bewildering experience. 

He presses on and encounters more rows of cubicles stretching endlessly into the distance, reinforcing the notion that he might be forever lost. The unsettling experience works to erode his sanity. He stands alone in this infinite maze, a forsaken wanderer in a sterile, lifeless expanse. His search gradually dwindles, and a sense of defeat washes over him. Yet, deep down, he knows he must persist. He gathers his courage, navigating steadily through the rows of low panels. Lost in the chaos, he notices a crooked sign hanging from one of the dilapidated cubicles. "Anosognosia is the lack of awareness or insight," it reads, taunting him with its cryptic message. The words resonate deeply within him, stirring conflicting thoughts. His sense of self is questioned and challenged, creating an inner pull toward self-reflection and growth. He is uncertain if he is ready to confront the actual reason behind this tumultuous journey. Dread consumes him in this wasteland as he longs for a glimmer of hope to guide him through the darkness. 

A few steps further, the faint green glow catches his eye again. Drawn to the light like a moth, he cautiously approaches its source. He spots a specific cubicle emanating a subtle greenish light from within, beckoning him with the promise of discovery and perhaps a way out of his desolation. As he gets closer, a drawing of a bench on the side of the cubicle gradually comes into focus, accompanied by the word “park” appearing above the image. “A park bench,” he muses softly, sensing that the puzzle pieces of his mind are beginning to align. Intrigued by this revelation, he steps inside, eager to unravel the clues that might lead him closer to understanding his predicament. Inside, he finds a cluttered office, where a desk bears a small plate displaying the name “Vince.” 

Papers are scattered haphazardly as if they were tossed into the air. His curiosity propels him forward, leading him to an old computer. Its weathered exterior exudes a distinct sense of antiquity. The faded keyboard and bulky monitor transport him back to a bygone era. Drawn to the vintage machine, a flicker of hope ignites within him, believing it might hold the key to uncovering his whereabouts and potentially providing crucial information about his identity and past. He sits in the leather-worn chair and engages with the keyboard. The rhythmic clacking of the keys fills the air, infusing the moment with a nostalgic charm. The computer is coated in a thick layer of dust, its wires tangled and frayed. Yet, for him, it symbolizes hope and possibility. Nearby, a coffee maker beeps, signaling the completion of its brewing cycle. He pours himself a mug and inhales deeply, savoring the rich aroma as it swirls and mingles with an old, familiar scent—the smell of breakfast from a long-forgotten kitchen. A sudden, fleeting spark of recognition revives his spirit, igniting a desire to persevere. He urgently sets the mug down and begins his quest to restore the old machine. Frantically, he searches the tower case for the power button. 

Finally, his hand finds a grimy switch on the side, and he flicks it, hopeful for a response. But all he receives is a deafening silence. Just as he begins to lose hope, the ancient machine jolts to life with a sudden burst of energy, its fans whirring loudly as the hard drive's magnetic drum grinds into motion with an enticing hum. The monitor sputters to life, its dim glow casting a greenish hue over the room. He furrows his brow as he tries to make sense of the blurry image. He navigates the outdated interface, clicking on various folders. Each one reveals a jumble of code and data that initially seems unhelpful. He continues to sift through, wondering what secrets might be hidden within. Then, he stumbles upon a folder strongly classified as “The Book without a Title." His curiosity is piqued, and he clicks it open. 

Sadly, much to his dismay, he quickly realizes that the folder is heavily encrypted. "Maybe there's a hidden password somewhere," he thinks, prompting him to search the cluttered cubicle. He scans the desk's surface, opens drawers, and carefully inspects his surroundings for clues. Every tab divider and scrap of paper is examined. As he delves deeper, he comes across a stack of papers on top of an old, rusted metal cabinet. His attention is immediately captured by a sticky note at the top of the pile, its letters almost leaping off the page. While absorbed in this, he suddenly hears a mysterious, ethereal voice softly whispering, "The sacred circle."

Intrigued by this clue, he feels hopeful that it is the password he has been searching for. He types the phrase he discovered on the note, hoping it will grant him access. A moment of anxious anticipation passes before a prompt requests a username. After a brief hesitation, he enters the name Vince, which he noticed on the desk nameplate. Since this might be his computer, using that name as a login makes sense. He types it in, holds his breath, and presses Enter. To his relief, the prompt disappears, replaced by a new window displaying several files.

