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This is a work of fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. As the subject matter deals with criminal investigation, and in some cases the may involve non graphic death or violence, the subject matter alone maybe offensive to some—Please Be Advised. 
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PROLOGUE
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The crunch of gravel beneath Kevin's feet echoed like brittle bones in Oakwood Cemetery. Each step brought him closer to Lillian's grave, and the guilt that threatened to crush his soul. "Almost there, Lil," he whispered, voice ragged, clutching wilted lilies in trembling hands. The headstones loomed, their granite faces whispering accusations: Murderer. Kevin quickened his pace, desperate to escape the phantom voices haunting his mind. A chill wind carried the scent of decay and regret, making him shiver beneath unseen eyes. He knelt at Lillian's plot, laying flowers, but the cold stone offered no comfort. A harsh whisper sliced through the silence: "Murderer." Kevin spun, heart pounding, but the cemetery was empty—except for the relentless chorus swelling in the shadows. As the earth trembled and shadowy figures rose from the graves, Kevin realized his sins had finally come for him.
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THE STORY
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The crunch of gravel beneath Kevin's feet echoed like brittle bones snapping in the oppressive silence of Oakwood Cemetery. Each step brought him closer to Lillian's grave, closer to the weight that threatened to crush his very soul.
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*Crunch. Crunch. Crunch.*
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"Almost there, Lil," he murmured, his voice a ragged whisper. "Just a few more steps."
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But those steps felt like miles, each one heavier than the last. The bouquet of lilies - her favorite - hung limply in his grip, petals already wilting. Just like their love had wilted, poisoned by his choices.
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Kevin's gaze darted furtively between the looming headstones, searching for... what? Judgment? Accusation? The crushing guilt that lived in his chest found kindred spirits in the weathered granite faces.

––––––––
[image: ]


*You don't belong here,* they seemed to whisper. *Murderer.*
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"No," Kevin hissed, quickening his pace. "I didn't... I never meant..."
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But intentions meant nothing in the face of consequences. He knew that now, understood it in the marrow of his bones. 

––––––––
[image: ]


At last, he reached Lillian's plot. The ornate headstone stood sentinel, a silent reproach. Kevin sank to his knees, ignoring the damp seeping through his trousers.

––––––––
[image: ]


"I'm here, Lil," he said softly, laying the flowers with trembling hands. "I brought your favorites."
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The ritual was familiar, but today something felt... off. A chill wind whispered through the cemetery, carrying with it the scent of decay and regret. Kevin shivered, unable to shake the feeling of unseen eyes boring into him.
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*She knows,* a traitorous voice in his mind whispered. *They all know what you did.*
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"No," Kevin growled, squeezing his eyes shut. "It wasn't like that. I loved her. I still love her."
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But the cold stone offered no absolution, no comfort. Only the crushing weight of guilt and the creeping dread that his sins had finally caught up with him.
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A harsh whisper sliced through the stillness, cutting deeper than the autumn chill. "Murderer."
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Kevin's head snapped up, eyes wide with disbelief. "Who's there?" he demanded, voice cracking.
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Silence answered, broken only by the rustle of dead leaves. His heart hammered against his ribs as he scanned the graveyard. Empty. Desolate. Yet the accusation lingered, a phantom's breath on his neck.
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"I'm not..." he began, but the words died on his lips.
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Another whisper joined the first, then another. A chorus of condemnation swelling in the shadows.
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"Killer."
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"You took her from us."

––––––––
[image: ]


"How could you, Kevin?"
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He spun wildly, searching for the source. "Stop it!" he shouted, hands clenched at his sides. "You don't understand. It wasn't... I never meant to..."
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But the voices persisted, a relentless tide of guilt made manifest.
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*They know,* he thought, panic rising like bile in his throat. *How do they know?*
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"Please," he begged, his carefully constructed facade crumbling. "It was an accident. I loved Lillian. I would never..."
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The whispers grew louder, drowning out his protests. Kevin stumbled backwards, tripping over a low headstone. He scrambled to his feet, chest heaving.
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*Run,* a small voice in his mind urged. *Before they make you face what you've done.*
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But as he turned to flee, the accusing voices seemed to come from everywhere at once, inescapable as his own conscience.
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The earth beneath Kevin's feet trembled, a low groan emanating from the depths. His eyes widened in horror as shadowy tendrils began to seep from the graves, coalescing into vaguely human shapes.
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"No," he whispered, stumbling backward. "This isn't real. It can't be."
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But the figures continued to form, their outlines sharpening with each passing moment. Kevin's breath caught in his throat as he recognized the first face to emerge - a woman with hollow cheeks and accusing eyes.
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"Sarah," he breathed, memories of her last moments flooding his mind.
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More figures materialized, each one a ghost from his past. Their eyes burned with an unholy fire, filled with loathing that pierced Kevin to his core.
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"Why have you come?" he asked, his voice barely audible. "I've paid for what I've done."
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A harsh laugh echoed through the cemetery. "Have you, Kevin?" The voice belonged to a man whose face was twisted in a perpetual snarl. "Or have you merely hidden from the consequences?"
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Kevin's surroundings began to shift, reality warping like a fevered dream. Headstones elongated into towering pillars, graves transforming into wooden benches. The night sky above coalesced into a vaulted ceiling, lit by ethereal flames.
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"What's happening?" Kevin cried, spinning in place as the macabre courtroom took shape around him.
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"Justice," came the collective whisper of
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