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​The Broadcast That Shouldn’t Have Reached Us


By Christopher Lee Spino
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PROLOGUE
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“When the Air Began to Hum”

A rhythm beneath Denver’s forgotten frequencies. The birth of static, and the broadcast that found its first listener.
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​CHAPTER 1 – “The Year the Ground Remembered”
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●  Part I: The Chicken Wire Morning




●  Part II: Thirteen Screws in the Fence




●  Part III: The Train That Didn’t Whistle




●  Part IV: The Basement That Spoke




●  Part V: The First Time the Tape Played




●  Part VI: The Window No One Looked Through




●  Part VII: The Woman at the DMV




●  Part VIII: The First Static Dream




●  Part IX: What the Chickens Saw




●  Part X: The Car That Wasn’t There




●  Part XI: The Birthday That Got Skipped
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​CHAPTER 2 – “The House That Played Itself”
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●  Part I: The Reflection in the Static




●  Part II: The Couch That Bled Ink




●  Part III: The Knock That Came Twice




●  Part IV: The Doll That Switched Beds




●  Part V: The Walls That Sweated Names




●  Part VI: The Tooth That Didn’t Belong




●  Part VII: The Flashlight Tape




●  Part VIII: The Closet That Hummed




●  Part IX: The Map That Changed




●  Part X: The Hallway Without Turns
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​CHAPTER 3 – “The People Who Never Called Back”
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●  Part I: The Phone Number That Bit




●  Part II: The Friend Who Forgot You




●  Part III: The Girl in the Mirror Who Smiled First




●  Part IV: The Skipping Conversation




●  Part V: The Polaroid That Drew Itself




●  Part VI: The Birthday Repeated




●  Part VII: The Voice Without a Body




●  Part VIII: The Dream You Had Twice
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​CHAPTER 4 – “The Town That Wasn't There Yesterday”
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●  Part I: The Gas Station That Remembered You




●  Part II: The Postman’s Tattoo




●  Part III: The Bridge That Didn't Exist on Maps




●  Part IV: The Bookstore With No Books




●  Part V: The Dog That Barked Backward




●  Part VI: The Alley You Never Left




●  Part VII: The Stoplight That Said Go
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​CHAPTER 5 – “The Mirrors Began to Listen”
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●  Part I: The Broadcast That Answered




●  Part II: The Dentist’s Chair




●  Part III: The Static That Knew Your Name




●  Part IV: The Reflection That Didn’t Blink




●  Part V: The Radio Tower




●  Part VI: The Man Who Wasn’t Dead




●  Part VII: The Eyes in the Mirror
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​CHAPTER 6 – “The Broadcast That Shouldn’t Have Reached Us”
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●  Part I: The Old Station in the Woods




●  Part II: The Signal Buried in Silence




●  Part III: The Man Named Marcus




●  Part IV: The Candlelight Frequency




●  Part V: The Basement Repeats




●  Part VI: The Station That Watched Back




●  Part VII: The Static Mouth
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​CHAPTER 7 – “The People Who Never Existed”
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●  Part I: The Names in the Yearbook




●  Part II: The Letters With No Address




●  Part III: The Bench That Forgot the Heart




●  Part IV: The Hall of Forgotten Faces




●  Part V: The Book Called “For the Ones Who Slipped”




●  Part VI: The Dreams of Doors




●  Part VII: The Town’s Second Shadow
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​CHAPTER 8 – “The Day That Played Itself Again”
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●  Part I: The Birthday That Wasn’t




●  Part II: The House That Didn’t Remember You




●  Part III: The Teeth Under the Crib




●  Part IV: The People Who Never Existed




●  Part V: The Town That Turned Around




●  Part VI: The Birth That Didn’t Belong to Anyone




●  Part VII: The Second Time You Die
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EPILOGUE
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“The Tape That Spoke in Return”

Elijah finds the next tape. And the cycle starts again.

​TEASER FOR BOOK TWO

Track Nine: The Town That Loops Itself

Elijah presses play. And time tries again.
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CHAPTER 1: PART I
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"The Year That Waited With a Knife"

In the rust of the railways, the hum of the street,

A boy burned time like a match on repeat.

Denver coughed shadows through its winter-stained teeth,

And the future stood silent, a noose underneath.

The year was a whisper, the clocks weren’t right—

Something had crawled in beneath neon light.

And Jace, just twenty, still half-wrapped in sin,

Was waiting for midnight, for something to begin.

