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The package arrived on a day when the sky pressed too close to the ground. Clouds, low and swollen like bruises, hung over the neighborhood, muting every sound beneath their suffocating weight. No cars passed on the street, no dogs barked from behind fences, and even the wind—usually restless this time of year—stayed unnervingly still.

At first, Biz thought the mailman had made a mistake. A small, worn-out envelope with no return address sat on the welcome mat in front of his door. It was the kind of yellowed paper you only saw in old libraries or thrift shops—edges brittle, curling inward, like it had been waiting years to be opened.

His name was scrawled on the front in red ink:

Brian “Biz” Humphrey.

No address. No stamps. Just his name, as if someone had placed it there by hand. Biz leaned closer, feeling the faint prickle of unease creeping up the back of his neck. Something about the envelope gave him the feeling you get in dreams—the kind where you know you shouldn't open a door, but your hand moves anyway.

He swiped it off the ground, fingers brushing the coarse paper. It was cold. Colder than the air around it, and it left a strange damp feeling on his fingertips, like it had been pulled out of some deep, dark place.

He stood frozen on the threshold, heart drumming lightly in his chest. The eerie quiet of the neighborhood pressed against his senses, and the faintest, most unsettling thought drifted into his mind: Someone’s watching.

Biz closed the door behind him with a soft click, trying to shake the uneasy feeling. Inside the house, things felt just a little off—like the furniture had shifted a half-inch in his absence, or maybe the light bulbs were just a shade dimmer. His parents wouldn’t be home until late, and the silence of the house wrapped around him too tightly, pressing against his skin.

He tore open the brittle envelope and pulled out the contents. Inside was a cassette tape. Black plastic with tiny, handwritten labels stuck to both sides. SIDE A was scrawled on one, and SIDE B on the other—no band names, no tracklist, nothing to suggest what was on it.

There was also a small, folded note tucked inside the envelope. Biz opened it carefully, trying not to tear the fragile paper. It read: “Play me. Midnight. Alone.”

A chill slithered down his spine, and for a second, he thought he heard something—a faint whisper brushing the edge of his hearing, gone before he could focus on it. He looked around the room, the shadows seeming to thicken at the corners of his vision.

The living room felt too quiet. He could hear the refrigerator humming in the kitchen, the faint tick of the wall clock, and his own heartbeat drumming in his ears.

He turned the tape over in his hand, its weight strange and solid, as if it carried more than just music inside it. Something felt wrong—the way things feel when you find a door open that you’re certain you locked.

That evening dragged like syrup on a cold day. Biz tried everything to pass the time—flipping through comic books, watching a half-busted VHS of The Lost Boys—but the thought of the cassette gnawed at him. It was like an itch he couldn’t reach, a nagging weight at the back of his mind.

By the time 11:50 PM rolled around, the air in the house felt heavy, almost electric, like it did before a thunderstorm. Shadows stretched longer than they should have, and the faint hum of the refrigerator sounded a little too much like breathing.

Biz sat cross-legged on the floor of his room, the cassette player resting in front of him like a waiting predator. The plastic felt cool and slick in his hands as he slipped the tape into the player. His thumb hovered over the play button. 11:59 PM.

Something moved at the edge of his vision—just a flicker in the corner of the room, a shadow slipping out of sight. He blinked, heart hammering, but there was nothing there when he turned to look.

And then, the clock hit midnight.

He pressed Play. The wheels inside the cassette player turned with a soft click, and at first, there was nothing—just the familiar hiss of blank tape spinning. But then, buried beneath the static, a voice emerged.

It wasn’t music. It wasn’t a song. It was a whisper.

Biz leaned closer, his skin prickling. The voice was faint, warped like it was being pulled from underwater. But as it grew clearer, his heart began to race. He recognized the voice. “...Biz... it’s me... Trevor...” Biz’s throat went dry. Trevor Langston—his next-door neighbor. His friend. Trevor had been missing for three years.

“Don’t... don’t trust the DJ...” Trevor’s voice rasped through the speakers, crackling with interference. “It’s not over... they’re still out there... and they’re coming back...”

The words sent a wave of cold through Biz’s body, like a hand gripping the back of his neck. He stared at the cassette player, heart slamming against his ribs, every hair on his body standing on end. And then came the sound.

A low, haunting hum—just a note at first, vibrating deep and low, like the tuning of some strange instrument. The hum grew louder, filling the room with an eerie resonance that made his bones ache. Beneath it, Biz thought he heard other noises—a crackling fire, faint whispers, footsteps dragging through gravel. And then, silence.

The room felt colder. Biz glanced at the cassette player, heart still pounding, and reached for the Stop button. But before he could press it, the tape hissed again—and something new came through the speakers. A soft, rhythmic sound, like someone... breathing.

It wasn’t Trevor this time. It was someone—or something—else. The breathing grew louder, closer, as if whoever was on the other end of the tape was standing right behind him.

Biz’s hand shook as he reached for the Stop button, but just as his fingers brushed it, the breathing stopped. And then, a voice whispered from the tape, clear as day: “We see you.” The lights in the room flickered. Biz gasped, stumbling backward, and the cassette player let out one final, sharp click as the tape stopped on its own.

The house plunged into a thick, unnatural silence. For a long moment, Biz sat frozen, heart thundering in his chest. Then—slowly—he turned his head toward the doorway. The hallway beyond was dark. Too dark. And somewhere, deep within that darkness, he thought he saw a figure. Just a flicker—a shape standing still, watching him.

Biz slammed the Stop button and yanked the cassette from the player, his hands trembling. He stared at the tape, heart racing, trying to understand what he had just heard. Trevor’s voice. Warnings. A low hum. And a whisper that still echoed in his mind: “We see you.”

For a long time, Biz sat on the floor, gripping the tape so tightly his knuckles turned white. Something strange was happening—something he didn’t understand. And somehow, the cassette was at the center of it.
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