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Chapter 1

	The rain had been steady all evening, tapping a restless rhythm against the windows of the 9:15 train as it cut through the outskirts of the city. For most passengers, it was just another damp Tuesday, the kind that blurred together with the one before it. But for Emma Clarke, the night carried a weight she couldn’t quite name.

	She pressed her forehead against the cool glass, watching the streaks of water bend the glow of streetlights into crooked halos. Across from her sat Daniel — her younger brother, restless, tapping his sneaker against the metal floor. He had been quiet most of the ride, except for the occasional mutter about wanting to gest home.

	The train car was only half-full, the kind of late-night crowd that avoided eye contact. A man in a gray overcoat read a newspaper as if it were still 1985. A woman with headphones bobbed her head to a beat no one else could hear. The air smelled faintly of wet wool and old coffee.

	Emma shifted uncomfortably. She couldn’t shake the sensation that someone was watching them.

	It wasn’t unusual — paranoia was almost routine these days. Since the break-in at her apartment two weeks ago, she’d been living in the kind of alert state that left her exhausted by morning. She told herself it was nothing, that her mind was manufacturing ghosts. Still, her eyes flicked toward the back of the car, where a figure had just boarded at the last stop.

	Tall. Dark jacket. Hood up. The kind of presence you’d overlook if not for the way he stood too still, as if waiting for something.

	Daniel noticed her staring and frowned. “What?”

	“Nothing,” Emma said quickly, forcing her gaze back to the window.

	The train screeched around a bend, lights flickering overhead. For an instant, the car was swallowed by shadows. When the lamps steadied again, the hooded man had moved — closer now, occupying a seat just two rows behind them.

	Emma’s chest tightened.

	She leaned toward Daniel, keeping her voice low. “Do you see that guy?”

	Daniel glanced over his shoulder, shrugged. “Yeah? It’s a train. People sit down.”

	But Emma couldn’t shake it. Something about the man felt wrong. His posture was too deliberate, his attention pinned in their direction even when his face was turned.

	The intercom crackled. Next stop: Halloway Crossing.
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