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Chapter 1: The Cheaper Price
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Fabian Barber was twenty-eight years old, single again, and drowning in Seattle rent. His one-bedroom in Capitol Hill cost more than his first car. After the breakup, he couldn't afford it alone.

He found the listing on Citylist. Old Pine Apartments. Built in the 1960s. Faded yellow siding. A smell of mildew and old carpet. And rent that was one-third of market rate.

Too cheap to be real. But Fabian didn't care about real. He cared about money.

The building stood at the end of a dead-end street. The lobby had brown carpet from another decade and a flickering fluorescent light that never got fixed. Apartment 411 was on the fourth floor. The elevator smelled like cigarettes and something else — something sweet and wrong.

Marcus, the building manager, met him at the door. Sixty years old. A permanent stoop. Brown coveralls that had never been washed. His fingers were yellow from nicotine.

"Four-eleven," Marcus said, handing over the key. "Previous tenant left sudden."

"How sudden?"

Marcus looked at him. His eyes were wet and empty, like two dead fish.

"Sudden enough," he said. "Hope you sleep well."

Fabian laughed. "It's just an apartment."

Marcus didn't laugh back.

That night, Fabian moved in. Three boxes. A mattress. A laptop. He set his phone on the nightstand and closed his eyes.

The clock on his nightstand said 11:47 PM.

He drifted off.

Then his phone lit up the ceiling.

The clock said 12:00 AM.

The screen showed a name he didn't recognize: Ethan Luiz.

His finger hovered over the green button.

He answered.
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Chapter 2: The First Ring
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Static. Then breathing.

Not Fabian's breathing. Someone else's. Closer than the phone should allow.

"Hello?" Fabian said.

The voice on the other end was a man's. Strained. Wet. Like someone speaking through a mouthful of water.

"Don't answer again."

Fabian sat up. "Who is this?"

"He's in the walls now. He watches through the phone."

"I'll call the police."

The voice ignored him. "He watches through the phone," it repeated. "And now... now he sounds like you."

The line went dead.

Fabian stared at the screen. The call log was empty. No record of an incoming call. No Ethan Luiz. Nothing.

He checked his recent calls. Nothing. His call history showed his last call was three days ago — his ex-girlfriend.

He got up and walked to the bathroom. Splashed water on his face. Looked up at the mirror.

His own face looked back. Same tired eyes. Same stubble. Same unwashed hair.

But his mouth was smiling.

He wasn't smiling.

The smile held for one second. Two seconds. Then it faded, like a wave pulling back from the shore.

Fabian touched his lips. They felt normal. But the image stayed in his head.

He hadn't smiled.

Something else had.
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Chapter 3: The Second Night
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The next day, Fabian told his coworker about the call.

"Probably a scammer," the coworker said. "They spoof numbers."

"Yeah," Fabian said. "Probably."

But he didn't believe it.

He searched for "Ethan Luiz Seattle." No results. He searched for "Old Pine Apartments death." Nothing. He asked Marcus about the previous tenant.

Marcus's face went pale. "Don't ask. Just don't answer the phone."

Fabian wanted to ask more. But Marcus walked away, his coveralls dragging on the carpet.

That night, Fabian turned off his phone. He placed it on the kitchen counter. He watched the clock.

11:59 PM.

His phone turned itself on. The screen glowed in the dark kitchen.

12:00 AM.

The screen lit up. Incoming call. Ethan Luiz.

Fabian did not answer.

The phone answered itself.

The speaker crackled. The voice was clearer now. Stronger. It knew things.

"I can see you. You're in the kitchen. You're wearing a gray shirt. You're holding a knife because you're scared."

Fabian was holding a knife. He had taken it from the drawer without thinking.

"Who are you?" he whispered.

The voice laughed. The laugh started as a man's laugh. But by the end, it was Fabian's laugh.

"Guess," the voice said.

Fabian looked at the kitchen window. The glass was dark — a mirror at night.

In the reflection, a man stood behind him. Same height. Same clothes. Same haircut.

But the face was blank. No eyes. No mouth. No nose.

Just skin where a face should be.

Fabian turned around.

No one was there.

He turned back to the window.

The man was closer.

[image: ]

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Art Fever





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image004.png





