
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Midnight Caller

        

        
        
          P.P. Jayalath

        

        
          Published by P.P. Jayalath, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MIDNIGHT CALLER

    

    
      First edition. July 11, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 P.P. Jayalath.

    

    
    
      Written by P.P. Jayalath.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To My Loving Daughter

                       Tharushaka

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The Midnight Caller


[image: ]




A young woman begins receiving strange phone calls every night at exactly midnight, with a voice telling her cryptic things about her life. At first, it seems like a prank, but the information becomes personal and disturbing. She starts to suspect that someone is watching her every move, and she needs to find out who—before her own life becomes the next secret revealed.
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THE CLOCK STRUCK MIDNIGHT, slicing through the silence of the night like a knife through velvet. Emma sat up in bed, her heart pounding with a mix of dread and anticipation. For weeks now, she had dreaded this hour—this moment when her phone would ring, the sound piercing through the stillness of her apartment, echoing in her ears like a siren call.

It had started innocently enough. A wrong number, perhaps. But what began as a brief, awkward exchange quickly transformed into something far more sinister. Each night, as the clock struck twelve, the call would come, and with it, a voice—smooth yet chilling—offering cryptic insights into her life that no stranger should know.

“Did you think no one would notice?” the voice would whisper, sending a shiver down her spine. “The way you hide your scars beneath your makeup?”

Emma had dismissed it at first, chalking it up to an elaborate prank or a misguided friend seeking attention. But as the calls continued, each one more unsettling than the last, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she was being watched—an invisible eye scrutinizing her every move.

Her nights had morphed into restless hours, and the fear that gripped her heart was palpable. She had tried to trace the number, only to find it untraceable, as if it existed in the shadows—an echo of her deepest fears.

Tonight, the call came again, shattering the quiet like a thunderclap. Emma’s pulse raced as she reached for her phone, dreading what she would hear on the other end.

“Isn’t it time you faced your past?” the voice purred, each word laced with an intimacy that made her skin crawl. “You can’t hide forever, Emma.”

With each cryptic revelation, Emma felt the walls of her carefully constructed life beginning to close in on her. The secrets she thought she had buried were clawing their way back to the surface, demanding to be acknowledged.

She glanced around her dimly lit room, searching for the comfort of familiarity. But tonight, everything felt different. Shadows loomed larger, and the whispers of the night grew louder. It was as if the very air thickened with danger, wrapping around her like a noose.

Panic surged through her, and she knew that she had to act. With her heart racing and her mind swirling in chaos, Emma realized that the time had come to uncover the identity of her midnight caller. Because if she didn’t find out who was watching her—who knew her secrets—she feared that the next call might reveal something far more sinister than mere words.

It was a game of cat and mouse, and Emma was determined to be the one who would emerge unscathed. But as the clock struck twelve once again, she felt the weight of uncertainty settle on her chest. Would she uncover the truth before it was too late, or would the midnight caller become the harbinger of her doom?

In that moment, she knew one thing: the call would come again. And this time, she would be ready.



Chapter 1: 

E

mma's hands trembled as she set her phone down on the bedside table, the dim light casting an eerie glow across the room. The silence was suffocating, and the walls felt as though they were closing in. She tried to steady her breathing, reminding herself that she was safe—at least, for now. The voice had been chilling, but she wouldn’t let it control her.

As the night stretched on, Emma’s thoughts raced. Who could possibly know such intimate details about her life? The scars she had hidden beneath layers of makeup, the secret fears she had never shared with anyone—they were all laid bare in those few sinister sentences. It was as if someone had infiltrated her mind, peeling back the layers she had spent years trying to protect.

The memory of the voice lingered like a bad dream, filling the spaces of her mind with dread. She had always considered herself a rational person, grounded in reality, but now that foundation felt shaky beneath her feet. Could this really be happening? Was she simply overreacting to what could very well be a prank?

But deep down, she knew it was more than that. The feeling of being watched was too visceral, too consuming to be ignored.

Determined to reclaim her sense of security, Emma decided she wouldn’t let fear dictate her life. The next day, she resolved to take action. She had to investigate. She had to know if someone was really watching her, or if she was simply spiraling into paranoia.



Chapter 2: 

Morning light filtered through the curtains, illuminating the clutter of her small apartment. Emma brewed a cup of coffee, the rich aroma grounding her in the present moment. She needed clarity, and caffeine might just provide the boost she required.

As she sipped her coffee, she grabbed her laptop and sat at her small desk, the glow of the screen illuminating her determined expression. She typed in search queries, exploring everything from “strange midnight phone calls” to “how to track unknown numbers.” The internet was filled with stories of strange encounters, but none seemed to resonate with her plight.

Frustrated, she decided to reach out to her friends. Maybe someone had experienced something similar. After a few texts, she received a mix of responses ranging from concern to lighthearted jokes. Only Sarah, her closest friend, seemed genuinely interested.

“Come over tonight,” Sarah texted. “We can have a movie night and forget about this nonsense for a while. I’ll bring popcorn and your favorite horror films!”

Emma smiled at the thought. A distraction was exactly what she needed. They had shared countless movie nights, often choosing horror films that made them laugh rather than scream. It was a bonding ritual that never failed to lighten her mood.

That evening, Sarah arrived with an assortment of snacks, her energetic presence instantly filling the room with warmth. “What’s up with you? You seem a little on edge,” Sarah remarked as they settled onto the couch, bowls of popcorn in hand.
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