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The first thing she heard was the sound of her own breathing.

Not her breathing—it was slower and more regular, as if someone were watching her in her sleep. When Mira Collins opened her eyes, the dim blue light on her phone screen joined the darkness. The phone felt heavy in her hand, warm like a living pulse, and the flashlight was still on as if she had used it only seconds before.

She didn't remember turning it on.

She didn't remember sleeping on the floor.

She didn't remember anything from the past six hours.

The phone vibrated once, a slight, almost polite tremor. Then the recording began to play.

Her voice—or rather, not her voice—filled the room.

"You won't believe what I did."

Mira froze. The whisper was her voice, but it was hollow, low in two notes, rough as if dragged over gravel. A voice that sounded like a nightmare, a version of Mira who had had a horrific experience.

"It wasn't meant to happen. I tried to stop it. I swear I tried."

A faint sound emanated from the recording, as if someone had broken the silence. Mira felt her heart race. She sat up, brushed the tangled hair from her eyes, and examined the timestamp displayed at the top of the file.

November 16, 2025 - 2:13 AM

Tomorrow.

She lifted her head. The date hadn't changed.

Her fingers trembled as she rewound the scroll bar. The recording wasn't a glitch. It wasn't a draft. It wasn't mislabeled. It was simply... impossible.

Her future voice returned, more urgent this time, as if it sensed her listening.

"It's too late if you're hearing this." The file ended with a sharp gasp—the kind that comes just before a scream.

Mira sat stiffly in the cold silence that followed, the screen's dim glow casting a pale blue shadow across her face. Somewhere in the building, a pipe rattled, a distant metallic sound that made her shudder.

Her thumb rested on the "Details" tab.

She clicked.

"Metadata loaded.

Creation time: 2:13 AM

Creation date: November 16, 2025

Location: Her apartment."

Then, at the bottom, a final line she hadn't noticed before:

"Last modified - 12 minutes from now."

Her throat caught her breath. "The recording will change in 12 minutes." Or it would.

Mira stared at the glowing screen as if afraid to blink. In her reflection on the glass, she saw herself—pale, wide-eyed, alone—and behind her, for a moment, she could almost swear she saw another shadow.

A shape identical to his.
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​The Morning She Can't Explain
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The mornings Myra Collins had spent in the same apartment for four years had all been the same. She'd woken up with a bang like an angry old man, her neighbor's son upstairs had run up and down practicing music, and somewhere down the hallway, a soft haze of seventies love songs had filled Lewinsky's radio. But this morning, the world felt wrong.

Too sharp. Too alert. Too deliberate.

Myra sat on the edge of her bed, listening as if the stillness itself was holding its breath. Her phone lay on the blanket beside her like a weapon she wasn't sure how to touch again. Since waking, she'd replayed the recording four times—once to check the timestamp, twice to make sure it was her voice, and once because she'd desperately hoped the lyrics were different. They weren't.

If you're listening to this... It's already too late. She rubbed her arms to push away the rising chill beneath her skin. Her memories of the previous night were scattered: a late shift at the radio station, a quick coffee with Jonah, finishing the editing alone in the studio... and then nothing. Emptiness. A drawn curtain.

A power outage.

She convinced herself it was exhaustion. Stress. Long nights that stretched into twelve hours, hunched over soundboards. But her rational side couldn't convince the overwhelming fear that this was anything more than just exhaustion.

The phone rang suddenly.

Mira jumped.

A new ad appeared at the top: “One voice memo saved.” Time: 7:09 AM.

Seven minutes ago.

Her throat tightened. She didn't touch the phone. She didn't record anything. And yet...

The voice memo icon blinked. Mira forced herself to breathe, to move. With a trembling hand, she picked up the phone and opened the voice memos app.

The file was at the top of the list, patiently.

TOMORROW_2

Creation Date: November 16, 2025 - 7:09 AM

(Tomorrow)

Duration: 00:23

"Not again," she whispered, but her voice sounded distant.

She tapped it.

A flat sound burst through the speaker, followed by... rapid, shallow breaths. On the verge of panic.

Her own breaths.

Then came the whisper:

"Listen, Mira. Please. Don't go to the police station today. Don't—" A scraping sound drowned out the rest. A shift. A thump. A gasp.

Then another voice, faint, distorted, but a clear whisper into the microphone:

"She's not supposed to warn herself."

The recording ended abruptly. Mira's blood ran cold. Someone else had been in the recording, or worse, in the room when it was recorded. But the timestamp was for tomorrow. It didn't make sense.
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