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THE BODY THE EARTH REFUSED
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Night had swallowed the Nile once again.

But the river no longer resembled water.

It looked alive.

The black current moved slowly beneath the moonlight while rotten reeds bent with the wind along the muddy banks. Far away, jackals screamed somewhere within the darkness.

And beneath the earth...

Something was breathing.

—
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Three gravekeepers stood beside a fresh grave.

None of them wanted to remain there long.

Because people had begun fearing cemeteries more than death itself.

The youngest of the men wiped sweat from his forehead.

“He died too fast,” he whispered.

The older gravekeeper continued throwing dirt into the grave.

“Hunger kills quickly now.”

The third man glanced nervously toward the Nile.

“No...”

Silence.

“He looked frightened before he died.”

The old gravekeeper stopped digging for a moment.

Everyone in Egypt looked frightened now.

—
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The corpse lying within the grave belonged to a fisherman.

Thin.

Gray-skinned.

His ribs pushed against his flesh like broken branches beneath cloth.

But something about the body felt wrong.

The youngest gravekeeper noticed it first.

“Why is he not rotting?”

The old man frowned.

“What?”

“The smell.”

They all froze.

Because there was no smell.

No death.

No decay.

Only dry earth.

The old gravekeeper spat into the grave.

“Bury him.”

Quickly.

—
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The final shovels of dirt covered the corpse.

Then silence returned to the Nile.

The men immediately turned to leave.

No prayers.

No final words.

People had become too tired for mourning.

But as they walked away...

A sound came from beneath the soil.

Clink.

All three stopped.

The youngest slowly turned around.

“What was that?”

No one answered.

Then it came again.

Clink.

Like fingernails striking stone.

The old gravekeeper’s face lost color.

“Keep walking.”

“But—”

“KEEP WALKING.”

The three men disappeared into the darkness.

And behind them...

The grave continued moving.

—
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Near midnight...

The wind died.

The Nile became silent.

Even the insects stopped.

Then the earth shifted.

Slowly.

The soil above the grave cracked apart.

One hand emerged first.

Gray.

Dry.

Its skin looked stretched tightly over bone.

Another hand followed.

Then...

The corpse pulled itself upward from the earth.

No breath.

No sound.

Only the dry movement of dead muscles.

The fisherman stood motionless beside his own grave.

Moonlight struck his face.

His lips had cracked open.

His eyes were completely white.

And from the corner of his mouth...

Black sand slowly poured out.

—
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Far away, in the palace, Pharaoh Neferkarê awoke screaming.

Neferkarê

The guards rushed inside immediately.

“My lord!”

The Pharaoh sat upright in bed.

Sweat covered his body.

His hands trembled violently.

He pointed toward the corner of the chamber.

“There!”

The guards turned.

Nothing.

Only darkness.

But the Pharaoh continued staring.

Because for one brief moment...

He had seen a man standing beside his bed.

A dead man.

Covered in soil.

—
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Meanwhile...

Deep beneath the temple...

High Priest Amun-Seth abruptly opened his eyes.

Amun-Seth

The candles around him flickered violently.

The black book resting upon the stone table had opened by itself.

Its empty pages slowly filled with ink.

The High Priest approached carefully.

New words were forming.

Line by line.

“The earth has begun rejecting the dead.”

The High Priest’s breathing slowed.

More words appeared.

“The first body has returned.”

At that exact moment...

The temple trembled.

A deep vibration echoed beneath the stone floor.

BOOM.

The High Priest froze.

Because he recognized that vibration.

The underground city.

Something below had awakened again.

—
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Near the Nile...

The corpse began walking.

Slowly.

Its movements looked unnatural.

As though the body had forgotten how humans moved.

Its joints cracked with every step.

Clink.

Clink.

The fisherman crossed the muddy shore barefoot.

And everywhere it stepped...

The soil dried instantly.

Grass withered.

Water darkened.

Life retreated.

—
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A drunk old man wandering near the river suddenly stopped.

He stared toward the darkness.

At first, he thought it was another beggar.

Then the corpse stepped into the moonlight.

