
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Eleventh Plague

        

        
        
          T.K.ANGA

        

        
          Published by T.K. ANGA, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE ELEVENTH PLAGUE

    

    
      First edition. September 15, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 T.K.ANGA.

    

    
    
      Written by T.K.ANGA.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication
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For the forgotten generation, a generation of children born into a battle they did not choose, bearing the incurable wounds of a poison they were fed in the womb. You are the living proof of a national sin, a testament to a system that looked away.

For the healers, the soldiers abandoned on the frontlines of a war our leaders refuse to name. You are the ones left to clean the blood and count the bodies, your own spirit a casualty of a state that values profit over the lives you fight so desperately to save.

For the truth-tellers, the ghosts and the martyrs, who were hunted, silenced, and destroyed not just by a corporation, but by a system that chose to protect its comfortable lies rather than your inconvenient truth. Your names will become a fire.

And for every soul trapped in the cage of addiction, a prison built with marketing genius and political complicity, a cage we all pretend is a playground. May you find the strength to break the lock.
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Epigraphs
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“If you are neutral in situations of injustice, you have chosen the side of the oppressor.”

— Archbishop Desmond Tutu

“A virus has no motive. A plague that profits has a soul, and it is a hungry one.” 

— T. K. ANGA
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Prologue
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The scene is always the same. It is a Friday night, and the air in the resuscitation bay is thick with the smell of blood, antiseptic, and the sweet, cloying scent of whiskey on a driver’s breath. A paramedic is cutting the clothes from a body that was, an hour ago, a teenage girl on her way home from a movie. A doctor, her face a pale mask of exhaustion, is shouting orders. A monitor is screaming its one, high, terrible note of finality. A family, somewhere, is asleep, and does not yet know that their world has just ended.

This scene is not unique to one city, or one country. It is a ritual, a sacrifice, repeated tonight in Glasgow and in Moscow, in Milwaukee and in Manila. It is the steady, thrumming heartbeat of a global pandemic that we have chosen not to name.

We have been sold a story. A story of celebration, of sophistication, of national pride sponsored by our favorite beer. A story of camaraderie, of relaxation, of a hard-earned drink at the end of a long day. It is a beautiful story. And it is a lie.

Here is the truth, written not in marketing copy, but in the global ledger of the dead. Three million lives, ended, every single year. A city the size of Rome, erased from the earth annually. It is a master key, a single molecule that unlocks over two hundred different doors to disease, to violence, and to despair. It is the silent, efficient engine behind our most intimate terrors: the fist through the wall, the car wrapped around the tree, the cancerous cells blooming in a liver.

It is a harvest of the young. For people aged 20–39, it is the single greatest risk factor for premature death on planet Earth.

And yet... we do not call it a plague. We call it an industry. We wage trillion-dollar wars on other, lesser drugs, building walls and prisons to keep them out. Yet we invite this, the most decorated and prolific killer of all, to be the guest of honor at our weddings, our funerals, and our victory parades. We pass it to our children in their first, tentative sips, a small, loving, and catastrophic act of cultural inheritance.

If nothing changes, the future is already written. The annual death toll will become background noise, a statistic as unremarkable as the quarterly GDP. The boardrooms in London, in Amsterdam, in Tokyo will continue to refine their elegant, data-driven strategies for “early brand enrollment,” and the emergency rooms in the forgotten corners of the world will continue to clean up the mess. The sickness, which is not the liquid in the bottle but the silence and complicity that surround it, will become the permanent, unremarked-upon condition of the human soul.

This story is set in one country, at the bleeding, epicentre of this global pandemic. But the corporate playbook, the political hypocrisy, the devastating human cost, and the quiet, desperate courage of those who choose to fight back... that story is the same everywhere.

This is not a work of fiction. It is a mirror.

The only question is: what will you see when you look?



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter

1

The Longest Night
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The air in the resuscitation bay was a thick cocktail of iron, antiseptic, and the sour-sweet decay of stale liquor. It was a smell Dr. Elara Vance no longer noticed, a scent that had woven itself into the fabric of her scrubs, her hair, the very lining of her lungs. Fluorescent lights hummed a flat, indifferent note overhead, bleaching the colour from everything, turning the crimson blossoms of blood on the floor to a dull, rust-brown. A monitor beeped a steady, reassuring rhythm—a rare sound in this room, on this night.