He eagerly clicks on one of the files. When it opens, he peruses it, hungrily searching for any information. It resembles a riddle, a puzzle to solve. He feels a peculiar connection to this old computer. It contains images of vaguely familiar people whose names elude him. There is information about events and places that ignite recognition. But amid all these records lies one file that catches his eye—one that stands out distinctly. It’s marked as "Important." He opens the folder; each millisecond feels like an eternity until it finally unlocks. 

Glued to the screen, he reads the glaring message, "Caution: these files contain highly sensitive information." Despite the ominous warning, his insatiable curiosity compels him to dig deeper into the folder's contents. Carefully, he opens it and discovers various media files, all meticulously categorized and labeled as classified, hinting at secrets not meant for public scrutiny. He finds a photo in the first folder. It shows an emaciated woman, her sunken cheeks and frail frame barely allowing her to stand upright. Beside her, a distressed teenager clings to her side, their expressions a mix of fear and despair. In the background, a tall figure looms like a dark cloud, his ominous presence overshadowing the two. The man's bitter stare seems to transcend the pixels, piercing through the screen. Each minute detail in the image evokes deep emotions within him. The trauma, suffering, and unspoken connection between the woman and the teen resonate with his empathy. The tall man exudes an unsettling aura of mystery, with a defensive expression on his pale face as if he is guarding their secrets. A sense of impending doom engulfs him, hinting at a tragic tale ready to be revealed. After a brief pause, he proceeds to the following file. His attention is drawn to a video file, and as he clicks on it, a hazy image begins to glow on the screen. It initially seems to reveal a seemingly innocuous scene. Still, he can’t shake the feeling that something more profound and sinister lurks beneath the surface, beckoning him to uncover the truth behind these chilling images. In the video, kids chat and play at the bus stop, their laughter echoing through the neighborhood. Yet one of them stands apart, his face twisted in horror as if tormented by an unseen force. His wide eyes remain fixed on the far distance, where two police officers gently lift a disheveled man from a bench, guiding his frail frame toward their patrol car. “Is the child's fear connected to the mysterious man on the bench?” he wonders. As the scene unfolds, the threads of mystery and suspense tighten around him, drawing him deeper into the enigma. The video abruptly pauses, and he shifts his attention to the next one.

He plays the second video, gradually revealing a dim, grainy basement. As a police tactical unit descends the stairs, their flashlights pierce the darkness, illuminating gruesome details: a long table covered in a tarp stained with blood. Their tension escalates as the light draws closer to the table’s edge, revealing the ghastly visage of a woman’s head resting on a torso. Her expressionless gaze locks onto his through the computer screen, shimmering with a menacing warning. Horrified by the image, he’s compelled to look away from the monitor. The scene pulses with grotesque imagery, each element adding another layer of macabre fascination to the twisted visions. “What unimaginable horrors transpired in this grim cellar, and what dark secrets lie concealed within its walls?” 

The answers remain elusive. He takes a moment to recover from the horrific images, their burned visages etched indelibly into his mind. After a few seconds, he gathers the courage to continue watching the disturbing footage. He lifts his coffee cup to his lips, and the bitter taste reflects the dread that grips his soul. He turns his head back to the screen and finds a low-quality image of a boy sitting at a breakfast table. As he watches this intriguing scene, a sense of dread creeps over him like icy fingers trailing down his spine. Across from the boy, an emaciated woman sits motionless, her hands clasped in a prayer-like gesture. 

An unsettling aura coming from her envelopes the room in a dense shroud of unease. He notices a dark, tall figure looming in the background. Its presence casts a menacing silhouette; the pancakes on their plates are filled with writhing maggots, and their sickening movements resemble a grotesque dance. Each maggot contorts and twists, crawling over one another in a frenzy and spilling outside the plates onto the rest of the table. The muted images flicker erratically, capturing the tense atmosphere. Suddenly, the scene is interrupted by noise interference, distorting the images on the screen and creating a jarring disruption. As the static fades, the image reverses to the terrified young teen at the bus stop. Around him, children play and laugh, their joy contrasting sharply with the misery that grips him. 

A bitter taste lingers on his tongue, a grim omen of the terror quietly invading his mind. Evil seeps from the monitor’s images, slowly disappearing, leaving a pervasive sense of destruction. “None of this makes sense; it’s merely a series of dreary visuals.” He’s gone without answers, and a torrent of mixed emotions swirls within him, thoughts colliding chaotically. He feels overwhelmed by the scenes he just witnessed on the screen, with the boy’s suffering striking a chord deep inside him. As the bitter aftertaste diminishes, it draws him back into his present reality, this nightmare he can’t seem to wake from. Distressed, he struggles to dispel the unsettling feelings. He realizes the images have nestled into his consciousness, leaving an indelible mark that will never disappear. 