Narrative Begins

Jace always said the year started with a bruise.

Not a metaphor. A real bruise.

Right above his left temple, just under the edge of his curls—one no one remembered giving him, and he couldn’t remember earning. It was cold that January. Cold like the city was hiding something. Denver’s skyline was half-cracked with cranes and ambition, but down on the street, it was rust and rumors.

He lived in a half-burnt duplex on Colfax with cracked drywall, secondhand locks, and chickens in the backyard—two hens named Star and Cookie that he claimed saved him from worse things. Jace was twenty. He would be twenty-one on New Year’s Eve 2000. The millennium. Y2K. Everyone talked about it like the world was going to explode. Maybe it already had.

His three closest friends were a disaster in motion:


●  Tyler: half-Mexican, all-mouth, sharp-fisted when drunk.



●  Aiden: goth-adjacent and always trying to die in aesthetic ways.



●  Bren: only girl in the core group, kicked out of three schools, and somehow still made honor roll at the last.





Then there were the Peripheral Thirteen—a rotating cast of sketchy friends, tag-alongs, exes, enemies, and ex-enemies who all thought they were permanent.

Denver had teeth in 1999. And Jace had just learned how to bleed.

He’d been out of juvie less than a year. Breaking and entering, plus two counts of assault. Self-defense, but no one believed it. His dad bailed him out. Then left again. His mom was a ghost in the next room most days—watching reruns and whispering about God. She drank when she prayed. Or maybe she prayed when she drank. Either way, she loved Jace, but not loudly.

Jace worked part-time at a pawn shop. And part-time as muscle for a guy named Reese who sold used speakers and cleaned up blood for people who paid in cash and anonymity.

And still—

Somehow—

There was hope in him.

Small. Dumb. Wildly alive.

He met his girlfriend, Katie, in a Walgreens parking lot. She was arguing with a vending machine and kicked it so hard the front glass cracked. He offered her a cigarette and she said, “I don’t smoke. But I’ll still take it.” He thought she was strange. She thought he was a liar. They kissed two hours later and didn’t stop for a month.

She had her own secrets.

He didn’t ask.

That’s how Denver worked.

But something was wrong that winter.

The sky blinked at the wrong times.

Traffic lights flickered, even when no one moved.

Three dogs had vanished from his street.

And the chickens—Star and Cookie—refused to leave their coop.

Bren said she saw someone in the alley behind her place.

Someone wearing a deer skull.

She swore it wasn’t a mask.

Aiden said he dreamt of wires wrapping around his spine.

Said they weren’t dreams at all.

Said someone was pulling things out of his head at night and replacing them with numbers.

Jace laughed it off.

Until he stopped laughing.

It started when Katie woke up screaming, blood on her hands, and didn’t know whose it was.

It got worse when Jace found a flyer stapled to his door:


"The Circle is Nearly Full.

You Are One of the Thirteen.

Cleanse Before They Come."



There was no signature.

Only a symbol—three dots in a triangle, with a vertical cut through the center.

Bren got one too.

So did Aiden.

Tyler never talked about it.

That was January.

By February, one of the Peripheral Thirteen was dead.

And no one could say if it was a person or a thing that had done it.
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​CHAPTER 1: PART II
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"The Girlfriend Who Stopped Sleeping"

She trembled not from cold, but time,

Unwound like tape with static spine.

A girl with blood and no recall,

Stared down the mirror, saw none at all.

He held her wrists, she clenched her jaw,

Afraid of hands, afraid of law.

And silence cracked the room in two—

A scream that never quite got through.

The first night Katie screamed, it was a shriek—raw, primal, untrained. Not like a girl afraid of spiders. Like an animal waking in a lab it didn’t remember being taken to. Jace was out cold on the floor, curled up in his coat, when it hit him. He stumbled up and found her in the corner of the room, her fists bleeding from punching the walls.

She had no idea where she was.

Didn’t recognize him at first.

Didn’t remember falling asleep.

Her knuckles were skinned raw, and her palms smelled like iron. She kept muttering the same line:


“He’s in my dream. I’m in his file.”



She wouldn’t say more. Wouldn’t talk about the blood. He wanted to take her to the hospital, but she shook her head until she almost passed out. Said "They’ll scan me again."

She was a high school dropout with a GED and a sharp laugh. Not the type to talk like that. Not the type to scare easy. And now she slept maybe two hours a night—if at all. The rest of the time she sat in the chicken coop with a flashlight and her back to the wall.