Elara’s hands moved with a life of their own, a symphony of practiced, blood-slicked grace. The needle, a silver sliver, danced through flesh, stitching together the edges of a wound that yawned across a young man’s abdomen. Her mind was a quiet, orderly place, a fortress built of procedure and terminology. Superficial fascia, rectus sheath, peritoneum. Clean entry, no signs of perforation. Lucky. The thoughts were smooth stones, worn of all emotional texture. It was her only defense against the tide of mangled bodies the end-of-the-month Friday night invariably dragged in.

“Pressure’s stable. He’ll get to sing in the choir on Sunday,” a junior doctor muttered, his face pale above his mask.

Elara didn’t look up. “He’ll be back here by next Friday with a new hole to patch. Get him up to surgical observation.” Her voice was flat, devoid of triumph. She stripped her gloves, the snap of latex a small, sharp punctuation mark in the room’s cacophony.

Then, the swing doors burst open with a pneumatic sigh, and the familiar squeal of a gurney’s wheels cut through the air. On it lay a face she knew as well as her own reflection in a dark window. The scar tissue along his jaw was a roadmap of her own previous work.

A flicker. A tiny, almost imperceptible hesitation in her practiced movements.

“What is it this time, Sipho?” she asked, her voice a low monotone that betrayed nothing.

Sipho’s eyes, glazed with pain and cheap alcohol, fluttered open. A weak, bloody smile touched his lips. “Just a disagreement, Dok. Over a lady.”

The wound in his side was deep, a vicious, weeping mouth. Elara’s fingers, newly gloved, probed the edges with a dispassionate touch, but her mind was screaming. This is the fourth time in six months. The stitches from the last one haven’t even fully dissolved. He was a ghost she couldn’t exorcise, a living testament to the futility of her skill.

“Well, she must have been something special,” Elara said, her hands already working, packing, clamping, stemming a tide she knew would only flow again.

An hour later, in the toxic quiet of the doctors' lounge, the air tasted of burnt coffee and despair. Dr. Molefe, a man whose face had been carved into a permanent mask of weary cynicism, stared at the flickering screen of a dead monitor as if it held all the world’s secrets. His presence filled the small room with a heavy, gravitational pull of exhaustion.

“I saw they brought your boy back in,” he said without looking at her. “The frequent flyer.”

Elara poured the sludge from the coffee pot into a stained mug. “Sipho.”

“You stitched him up well,” Molefe continued, his voice raspy. “Good practice for next month.” He finally turned his head, his eyes twin pits of burnout. “You can’t save them from themselves, Elara. You can’t stitch up a society. Stop trying before you become like me.”

“And what are you?” she asked, the words sharper than she intended.

“Retired,” he said, a grim smile not reaching his eyes. “I just haven’t told my body yet.”

Before she could answer, a distant sound began to grow, a sound that made every doctor in the hospital pause. The rising, multi-layered wail of a chorus of approaching sirens. Not one, but many. Molefe closed his eyes. “The beast is hungry tonight.”

Elara left her coffee untouched and walked back into the war zone.

The doors crashed open. It was a multi-car pile-up from the N2. Chaos erupted, a sudden, violent squall. Shouts, orders, the frantic beeping of monitors protesting the failing bodies they were attached to. Elara’s mind went quiet again, the fortress walls shooting up. She was no longer a person; she was an instrument, a fulcrum around which this storm of life and death would pivot.

Her focus landed on a young woman, her body a broken ruin on the gurney. A schoolteacher, one of the paramedics yelled over the din. Thirty-two weeks pregnant. Elara’s world narrowed to the fragile, fluttering pulse beneath her fingertips, the desperate fight to save two lives from a single act of violence. They worked, a frantic, synchronized team, but the injuries were too catastrophic. The steady beep of the monitor beside the teacher’s head slowed, faltered, and then flat lined into a single, piercing tone of finality.

“Time of death,” Elara said, her voice a hollow echo in her own ears, “01:47.”

