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ABOUT THIS BOOK

 

Nothing Stays Buried is a psychological crime–horror novel that explores how fear can be engineered, normalized, and quietly passed off as protection.

Set in the fog-bound town of Greybridge, the story follows Detective Ethan Miller as he uncovers a pattern of crimes driven not by chaos, but by design. As the investigation deepens, Ethan discovers that the true danger lies not in a single criminal or cult, but in systems that teach people how to obey without questioning.

Blending crime investigation with psychological horror, this novel focuses on tension rather than gore, dread rather than spectacle, and consequence rather than easy resolution.
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CHAPTER 1 – THE SCREAM IN

THE FOG




PART 1

 

The scream ripped through the fog at exactly 3:17 a.m.

Detective Ethan Miller woke with his heart slamming against his ribs, breath tearing from his throat as if he had been dragged out of deep water. For a moment, he didn’t know where he was. The darkness pressed close, heavy and familiar, the air cold against his skin.

The scream echoed again inside his skull.

He lay still, staring at the ceiling of his small rented house, counting his breaths. One. Two. Three. The ceiling fan ticked unevenly above him. Somewhere outside, wind stirred the trees, their branches scraping softly against one another.

Greybridge never truly slept. It only waited.

Ethan swung his legs over the side of the bed and rubbed his face. His palms were damp. He had dreamed of screams before—heard them in the dark, felt them vibrating through his bones—but this one felt different. Sharper. Closer.

Real.

The phone on his bedside table began to vibrate.

Ethan stared at it for a long second before picking it up. Calls at this hour were never mistakes.

“Miller,” he said.

Silence greeted him at first. Breathing. Fast. Shallow.

“Sir,” Officer Cole finally said. “We found her.”

Ethan closed his eyes.

“Found who?”

“The schoolteacher. Rebecca Shaw. The one who went missing yesterday.”

The name settled in his chest like a weight.

“Alive?”

The pause stretched too long.

“No, sir.”

Blackwood Lane lay at the edge of Greybridge, where the town thinned into forest and the forest thickened into something older. Fog clung to the road in heavy sheets, swallowing the beams of the police vehicles’ headlights.

Ethan ducked under the yellow tape and stepped onto the road.

The smell hit him immediately.

Blood. Damp earth. Something metallic that made the back of his throat tighten.

Rebecca Shaw lay in the middle of the road, barefoot, her nightdress soaked dark. Her hair fanned around her head, tangled with leaves and dirt. Her eyes were open, staring into the fog as if she had seen something worse than death before it took her.

Ethan crouched beside the body, ignoring the ache in his knees.

Then he saw it.

The symbol carved into her chest.

Clean lines. Deliberate angles. No hesitation.

His pulse spiked.

Eight years ago, in another town, he had stood over a different body marked the same way. That case had never been solved. It had been buried—along with careers, evidence, and the truth.

Inspector Harris stepped beside him. “No witnesses. A few locals heard screaming, but by the time they came out, she was already dead.”

Ethan barely heard him. The symbol dragged memory to the surface—candles flickering in a basement, whispered prayers, a voice explaining that fear purified the soul.

“You alright?” Harris asked.

Ethan stood slowly.

“Seal the area,” he said. “No press. No photos.”

“And the carving?”

Ethan looked back at Rebecca Shaw’s face.

“This isn’t just a murder,” he said quietly. “It’s a message.”

The fog thickened, rolling low across the road.

And deep inside, Ethan Miller knew one thing with absolute certainty.

The past hadn’t followed him to Greybridge.

It had been waiting.




CHAPTER 1 – THE SCREAM IN

THE FOG




PART 2

 

Ethan remained at the scene long after the preliminary photographs were taken.

He watched the forensic team move with practiced efficiency, their white suits ghostly in the fog. Every footstep was measured, every gesture careful. Still, the night felt wrong—too quiet, too aware of itself.