Jace didn’t ask questions anymore.

He started checking the locks three times each.

Nailed the back window shut.

Bought a burner phone.

Taped black cloth over the bathroom mirror.

Tyler called him paranoid.

But Tyler didn’t live in that duplex.

Didn’t hear the scratching.

Yes—scratching.

Like a cat. But too slow.

Sometimes in the walls.

Sometimes under the floor.

Once, he swore, above the ceiling.

By March, Jace wasn’t sleeping either.

Katie barely spoke now. She moved like someone who’d already seen her death and wasn’t in a rush to stop it. Her eyes tracked corners no one else noticed. She stopped eating meat. Started marking down numbers in a notebook.

Every morning:

3:16

4:41

6:06

1:11

6:66 (she scratched that one out)

She whispered sometimes in her sleep. Latin, maybe? Or just gibberish. Bren recorded it on a tape recorder and slowed it down at Tyler’s place. It wasn’t a language they knew.

But when reversed, it sounded like a chant.

Aiden threw up when he heard it. Said he’d dreamt the same words in the crawlspace beneath his uncle’s church when he was a kid.

They needed help.

So they made the mistake of asking for it.

Jace drove with Katie and Aiden to a local psychic on Federal called Margo the Clairvoyant, who did love spells, baby blessings, and ghost cleansings. Her storefront smelled like incense and iodine. When Katie walked in, the mirrors cracked.

Margo didn’t charge them.

She wouldn’t touch Katie either.

She told them this:


“Something got into her.

Not a demon.

Not a ghost.

A watcher.”



Then she wrote something down and handed it to Jace:


"If she stops dreaming, she’ll start becoming it."



They left without paying.

She hadn’t asked.

That night, Katie finally slept.

For six hours straight.

When she woke, she was humming.

And her hair was full of dried black feathers.

Bren burned the notebook.

Tyler stopped coming around.

Jace started keeping a crowbar under his bed.

By April, two more of the Peripheral Thirteen were dead.

One was ruled an accident.

The other—a suicide.

Jace knew better.

The symbol started showing up in alleyways now.

Spray-painted. Carved. Tattooed.

Three dots. One slash.

Katie drew it on her thigh in pen, over and over.
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​CHAPTER 1: PART III
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"Where the Static Began"

The radio lied when it tried to sing,

A hum in the wires, a twitch in the string.

There’s a code beneath the hiss and whine—

A name, a number, a serpentine line.

And Jace, now listening more than he spoke,

Heard the voice through the phone even when it was broke.

No dial tone, just a heartbeat thud—

A click. A whisper. A promise of blood.

The first time Jace heard the static, it wasn’t from a radio. It came from the rotary phone in the hallway—the one his mom refused to replace, claiming it was "God’s line." They hadn’t paid the landline bill in five months. Still, one night, it rang.

Once.

Just once.

When he picked it up, there was no one there. Just that crackling pulse—like a TV with no input, but lower, almost like breathing. Katie came around the corner just as he hung up. Her eyes went wide.


“You answered it?”



He nodded, unsure.

She shook.

Started crying.

Walked into the bathroom and turned the shower on cold.


“That’s how they call you in.”



It wasn’t the only sound.

Aiden had been recording tapes again—ambient sounds, street noise, late-night ramblings. On one tape, between 2:03 and 2:07 a.m., the hiss turned rhythmic.

It wasn't music.

It was like something trying to sing but forgetting the words. There were syllables. Half-formed vowels. Clicks and lurches, as if a voice box were made of metal grinding on bone.

Aiden played it for everyone during one of their rare full-group nights—eight of them crammed into Bren’s living room while she chain-smoked and stared at the walls like they’d speak back.

Katie left the room.

Bren unplugged the tape player mid-playback.

Tyler never showed up again after that night.

Aiden kept listening.

And slowly, he changed.

Started flinching at electronics.

Ripped out the wiring in his car and said the buzzing was inside him.

Cut off his nails.

Filed his teeth.

When Jace found him one morning in the Safeway parking lot, he was barefoot and staring at the power lines. His lips were cracked, bleeding, murmuring something about “the mouth above the city”.

Jace got him into the car.

Got him home.

Aiden wouldn’t go inside.


“The lights,” he whispered. “They blink like it’s Morse.”

“What’s the message?” Jace asked.

“We remember you.”



Katie stopped using anything electric.

No lights. No hair dryer.

She read by candlelight and asked Jace to turn off the fridge at night.
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