As she stepped back, a new gurney was wheeled in. A young man, handsome and well-dressed, his expensive clothes torn and stained. He was belligerent, shouting at a nurse, the smell of high-end liquor rolling off him in waves. He had a shallow cut on his forehead.

“Don’t you know who I am?” he slurred, shoving away a helping hand.

He was the driver of the other car. The son of Deputy Minister Thabo Mabuza.

A cold, heavy stillness settled in Elara’s chest. The air crackled with a new kind of tension. Before a junior doctor could even properly prep a blood alcohol kit, two men in sharp, dark suits appeared as if from nowhere. They moved with a quiet, menacing authority, their voices low murmurs to the single, overwhelmed police officer in the corner. Papers were shown. A phone call was made.

“He’s being transferred to a private clinic for observation,” the officer announced, his eyes fixed on the floor.

Elara watched, frozen, as the Deputy Minister's son was helped onto a private gurney by his security detail and whisked away, leaving behind nothing but the lingering scent of his cologne and the dead body of a pregnant schoolteacher. The system hadn’t just failed; it had been surgically bypassed.

Later, in the pre-dawn stillness, another alarm sounded. Sipho. He had thrown a clot. They fought for him, but the ER was stretched too thin, the senior staff exhausted from the pile-up. He died on her table, a quiet, unremarkable death that would be just another line in a long report.

Elara stood for a long time in the silent resuscitation bay, the twin ghosts of the teacher and the boy crowding the air around her. She looked at her hands, the instruments that could rebuild a human body but were powerless against the forces that broke them. The injustice was a physical thing, a shard of ice in her gut. She walked to an empty terminal, the fluorescent lights humming above. Her fingers, trembling slightly now, found the keyboard. She opened a new, encrypted file.

And she began to type.

Case 001: Jane Doe, female, approx. 30. GSW: N/A. MVA. Cause of death: Massive internal hemorrhaging. Circumstances: Hit by intoxicated driver, son of Deputy Minister Mabuza. Driver removed from scene by private security. No BAC test administered.

Case 002: Sipho Ndlovu, male, 24. GSW: N/A. Penetrating stab wound. Cause of death: Pulmonary embolism. Circumstances: Fourth admission in six months for alcohol-related assault. Delayed response due to resource diversion for MVA Case 001.

The fortress walls were down. And Dr. Elara Vance was building an arsenal.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter

2

The Ledger of Ghosts
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Dawn bled across the bruised sky above Cape Town, painting the sharp edges of Table Mountain in hues of soft violet and rose. From the window of her sterile apartment, the city looked peaceful, a sleeping giant. But Dr. Elara Vance saw it differently now. She saw a cartography of pain, a sprawling network of highways waiting for their next pile-up, of taverns simmering with violence, of homes where silence was more terrifying than shouting. The beauty of the morning was a lie.

Her laptop was open on the kitchen counter, its cold blue light the only illumination in the room. On the screen was the spreadsheet she had started hours ago, a document she was already thinking of as ‘The Ledger’. The two entries from last night stared back at her, stark and absolute. Two names. Two lives reduced to a handful of cells in a grid. It felt like both a desecration and the only sane thing she had ever done.

Sleep hadn't come. Instead, she had showered away the hospital smell, the ghost of blood and liquor, only to find it embedded deeper, a stain on her memory. She’d made coffee she didn't drink and had fallen into a rabbit hole of online news articles. Deputy Minister Mabuza Denounces “Tragic Accident,” Pledges Support for Road Safety Initiatives. The hypocrisy was a physical, nauseating thing. She found a society page photo of the son, Leo Mabuza, smiling with a champagne flute in his hand at some polo event. The caption called him one of Cape Town’s most dashing young philanthropists.

A soft chime from her work phone pulled her from the screen. A calendar reminder: Family Consultation, S. Ndlovu. 08:00.

The air in the hospital’s family waiting room was thick with the scent of cheap floor polish and anxiety. It was a small, windowless box designed for the delivery of bad news. Elara had always found it perversely honest. There were no false comforts here.

Sipho’s mother, a woman named Nomvula, sat perfectly still on the edge of a worn vinyl chair. She was a small woman, but she possessed a profound, quiet stillness that seemed to bend the room around her. Her hands, calloused from a lifetime of work, were folded neatly in her lap. She looked up as Elara entered, her eyes clear, deep, and utterly devoid of illusion. She had been here before.

