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Chapter 1: The First Message
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Blake Morrow poured his third cup of coffee and stared at the blinking cursor on his laptop. The story wasn't writing itself. It was almost midnight. His apartment was quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator and the distant sirens of the city below his fourth-floor window.

His phone buzzed.

He glanced at the screen. Unknown number. A single text message.

11:47 PM
Unknown: TOM MORRIS WILL DIE TONIGHT. 1428 CHESTNUT ST.
Blake snorted. He set the phone down, face-up on the kitchen counter. Probably some kid. A prank caller who graduated to text messages. He'd gotten worse. Death threats from crooked politicians. Angry voicemails from mob accountants. This was nothing.

He deleted the message and went back to his laptop.

By 1:00 AM, he'd written four hundred words of nothing. He gave up, brushed his teeth, and fell into bed. The phone stayed on the counter.

He didn't think about the message again.

Not until the next morning.
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Chapter 2: News at Dawn
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The television was on by habit. Blake stood in his kitchen, pouring cereal, half-watching the local news. The anchor was a woman in her forties with too much hairspray and a voice that could put a insomniac to sleep.

"...police have confirmed the identity of the victim found early this morning at 1428 Chestnut Street..."

Blake's hand stopped mid-pour.

The screen showed yellow police tape. A house. A body bag being loaded into a van.

"Thomas Morris, forty-seven, was found dead in his home around 2:00 AM. Authorities have not released the cause of death, but sources indicate foul play..."

The cereal box slipped from his hand. Milk spilled across the counter.

He grabbed his phone. Deleted messages. Of course. He'd deleted it. But he remembered every word.

TOM MORRIS WILL DIE TONIGHT. 1428 CHESTNUT ST.

Blake sat down. Hard. His chair scraped against the floor.

It was a coincidence. It had to be. Some sicko who knew something. An insider tip. A cop with a grudge. There were explanations.

But his hands were shaking.

He didn't eat breakfast. He went straight to the newsroom and spent the morning digging through every database he had access to. Thomas Morris was nobody — a mid-level accountant, no enemies, no criminal record, no connection to Blake whatsoever.

That was worse. If the victim was someone Blake knew, the message would make sense. Someone targeting him. But this was random. A stranger. A name pulled from nowhere.

And someone knew he was going to die before it happened.

Blake didn't sleep well that night. He left the lights on. The phone sat on his nightstand, face up, screen dark.

He stared at it until his eyes burned.

Three days passed. Nothing. Blake started to breathe again. Maybe it was a fluke. Maybe the first message was a lucky guess. Maybe it was over.

Then his phone buzzed.
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Chapter 3: The Second Prediction
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9:14 PM
Unknown: SARA VAUGHN WILL DIE TOMORROW. 89 MAPLE AVENUE. APT 3B.
Blake's blood turned cold.

He didn't delete this one. He screenshot it. He forwarded it to his own email. He called the police non-emergency line. They told him to file a report online. He did. Then he called the precinct directly.

"Someone's going to die tomorrow," he said into the phone. "Sara Vaughn. 89 Maple Avenue. Apartment 3B."

The desk sergeant asked if he wanted to make a threat report.

"I'm trying to stop a murder," Blake said.

"Sir, we can't act on anonymous text messages. If you feel unsafe—"

Blake hung up.

He sat in his dark apartment. The phone glowed on the coffee table. The message was still there. He read it five times. Ten.

SARA VAUGHN WILL DIE TOMORROW.

He found her on social media. A woman in her twenties. Yoga photos. Coffee photos. A dog named Mochi. She had no idea.

Blake drove to Maple Avenue at 11:00 PM. He sat in his car across the street from Apartment 3B. The lights were on. A shadow moved behind the curtain. She was alive.

He stayed there all night. He watched the building. No one came. No one left.

At 6:00 AM, he called the precinct again. Same answer. No probable cause. No threat to the caller himself.

At 7:15 AM, a woman screamed.

Blake got out of his car. Police arrived fourteen minutes later. They found Sara Vaughn in her kitchen.

Blake didn't see the body. He saw the yellow tape. The coroner's van. The same scene as three days ago.

He drove home in silence.

When he walked into his apartment, his phone was buzzing.
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Chapter 4: Station Visit
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Unknown: You didn't tell anyone about the first one. Why would you? You didn't believe me.
Unknown: But you believe me now. Don't you, Blake?
Blake stared at the screen. The sender knew his name.

He typed back with trembling fingers.

Blake: Who is this?

Three dots appeared. Then vanished. Then appeared again.

Unknown: Someone who knows things. Things the police don't. Things you don't.

Blake: What do you want?

Unknown: You're a reporter. You ask questions for a living. So ask.

Blake: How do you know who's going to die?

Unknown: Because I'm the one who kills them.

Blake dropped the phone.

He picked it up.

Blake: I'm going to the police.

Unknown: You already did. Twice. They didn't believe you. They won't believe you now.

The dots appeared again.

Unknown: Come talk to me. In person. The police station is fine. I'll be there.

Blake: How will I know you?

Unknown: I'll find you.

Blake drove to the precinct. He sat in the waiting area for almost an hour. He watched every face that walked through the door. Old men with parking tickets. A teenager with a black eye. A woman in a bathrobe.

No one approached him.

Then his phone buzzed.

Unknown: Turn around.

Blake turned.

The waiting room was empty except for the desk sergeant and an old woman sleeping in the corner.

Unknown: I'm watching you. But you can't see me.

Blake stood up. His legs felt like concrete.

Blake: Who are you?

Unknown: Someone who died twenty years ago.

The dots appeared. Disappeared. Then:

Unknown: You remember the Sawtooth Killer, don't you?
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