

    
        
          The Dephs Remember

        

        
        
          Selena Virgil

        

        
          Published by Selena, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      THE DEPHS REMEMBER

    

    
      First edition. November 8, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Selena Virgil.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232650605

    

    
    
      Written by Selena Virgil.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Dephs Remember

The Dephs Remember

Sign up for Selena Virgil's Mailing List

Also By Selena Virgil


​[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​The Dephs Remember

[image: ]


​The Law of the Drowned Women

They say the sea never forgets. Before humans learned to anchor their towers to the ocean floor, long before there were floating cities and glass-domed colonies, there was only the vast, endless, and unforgiving open water. The first submersible descended then, a woman whose name has been erased from all records, but which the currents still whisper in secret. She defied the sea, according to the children's tale. Seeking the world hidden beneath the darkness, she dove deeper than any man could swim. When she returned, the currents raged, the waves devoured the shore, and a thousand ships were swallowed whole upon her arrival. Since then, a decree has been in place: women are forbidden from entering the sovereign depths, for the chaos of the abyss is stirred by their hearts. This law has endured through the ages. The legend has solidified with time. Women remained safe on the surface, their hands occupied with air and light, while the sea became the domain of men, its resources exploited, its maps drawn, its depths plumbed. Yet, the sea has never forgotten her. Some claim to hear her voice echoing from the depths on certain nights, not as a scream but as a song, when the waters are still and silver. An ancient song that chills even the bravest divers. They insist it contains the words of all those whose voices were silenced after her—poets and mothers and dreamers and rebels—whose voices are preserved in the darkness like pearls sealed in salt. Most people call this a myth. Some call it a danger. However, Marina Solin, a young girl from the floating city of Aqua-Vera, believes she can hear that song calling to her from a quiet area of ​​the city through the cracks in her window. And one day, she will answer.

​The Surface City

THE LOWER LEVELS OF the city gleamed in the morning sun, floating on the water like a crown of glass and steel. From above, Aqua-Vera appeared eternal, serene, and balanced. Yet Marina Solen knew that beauty was often built on pressure, and that anything that floats can also sink. She traced shapes on the condensation on the classroom window beside her. The endless, forbidden ocean shimmered below. The lesson continued without her.

“Repeat the Law of the Deep,” said Teacher Halden, his voice clear as polished metal. The girls, standing in unison, recited the words etched into their minds since childhood: “Order in the sea. A woman is the mirror. Chaos reigns in the depths. They shall never meet.”

Their soft, obedient voices echoed through the glass walls. Marina’s lips remained still. She was the direct focus of Halden’s gaze. He asked, “Miss Solen, perhaps you can explain to us why your silence has become more frequent than your speech?” She lowered her head. “Because I don’t believe silence can teach the truth.” A few girls gasped. The teacher’s expression tightened slightly. “Belief is irrelevant. We save ourselves from destruction with the Law. Remember the story of the First Diver.” Marina replied, “I do.” Yet no one remembered her name. “Nothing but her punishment.” A faint unease settled over the room. “Curiosity is a kind of mystery, Miss Solen,” Halden said, leaving the classroom early. “Beware of drowning in it.” Marina stood on the edge of the lower docks that evening, the air thick with the smell of rust and salt. The divers' boats were sleek machines, dripping seawater and glittering with lights as they went about their daily rounds. The sounds of men laughing and carrying oxygen tanks in their black wetsuits echoed around the place. Through the glass gates, which she had never passed through before, she watched them climb aboard and disappear. The formidable depths, said to be full of memories and madness, lay beyond them. Before the storms took him, her father had been one of them—a diver. At two hundred meters down, they said, his ship had been wrecked, and then there was silence. Yet Marina had recurring dreams in which she heard him calling to her from beneath the waves, as if the sea had held him captive instead of swallowing him whole. She whispered to the horizon, now alone among the fleeting reflections, "If the sea truly hates us, why does it sound like it's crying?" A sound, neither the roar of the waves nor the hum of the machinery, but something human, rose from the depths, faint but clear. A voice. A woman's voice, rising and falling across the water like an old lullaby. Marina did not flinch. She moved closer to the edge.

And for the first time, the sea seemed to lean toward her, too.