Elara sat opposite her. The familiar, clinical words of condolence felt like ash in her mouth. She dispensed with them.

“Mrs. Ndlovu,” she began, her voice softer than it had been in the ER. “Sipho... he developed a complication after the surgery. A blood clot. We did everything we could, but we couldn't save him.”

Nomvula Ndlovu did not weep. She simply nodded, a slow, deliberate motion, as if confirming a fact, she had known her entire life. She held Elara’s gaze, and for the first time in years, Elara felt the protective shell of her professionalism crack.

“Was he alone, Doctor?” Nomvula’s voice was a low, steady thrum.

The question struck Elara with the force of a physical blow. She thought of the frantic, crowded room, of her attention being pulled in a dozen directions. “A nurse was with him when it happened. We were all there in seconds.” It was the truth, but it was not the whole truth.

Nomvula nodded again. “He was a good boy. Before the drink.” She looked down at her hands. “Every time he came here, you fixed him. I would pray, ‘Thank you, Lord, for the doctor with the clever hands.’ I thought... I thought maybe this time he would learn.” A single tear finally escaped and traced a silent path through the lines on her cheek. “Was it very busy last night, Doctor? Was there a lot of trouble?”

Here it was. The moment that would define her. The easy answer was ‘yes’. It was always yes. But Elara hesitated. The image of Leo Mabuza, belligerent and protected, flashed in her mind. The memory of the resources, the attention, the sheer system-bending power that had been diverted to him while Sipho’s life hung by a thread. The silence stretched.

“Yes,” Elara said, the word tasting like a lie. “It was a difficult night.”

She couldn’t meet the woman’s gaze. She found herself staring at her own hands, the ‘clever hands’ Nomvula had prayed for. They felt empty. Useless.

Nomvula stood, her dignity a shield. “Thank you for trying, Doctor. For all the times you tried.”

She walked out, leaving Elara alone in the crushing silence, the weight of that unearned gratitude pressing down on her like the ocean.

She found Dr. Molefe near the vending machines, methodically feeding coins into the slot for a packet of stale peanuts. He looked as if he hadn’t moved since last night. He glanced at her, his eyes taking in the tremor in her hands, the tightness around her mouth.

“You spoke to the mother,” he stated. It wasn’t a question.

Elara nodded, her throat tight.

Molefe retrieved his peanuts and opened the bag with a soft crinkle. “Now you’ve seen the real disease, Elara,” he said, his voice low and gravelly. “It’s not in the wounds. It’s not in the liver. It’s in the paperwork. It’s in the phone calls that get made and the reports that get buried.” He chewed a peanut thoughtfully. “And there is no scalpel for that.”

He was trying to warn her, to pull her back from the ledge he had thrown himself from years ago. But his words had the opposite effect. They were a confirmation, a diagnosis. And if you could diagnose a disease, you could begin to search for a cure.

That evening, back in her apartment, the city lights outside twinkled with a false promise of magic. Elara sat before The Ledger. The two lines of text had become a foundation. She navigated to the end of the columns and created a new one. She typed the heading: Contributing Systemic Factors.

Beside Jane Doe, the pregnant teacher, she wrote: Delayed justice. Perpetrator shielded from consequences by political influence.

And besides Sipho Ndlovu, she wrote: Resource diversion to politically connected patient. Chronic societal neglect.

The cursor blinked at the end of the line. The city was still a place of pain, but it was no longer random. She could see the patterns now, the invisible architecture of the crisis. It wasn't a tide. It was a machine. And Elara Vance, the doctor with the clever hands, was going to figure out how to dismantle it.
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3

The Ghost in the Blood
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Here, 300 kilometers northeast of the cold Atlantic coast, the sun was not a gentle source of light but an active, oppressive force. It beat down on the red earth of the Northern Cape, baking it into a cracked mosaic that stretched to a horizon shimmering with heat. The air was thin and tasted of dust. This was the land of stark beauty and long memory, a place where the ghosts of the past didn't just haunt the landscape; they were baked into its very soil.

