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    For the forgotten villages,whose broken piers and empty classrooms bear the weight of promises never kept.
And for the ordinary people, whose dignity endures even when poisoned by corruption. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Corruption is venom: it spreads unseen, paralyzes the body, and leaves the soul gasping for breath."
— Mang Mateo 
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​Chapter 1 – The Venom of Power
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The city lights of Manila glittered like jewels scattered across the night, but Leandro Aguas knew they were bought with lies. From the window of his office tower, he could see the skeletal frames of half-built bridges, the hollow shells of schools that would never open, and the ghost hospitals whose walls would never shelter the sick.

He had signed every contract, approved every budget, and siphoned every peso. Billions flowed through his hands like a river of poison, seeping into offshore accounts and hidden vaults. To the public, he was a visionary official, a man of progress. To his allies, he was indispensable. To himself, he was untouchable.

Yet venom always leaves traces.

Whispers had begun to circulate—journalists asking questions, auditors probing deeper, and activists demanding answers. The newspapers spoke of “ghost projects,” of roads that led nowhere, of clinics without medicine. Leandro dismissed them as noise, but in the silence of his office, he felt the sting of unease.

That night, he poured himself a glass of whiskey, watching the amber liquid catch the light. It reminded him of venom—beautiful, intoxicating, but deadly. He thought of the people who would never see the bridges completed, the children who would study under leaking roofs, and the patients who would die waiting for medicine. He told himself it was not his fault. He told himself that progress required sacrifice.

But the truth was simpler: he had poisoned the nation, and the venom was spreading.

As the city slept, Leandro began to plan his escape. He would not face trial. He would not wear prison chains. He would vanish, leaving behind a body that was not his own, a death that was only smoke and fire.

For Leandro Aguas, survival was the only antidote.
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​Chapter 2 – Ghost Projects, Ghost Lives
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The documents were immaculate. Every line of the contracts bore the seal of legitimacy, and every signature carried the weight of authority. On paper, the nation was thriving bridges connecting provinces, hospitals rising in rural towns, and schools opening their doors to thousands of children.

But Leandro Aguas knew the truth: none of it existed.

The bridges were skeletons of steel abandoned in the sun, their foundations sinking into mud. The hospitals were empty shells, walls without roofs, and corridors without beds. The schools were nothing more than hollow promises, their classrooms filled only with dust.

These were the ghost projects—monuments to corruption, built not for the people but for the pockets of men like Leandro.

He remembered the first time he signed off on a Phantom contract. The thrill was intoxicating, like venom entering his veins. The figures were staggering millions approved for a road that would never be paved. He told himself it was harmless, that the money would be redirected, and that progress was still being made elsewhere. But soon, the lies multiplied, and the venom spread.

The people never saw the billions vanish. They only saw the broken promises. Farmers still carried their harvests across crumbling paths. Mothers still gave birth in overcrowded clinics. Children still studied under leaking roofs.

Leandro told himself he was untouchable. The system was too vast, the rot too deep. He was not alone in the crime—senators, cabinet members, and even the president himself had dipped their hands into the poisoned river. Together, they had built a nation of ghosts.

But ghosts do not remain silent forever.

Whistleblowers began to speak. Journalists published photographs of unfinished bridges, of hospitals without medicine, and of schools without chairs. The headlines grew louder, the investigations sharper. The venom that had once empowered Leandro now threatened to consume him.

And so, he began to plan his death.
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​Chapter 3 – The First Symptoms
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The venom always begins quietly.

At first, it was only murmurs—an investigative journalist publishing a series of articles about unfinished bridges, a senator demanding transparency in budget allocations, and a priest in a rural town speaking of hospitals without medicine during his Sunday homily. Each voice was small, but together they formed a chorus that grew louder by the day.

Leandro Aguas felt the sting.

In the corridors of power, allies whispered of inquiries, of commissions formed to investigate ghost projects. His name appeared in reports, not directly accused but always hovering at the edges, like a shadow waiting to be recognized. He dismissed it as politics, as noise. Yet in the silence of his office, he could hear the venom moving through the system, paralyzing the very networks that once protected him.

One evening, he received a call from a trusted colleague. The man’s voice trembled.
"Leandro, they’re digging deeper. The contracts—they’re tracing back. Even the President is nervous. If this continues, we all fall."
Leandro poured another glass of whiskey, his hands unsteady. He thought of the billions hidden away, the wealth that had once made him feel invincible. But wealth could not cure venom. It only delayed the inevitable.

The newspapers grew bolder. Photographs of skeletal bridges filled the front pages. Videos of children studying under leaking roofs spread across social media. People were beginning to see the poison for what it was.

Leandro’s nights became restless. He dreamed of unfinished
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