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Introduction:
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When Daniel Cross receives a phone call from his wife three days after her funeral, he thinks grief is finally breaking him. But the voice on the line is unmistakably hers—and she’s terrified.

Moments later, armed operatives storm his home. A government agent drags him into the night. A sniper tries to erase him. And the only clue to why he’s being hunted is a single word carved inside his dead wife’s wedding ring:
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RUN.
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As Daniel flees through forests, safe houses, and the ruins of his past, he uncovers a truth Emily died to protect—a secret list powerful enough to topple governments and expose the shadow network known only as The Quiet Room.

But the most devastating revelation is still ahead.

Because the man leading the hunt isn’t a stranger. He’s family.

And he’s not the only one.

Fast-paced, relentless, and emotionally charged, THE LAST PHONE CALL is a gripping thriller about the lies we inherit, the truths we bury, and the one message that changes everything.
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Chapter One: The Call That Shouldn’t Exist
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The phone buzzed on the nightstand at 2:14a.m., slicing through the dark like a blade. Daniel Cross jolted awake, heart thudding, the remnants of a nightmare dissolving into the shadows of his bedroom. He blinked at the screen, expecting spam, a wrong number, anything ordinary.

But the number wasn’t ordinary.

It was her number.

His wife’s.

The same number he’d deleted three days ago after the funeral. The same number he’d stared at for hours, thumb hovering over the call button, knowing she would never answer again.

His breath caught. “No... that’s not possible.”

The phone buzzed again.

Daniel’s hand shook as he reached for it. The room felt colder, the air heavier, as if the world itself was holding its breath. He swiped to answer before he could think better of it.

“Hello?” His voice cracked.

For a moment, there was only static — soft, whispering, like someone breathing too close to the receiver.

Then a voice. Her voice.

“Daniel...”

He froze. Every muscle locked. His pulse hammered in his ears.

It wasn’t a recording. It wasn’t a glitch. It wasn’t his imagination.

It was Emily.

“Emily?” His throat tightened. “Emily, what the hell—”

“Listen to me,” she whispered, urgency threading through the static. “You’re not safe. They’re coming for you.”

Daniel’s blood ran cold.

“Who’s coming? Emily, where are you?”

A sharp gasp crackled through the line, followed by a muffled sound — like someone grabbing the phone from her hand.

“Emily!”

The line went dead.

**Chapter Two

The Man in the Dark**

Daniel didn’t move at first.

He sat frozen on the edge of the bed, the phone still clutched in his hand, its cold plastic biting into his palm. His breath came shallow and uneven, fogging the darkness in front of him. The house had gone silent again—eerily, unnaturally silent—but the crash he’d heard had been real. Sharp. Heavy. Something falling, or being knocked over with force.

His pulse hammered in his throat, each beat a hard, painful thud that made his vision pulse at the edges.

Then it came again.

A sound drifting up from downstairs.

Soft.

Deliberate.

A slow scrape, like someone shifting their weight on the hardwood floor, dragging a shoe or a hand across it.

A living presence.

“Fuck,” he whispered, barely audible, the word trembling out of him.

He reached for the baseball bat leaning against the wall. He hadn’t touched it in years—dust still clung to the handle—but right now it felt like the only thing anchoring him to the world, the only thing standing between him and whatever waited below.

He rose to his feet, bare soles sinking into the carpet, and crept toward the bedroom door. Every step felt too loud, even though he made no sound at all. His breath stayed shallow, controlled, as if even exhaling too hard might give him away.

The hallway stretched before him, dim and narrow, lit only by the faint glow of the streetlamp filtering through the blinds. Shadows clung to the walls like stains. He moved slowly, bat raised, listening.

Nothing.

But the silence felt wrong—thick, expectant, like the house itself was holding its breath again.

He reached the top of the stairs and paused.

A faint light glowed from the kitchen below. Not bright—just a thin, pale wash of illumination, enough to cast long, spindly shadows across the floor. Shadows that shifted slightly with the breeze drifting in from somewhere.

Someone was down there.

Someone who wasn’t supposed to be.

He tightened his grip on the bat until his knuckles ached.

Another scrape.

Closer this time.

Right below him.

Daniel descended the stairs one slow step at a time, muscles coiled tight, every nerve screaming. The wood creaked under his weight, a soft groan that sounded deafening in the stillness. He winced, froze, listened.

Silence.

He reached the bottom, heart pounding so hard it felt like it might burst through his ribs. He edged around the corner, bat raised, breath held—

The kitchen was empty.

But the back door stood slightly open, swaying gently in the cold night breeze. The wind carried the scent of wet leaves and distant rain, brushing against his skin like icy fingers.

Daniel’s stomach dropped.

He always locked that door.

Always.

He stepped inside, scanning the room. A chair lay on its side, one leg cracked. A stack of mail had been scattered across the floor, envelopes fanned out like someone had rifled through them in a hurry. The hook by the door—where his keys always hung—was empty.

“Shit...”

He crouched, gathering the mail with shaking hands. The paper felt rough and cold against his fingertips. Bills. Flyers. A postcard from his sister with a picture of a lighthouse. Nothing unusual.

Then he saw it.

A small, folded piece of paper lying beneath the pile.

White.

Crumpled.

Placed, not dropped.

His breath hitched.

He unfolded it slowly, the paper crackling in the quiet.

Three words, written in hurried, jagged handwriting:
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CHECK THE CAR.
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His breath caught in his chest.

Emily’s text had said to check the garage.

This note—whoever left it—wanted him outside.

He rose, heart pounding, and moved toward the garage door. He hesitated, listening. The house was silent again, but the silence felt wrong, like something was waiting just beyond it.
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