In the center of this vastness was a splash of defiant life: Siyathandwa, ‘We Are Loved’. It was a collection of single-story buildings, their whitewashed walls streaked with the rust-coloured tears of the last rain. A tired diesel generator hummed a constant, monotonous tune. But every wall, inside and out, was covered in the brilliant, chaotic art of children—lopsided suns, stick-figure families with too many fingers, and animals of impossible colours.

Zola Mbeki sat on a worn wooden step, her fingers deftly weaving a braid into the hair of a little girl named Nomsa. The child hummed a tuneless song, her head tilted trustingly against Zola’s knee. Zola’s hands were never still. They were hands that could soothe a tantrum, fix a leaking pipe, stretch a pot of pap to feed three extra mouths, and hold a broken heart together. As she tied off the braid with a bright yellow ribbon, her thumb gently traced the smooth, flat philtrum above Nomsa’s upper lip, an invisible mark of the poison that had shaped her before she ever took her first breath.

“There,” Zola whispered. “As beautiful as a sunrise.”

Nomsa beamed, then immediately scrambled off into the dusty yard to show a friend, her unlaced shoes flapping.

A commotion near the gate drew Zola’s attention. Kgotso, a lanky seventeen-year-old with eyes that never seemed to focus on one thing for long, was being marched back to the sanctuary by an irate shopkeeper.

“He traded the brand-new spade for this!” the shopkeeper fumed, dangling a cheap, glittering plastic key chain. “The spade I donated last week!”

Zola met Kgotso’s eyes. There was no malice in them, only a deep, swimming confusion. The concept of value, of future consequence, was a language his mind could not grasp. The shiny object had been a siren’s call to his impulsive nature.

“I’m so sorry, Mr. Venter,” Zola said, her voice calm and even. “Kgotso, give the man his key chain back.” She would pay for the spade. Again. It was a tax she paid for living in a world that had no patience for the wounds you could not see.

Later, in the quiet heat of the afternoon, she found her brother. Thabo sat under the shade of a lone pepper tree, his back straight, his focus absolute. He was arranging small, smooth stones in complex, spiralling patterns in the dust. He was twenty-two, but in his mind, the world was a volatile, overwhelming sea. These stones were his anchor. He didn’t look up as Zola sat beside him, her presence as familiar and comforting as the shade of the tree. She didn’t speak. She just picked up a stone and placed it at the end of one of his spiralling arms, a silent act of communion. This was her heart, her motivation and her heartbreak, sitting right here in the red dust. He was the living map of their community’s stolen potential.

A voice, tight with nerves, cut through the quiet. “Zola? Do I look okay?”

Luthando stood in the doorway of the main building. He was twenty, and he wore a white shirt, carefully ironed but frayed at the collar, and trousers that were an inch too short. He clutched a crumpled piece of paper in his hand. Today was his interview for a job packing boxes at the new depot development on the edge of town.

Zola’s heart swelled with a fierce, painful hope. Luthando was her proof. Proof that with love and stability, a life marked by FASD could still hold purpose.

“You look handsome, Luthando. A real professional,” she said, getting up and brushing the dust from her skirt. She straightened his collar. “Remember what we practiced?”

“Yes,” he recited, his eyes fixed on a point just over her shoulder. “Maintain eye contact. Do not interrupt. When they ask if I have questions, I must ask, ‘What are the opportunities for growth in this position?’” He said the words perfectly, a memorized script. The challenge would be the parts that weren't on the script.

As Luthando began the long walk to the main road, Gogo Thandiwe, a community elder whose face was a beautiful parchment of wrinkles, came and sat in the shade. She watched the young man’s retreating back.

“He has a good heart, that one,” she said, her voice raspy like dry leaves. She squinted into the sun. “He reminds me of my father. A good heart, but... muddled. The dop did that.” She spoke of the dop system, the generations of farm workers paid in cheap wine, as if it were the weather—a cruel but inescapable fact of life. “Every day, they would line us up. The men, the women. A tin cup of sweet, sticky wine. It kept you working, and it kept you thirsty for the next day. It kept you bound. My mother drank it when I was in her belly. She drank it when my brother was in her belly. We carry the ghost of that wine in our blood, my child. Some of us just show it more than others.”

