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    To my friends, my family, and my readers—thank you for your unwavering support and belief in my stories. This book is for the dreamers, the seekers, and the night owls who find beauty in the shadows and truth in the whispers of the dark. May you always chase the mysteries that stir your soul.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "The night hides secrets that the daylight fears to see, and in its shadows, we find the truths we never dared to seek."
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The parking lot was almost empty, just a few cars glinting under the dim streetlights, as Jack Monroe pulled in, his old sedan humming softly before he turned off the engine. He sat for a moment, hands resting on the steering wheel, looking at the small FM radio station building. It was a squat, nondescript place—a forgotten corner of the city that seemed to come alive only when the sun dipped below the horizon.

Jack took a deep breath, savoring the last few moments of silence before the night’s show. He grabbed his worn leather satchel from the passenger seat, slinging it over his shoulder as he stepped out of the car. The cool night air was crisp, with the faint scent of rain on the asphalt. He glanced up at the moon, full and bright, hanging like a watchful eye in the sky.

The door to the building creaked as Jack pushed it open, the familiar scent of stale coffee and old vinyl records greeting him. The place had a certain charm, even if it wasn’t much to look at—a small reception area with a faded couch, a couple of framed photos from the station’s early days, and a plant that no one remembered to water. It was home in its own way, a sanctuary for the voices that drifted in through the dark hours.

“Hey, Jack,” Lila called from the front desk, looking up from her laptop. Lila was the station’s call screener—a sharp, quick-witted woman in her thirties with a permanent smirk and a penchant for late-night sarcasm. She had a steaming cup of coffee in her hand, her lifeline for the graveyard shift.

“Evening, Lila,” Jack replied, offering her a tired smile. He made his way over to the coffee station, pouring himself a cup of the dark, bitter brew. It was still hot, probably fresh, which was a good sign. He took a sip, savoring the familiar burn as it slid down his throat.

“You’re in for a treat tonight,” Lila continued, leaning back in her chair. “Lines have been lighting up since eleven. Got your usual crowd of insomniacs and weirdos, plus a couple of new voices. Should be a good show.”

Jack chuckled, taking another sip of his coffee. “Anything I need to watch out for? Any flat-earthers or Bigfoot hunters?”

“Oh, we’ve got both,” Lila said with a grin. “One guy insists he saw a UFO over the highway, and another woman called in saying her house is definitely haunted—said she’s hearing voices.”

Jack shook his head, amused. “Alright, sounds like my kind of night.”

He made his way down the narrow hallway, the sound of music drifting through the closed doors. The studio next door was still on the air, the smooth voice of the evening host, Mark, filling the space with the final notes of a blues track. Mark’s show ran until midnight, a mix of music and easy conversation, the kind of thing people listened to while winding down from their day.

Jack pushed open the door to his own studio, a small, dimly lit room filled with equipment. The soundboard blinked with a dozen tiny lights, and the microphone sat waiting, a sleek black presence in the center of the desk. He set his satchel down, pulling out a small notebook and a pen, his usual tools of the trade. He liked to jot down notes during the show—thoughts, ideas, things he wanted to follow up on.

Mark’s voice came through the studio speakers as he wound down his show. “That was the great B.B. King, taking us into the midnight hour. Up next, we’ve got Jack Monroe with Confessions After Midnight. Stick around if you’re looking for something a little different. It’s going to be a good one tonight.”

Jack slipped on his headphones, adjusting the mic. He could feel the familiar hum of anticipation building in his chest, the way it always did before he went live. He did a quick sound check, speaking into the mic with a low, calm voice. “Check one, check two. All good, Lila?”

Lila’s voice crackled through the headset. “You’re coming in clear. Ready when you are, Jack.”

Jack glanced at the clock on the wall: 11:59. One minute to midnight. He took a deep breath, letting the tension roll off his shoulders. The silence before the show was like the calm before a storm—full of potential, of stories waiting to be told.

The studio lights dimmed slightly, a signal that they were about to go live. He watched the clock tick over to twelve, then leaned in closer to the mic, letting his voice drop to that smooth, comforting cadence his listeners knew so well.

