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    For every voice that was silenced, and every song that was never heard.


    



  	
        
            
            "Some stations never go off the air. You just have to know which frequency to die on." — Unknown CB Operator, 1983
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​Chapter 1 – Dead Air
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Rain whispered against the glass like static, soft but persistent, as Casey Rhodes leaned into the microphone. The studio lights above her buzzed faintly, casting long shadows over the cluttered desk: coffee-stained playlists, a chipped “ON AIR” mug, and the old-school mixing board she swore had a mind of its own.

“Midnight in Cedar Falls,” she said into the mic, her voice smooth, practiced, with just enough gravel to fit the hour. “You’re tuned in to Night Whispers, where the rules are simple—call in, request a song, tell your story, and maybe I’ll play it.” She paused for effect, eyes flicking to the empty phone lines. “Or maybe I won’t.”

She released the button and sat back, stretching her arms until her shoulders popped. Outside, the town was dead quiet. A thin fog had settled over the streets, muting the neon glow of the diner sign across the block. It was the kind of night that made the silence between songs feel heavier than the music itself.

The phone rang.

A single line lit up, Line 3—one of the old rotary hookups no one used anymore. Casey frowned. That line wasn’t even supposed to work; the tech crew had written it off months ago as “non-functional.” Still, she pressed the blinking button, sliding the fader up.

“Night Whispers,” she said, voice even. “You’re on the air.”

For a moment, there was only dead air. Not the polite silence of a shy caller—this was something colder, emptier. A faint hiss, a crackle, like the sound of an old vinyl record before the first note hits.

Then a voice.

Low. Measured. Almost... too calm.
“Play ‘Blue Highway.’ The 1957 version.”
Casey blinked. “That’s an old one. Not exactly what I’d expect for the midnight crowd.”

“Play it,” the voice said, without urgency but with an unshakable certainty.

She scribbled the request on her notepad. “Alright, mystery caller. What’s your name?”

The pause was long enough for her to think the connection had dropped. Then:
“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”
A chill skated down her spine. It wasn’t just what the caller said—it was how they said it. Like someone talking from far away, not just in distance, but in... time.

“Alright, well, your request’s in the queue,” she said, masking her unease with a practiced DJ chuckle. “Hope you enjoy the ride.”

The line clicked dead.

Casey leaned back, staring at the fader as if it might explain what had just happened. She knew Blue Highway. A deep cut from an old country crooner who’d died in a car accident the same year the song was released. The track had an urban legend around it—how a small-town station once played it on loop after the singer’s death until the building caught fire. She hadn’t thought about that story in years.

Shrugging it off, she loaded the track from the station’s dusty archives. The needle of the turntable dropped with a soft thunk, and a slow, mournful guitar twang filled the air. The singer’s voice followed, warm but tinged with something fatalistic, like he’d known he wouldn’t make it to the end of the road he was singing about.

She settled back, letting the music roll, but her eyes kept drifting to the window. Beyond the glass, the fog seemed thicker now, clinging to the pavement. A flicker of movement caught her attention—someone standing just outside the halo of the streetlamp across the street.

She leaned forward, squinting.

They didn’t move.

The song ended. Casey swallowed the unease building in her throat and segued into the next set. “That was ‘Blue Highway,’ for... well, let’s call him our anonymous friend on Line 3. Coming up next—”

The phone rang again.

Same line.

This time, her hesitation lasted a beat longer before she answered. “Night Whispers,” she said, voice tighter than before.

“They’ll find her tomorrow,” the voice said. No greeting. No request. Just those five words.

Casey froze. “Excuse me?”

“She’s already gone. But they’ll find her tomorrow.”

The line went dead.

Her heart pounded in her ears. She sat there, staring at the phone, half expecting it to ring again. When it didn’t, she shoved back from the desk and stepped into the hall. The building was quiet, just the low thrum of the transmitter in the back room. The station was on the top floor of an old brick building downtown; below her, the pizza shop was dark, chairs flipped on tables.

She returned to the booth and stared at the blinking “ON AIR” light. The caller’s words replayed in her head—they’ll find her tomorrow. It had the cadence of a threat, but not directed at her. More like... a statement of fact.

She thought about calling the police but stopped herself. What would she even say? A creepy guy requested a song and then predicted a death? No, they’d file that under prank calls and move on.

Still, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something had shifted, like she’d just stepped onto a path she couldn’t step back from. She glanced at the playlist. The next song was queued, but her fingers hovered over the controls, suddenly aware of how easy it would be to just turn the mic off and walk away.

The phone rang a third time.

Her breath caught. She reached for the receiver, then stopped. Instead, she let it ring. Six times. Seven. Eight. Finally, it went silent.

She exhaled, forcing a laugh at herself. “It’s just a weird night,” she muttered, spinning her chair to face the window again.

The figure under the streetlamp was gone.

Only the fog remained.

And somewhere deep in the studio’s walls, beneath the hum of the equipment, she swore she could hear faint, tinny music playing—a single verse from Blue Highway on endless repeat.
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​Chapter 2 – The Second Request
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The next morning, Jack Carter’s apartment was still steeped in darkness when his alarm went off. The old clock radio on his nightstand clicked, buzzed, and stuttered into a faint jazz station that barely came through the static. He reached over and slapped the button off. His head throbbed—less from lack of sleep than from the echo of that voice in his headphones the night before.

