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Chapter 1

	The first ring barely stirred her. Emily had been half-asleep on the couch, television flickering soft blue light across her apartment walls. She let it go, assuming it was some wrong number or another spam call.

	The second ring cut sharper, drilling through the quiet.

	She blinked at the clock on the wall. 12:37 a.m. No one she knew would call at this hour. Her hand hovered over the phone, heart ticking a little faster than it should have.

	By the third ring she gave in and pressed “accept.”

	“Hello?” Her voice was scratchy, still heavy with sleep.

	At first, nothing. Just a faint hiss, like someone breathing too close to the receiver. She was about to hang up when a low voice slid through the line.

	“I can see you.”

	Emily’s skin prickled, every muscle in her body stiffening. She forced a nervous laugh, trying to shake it off. “Very funny. Who is this?”

	The silence stretched again. Then a faint chuckle, muffled, as though spoken through a mask.

	“You shouldn’t have left the curtains open.”

	Her breath caught. She turned instinctively toward the wide living-room window. The blinds were half-drawn, and outside the city slept in its neon hush. She couldn’t see anyone on the street below, but the idea that someone was out there — watching — rooted her to the spot.

	“This isn’t funny,” she snapped, voice shaking despite her best effort.

	The line went dead.

	She sat there, clutching the phone, pulse thundering in her ears. A dozen rational explanations tried to force their way in. Some prank. A glitch. Maybe even a recording timed to spook her. She wanted to believe that.

	But then she noticed something she couldn’t explain.

	On the coffee table lay her mail — bills, an old postcard, a flyer for a new café. She had left them scattered. Now they were stacked neatly in a pile.
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