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The
  rain had been falling since late afternoon, covering the city in
  a
  curtain of silver that blurred the lights beyond Evelyn Hart's
  apartment window. She loved rainy nights. They usually made her
  feel
  calm, protected from the noise of the world. Tonight was
  different.




  
The
  apartment felt unusually quiet.




  
Evelyn
  sat on the couch with a mystery novel resting on her lap. The
  television was off. The only sounds were the ticking of the clock
  hanging above the kitchen doorway and the occasional tapping of
  raindrops against the glass.




  
She
  glanced at her phone.




  
11:50
  PM.




  
Another
  long day had finally come to an end.




  
As
  a journalist for the local newspaper, she spent most of her time
  chasing stories that rarely mattered. Petty thefts. Parking
  disputes.
  Small-town politics. Nothing exciting ever happened in
  Blackwood.




  
At
  least, that was what everyone believed.




  
Evelyn
  stretched and closed her book.




  
Three
  more minutes and she would head to bed.




  
Her
  gaze drifted toward the city outside. Neon signs reflected on the
  wet
  streets below. Cars moved slowly through the rain. People hurried
  along sidewalks with umbrellas held tightly above their
  heads.




  
Everything
  looked normal.




  
Everything
  looked safe.




  
Then
  her phone rang.




  
The
  sudden sound shattered the silence.




  
Evelyn
  jumped.




  
She
  frowned and looked at the screen.




  
Unknown
  Number.




  
"Who
  calls this late?" she muttered.




  
The
  ringing continued.




  
For
  a moment, she considered ignoring it. Most unknown calls were
  telemarketers or wrong numbers.




  
But
  something about this call felt different.




  
Perhaps
  it was the late hour.




  
Perhaps
  it was the strange feeling crawling across her skin.




  
After
  the fourth ring, she answered.




  
"Hello?"




  
Silence.




  
Only
  faint static.




  
"Evelyn
  Hart speaking."




  
More
  silence.




  
Then
  a voice emerged.




  
Calm.




  
Cold.




  
Neither
  male nor female.




  
Almost
  mechanical.




  
"At
  12:04 AM, a black sedan will lose control on Riverside
  Bridge."




  
Evelyn
  blinked.




  
"What?"




  
"One
  person will die."




  
Her
  stomach tightened.




  
"Who
  is this?"




  
The
  voice continued as if she had not spoken.




  
"The
  vehicle will strike the eastern barrier before entering the
  river."




  
Evelyn
  stood.




  
"This
  isn't funny."




  
No
  response.




  
The
  voice delivered one final sentence.




  
"You
  have eleven minutes."




  
The
  call ended.




  
Evelyn
  stared at her phone.




  
The
  screen showed no number.




  
No
  caller information.




  
Nothing.




  
She
  laughed nervously.




  
"Okay.
  Very funny."




  
Someone
  was playing a prank.




  
That
  had to be it.




  
Yet
  the strange certainty in the voice lingered in her mind.




  
She
  walked to the kitchen and poured herself a glass of water.




  
Her
  hands were shaking slightly.




  
Why?




  
People
  received weird calls all the time.




  
Still,
  she couldn't stop thinking about Riverside Bridge.




  
It
  was only a few miles away.




  
The
  largest bridge connecting Blackwood to neighboring towns.




  
Traffic
  passed over it day and night.




  
An
  accident could happen there at any time.




  
Coincidence.




  
That
  was all this was.




  
Coincidence.




  
Evelyn
  returned to the living room.




  
11:58
  PM.




  
She
  tried reading.




  
The
  words blurred together.




  
Her
  attention kept returning to the phone.




  
12:00
  AM.




  
Nothing
  happened.




  
Of
  course nothing happened.




  
She
  shook her head.




  
The
  prank caller had succeeded.




  
They
  had gotten inside her head.




  
A
  few minutes later she finally relaxed.




  
Then
  she heard sirens.




  
One.




  
Then
  another.




  
Then
  several more.




  
The
  sound echoed through the rainy night.




  
Evelyn
  slowly lowered her book.




  
The
  sirens were heading toward the eastern side of town.




  
Toward
  Riverside Bridge.




