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SOME TRUTHS REFUSE TO STAY BURIED
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For the remains we bury in silence,

and the ones that refuse to stay buried.
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​​​Chapter One — The Body
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THE NIGHT WAS COLD and quiet, same as most nights by the coast. But on the 29th of February, the tide brought something else — a pale, bloated body drifting toward the shore. Her long black hair floated like seaweed in the dark water. Her clothes were still on, mostly. The missing pieces told the rest.

Mang Lito, a fisherman, saw her first. He’d gone out before dawn, expecting only the crash of waves and the smell of salt. Instead, his lamp caught the glimmer of skin where no one should have been. His shout tore through the silence, drawing neighbors from their shanties until a small crowd formed, whispering in disbelief.

Someone prayed. Another crossed himself. Curiosity gave way to dread. 

Even the sea seemed to pull back from what it had brought in.

When the patrol car arrived, Officer Ramos pushed through the onlookers with his flashlight. He’d seen bodies before—car wrecks, knife fights, a few shootings—but something about this one made him tighten his grip on the light. The girl looked young. Too young.

“Secure the area,” Ramos ordered, his voice steady but low. 

He waved back a group of teenagers raising their phones.

“No photos. Back, all of you.”

By the time the yellow tape went up, the Scene of the Crime Operatives had arrived. Their van’s headlights swept across the sand as gloved officers moved with practiced precision. One knelt beside the body, shining a light over the bruised temple and the pale lips stiff from the cold.

Ramos crouched beside the team leader, a woman with a clipboard under her arm. Her face showed nothing—someone long past surprise at what people can do to one another.

“What do you think?” he asked quietly.

“We’ll know after the medico-legal’s examination,” she said, not looking up.

“For now, treat it as suspicious. Document everything.”

Ramos frowned. “Can’t you give me anything? Just... off the record?”

She finally met his eyes, sharp above her mask.

“Protocol, officer. You’ll get the report when it’s done.”

The body was photographed, tagged, and lifted onto a stretcher. 

For a moment, the crowd fell silent as the girl vanished beneath the white sheet.

The van doors shut with a metallic thud, sealing away the last trace of her.

“Transport to Dr. Samuel Grey’s office,” Ramos said.

He watched the taillights fade down the coastal road. 

The waves kept rolling in, smoothing the sand, erasing what was left of the morning’s commotion.

But something had happened. 

The thought stayed with Ramos as he walked up the beach, following him like a second shadow.

Whatever story the sea had tried to bury was now in the hands of the medico-legal.
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​​Chapter Two — The Arrival
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THE MORGUE WAS QUIET, rows of steel drawers against white walls. The lights above flickered, tired from being always on.

For Dr. Samuel B. Grey, nights like this were routine. The city never ran out of bodies, and neither did his work.

He stood at the center table, gloved hands steady as he arranged his instruments. Every movement was deliberate, almost ritual, as if mistakes were a language he refused to speak.

The scrape of metal against metal steadied him — a reminder of order in the chaos beyond these walls. Death spoke in details, and he understood every one of them.

The double doors swung open. Two SOCO officers wheeled in a gurney covered with a black sheet. Condensation clung to the bag, the faint smell of saltwater escaping as they rolled it closer.

“Female, late teens to early twenties,” one officer said, passing him the paperwork.

“Recovered from the shoreline in District Eight. No ID. Chain of custody complete.”

Dr. Grey adjusted his glasses and signed.

“Thank you. I’ll take it from here.”

The officers left, their footsteps echoing across the tiles.

The room went quiet again except for the hum of the freezers.

A shadow moved near the corner — Adrian M. Garud, the mortician.

He’d been there all along, quietly prepping a storage unit. He rarely spoke, blending into the room so well that most forgot he was there at all.

He stepped up beside Grey, helping lift the body onto the table with practiced ease.

Grey unzipped the bag.

The girl’s face appeared — pale, bloated, and still. Long black strands clung to her cheeks; water dripped from her hair onto the steel. Her lips were tinged blue, her limbs stiff with cold.

Grey pressed the recorder’s button.

“Unidentified female. Estimated age eighteen to twenty-one. Clear signs of water exposure. Condition suggests submersion for at least twenty-four hours.”

He leaned closer, eyes narrowing at a faint mark on her temple. 

A bruise—or postmortem swelling? 

He couldn’t tell. Not yet.

The phone on the wall rang. Grey peeled off a glove and answered, irritation flashing across his face.

“Dr. Grey speaking.”

He listened for a moment. His brow furrowed. The voice was polite, but carried weight — political weight. He didn’t need a name.

“Yes... understood,” he said quietly. “I’ll proceed carefully.”

He hung up and slid his glove back on. The call left a trace in the sterile air, something that lingered even after the dial tone was gone.

He kept his hands steady, even as his jaw went rigid.

Adrian said nothing. 

When Grey finally gave the order, he wheeled the body toward cold storage. 

His touch lingered for a second on the girl’s arm — not hesitation, just something like recognition.

He was the kind of worker who knew every drawer, every switch, and never had to be told what to do — a man who existed in the background.

Dr. Grey returned to his notes.

“Preliminary cause of death: drowning. No immediate external evidence of foul play. Pending full autopsy.”

The tape clicked off.

The morgue was quiet again.

Adrian’s mouth curved slightly — not in joy or cruelty, but in acknowledgment of something only he understood.
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​​Chapter Three — Detective Marquez
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DETECTIVE ISABEL L. Marquez lit her last cigarette before stepping into the precinct.

The night was heavy, the air moist with salt carried in from the harbor.

She hated late calls, but the tone on the phone had left no room to ignore it.

Inside, the briefing room hummed with low voices.

Isabel slid into her chair, the scrape echoing as the room quieted.

Captain Morales cleared his throat.

“Unidentified female, recovered from the District Eight shoreline last night. Body’s with the ME. No ID, no clothing, nothing but a drowned girl. But—”
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