Zola looked from the Gogo’s ancient, knowing eyes to the children playing in the yard—Nomsa, still struggling with her shoelaces; Kgotso, now staring blankly at the gate. She looked at Thabo, lost in his silent world of stones. The ghost was everywhere. The children in her care were not the victims of a modern health crisis; they were the living evidence of a crime that had never ended.

Her gaze followed Luthando, now just a small, determined silhouette against the vast, indifferent landscape. He was walking toward a future, carrying all their hopes with him. And Zola prayed, with an intensity that made her chest ache, that the world would, for once, see the boy and not the ghost.
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An Obituary for the Truth
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Johannesburg was a city with a restless heartbeat. Even from his fourth-floor apartment, a cramped box of books and regret, Ben Dekker could feel its frantic, thrumming pulse. It was in the perpetual growl of traffic on the M1, the distant cry of sirens, the faint, spicy scent of street-vendor boerewors mingling with the metallic tang of exhaust. The city was a living thing, loud and hungry and utterly indifferent to the ghosts it created.

Ben’s ghost was a particularly tenacious one. It sat with him now as he stared at his laptop screen, the cursor blinking on a half-finished sentence. With its artisanal beans and minimalist decor, ‘The Daily Grind’ offers a caffeine-fueled oasis for the discerning urbanite. The words were sawdust in his mouth. Five years ago, he was a finalist for the Taco Kuiper Award for Investigative Journalism. He was taking on a multinational mining corporation, exposing their trail of environmental devastation and political bribery. Today, he was writing about coffee.

The Strategic Lawsuit Against Public Participation—the SLAPP suit—had been brutally effective. It hadn't just buried him in legal fees he couldn't afford; it had professionally neutered him. They’d made him toxic. No reputable editor would touch him. So he wrote about coffee and boutique hotels for a faceless content mill, each bland adjective a fresh shovel of dirt on the grave of the man he used to be.

An email notification chimed, a small, intrusive sound. It was from an anonymous, encrypted address. The subject line was a single question: Still thirsty?

Ben’s blood ran cold. It was a phrase from the old mining investigation, a code he and his primary source had used. His first instinct was to delete it, to scrub its existence from his machine and his memory. Paranoia was a lesson the lawsuit had taught him well. His thumb hovered over the trackpad. But he hesitated.

The body of the email was just as sparse. They’re still poisoning the wells, Ben. Just calling it something else. Do you still write obituaries for the truth? Below the text was a single, password-protected file.

He closed his laptop. The ghost in the room felt heavier now, its breath cold on his neck.

That afternoon, he met the ghost of his past in a dimly lit bar in Melville that smelled of stale beer and forgotten ambitions. Mark Renslow had once been a senior geologist at the mining corporation, a man with a sharp mind and a moral compass that had cost him everything. Now, he looked like a frayed-wire caricature of his former self. His eyes, constantly darting towards the door, were hollowed out by fear. His hands trembled as he lifted his glass of lukewarm water.

“I was surprised you came,” Mark said, his voice a dry rasp.

“Your text sounded urgent,” Ben replied, pushing a coaster around on the sticky table.

Mark gave a short, bitter laugh. “Urgent? No. Nothing’s urgent anymore. Just... permanent.” He leaned forward, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “They still watch me, you know. Cars parked across the street. Clicks on my phone line. Or maybe it’s just me. I can’t tell the difference anymore.” He took a shaky sip of water. “I saw your article. On the city’s best artisanal bakeries. It was... nice.”

The word hung in the air between them, an indictment.

“It pays the bills, Mark.”

“Does it?” Mark’s gaze was sharp; a brief flash of the man he once was. “My wife left me two years ago. My kids won’t speak to me. I lost my pension, my house. I work the night shift at a security depot, watching empty boxes. All for a truth that nobody wanted to hear.” He leaned back, the fire gone from his eyes. “You got to write about croissants, Ben. I just got... erased.”

The guilt was a physical thing, a tightening in Ben’s chest that made it hard to breathe. He had a byline. Mark had a life sentence.

“I’m sorry, Mark,” he said, the words utterly inadequate.

“Don’t be,” Mark whispered, his eyes on the door again. “Just be careful. There’s no such thing as an old ghost. They never die. They just find new houses to haunt.”
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