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  Foreword



In the seemingly ordinary Forth Street East apartment complex, a chilling pattern emerges. A mysterious young man, never seen by most residents, visits specific apartments, delivering unsettling predictions of death that unfailingly come true. Each visit plunges the residents into a terrifying blend of fear, suspicion, and morbid curiosity. They desperately seek the enigmatic messenger, believing him to hold the key to understanding, or perhaps preventing, the horrifying deaths that stalk their community. But as the mystery unravels, a shocking revelation awaits them.







  Prologue



The evening light, filtered through the East River haze, painted Apt 9H in a soft, ethereal glow. Tempest Kelson, a striking woman of forty-two with a quick wit and a penchant for vintage jazz, was carefully plating pan-seared scallops. Her husband, Geo, forty-four, a calm presence with kind eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses, was at the kitchen island, meticulously arranging a bottle of Pinot Grigio alongside two waiting glasses. Life in Forth Street East Apartments, perched on Trinity Hills, often felt like a quiet eddy in the ceaseless Manhattan current.




They were discussing renovations for their upcoming anniversary trip when the doorbell chimed. It wasn’t their usual melodic chime, but a faint, almost brittle sound, like glass tapping glass. Geo paused, brow furrowed. “Expecting anyone?”




Tempest shook her head, a strand of dark hair escaping her ponytail. “No, you?”




Geo shrugged, moving towards the heavy wooden door. Through the peephole, he saw only a distorted blur. He opened it slowly, a sliver at first, then wider. Standing there was a young man, barely out of his teens, with eyes that held the weary vastness of an ancient soul. His clothing was simple, almost indistinct—a faded jacket, dark trousers—and he carried nothing. He was Lark Yves, though they didn’t know his name then.




Lark didn’t speak a greeting. His gaze, unnervingly direct, fixed on Geo. His voice, when it came, was a sigh more than a sound, a whisper just above the hum of the building. “Geo Kelson,” he said, and the name hung in the air, heavy with unspoken weight. “The seventh day of the next month. By the river’s edge. It arrives quickly.”




Then, as if he were a wisp of smoke caught in a draft, Lark turned. He didn’t walk away; he simply… faded down the ninth-floor corridor, a spectral flicker that left Geo blinking at the empty space.




“Who was that?” Tempest called from the kitchen, sensing the sudden stillness.




Geo closed the door, a faint shiver tracing his spine. “I… I don’t know, Temp. Some kid. Said something about the seventh day of next month, by the river.” He tried to laugh it off, but the sound was thin, unconvincing. “Probably a wrong number, or some new-age evangelist with a bizarre pitch.”




Tempest came over, looking at his pale face. “Are you alright? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”




He forced a smile. “Just a strange kid. Let’s eat, these scallops smell incredible.”




They tried to push the encounter aside, but Lark’s words had a way of clinging, insidious as damp river air. Geo dismissed it as a prank, a misdelivery from a new, odd-looking courier service. Tempest, ever the pragmatist, agreed, yet she found herself glancing at the calendar, marking the days. The building itself seemed to hum with an unspoken tension in the following weeks, though they couldn’t articulate why. Whispers of strange occurrences on other floors began to filter through the building’s gossip network—a sudden death in 7C, an unexplained accident in 2D. Geo scoffed, “Just life in a big building, Temp. People pass on.” But Tempest noticed his dismissiveness was a little too fervent, a little too forced.




As the seventh day of the next month approached, Geo developed a nagging cough. Nothing serious, he insisted, just a persistent tickle. He was planning a morning run along the river, a regular ritual for him, a way to clear his head and enjoy the sunrise over the Queensboro Bridge.




“Be careful out there, love,” Tempest said that morning, pulling him into a tight hug. The words tasted like ash in her mouth. She couldn’t shake the image of Lark Yves, those ancient, haunted eyes.




“Always,” Geo murmured, kissing her forehead. He grabbed his keys, adjusted his running watch, and headed out, the faint scent of his aftershave lingering in Apt 9H.




Hours later, the frantic ringing of their doorbell tore Tempest from her work-from-home focus. This time, it was sharp, insistent—the super and two uniformed officers. Geo had collapsed on the scenic path along the East River, a massive, sudden heart attack. He had died instantly, his body discovered by a passerby, eyes fixed on the tranquil water, his running watch still tracking the miles. He was found exactly at the river’s edge.




In the numbing haze of grief, Tempest returned to Apt 9H, the silence deafening. She stared at the calendar, the seventh day of the next month circled in red by her own hand, an instinct she couldn’t explain. The words of the spectral young man echoed in the emptiness of their apartment: “Geo Kelson. The seventh day of the next month. By the river’s edge. It arrives quickly.”