“Good evening, night owls,” Jack began, his voice filling the room, soft and inviting. “This is Jack Monroe, and you’re listening to Confessions After Midnight. It’s just past twelve, and if you’re up at this hour, you’re probably looking for a little company. Maybe you’ve got a secret burning a hole in your chest, or maybe you just want to hear the sound of another human voice. Either way, you’ve come to the right place.”

He paused, letting the silence hang for a moment. He’d learned that the pauses were just as important as the words—they drew the listener in, made them lean closer to their radios or their phones, waiting for what came next.

“We’ve got a lot of voices lined up tonight,” Jack continued. “Stories waiting to be shared. I’ll be here all night, listening. So if you’ve got something to say, don’t be shy. Let’s get started.”

The call screen blinked to life, the first caller already waiting. Jack glanced at Lila’s note: Sandra - Haunted House.

Jack smiled, clicking the line open. “Alright, folks, let’s see who’s out there tonight. We’ve got Sandra on the line. Sandra, you’re live. What’s on your mind?”

There was a brief moment of static before a woman’s voice came through, hesitant but clear. “Hi, Jack. Um, I don’t usually call into shows like this, but... something’s been happening in my house, and I don’t know who else to talk to.”

Jack leaned back, his voice softening with that practiced ease. “It’s okay, Sandra. Take your time. Tell me what’s going on.”

“I keep hearing voices,” Sandra said, her tone shaky. “At first, I thought it was just the pipes or the wind, but it’s not. It’s like... whispers, coming from the walls. My husband thinks I’m crazy, but I know what I heard.”

Jack nodded, even though she couldn’t see him. “Whispers, you say? Has anything else happened—strange noises, objects moving?”

Sandra’s breath hitched slightly. “Yes. Last night, I was in the kitchen, and the lights started flickering. Then I heard it again, clearer this time. It sounded like a woman’s voice, saying my name.”

The studio felt colder, the silence between them heavy with tension. Jack glanced over at Lila, who raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued.

“That’s unsettling, Sandra,” Jack said gently. “Have you considered bringing someone in to look at the house? Maybe a paranormal investigator?”

Sandra let out a nervous laugh. “I wouldn’t even know where to start. I just needed to tell someone who wouldn’t think I’m crazy.”

Jack’s smile was kind, though his voice carried a hint of curiosity. “You’re not crazy, Sandra. This is why we’re here—to listen, to share. You’re not alone in this.”

He wrapped up the call with a few more comforting words, then leaned back in his chair as he cued up a short music break. The smooth notes of a jazz piano filled the room, giving him a moment to catch his breath. He glanced at the call screen again: Ron - Conspiracy Theorist.

“Alright,” Jack muttered with a grin, settling back in his seat. “Let’s see what Ron has for us tonight.”

The jazz notes trailed off, leaving the studio in a momentary hush. Jack leaned back in his chair, taking a sip of his now lukewarm coffee, the bitterness a familiar comfort. He could see Lila through the glass window, giving him a thumbs-up and mouthing, “Good start.”

Jack chuckled and flipped the switch for the next line, a small grin tugging at the corner of his lips. “Alright, folks, up next we’ve got Ron. He’s a regular with some... interesting theories. Ron, you’re live on Late Night Radio. What’s got you up at this hour?”

Ron’s voice came through, low and gravelly, filled with the certainty of a man who believes he’s discovered a hidden truth. “Hey, Jack. Listen, I’ve been doing some digging, and I’m telling you, the government’s been spraying chemicals in the sky again. Those contrails we see? They’re not water vapor—they’re chemical agents meant to control our minds.”

Jack raised an eyebrow, glancing over at Lila, who was stifling a laugh. He kept his voice neutral, leaning into the mic. “Is that right, Ron? What makes you so sure?”

“Because I’ve seen it, Jack!” Ron insisted, his voice rising. “The patterns—they’re too perfect, too consistent. They’re crisscrossing the whole city. I even took photos, but nobody believes me.”

Jack leaned back, letting the silence stretch just a bit. He knew Ron well enough by now; the man had a penchant for spotting patterns where others didn’t. “Alright, Ron. Let’s say you’re right. What do you think they’re trying to do with these chemicals?”