The old man staggered backward.

“In the name of the gods...”

The corpse tilted its head slowly.

Its dry jaw cracked open.

Black sand spilled from its mouth.

Then it spoke.

Its voice sounded like dust moving across stone.

“Toprak...”

Crack.

“...beni...”

Crack.

“...istemedi.”

The old man screamed.

And ran.

But behind him...

The dead fisherman continued walking beside the Nile.

Toward the city.

Toward the living.

And far above Egypt...

One of the nine black rings slowly began to turn again.
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THE SMELL OF OPEN GRAVES
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The smell spread before sunrise.

At first, people believed it came from the Nile.

Rotten fish.

Wet mud.

Dead animals trapped between the reeds.

But by noon...

The smell had entered the city itself.

And it smelled like opened graves.

—
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The market near the southern gate was quieter than usual.

Even the thieves whispered now.

Women covered their noses with cloth while merchants burned incense beside their stalls, but nothing worked.

Because the smell did not remain outside the body.

It settled inside the lungs.

A butcher wiping blood from his table suddenly stopped cutting meat.

“You smell it too?”

The old merchant beside him nodded slowly.

“It’s getting worse.”

A child nearby whispered:

“It comes at night.”

The adults immediately fell silent.

Because children had begun saying strange things again.

—
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Near the eastern cemetery...

The gravekeepers refused to work after sunset.

The old gravekeeper from the previous night sat beside a fire with trembling hands.

He had not slept.

Every time he closed his eyes...

He saw the fisherman climbing out of the earth.

Another worker spat into the sand.

“You buried him yourself?”

The old man nodded.

“And he stood back up?”

Silence.

The others exchanged uneasy glances.

At last, the youngest whispered:

“That thing by the river...”

The old gravekeeper immediately interrupted him.

“Do not call it a thing.”

“Then what is it?”

The fire cracked softly.

No one answered.

Because naming fear makes it real.

—
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That same night...

The sounds began.

At first, they were distant.

Tiny noises beneath the earth.

Scratch.

Scratch.

Scratch.

People froze inside their homes.

Because the sounds came from below the streets.

From beneath walls.

From beneath beds.

From beneath graves.

—
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In a narrow alley near the temple district, a woman held her son tightly against her chest.

The scratching continued outside their door.

Slow.

Patient.

The child whispered fearfully:

“Mother...”

“Quiet.”

The sound stopped.

Silence filled the room.

Then came another noise.

A dry breath.

Long.

Hollow.

As though dust itself were breathing.

The woman covered the child’s mouth.

Because something was standing outside.

Listening.

—
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Meanwhile...

High Priest Amun-Seth walked alone through the lower temple corridors.

Amun-Seth

The oil lamp in his hand flickered weakly.

The black book remained open beneath his arm.

And new sentences continued appearing across its pages.

“The dead no longer belong below.”

The High Priest stopped walking.

Another line formed slowly.

“The soil has begun refusing corruption.”

Amun-Seth narrowed his eyes.

Because the wording frightened him more than death itself.

Refusing corruption.

As though the earth itself had become disgusted.

—

[image: ]


Above the city...

The nine rings in the sky looked darker tonight.

People no longer prayed when they saw them.

They lowered their heads instead.

—
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Near midnight...

A patrol of three soldiers crossed the northern cemetery.

None of them wished to be there.

The youngest kept gripping his spear too tightly.

“I hate this place.”

The older soldier laughed nervously.

“You hate every place.”

Then...

Clink.

The soldiers froze.

The sound came from somewhere among the graves.

Clink.

Like fingernails striking stone.

The youngest raised his torch.

“Who’s there?!”

No answer.

Only darkness.

Then came another sound.

A slow walking noise.

Not footsteps.

Dragging.

Dry.

As though dead feet scraped against dirt.

The oldest soldier stepped backward.

“We leave. Now.”

But the youngest moved toward the graves instead.

His torchlight crossed broken stones...

Open soil...

And then—

He saw them.

Several graves had opened from the inside.

The dirt was pushed outward.

Not inward.