Unable to fully grasp their meaning, he turns away from the screen. He scans the dimly lit cubicle for clues that might help him understand what he just witnessed. He rummages through the disorganized stack of papers on his desk. His fingers sift through crumpled, yellowed clippings and sticky notes until he uncovers an old manila folder. The name on it is crossed out with a bold red line, making him pause and wonder why. It contains a medical history. He hesitates for a moment, feeling the discomfort of intruding. 

He feels a tingle in his hands as he holds the folder. When he opens it, the letters inside shimmer and morph, transporting him to an ethereal realm. A gentle woman’s voice resonates in his mind as if an unseen entity is narrating directly to him. A familiar tone guides him with a hypnotic cadence, deepening his immersion. As her alluring voice captivates him, he realizes he is not merely reading but becoming absorbed by her influence. She triggers feelings he can’t describe, drawing him into the troubled affliction of her patient. She begins her evaluation with the following words: 

"Vince has severe PTSD, exhibiting symptoms that, if not addressed, could lead to irreversible damage. With my guidance, he can confront his traumatic past and develop a new perspective that encourages healing. The techniques I recommend are unique and unconventional, requiring a strict regimen that includes medication, one-on-one therapy, and deep visualization exercises." Her voice fades away, leaving him with profound questions: “Vince?” He reflects on the tragic yet hopeful tone of her words. 

Setting the document aside, he mutters, "I still can’t make sense of anything. I need to understand why I’m here and who I am; all this information is overwhelming. Who is that woman in my head? I feel even more lost now." "I have to figure this out, and I need to find out," he thinks, his mind racing. "I have to wake up from this horrible nightmare. This place... Am I in a hospital, sedated, suffering from delirium? This empty space, this office: Do I work here? Am I Vince? Maybe I lost my mind." The oppressive atmosphere of the cubicle presses down on him, amplifying his confusion and despair. Determined, he resolves to uncover the mystery of his identity. His mind sharpens with a newfound focus. Every instinct within him screams for clarity, urging him to persevere despite the overwhelming uncertainty. 

He stares at the cluttered screen, frustration mounting with each passing moment. All his efforts seem futile, almost tempting him to give up. His gaze wanders around the cubicle until it lands on a crumpled paper. Carefully, he smooths it out, revealing a rough sketch that takes his breath away. The image captivates him, almost mesmerizing with its intricate details. The lines and curves gradually converge into a familiar face, striking him with a vividness that leaves him momentarily speechless. Then, a realization hits him like a jolt of electricity— “Jessica?” Her name bursts into his thoughts, stirring feelings of longing and heartache. 

As he focuses on the sketch, an illusory reaction seems to manifest. The lines of her face appear to shift, her eyes gazing at him, blinking with deep sadness. His mind races, releasing chemicals that rekindle conflicting emotions. He feels inexplicably drawn to her, yet at the same time, he can’t shake off a lingering sense of guilt. Despite his strong feelings, he can’t grasp precise details about who she is or his connection to her. All he knows is the unexplainable attraction that binds his being to hers, leaving him torn between his desire to find her and his fear of what he might discover.

He traces his finger along the delicate lines of her face, trying to grasp the inexplicable connection he feels toward her. Is she real or just a figment of his imagination? As he gazes at her likeness, memories flood back—snippets of his past he can’t quite access. A time when he believed they were destined to be together. But just as quickly as the memories begin to resurface, they fade away, leaving him disheartened. He folds the paper and carefully places it on the desk beside the computer. His journey proves challenging, with his past eluding him. Fueled by a passion that burns fiercely in his heart, he is more determined than ever to unravel the secrets, reclaim his lost memories, and ultimately find his way back to her. 

He grapples with the mystery of their separation; broken thoughts flit through his mind. Oddly, he worries for her safety, but he’s also plagued by the fear that he played a role in their split. With each passing second, his urgency to find her grows. Isolated and desperate, he seeks a means of escape from his confinement. His gaze returns to the dusty computer, and a sudden idea strikes him. It’s an enlightening moment that seems so clear now: the internet. Through the web, he can reach the world outside these four walls. He scans for icons that suggest a network and discovers one featuring various nodes and connections. Intrigued, he thinks, “This could be it,” his heart pounding with excitement as he clicks on it. Immediately, the familiar sound of a dial-up connection resonates in the room, a nostalgic ensemble of whirs and clicks from a different time. The widget dances with each beep and bloop, heightening the suspense. He watches the screen with bated breath; a browser window gradually opens to reveal a site labeled "raveninstitution.org." He notices the header at the top: "The Raven Institution.” Eagerly, he scrolls through the seemingly endless page. His frustration builds as he acknowledges that this search is going nowhere. “What is this?" he mumbles quietly.

