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    Before this story, there was a woman who wasn't sure she had one worth telling.
Then there was Robert — steady, certain, unwavering — who reminded her, again and again, that she did.
And there were three girls named Terry, Amiyah, and Ariana, who had no idea that every time they looked at me like I was capable of anything, I went back to the page and tried to prove them right.
This book exists because of you. I exist — the truest version of me — because of you.
With all the love I am made of, Mom

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Some things could not be unseen. She had learned that in a flooded basement eighteen months ago. She was learning it again now — in a dead studio, beside a dead console, watching a light burn that had no right to burn." — Dead Frequency
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Before this story, there was a woman who wasn’t sure she had one worth telling.

Then there was Robert — steady, certain, unwavering —

who reminded her, again and again, that she did.

And there were three girls named Terry, Amiyah, and Ariana,

who have no idea that every time they looked at me

like I was capable of anything,

I went back to the page and tried to prove them right.

This book exists because of you.

I exist — the truest version of me — because of you.

With all the love I am made of,

Mom




“Every broadcast ends. Every signal dies. But silence—silence is never truly empty.”

— Unknown, found written on the wall of the abandoned WKDR radio tower, Harlow County, 1987

“The radio is not just a transmitter. It is an ear pressed to the chest of the world—and sometimes, the world breathes back in ways we are not meant to hear.”

— Dr. Maren Solís, Phantom Transmissions: A History of Anomalous Broadcasting, 2003
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The body was discovered at 3:47 in the morning, which was the kind of hour that made even hardened detectives feel the specific, cold weight of their own mortality.

Detective Nora Voss had been awake anyway. She rarely slept past three anymore—hadn’t, really, since the Calloway case eighteen months ago, since the night she’d stood over a crime scene in a flooded basement and understood, all at once and with terrible clarity, that some things could not be unseen. She’d been lying in her apartment on Crestmore Avenue with the window cracked despite the October cold, listening to the distant sound of the city rearranging itself in the dark: a garbage truck two blocks over, a couple arguing through the walls of the building next door, a dog that had been barking for an hour at something it couldn’t name. Her phone buzzed on the nightstand and she picked it up before the second vibration.

“Voss.”

“It’s Decker.” Her partner’s voice was flat and stripped of affect in the way that meant he’d already seen something he hadn’t liked. “We’ve got one at the old Meridian Building. That abandoned radio station on Fortieth. You know the one.”

She knew the one. Everyone in Harlow City knew the one. The Meridian Building sat at the corner of Fortieth and Bleaker like a bad tooth in an otherwise forgettable skyline—a six-story Art Deco remnant from the 1940s that had housed WKDR Radio for forty years before the station went dark in 1987 under circumstances that had never been entirely explained to the public’s satisfaction. Since then it had been a magnet for urban explorers, squatters, teenagers with spray paint and bad ideas, and at least three failed development proposals. The city hadn’t been able to sell it and couldn’t afford to demolish it. So it stood. It waited. Some buildings were like that—they accumulated history the way old wood accumulated rot, invisibly, from the inside out.

“Male or female?” Nora was already out of bed, stepping into her jeans in the dark.

“Male. Mid-thirties, maybe. Hard to say. The scene is—” Decker paused in the way he only did when the word he needed wasn’t presenting itself. “It’s unusual, Voss. That’s the word I’m going to use. Unusual.”

“Unusual how?”

“Come see for yourself. I’ll meet you out front.”

She pulled on her jacket, holstered her weapon, and was out the door in under four minutes. The drive across the city took eleven. The streets of Harlow at four in the morning had a strange quality to them—emptied out but not peaceful, more like a held breath, like the city had shut its eyes but not quite managed to sleep. She drove through red lights without stopping, as detectives were permitted to do on a call, and watched the orange glow of the streetlamps smear across her windshield in long, wet streaks. It
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