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Jin Park is a character if you ever get the chance to meet her. Standing at a petite five foot two, she carries herself like someone much taller, probably because she's holding other people's memories in her head. Her small frame belies the weight of what she carries – thousands of borrowed moments, each one carefully extracted, processed, and stored for resale in the underground memory trade.

The memory shop sits in what used to be an old Chinese restaurant, tucked between a noodle bar and a quantum computing repair store. The sign still reads "Golden Dragon" in faded characters, but the regulars know what's really inside. Jin keeps the front windows clouded with smart-glass, showing only shadows of the memory tanks bubbling inside.

This particular morning, Jin is sorting through her newest acquisition – a collection of childhood memories from a retired Mars colonist. The memories float in a neural suspension tank, little globules of experience that catch the light like soap bubbles. Each one contains a perfect moment: the first time seeing Earth from space, watching dust storms paint the Martian sky red, learning to jump in low gravity.

"Quality stuff," she mutters to herself, using a quantum probe to test each memory's integrity. The probe, held delicately between her fingers like a chopstick, sends back readings to the tablet in her other hand. She has to be careful – one wrong move and a memory could pop like those soap bubbles it resembles, leaving nothing but digital residue and a disappointed customer.

Jin's own memory is a patchwork of moments, some hers, some borrowed, some bought at prices she'd rather not think about. That's what happens when you spend too much time in this business. Sometimes she wakes up thinking she's a deep sea diver, or a concert pianist, or a soldier – echoes of memories she's handled but never quite managed to completely clear from her neural buffer.

The bell above the shop door chimes – real brass, not digital, because Jin appreciates the authenticity of physical things. Through the beaded curtain that separates the front room from her workspace, she sees a woman in a crisp business suit, looking too polished for this neighborhood of memory addicts and neural hackers.

"We're closed," Jin calls out automatically, even though the sign clearly says open. It's a habit she developed after too many close calls with memory cops looking to shut down unlicensed traders.

The woman doesn't leave. Instead, she pulls out a memory crystal that glows with an impossible blue light. Jin's neural implants start buzzing – whatever's stored in that crystal isn't from any time she recognizes.

"I need these authenticated," the woman says, placing the crystal on Jin's counter. "They're from thirty years in the future."

Jin's fingers twitch involuntarily, an old tick from too many neural downloads. Future memories are supposed to be impossible – the human brain can't process time that hasn't happened yet. But her scanners don't lie, and they're telling her that crystal contains temporal markers that shouldn't exist for another three decades.

"Lady," Jin says, trying to keep her voice steady, "either you're running some very illegal tech, or you're about to give me a headache I can't memory-wipe away."

The woman – Jin's implants ping her as Sarah Chen, though that's probably as fake as the memories she's trying to sell – smiles with perfect teeth that look too white under the shop's neural-sensitive lighting. "I assure you, Ms. Park, these memories are quite real. And quite valuable to the right buyer."

Jin knows she should turn this woman away. Future memories are the kind of thing that gets memory merchants disappeared into government "rehabilitation" programs. But curiosity has always been her weakness – it's what got her into this business in the first place.

She picks up the crystal with hands that don't shake, thanks to years of neural surgery practice. The memories inside pulse like tiny heartbeats. "Standard rates for authentication," she says, already knowing this is anything but standard. "Ten percent of market value."

Sarah Chen's smile doesn't waver. "Let's call it fifteen percent. These memories are going to be worth more than you can imagine."

Jin connects the crystal to her scanning array, watching as impossible data streams across her neural display. What she sees makes her breath catch: stock market crashes that haven't happened, technologies that haven't been invented, disasters that could still be prevented.

"Where did you get these?" Jin asks, though she knows she won't get a real answer.

"Let's just say some memories are worth traveling for," Sarah replies, and for a moment her image seems to flicker, like a hologram losing signal.

Jin makes a decision that she knows will either make her rich or get her killed. Probably both. "I'll need twenty-four hours to verify these."

Sarah nods, already turning to leave. "You have twelve. And Ms. Park?" She pauses at the door. "Be careful who you share these with. Some memories are better left in the future."

After she's gone, Jin sits in her cluttered workshop, staring at the crystal that pulses with tomorrow's light. She thinks about all the memories she's bought and sold over the years – happiness and grief, triumph and trauma, love and loss. But these memories, these impossible glimpses of what's to come, they're different. They're not just recordings of what was; they're warnings about what could be.

Jin Park is a character, all right. And she's about to become either the most important memory merchant in history, or its last. She begins the authentication process, knowing that either way, these are memories she'll never be able to forget.

Even if she wants to.
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