It had arrived quickly. And in the shattering reality of her loss, Tempest understood. Lark Yves wasn’t a prankster or a madman. He was an echo, a warning, a desperate whisper from the unseen. He had come to their door, to Apt 9H, not to deliver a threat, but a tragic foresight, a truth too painful to believe until it became their devastating reality. And as the days bled into weeks, forever changed by Lark’s visit, Tempest Kelson knew, with a bone-deep certainty, that the peaceful, village-like atmosphere of Trinity Hills concealed a profound and terrifying secret within the walls of Forth Street East Apartments.








  
  
  Introduction

  
  




             The Whisper of Death








  
  1

  
  
  Chapter 1:  A Serene Scene

  
  




The Forth Street East Apartments consisted of four distinct buildings, each rising twelve stories high. They formed a large square, creating a spacious park-like area with walkways connecting them. Buildings One, Two, Three, and Four surrounded this inviting space, offering ample room for residents to stroll and enjoy the outdoors.




The Mute swans of Forth Street East Apartments glided with an almost ethereal grace upon the calm waters of the city-park ponds. Their bright white plumage, fluffed and perfect, stood in stark contrast to the encroaching gloom that would soon descend upon the waterside towers. They flocked and scattered, their soft-textured, dusky brown-gray cygnets following closely in tow, learning to navigate the world under the watchful eyes of their dedicated parents. Residents often tossed grains of corn and wheat, a gesture of shared humanity with nature, a fragile peace that was about to shatter.




The Forth Street East Apartments, a bastion of upscale urban living amidst the picturesque landscape of Trinity Hills, was about to become a stage for a chilling symphony of dread.
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The late autumn air of Trinity Hills, Manhattan, usually carried the scent of crisp leaves and the distant murmur of the East River. It was a deceptive tranquility, a serene village-like pocket amidst the city’s ceaseless thrum. Forth Street East Apartments, a sturdy brick monolith of twelve stories, stood sentinel over this peaceful haven, its windows reflecting the setting sun like a hundred watchful eyes.




Inside Apartment 2D, on the second floor of Building 2, the Rembrandt family was settling into their evening rhythm. Dix, 39, a graphic designer with perpetually ink-stained fingers, was wrestling with Naury, their eight-year-old son, over a Lego spaceship. Arna, 38, a real estate agent whose energy seemed boundless, was stirring pasta sauce, the fragrant steam filling their cozy space.




The doorbell chimed. A soft, almost hesitant sound.




Dix paused, Lego brick held aloft. “Expecting anyone, Arna?”




Arna frowned. “No. Did you order something?”




“Not that I recall.”




Naury, sensing a break in the Lego battle, darted to the peephole. “It’s a man,” he whispered, his voice hushed. “Young. He looks… sad.”




Dix peered through, seeing only a brief glimpse of a pale, almost translucent face, framed by dark hair that fell over unnervingly still eyes. The man was dressed in plain, unremarkable clothes, blending unsettlingly with the neutral tones of the corridor. He held no package, no clipboard, no obvious reason for his presence.




Dix opened the door a crack, his hand instinctively resting on the chain lock. “Can I help you?”




The young man didn’t move. His gaze, distant and heavy, seemed to look through Dix, not at him. His lips parted, and a voice, barely a whisper, yet strangely clear, drifted into the apartment.




“The river calls to Naury. Three days.”




Then, he was gone. Not a hasty retreat, but a strange, silent vanishing, as if he simply dissolved into the muted yellow of the hallway light.




Dix stared at the empty space, a chill creeping up his spine despite the warmth of the apartment. “What was that?” he murmured.




Arna, who had just come to the door, looked at him, confused. “Who was it? What did he say?”




“He… he said something odd,” Dix stammered, trying to shake off the peculiar unease. “About Naury and the river. Three days.” He laughed, a short, nervous sound. “Must be some kind of prank. Or the wrong apartment.”




But as he closed the door, the unsettling image of the young man’s eyes, and the hollow quality of his voice, lingered like a phantom echo. Naury, inexplicably, had gone quiet, his Lego spaceship forgotten. He sat on the rug, staring blankly ahead, a faint shiver running through his small frame.




Three days later, the news ripped through Forth Street East like a silent scream. Little Naury Rembrandt, playing by the unfenced bank of the East River, had slipped and fallen into the fast-moving current. His small body was recovered hours later, downstream, a tragedy that plunged the entire complex into profound grief.




As the residents whispered condolences and brought casseroles to the grieving parents, Dix Rembrandt, haunted by the spectral messenger, found himself replaying those whispered words. The river calls to Naury. Three days.




It couldn’t be a coincidence. But what else could it be?













