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Chapter 1

	The storm had been growling over the coast for hours, the kind that made the radio crackle and hum with static. I’d gotten used to it over the years — the lonely rhythm of rain tapping against the window, the neon sign outside the station flickering like it was trying to keep up with my heartbeat. Midnight frequency, 92.7 FM. My name’s Mara Lane, and I’ve been talking to the sleepless for seven years straight.

	Most nights, it’s the same voices — truckers crossing state lines, insomniacs, heartbroken lovers who just need someone to hear them breathe. I play a few songs, tell a few stories, and fill the silence. That night, the air felt different. Heavier. Like the static itself was waiting for something to happen.

	At 2:13 a.m., the line blinked. I hit the green button.
“Midnight Frequency. You’re on the air.”

	At first, nothing. Just a faint hum, a kind of low pulse that almost blended with the background noise. Then — a voice. A man’s, deep and deliberate.
“You shouldn’t have played that last song,” he said.

	I blinked. “Excuse me?”
“The song,” he repeated. “The one about the river. You shouldn’t have played it tonight.”

	I laughed nervously, trying to keep my radio smile. “Well, it’s one of our most requested tracks. People love it.”
“Not tonight,” the voice said flatly. “The river takes one more before dawn.”

	The line clicked. Dead air.

	For a few seconds, I just sat there, staring at the phone line indicator. My producer, Jen, was out sick, so I was running the booth alone. I muted my mic and whispered to myself, “What the hell was that?”

	I shook it off and queued up another song, some old blues track to steady my nerves. Weird calls weren’t new. You get all kinds after midnight — pranksters, creeps, conspiracy theorists. But something in his tone stuck with me. Calm. Precise. Like he wasn’t joking.

	The rest of the night went by in a haze of half-hearted chatter and static. But when I stepped out into the parking lot at dawn, the world was heavy with mist. I could smell the salt from the harbor, the faint sweetness of the bakery down the street just opening its doors. That’s when my phone buzzed.

	Local News Alert: Body found near Crescent River Bridge.

	I froze. The timestamp was 4:57 a.m. — about two hours after the call. The headline was short, clinical, but my pulse started hammering as I read it again and again. Female, mid-thirties, no ID.
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