He sat at the edge of the bed for a long moment, staring at the glow from the city seeping through his blinds. The words replayed in his mind like a scratched record: They’ll find her tomorrow.

Coffee was the first order of business. He shuffled into the kitchen, flicked the switch on the coffeemaker, and glanced at his phone out of habit. No messages from family. A couple of half-hearted station memos. And one alert from the local news app:

“Body Found in Abandoned Lot – Identity Pending.”

The photo was grainy, shot through police tape. But Jack’s stomach dropped anyway. The lot was only six blocks from the station.

He tried to shake it off—coincidences happen, and God knows the city had its share of violent crime. Still, as the coffee gurgled, the timeline lined up in his head with uncomfortable precision. Caller at 1:15 a.m., request for a song tied to an unsolved murder from years ago. That cryptic warning. Now this.

The smell of burnt coffee made him realize he’d been staring at the wall too long. He poured a mug, swallowed two mouthfuls too hot to taste, and grabbed his jacket. The chill outside hit him like a wall.

By the time he reached the station, the police presence near the lot was heavier than he’d expected—marked cruisers, unmarked sedans, yellow tape fluttering in the breeze. He slowed his pace without meaning to. Reporters were already circling, their camera crews stomping cold feet into the pavement.

Jack caught snatches of conversation as he passed. “Unidentified female.” “Signs of trauma.” “No witnesses.”

He didn’t stick around to hear more. The last thing he wanted was to run into someone who’d ask what he was doing there.

Inside the station, the morning crew was halfway through their broadcast. Jack could see them through the glass booth, laughing at some on-air joke. The cheerful sound made the skin between his shoulder blades prickle.

“Hey, Jack,” called Kelly, the receptionist, from behind her desk. She had a stack of mail and that too-bright morning energy he’d never mastered. “Rough night?”

“You could say that,” he muttered, slipping past her toward his office.

His desk was a mess—scribbled notes from last night, a coffee cup with a thin film on the surface, the playlist still pulled up on the monitor. The track from the caller was highlighted, almost accusingly.

He sat down and opened the email logs. He didn’t expect to find anything, but the habit was ingrained. Most of the overnight messages were the usual—local bands begging for airtime, spam from questionable PR agencies.

Except for one.

It was from an address that didn’t look real—just a string of random letters and numbers. The subject line was blank. The body contained only three words:

“It’s not over.”

Jack leaned back in his chair, staring at the message. The timestamp was 5:42 a.m.—long after the caller’s voice had faded, but before the police would have stumbled onto the body.

His first instinct was to delete it. Pretend it never came. But instead, he found himself reading it again, as though some hidden meaning might surface on the third or fourth pass.

By noon, the police had released a statement confirming the victim’s identity: Rebecca Sloan, 29. The name meant nothing to Jack at first, but the face in the accompanying photo made his gut clench. She’d been in the station just two weeks ago, dropping off a demo tape for one of the late-night producers.

When his shift rolled around again that night, the studio felt different—charged, almost claustrophobic. He kept catching himself glancing at the phone lines, half-expecting that voice to slip through the static again.

It did—at 1:12 a.m., right on schedule.

“Hello, Jack.” The tone was the same as before: calm, detached, and utterly wrong.

His mouth went dry. “Who is this?”

“You played it for her,” the voice said, ignoring the question. “Now you’ll play it for him.”

A shiver ran down Jack’s spine. “What do you mean, him?”

“You’ll see.” The sound of slow, deliberate breathing filled the line. “Track seven. Midnight City Sessions, 1984.”

Jack’s fingers hovered over the playlist. He knew the record. Local pressing. Rare. And tied to another cold case—a man found strangled in his apartment, the record still spinning on the turntable.

“You can’t—”

The line went dead.

The silence in the booth was so complete that Jack could hear the faint hum of the mixing board.

Against every shred of instinct screaming at him, he cued up the track. The first notes bled into the airwaves, smooth and haunting.

Somewhere out there, in the dark corners of the city, someone was listening.

And if last night’s pattern held, someone wouldn’t be alive to see tomorrow.
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​Chapter 3 – Silence That Watches
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Jack sat in the booth long after the last note faded, staring at the digital timer ticking down dead silence. The red ON AIR light above the glass seemed to burn hotter than usual, a mute reminder that thousands of ears were tuned in — waiting for him to speak, to move, to be normal.

Instead, he killed the mic and sat back, breathing shallowly.

He didn’t want to believe it, but the weight in his stomach told him otherwise. Someone was going to die tonight. Maybe already had.

The hallway outside was dark except for the faint glow from the vending machine. He could hear the hum of the soda compressor, the occasional click of the building settling. The quiet felt heavier than it had the night before, as if the air itself were bracing for something.

At 2:47 a.m., the police scanner on his desk crackled. It was usually background noise — drunk and disorderly calls, petty theft, the occasional bar fight. But tonight, a dispatcher’s voice cut through with surgical precision:


“Unit 7, report of a 10-54, possible homicide, 400 block of Marlowe.”


Jack froze. The street name hit like a punch. He knew Marlowe Avenue — a narrow strip of old apartment buildings, barely lit, just four blocks from the station.

Another voice came through the scanner:


“Male victim, mid-thirties. Neighbors say music was playing. Some kind of old vinyl.”


The taste in Jack’s mouth turned metallic. He knew which vinyl.

The rest of the night blurred. He
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