​The Forbidden Descent

AT DAWN, THE STORM began. From her narrow window, Marina watched the Aqua-Vera towers briefly illuminated by the flickering flashes of lightning that traced the surface of the sea like silver veins. The rhythm of the waves crashing against the lower levels was like the violent breathing of the sea. Most of the citizens interpreted the storm as a sign to close their doors, pray, and wait. But for Marina, it was a call. Since that evening, she hadn't stopped thinking about that sound. It resonated beneath every other sound, including her own heartbeat, the hum of the city's turbines, and the hiss of the ventilation shafts. Sometimes she even felt she could sense it—a whisper rising from the steel foundations of Aqua-Vera and passing through the soles of her feet. She made her decision when the lightning struck again. There was no one on the lower levels. Her only companion was the intermittent metallic rain and the hum of the generator. She carried her father's old diving suit—a forbidden relic for personal use, the kind of thing one could be arrested for merely touching.

The helmet was old, heavy, and scratched from years of use. On its side, her father's initials, R.S., were still engraved. She discovered a folded piece of paper hidden inside the chest of the pants. She could still make out a single line, though the ink had long since smudged: "Listen to the call of the sea." She climbed onto the loading platform after closing the helmet and securing the oxygen valves. The reflected light of the storm made the water below gleam like shattered black glass in the rain. A voice from behind startled her. "Marina!" Her childhood friend, Elias, one of the junior engineers tending the docking shuttle, was the one speaking. His eyes were wide and his face pale. "You can't be here. They'll—"

"I'm just looking," she said quickly. "You look like this?" He glanced at her suit. "If they find out, you'll be banished. They say the sea drives women mad, you know." Marina murmured, "Maybe it's the world above that does that." The rain was the only sound between them for a long time. Elias looked at her as if he were looking at a storm, powerless to stop it and afraid to see it begin. He said, in a lower voice, "Please." "The law will kill you if the currents don't." She smiled a faint, shaky, impossible smile. "Then let me be judged by the sea first." She stepped back and fell before he could reply. Water engulfed the world. Her body was subjected to immense pressure, and sound became strange and distant. The light of the surface above her dimmed like a dying star. She descended through layers of green and blue until the colors faded, replaced by utter darkness. She felt no fear, however, not even in that crushing darkness. She felt watched, not by malevolent eyes, but by eyes she knew. Her instruments moved slowly. The current spoke softly. The same voice she had heard on the docks returned from somewhere in the depths, this time clearer, flowing through the water like a half-forgotten song. Marina.

Her name, spoken from the depths. Below her, there was a faint, shimmering glow, like moonlight filtering through glass. There were ruins of stone arches, statues encrusted with coral, and staircases leading nowhere, shifting within themselves. The remnants of another world were visible there, an entire city buried beneath, glowing and silent. Her instruments ceased functioning as she approached the edge of the trench. The sound intensified. The water pulsed with life, with sounds and memories. Then, from the darkness, a vast, unknown creature moved toward her, its body covered in shimmering, translucent scales. Actual words appeared in hundreds of languages, glowing faintly. She also heard the undeniable truth when it opened its mouth: it was not a monster at all. It was singing and speaking in the voices of women silenced in the past. Marina reached out her hand. The creature circled her, leaving a trail of light, and a chorus of forgotten names filled the night like a rising tide. The sea was waiting for her. It had found her now.

​Voices from the Deep

AT FIRST, MARINA INTERPRETED the sound as a hallucination, a rebellion of the mind against pressure and fear. But no, these were multilayered, resonant voices moving through the water like threads of light. They spoke no specific language. They all shared the same pain, whether they whispered in ancient tones, sang in soft vowels, or simply wept. Together, their words became a current that touched her mind like fingertips. "We were present." "We were whole." "Remember us." Her enormous eye caught a faint glow of warmth instead of fear as the creature before her drew closer. Her heartbeat synchronized with the words flowing through her body. Marina forgot to breathe for a moment. Her voice trembled as she finally exhaled, echoing across the communication link. What are you? The answer came not as a sound but as a vibration that moved the sea itself. Phosphorescent, fragile words formed in the water around her as the creature's tail moved gently: "The Database of the Sleeping." Marina reached out her hand. She touched one of the encouraging words with her gloved fingers. She felt a burst of darkness into her vision the moment she touched it. Under a bone-colored sky, she stood barefoot on a beach of crushed shells. Her companions were a group of women dressed in silk and seaweed, their faces both strange and familiar. Some of them were whispering to children. Some were carving words into the sand. Others simply stood there and stared at the sun as it sank like an ember into the ocean at the horizon


​The Archivist of the Abyss







​The Sunken City



​Surface Rebellion




​The Memory of the Sea



​The Rising Tide 
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