“Mind control, Jack,” Ron replied without missing a beat. “Why else would they spray this stuff? They want to keep us compliant, keep us from questioning the real issues.”

Jack allowed himself a small smile, careful not to let it slip into mockery. “And what do you think we should do about it, Ron? If they’re trying to control our minds, how do we fight back?”

“You gotta stay vigilant,” Ron said, his voice dropping as if he were sharing a secret. “Cover your mouth when you see the trails, drink filtered water—hell, wear a mask if you have to. They can’t get all of us, Jack.”

“Alright, Ron,” Jack replied, his tone gently teasing. “You stay safe out there, and thanks for calling in. It’s always a pleasure hearing your theories.”

He clicked the line off and leaned back, letting out a quiet laugh. “Well, night owls, that was Ron with his usual brand of cautionary tales. Remember to cover your mouths if you see any strange clouds tonight.”

He tapped a button on the soundboard, cueing up the first commercial break. The familiar jingle for a local diner played, followed by a cheerful voice talking about late-night specials and 24-hour service. Jack took off his headphones, rubbing the back of his neck as he watched Lila step into the studio, her own coffee cup in hand.

“Ron again?” she asked, rolling her eyes playfully. “Does that guy ever sleep?”

“Not if he can help it,” Jack replied with a smirk. “I think he runs on paranoia and caffeine.”

Lila laughed, settling into the chair across from him. “Well, the lines are still buzzing. Got a few new voices tonight, plus your usual crowd. I screened one call that sounded like a true believer—said she had a close encounter with something in her backyard.”

Jack raised an eyebrow. “Something as in...?”

“Lights in the sky, strange sounds, the whole deal,” Lila said, leaning back and crossing her legs. “Want to take it after the break?”

“Why not,” Jack said, slipping his headphones back on as the commercial jingle wound down. “We could use a good UFO story to kick things off.”

He clicked the mic back on, his voice filling the studio once more. “And we’re back, folks. Hope you got a chance to grab a drink or a snack, because it sounds like we’ve got a real treat up next. I’ve got a caller on the line who says she’s had a close encounter of the unexplained kind. Let’s hear what she’s got to say.”

He switched to the next line, glancing at the note on his screen: Carol - Strange Lights in the Backyard.

“Carol, you’re live on Late Night Radio. What did you see out there?”

The line crackled slightly before Carol’s voice came through, shaky and filled with nervous energy. “Hi, Jack. I’m not sure if you’ll believe me, but... something happened in my backyard tonight. I saw lights—bright, pulsing lights, like nothing I’ve ever seen before.”

Jack’s curiosity piqued, and he leaned closer to the mic. “Go on, Carol. What did the lights look like?”

“They were blue, like an electric blue, almost blinding,” Carol continued. “They moved in a pattern—circular, like they were scanning the ground. My dog started barking like crazy, and then everything just... went silent.”

Jack frowned, exchanging a glance with Lila, who gave him a wide-eyed look of interest. “Silent? As in, no sound at all?”

“Nothing,” Carol whispered. “No crickets, no wind, just dead silence. It was like the whole world stopped. I watched the lights for a minute, and then they just... shot up into the sky and vanished.”

Jack let the silence hang for a moment before speaking. “That sounds intense, Carol. Did anyone else see it? Neighbors, maybe?”

“No,” she said quickly. “I’m the only one awake at this hour, I think. I was too scared to go outside and check. But I swear, Jack, I’m not making this up. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Jack’s voice softened. “I believe you, Carol. You’re not the first person to call in with a story like this. Sometimes the strangest things happen when the rest of the world is asleep.”

He wrapped up the call with a few comforting words, thanking Carol for her bravery in sharing her story. As he clicked over to the next line, he took a deep breath, feeling the buzz of the show’s rhythm settle into his bones.

The studio hummed softly, the clock on the wall ticking away the minutes as the night deepened. Jack took a moment to stretch his arms and roll his shoulders, feeling the familiar ache of the late shift settling in. He glanced at the call screen—Lila had flagged a few interesting notes: Mike - Claims the moon landing was faked, Darlene - Reoccurring nightmares, and a new message that just popped up: Frank - Something about a government experiment.
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