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Chapter One: The Call
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Lian stared at the glowing screen of her computer, rubbing her tired eyes. The office was almost empty. Most of her coworkers had already gone home, leaving only the soft hum of air conditioners and the distant sound of traffic outside.

Her design project was due the next morning.

And it was a disaster.

She moved a logo to the left.

Then to the right.

Then back again.

Nothing looked right.

"Perfect," she muttered sarcastically. "Eight hours of work and I hate all of it."

Her phone suddenly vibrated on the desk.

Unknown Number.

She frowned.

Normally, she ignored calls from numbers she didn't recognize. But after a long day of frustration, curiosity won.

"Hello?"

Silence.

For a moment she thought the call had dropped.

Then a calm male voice spoke.

"Move the headline higher."

Lian blinked.

"What?"

"The headline," the voice repeated. "It's too close to the image. Give it more breathing room."

She sat upright.

"Who is this?"

Instead of answering, the stranger continued.

"Also reduce the shadow behind the text. It's making the design feel heavy."

Lian looked at her screen.

That was exactly the problem she had been struggling with.

"How do you know what I'm working on?"

No answer.

Her heart beat faster.

"Who are you?"

The call ended.

She stared at the phone.

Then at the design.

Then back at the phone.

"Okay," she whispered. "That was weird."

Still, she moved the headline higher.

Reduced the shadow.

Stepped back.

Her eyes widened.

The design suddenly looked better.

Much better.

A coincidence, she told herself.

It had to be.

Yet as she packed her things and left the office that night, she couldn't stop thinking about the mysterious voice.

Somewhere in the darkness of the city, a stranger knew exactly what was on her screen.

And for the first time in months, she felt something she hadn't felt in a long time.

Curiosity.
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Chapter Two: The Second Call
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The next morning, Lian arrived at the office earlier than usual.

She had barely slept.

Every time she closed her eyes, she heard the stranger's voice again.

"Move the headline higher."

The memory should have frightened her.

Instead, it fascinated her.

She placed her coffee beside her keyboard and opened yesterday's project.

The design still looked better than before.

Much better.

Her manager stopped by her desk.

"Excellent work, Lian."

She looked up.

"What?"

"The campaign design. The client approved it immediately."

Lian forced a smile.

"Thank you."

As her manager walked away, she stared at the screen.

The mysterious caller had been right.

Every suggestion had improved the project.

Around noon, her phone vibrated.

Her heart nearly stopped.

Unknown Number.

Again.

She answered immediately.

"Who are you?"

The familiar voice chuckled softly.

"Good afternoon to you too."

Lian stood from her chair and walked toward an empty hallway.

"What do you want?"

"Nothing."

"Then why are you calling me?"

A brief silence followed.

"Because you're talented."

She frowned.

"That's not an answer."

"Maybe not."

His voice sounded calm.

Comfortable.

As if they already knew each other.

"Do I know you?" she asked.

"No."

"Have we met?"

"No."

"Then how do you know so much about me?"

Another pause.

"I pay attention."

The answer sent a chill through her.

"That's creepy."

"I know."

To her surprise, he sounded almost embarrassed.

Lian leaned against the wall.

"Then tell me your name."

"No."

"Why?"

"Because if I tell you now, you'll stop answering."

She laughed.

"That's ridiculous."

"Is it?"

For a moment, she wasn't sure.

Something about him felt strangely familiar.

Not his voice.

Not his words.

Just... something.

"Tell me one thing," she said.

"What?"

"Why me?"

The stranger was silent.

When he finally spoke, his voice was softer.

"Because you're lonely."

The words hit harder than she expected.

She looked away.

"You're wrong."

"Am I?"

Lian didn't answer.

Because she wasn't sure.

The office was full of people every day.

Yet somehow she always felt alone.

The stranger seemed to understand that.

And that scared her more than anything else.

"Who are you?" she whispered again.

This time he didn't answer.

The call ended.

Lian stared at the phone.

For the rest of the day she couldn't focus.

The voice knew too much.

Far too much.

Yet deep down, she already knew one thing.

If he called again...

She would answer.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
WHI%’N THE UNKNOWN





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