He clicks on several connections, but each attempt ends in frustration as he encounters invalid URLs. Desperate, he notices a small “chat with us” icon at the bottom of the screen. Without hesitation, he clicks on it and types his request. “Help, please! I need assistance. I’m lost. Can anyone respond?” He waits anxiously for a reply, wondering who might be on the other end of the chat and if they can help him. After what feels like an eternity, a response finally appears. “Hello, how can I help you?” 

He is relieved and quickly describes his predicament, hoping this could be his way out. To his surprise, a scrambled and incoherent message appears on his computer screen, a puzzle for him to decode: "To focus my voice, try holding your phone like a landline and pulling it back." 

The word "phone" captures his attention. He surveys the dreary gray room, looking for a possible landline. Suddenly, he notices something vivid and lively—a single green phone on the desk. “This is odd; it wasn’t there before.” Its bright color stands out sharply against the dullness of the surroundings. Without warning, the phone begins to ring. The sound is startling and exhilarating, sending a rush of adrenaline through him. He reaches for the glowing device with trembling hands and cautiously lifts it to his ear. "Hello?" he says hesitantly, waiting for a response. But all he hears in return is a faint echo. Gradually, static noise seeps in, as if struggling to establish a connection; it rises and falls like crashing waves.

The sounds abruptly cease, and a deep voice cuts through the silence. “Ethan! Stay focused; you’re on the brink of a breakthrough. Keep searching; try to remember!” That name raises questions about his identity. “Ethan?” he thinks, “Is that my name?” The voice continues to guide him, urging him to keep searching. But the connection breaks just as he begins to feel a glimmer of recognition—the static returns, louder and more insistent than before. He is once again left alone, grasping at fragments of his identity that seem to slip through his fingers like sand. He takes a deep breath, trying to steady himself. “Whoever this Ethan is, he must be important if someone is trying to find him.”

“Hello!” he shouts to the stranger on the other end. “Who are you?” The static in his head gradually fades as the stranger’s voice echoes through the office, filling the space.

“At last!? I was so worried I had lost you,” the voice says with relief. Ethan’s confusion fades as he feels a connection. The caller apologizes for his absence. Despite Ethan’s doubts, he welcomes the opportunity, seeing it as a chance for insight. He begins to question his circumstances and the whereabouts of others. While this conversation alleviates his loneliness, it also raises suspicions, as the voice seems to be coming from above the glass sphere. Struggling with conflicting emotions, he moves the phone away from his ear and doubts the call’s authenticity. He continues to talk, but this time, it echoes in his mind. He becomes more apprehensive of its true intentions. Where does this voice come from, and can it be trusted? Ethan is at a pivotal moment, caught between being trapped in the darkness of his prison and following this invisible stranger’s guidance, hoping to find clarity. He clings tightly to each phrase from the voice, seeing it as his only hope for survival. "Where am I?" he asks desperately. A flicker of hope ignites in his heart. "Is there any way out?"

The calming voice provides reassurance: "There's no reason to feel anxious. You're with me here, in my office.” Ethan finds solace in these words. It encourages him, saying, "Even if everything seems bleak and intimidating, you must trust the process." Uncertain, Ethan inquires, “Are you God?” The voice laughs gently, enjoying his question, and responds, “Oh no, I’m not; I may be close, but not exactly. However, I do appreciate how you view me.” The voice, resonating from afar, clarifies its intention: “I am here to help you and guide you on your journey to regain your lost memories.” The warmth of the voice fills the air, creating a captivating auditory experience. “I know you’re having trouble remembering. Let’s start piecing things together from the beginning. Do you recall how you got here?” Ethan struggles to organize his thoughts. “No, I can’t remember anything. I don’t even know where I am.” He pauses, trying to recollect.