  
Her
  heart skipped a beat.




  
"No."




  
She
  grabbed her laptop.




  
Local
  emergency radio channels were publicly accessible.




  
She
  opened one and listened.




  
Static
  crackled through the speakers.




  
Then
  a dispatcher spoke.




  
"Units
  responding to a major vehicle accident on Riverside
  Bridge."




  
Evelyn
  froze.




  
Her
  stomach dropped.




  
A
  second voice replied.




  
"Vehicle
  entered the water. Driver unresponsive."




  
The
  room suddenly felt colder.




  
Far
  colder.




  
Her
  eyes moved to the digital clock.




  
12:05
  AM.




  
Almost
  exactly as the caller had predicted.




  
The
  glass slipped from her hand.




  
Water
  splashed across the floor.




  
She
  didn't notice.




  
She
  couldn't.




  
Every
  thought inside her mind had stopped.




  
This
  wasn't possible.




  
No
  one could predict an accident down to the exact minute.




  
No
  one.




  
The
  dispatcher continued speaking.




  
Rescue
  teams were being sent.




  
Divers
  were preparing to enter the river.




  
The
  driver had likely drowned before emergency services
  arrived.




  
Evelyn
  sat down slowly.




  
Her
  breathing became shallow.




  
Her
  heart hammered against her chest.




  
The
  voice had been right.




  
Every
  detail.




  
The
  bridge.




  
The
  car.




  
The
  timing.




  
Even
  the death.




  
For
  several minutes she remained frozen.




  
Trying
  to find a logical explanation.




  
Maybe
  someone had planned the accident.




  
Maybe
  the caller was involved.




  
Maybe
  it was all staged.




  
Yet
  none of those possibilities felt right.




  
The
  prediction had been too precise.




  
Too
  calm.




  
Too
  certain.




  
Her
  phone remained silent.




  
She
  stared at it.




  
Waiting.




  
Expecting
  it to ring again.




  
It
  didn't.




  
Eventually
  she forced herself to stand.




  
She
  locked the apartment door.




  
Then
  checked it twice.




  
Then
  three times.




  
She
  wasn't sure why.




  
Fear
  had settled inside her chest.




  
Not
  fear of the accident.




  
Fear
  of the voice.




  
Who
  was it?




  
How
  did it know?




  
Why
  call her?




  
Questions
  multiplied faster than answers.




  
She
  barely slept that night.




  
Every
  creak of the building made her flinch.




  
Every
  shadow seemed darker than before.




  
At
  sunrise she finally drifted into a restless sleep.




  
A
  few hours later she woke to the sound of news reports.




  
The
  accident was everywhere.




  
The
  victim had been identified as a local businessman returning from
  a
  late dinner meeting.




  
Witnesses
  reported seeing the vehicle suddenly swerve before crashing
  through
  the bridge barrier.




  
Authorities
  suspected weather conditions played a role.




  
No
  foul play had been discovered.




  
No
  mystery.




  
Just
  a tragic accident.




  
At
  least according to the police.




  
Evelyn
  sat at her kitchen table staring at her coffee.




  
The
  voice echoed in her memory.




  
You
  have eleven minutes.




  
She
  opened her notebook.




  
As
  a journalist, documenting facts was instinctive.




  
Date.




  
Time.




  
Details
  of the call.




  
Everything.




  
She
  wrote for nearly an hour.




  
When
  she finished, she stared at the final sentence.




  
One
  person will die.




  
A
  chill ran through her body.




  
Most
  people would have dismissed the experience.




  
Most
  people would have convinced themselves it was luck.




  
Evelyn
  couldn't.




  
The
  prediction had been too exact.




  
Too
  impossible.




  
Somewhere,
  someone knew something they should not know.




  
And
  for reasons she could not understand, they had chosen her.




  
Outside,
  the rain continued falling.




  
Dark
  clouds covered the sky.




  
The
  city carried on as if nothing unusual had happened.




  
People
  went to work.




  
Children
  attended school.




  
Traffic
  filled the streets.




  
Life
  moved forward.




  
But
  Evelyn knew something had changed.




  
A
  door had opened.




  
A
  mystery had begun.