He walked the perimeter again, forcing himself to see details beyond the body. Tire tracks ended abruptly near the treeline. Fresh, but not deep. Whoever had brought Rebecca Shaw here hadn’t rushed. They had known where to stop.

A nearby mailbox bore a shallow scratch. Not accidental. A test mark.

Ethan crouched, running a gloved finger along the groove. The shape wasn’t complete, but the curve was familiar enough to tighten his jaw.

“Sir,” Officer Cole said quietly behind him. “We canvassed the nearby houses. No cameras. No one saw anything.”

Ethan nodded. Greybridge was good at not seeing things.

He stood and scanned the fog again. The forest pressed close to the road, branches tangled and dark. It would have been easy to disappear into it. Too easy.

Rebecca Shaw’s phone was logged and bagged. Her purse had been found a mile away near a bus stop. Nothing taken. Nothing missing. Another deliberate choice.

Control.

At the edge of the road, Ethan noticed something else—footprints, lighter than the officers’, leading away from the scene. They vanished after a few yards, swallowed by the damp earth.

“Bag those,” he said. “Careful.”

Inspector Harris joined him, voice low. “This feels staged.”

“It is,” Ethan replied. “Every part of it.”

Harris hesitated. “You said you’d seen that symbol before.”

Ethan didn’t answer immediately. He watched the fog curl around the trees, felt memory tightening its grip.

“Eight years ago,” he said finally. “Different town. Different victims. Same mark.”

Harris’s expression hardened. “Cult?”

“That’s what we thought.”

“And?”

“And we were wrong about thinking it was over.”

The body was finally covered. As the stretcher was lifted, Rebecca Shaw’s hand slipped free, fingers brushing the asphalt. Ethan flinched before he could stop himself.

He followed the ambulance with his eyes until the lights vanished into the fog.

The scream returned to him then—not the one from the night, but another. Older. Louder.

He remembered the basement. The chanting. The smell of wax and blood mixed together. He remembered standing too late, realizing too slowly that belief could be weaponized.

He had testified. He had closed the case. He had convinced himself it was finished.

Now the fog felt thicker, heavier, as if Greybridge itself had been waiting to remind him of his failure.

Ethan pulled his coat tighter and turned back toward the road.

Somewhere in the trees, a branch snapped.

This time, he didn’t tell himself it was nothing.
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PART 3

 

The station lights buzzed faintly as Ethan Miller stepped inside, the warmth hitting him too suddenly after the damp cold of the night.

Greybridge Police Station was small—two floors, outdated wiring, and a faint smell of stale coffee that never quite left. It was the kind of place where everyone knew everyone else’s habits, where secrets didn’t stay buried for long.

Tonight, every desk was occupied.

Ethan paused just inside the doorway, scanning the room. Officers spoke in hushed voices, glancing up when they saw him, then quickly looking away. Word had already spread. It always did.

Inspector Harris emerged from his office, jacket slung over his arm. “ME confirmed time of death. Between two and three a.m.”

Ethan nodded. “Matches the call.”

Harris hesitated. “Press is circling. We can hold them for now, but not long.”

“We won’t give them anything,” Ethan said. “Not yet.”

In the briefing room, crime scene photographs were already pinned to the board. Rebecca Shaw’s face stared back at him from multiple angles. The symbol was centered, undeniable.

Ethan forced himself to study it clinically.

Same depth. Same symmetry. Same intent.

“This wasn’t improvisation,” he said to the room. “It was practiced.”

A murmur rippled through the officers.

Ethan continued. “Whoever did this wanted us to see it. Wanted us to react.”

Officer Cole raised a hand. “Sir… do you think they’ll strike again?”

Ethan met his gaze. He didn’t soften the truth.

“Yes.”

The word settled heavily in the room.

After the briefing, Ethan retreated to his office. He locked the door behind him and sat heavily at his desk. For a long moment, he simply stared at the wall.