“All I can say is that I feel trapped in this frightening, dark space. It’s as if I’m enclosed in an empty glass..." His voice fades, creating an eerie silence behind it. He finds himself trapped in a bewildering reality that lacks logic or meaning. Waves of hopelessness crash over him, and he grasps Jessica’s name as his only source of hope in his search for identity. As he clings to her memory, a surge of emotions overwhelms him. The effort to remember her brings crushing despair as he dreads the thought that a malevolent force has taken her from him, leaving an emptiness within. Amidst the confusion, one truth stands out: his urgent need to locate her and comprehend what happened. Ethan’s voice quakes with urgency as he begs, “Do you know where she is? Please, I implore you, help me find her.” The voice responds, “Who is she, Ethan?” In his desperation, he answers, “Jessica! I’ve lost her. Please, help me find her.” 

Caught in a spiraling panic, he tries to end the dialogue to run away in search of her. Yet, an unseen force keeps him anchored—a stark reminder of his confinement. His chest tightens as he gasps, “I can’t breathe! Please, I’m suffocating!” His frantic pleas echo through the empty cubicles. “Ethan, stop!” The voice commands with a firm yet compassionate authority that wraps around him like a protective shield. “Stay calm and take a deep breath. Focus on regulating your breathing; let it settle into a steady rhythm; concentrate on my words.” At that moment, he feels the voice’s unique influence anchoring him. Gradually, he begins to follow, feeling the grip of panic ease even as his breaths remain erratic. Responding to Ethan’s evident distress, the voice breaks the silence again, urging Ethan to pay close attention. “I must bring you back to stabilize your heartbeat,” the voice emphasizes urgently. “You need to understand that you are under my care, and I will keep you safe. I will guide you back, but you must stay calm and alert to ensure a successful transition. Your willingness is crucial for your safe return. You'll gradually awaken as I initiate the countdown, feeling refreshed and composed.” Noticing the patient’s receptiveness, he continues in a firm tone: “Let’s begin.” With each count, a gentle tug beckons Ethan.

“Three,” he states, his voice calm. The patient experiences a gentle warmth spreading through his limbs, a feeling of lightness that gradually lifts the weight of his trance. “Two.” With this number, the patient’s awareness intensifies. He picks up on the familiar sounds around him—the soft hum of fluorescent lights and the distant chatter of voices. “One.” As the last call echoes, a sense of clarity envelops him. The cubicle walls transform, and the previously warped office regains its recognizable form. He blinks slowly, and his surroundings come into focus as colors and details become more evident. 

As he awakens from his trance, the fading lethargy gives way to awareness. His heart rate levels out as he takes a deep breath, inhaling the crisp air surrounding him. The heavy sensation lifts, and he becomes fully present and grounded. The guide softly reminds him, “You are awake now, alert, and refreshed.” The patient nods, feeling the last traces of drowsiness vanish, replaced by a sense of clarity and calm. He is again ready to engage with the world, empowered by this transformative experience.   

An older man sits beside him. As the image sharpens, a room filled with books comes into focus. Its shelves are overflowing with volumes of every size and color. 

An old wooden desk, cluttered with papers and trinkets, stands out prominently, suggesting a life rich in stories. Ethan feels the plush couch cradling him in comfort as he gazes at the friendly face before him. The man’s warm smile invites connection, instilling an inexplicable sense of safety in this unfamiliar yet welcoming space. The atmosphere is infused with the scent of aged paper and polished wood, creating a cocoon of serenity that encourages him to ground himself in the moment. His unique voice adds an intriguing layer to his friendly smile. His gray-streaked beard and round glasses grant him an air of distinction, suggesting a depth that piques Ethan’s curiosity. “A professor?” His mind races with questions, and a nagging sense of déjà vu tugs at his awareness, as if he’s encountered this mysterious figure before.

In a vulnerable state, his eyes scan the room until they focus on a strange object on a nearby table—a captivating green orb that pulses with an otherworldly glow, casting an eerie light around. As the weight of his situation hits, a rush of questions overwhelms him. Striving to grasp his surroundings, he finds the strength to speak, his voice shaking. “Who are you?” The older gentleman seated in a leather chair radiates calmness. His steady gaze and comforting presence offer solace. “I’m your therapist. You’re dealing with chronic amnesia. We’re in a session on ​Hypnotic Hypermnesia. I’m here to help you recover your memories.” The man places a comforting hand on his shoulder as Ethan's thoughts spiral. “It’s okay,” he replies in a gentle tone. “You’re safe here. I know this is confusing and scary. Let’s start with some questions. Can you tell me what day it is?” He writes notes on his pad while attentively observing his patient. Ethan frowns, struggling to recall. After a moment, he shakes his head in confusion. Undeterred, the man says, “Do you remember when you first arrived and we had our meeting?” 
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