  
And
  deep inside, she feared the phone would ring again
  tonight.




  
At
  exactly 11:53 PM.





 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 2: Eleven Fifty-Three
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    




  
Evelyn
  spent the entire day trying to convince herself that there was a
  reasonable explanation for what had happened.




  
By
  noon, she had visited the police station.




  
By
  two o'clock, she had interviewed two officers involved in the
  Riverside Bridge investigation.




  
By
  four, she had spoken with emergency responders.




  
Nobody
  mentioned anything unusual.




  
Nobody
  suggested that the crash had been planned.




  
The
  accident was exactly what it appeared to be.




  
A
  tragic event caused by bad weather.




  
Nothing
  more.




  
Nothing
  less.




  
Yet
  every answer only made the mystery deeper.




  
The
  caller had known.




  
Not
  guessed.




  
Known.




  
As
  evening approached, a growing sense of dread settled inside
  her.




  
She
  returned home carrying a bag of groceries she barely remembered
  buying.




  
The
  sky darkened earlier than usual.




  
Heavy
  clouds once again covered Blackwood.




  
The
  weather forecast predicted another storm.




  
Perfect.




  
As
  if the city itself wanted to create the ideal atmosphere for
  nightmares.




  
Evelyn
  tried distracting herself.




  
She
  cleaned the apartment.




  
She
  watched television.




  
She
  answered emails.




  
She
  even attempted to continue reading her novel.




  
Nothing
  worked.




  
Every
  few minutes her eyes drifted toward the clock.




  
Time
  seemed slower than usual.




  
Each
  minute stretched endlessly.




  
By
  10:30 PM, she had already checked her phone more than twenty
  times.




  
No
  missed calls.




  
No
  messages.




  
No
  unknown numbers.




  
Part
  of her hoped the call would never come.




  
Another
  part desperately wanted it to.




  
Because
  if the phone remained silent, she could convince herself the
  previous
  night had been an impossible coincidence.




  
But
  if it rang again...




  
Then
  something far more frightening was happening.




  
At
  11:20 PM, the rain began.




  
At
  11:35 PM, thunder rolled across the city.




  
At
  11:45 PM, Evelyn stopped pretending she was relaxed.




  
She
  sat at her kitchen table with a notebook open in front of
  her.




  
A
  pen rested beside her hand.




  
She
  intended to record everything.




  
Every
  word.




  
Every
  detail.




  
Every
  clue.




  
The
  digital clock above the microwave glowed softly.




  
11:50
  PM.




  
Her
  pulse accelerated.




  
Five
  minutes.




  
Outside,
  lightning flashed.




  
The
  apartment briefly filled with white light before darkness
  returned.




  
11:51
  PM.




  
Evelyn
  swallowed hard.




  
11:52
  PM.




  
Her
  phone remained silent.




  
A
  tiny wave of relief washed through her.




  
Maybe
  it was over.




  
Maybe
  last night had been a bizarre accident.




  
Maybe—




  
The
  phone rang.




  
Her
  entire body froze.




  
Unknown
  Number.




  
Exactly
  as before.




  
The
  same blank screen.




  
The
  same impossible timing.




  
For
  several seconds she simply stared.




  
The
  ringing continued.




  
Once.




  
Twice.




  
Three
  times.




  
Finally,
  she answered.




  
"Who
  are you?"




  
Silence.




  
Static.




  
Then
  the voice returned.




  
Calm.




  
Emotionless.




  
Cold
  as ice.




  
"At
  12:07 AM, a fire will begin at 814 Willow Street."




  
Evelyn
  immediately grabbed her pen.




  
"What
  do you want from me?"




  
"The
  fire will spread to neighboring structures within six
  minutes."




  
Her
  heart pounded.




  
"Tell
  me who you are."




  
No
  response.




  
"The
  first victim will be trapped on the second floor."




  
Evelyn
  wrote every word.




  
Her
  handwriting shook.




  
"Listen
  to me. How do you know this?"




  
The
  voice continued.




  
"Three
  people will survive."




  
A
  flash of lightning illuminated the room.




  
Thunder
  followed seconds later.




  
"The
  fourth will not."