The soldier’s breathing stopped.

And within the darkness between the tombstones...

Shapes stood motionless.

Human shapes.

Too thin.

Too dry.

Watching.

—
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The torch fell from his hand.

The figures did not run.

Did not attack.

They simply stood there.

Breathing.

Dry breaths.

Like wind passing through hollow bones.

One of the figures slowly stepped forward into the torchlight.

Its skin looked stretched over its skull.

Its lips had split apart.

And black sand poured endlessly from its mouth.

The soldier whispered:

“Gods...”

The corpse tilted its head.

Then spoke with a voice like cracking wood.

“Corpo...”

Crack.

“...Seco...”

The soldiers stared blankly.

They did not understand the language.

But somehow...

They understood the meaning.

Dry Body.

The one the earth rejected.

—

[image: ]


The corpse took another step.

The torchlight revealed more figures behind it.

Dozens.

Standing between graves.

Motionless.

Listening.

Waiting.

The oldest soldier suddenly screamed:

“RUN!”

The cemetery exploded into chaos.

The soldiers fled between tombstones while dry footsteps echoed behind them.

Not fast.

Never fast.

But constant.

Clink.

Drag.

Breath.

Clink.

Drag.

Breath.

—
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One soldier looked back while running.

Big mistake.

Because the nearest Corpo Seco was no longer walking.

It was standing directly behind him.

Impossible.

Its dry hand touched the soldier’s shoulder.

The man screamed.

And instantly...

His skin began drying.

Cracking.

Withering.

As though years passed across his body within seconds.

The other two soldiers ran without looking back.

Because Egypt had learned something terrible.

Sometimes survival means abandoning other humans.

—
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Before dawn...

The city fell silent again.

But now everyone had heard the sounds.

The scratching beneath floors.

The dry breathing outside doors.

The footsteps in the cemeteries.

And by morning...

A new word had spread through Egypt.

Whispered carefully.

Fearfully.

Like a curse.

“Corpo Seco.”

And deep beneath the city...

Something ancient moved in the darkness once more.
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THE RETURNED CHILD
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Rain had not fallen for months.

Yet the streets were wet.

Not with water.

But with the damp rot rising from beneath the city.

Every morning, Egypt smelled more like opened graves.

And every night...

Someone disappeared.

—
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The woman named Nefira had stopped sleeping.

For eleven days, she sat beside the doorway of her small house waiting for her son.

Every sound from outside made her rise suddenly.

Every footstep.

Every whisper.

Every scratching noise beneath the walls.

But each night ended the same way.

Silence.

And emptiness.

Her son, Tarek, had vanished near the northern market.

No blood.

No screams.

Only absence.

Just like the others.

—
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That night...

The city became unnaturally quiet again.

Even the dogs stopped barking.

Nefira sat awake beside the oil lamp while the wind moved softly through the cracks in the walls.

Then came the sound.

Knock.

Very soft.

She froze.

Another knock followed.

Slow.

Weak.

Knock.

Knock.

Her breathing quickened.

Because no one visited after dark anymore.

Not willingly.

The woman slowly approached the door.

“Tarek...?”

Silence.

Then...

Knock.

Her hands trembled as she lifted the wooden bar locking the entrance.

The door creaked open.

And her son stood there.

—
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For one brief moment...

Nefira almost smiled.

“Tarek...”

The boy stared at her silently.

Moonlight illuminated his face.

Something was wrong immediately.

His skin looked pale.

Dry.

His lips were cracked.

And his eyes...

Did not move.

The mother pulled him inside quickly and shut the door.

“Oh gods...”

She grabbed his face with trembling hands.

“You’re alive...”

The child said nothing.

Not a single word.

—
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Inside the small room, the oil lamp flickered weakly.

Nefira examined the boy carefully.

No wounds.

No blood.

No broken bones.

But his body felt cold.

Not like a sick child.

Like stone left outside during winter nights.

The mother touched his cheek again.

“Tarek?”

No answer.

The child simply stared ahead.

Unblinking.

—
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Hours passed.

The boy never moved.

Never blinked.
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