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Chapter 1

	The rain started just after dusk, a thin drizzle that clung to the air like static.Daniel Hale noticed it from his office window, the neon glow of the city below smeared across the glass. He told himself he would leave after one more email, one more line in the report, but the truth was he didn’t want to go home. Silence pressed too heavy there.

	It was nearly ten when he finally shut down his computer. The building was empty except for the hum of the vending machine in the hallway and the elevator’s tired groan. He slipped his coat on, collar turned up, and stepped out into the wet night.

	The city was alive but muffled, headlights slicing through mist, footsteps slapping the pavement. Daniel walked fast, hands deep in his pockets, the strap of his leather satchel tight across his shoulder. That’s when he noticed it—the envelope.

	It was pale, rain-speckled, and leaning against his apartment door like someone had placed it carefully, waiting for him to find. No return address. Just his name, printed in block letters across the front: DANIEL HALE.

	He froze in the hallway, water dripping from his coat onto the cracked linoleum floor. He hadn’t told anyone he’d be late. He hadn’t expected company. His throat tightened as he crouched and picked it up.

	Inside was a single sheet of paper. No greeting. No explanation. Just seven words written in hurried strokes of black ink:

	“You don’t know me. But I know you.”

	Daniel’s hand trembled before he could stop it. He turned the paper over. Blank. The envelope—empty. He looked down the hall instinctively, half-expecting someone to be watching from the stairwell. Only silence and the low hum of the building’s ancient heating system answered.
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