  
Evelyn
  stood abruptly.




  
"If
  this is real, tell me how to stop it."




  
For
  the first time, there was a pause.




  
A
  longer pause than before.




  
Then
  the voice spoke again.




  
"You
  have fourteen minutes."




  
The
  line disconnected.




  
Evelyn
  stared at the phone.




  
14
  minutes.




  
The
  same pattern.




  
A
  prediction.




  
A
  countdown.




  
Then
  silence.




  
This
  time she wasn't going to wait.




  
She
  grabbed her keys and rushed toward the door.




  
As
  a journalist, she knew Willow Street.




  
A
  residential neighborhood less than ten minutes away.




  
If
  she drove fast enough, she could reach it before midnight.




  
Maybe.




  
Her
  car sped through rain-covered streets.




  
Windshield
  wipers struggled against the storm.




  
Traffic
  was nearly nonexistent.




  
The
  city felt abandoned.




  
At
  every red light, she checked the clock.




  
11:57
  PM.




  
11:59
  PM.




  
12:01
  AM.




  
Her
  grip tightened around the steering wheel.




  
What
  exactly was she planning to do?




  
Knock
  on doors?




  
Tell
  strangers their house was about to catch fire because a
  mysterious
  caller said so?




  
Nobody
  would believe her.




  
She
  barely believed herself.




  
Still,
  she kept driving.




  
When
  she arrived on Willow Street, everything appeared normal.




  
Rows
  of quiet houses lined both sides of the road.




  
Porch
  lights glowed softly.




  
Trees
  swayed in the wind.




  
No
  smoke.




  
No
  flames.




  
No
  panic.




  
Evelyn
  parked near number 814.




  
The
  house was dark.




  
Nothing
  seemed wrong.




  
She
  checked her watch.




  
12:04
  AM.




  
Three
  minutes remaining.




  
A
  terrible feeling settled in her stomach.




  
Maybe
  she should call emergency services.




  
But
  what would she say?




  
A
  ghost predicted a fire?




  
They
  would think she was insane.




  
12:05
  AM.




  
Rain
  continued falling.




  
12:06
  AM.




  
Still
  nothing.




  
Her
  hope began returning.




  
Maybe
  this prediction was wrong.




  
Maybe
  the first accident had been luck.




  
Then
  she saw it.




  
A
  flicker.




  
Orange
  light behind a second-floor window.




  
Tiny.




  
Barely
  visible.




  
For
  a moment she thought it was a lamp.




  
Then
  another flash appeared.




  
And
  another.




  
Suddenly
  flames erupted through the glass.




  
Evelyn's
  heart stopped.




  
"No..."




  
The
  window shattered.




  
Fire
  exploded outward.




  
Alarms
  began screaming from inside the house.




  
A
  second later, neighboring homes lit up as people rushed
  outside.




  
Shouts
  echoed through the street.




  
Someone
  called for help.




  
Someone
  else screamed.




  
The
  nightmare had begun.




  
Exactly
  on schedule.




  
Evelyn
  grabbed her phone and dialed emergency services.




  
The
  dispatcher answered immediately.




  
She
  reported the fire.




  
But
  even as she spoke, she knew she was already too late.




  
The
  caller had been right again.




  
Every
  second.




  
Every
  detail.




  
Smoke
  poured into the sky.




  
Flames
  spread rapidly.




  
Residents
  gathered outside despite the rain.




  
Then
  a woman emerged from the crowd.




  
Terrified.




  
Crying.




  
Pointing
  toward the burning house.




  
"My
  father is still inside!"




  
Firefighters
  had not yet arrived.




  
People
  hesitated.




  
Nobody
  wanted to enter.




  
The
  heat was already intense.




  
Evelyn
  looked toward the second floor.




  
The
  trapped victim.




  
The
  first victim.




  
Just
  as the voice had said.




  
Her
  pulse hammered inside her ears.




  
The
  prediction wasn't simply accurate.




  
It
  was perfect.




  
A
  horrifying blueprint of reality itself.




  
Minutes
  later sirens filled the air.




  
Emergency
  crews arrived.




  
Firefighters
  rushed into action.











































                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






