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Chapter 1: The Count
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The morgue was always cold. Not the clinical cold of the floors above. This was deeper. Older. The kind of cold that sat in the bones and reminded you what happened down here.

Elaine Jorce pulled her gray cardigan tighter and clicked her pen. Three years of night shifts at St. Mary's. Three years of the same routine. The same hallways. The same locked doors.

The same bodies.

She stood in front of Row 3. Seven refrigerated compartments, each with a numbered handle and a small metal placard. She pulled open drawer three.

Empty.

She blinked. Ran her finger down the log sheet tucked into the clipboard under her arm.

Drawer 3 — John Mercer — admitted 11:47 PM — awaiting morning transport to county coroner.

Elaine looked up at the drawer again. Still empty. The white sheet that should have covered the body lay crumpled on the floor, as if someone had dropped it.

Not someone. Something.

She knelt and picked up the sheet. It was cold. Not room temperature cold. Refrigerator cold. The sheet had been on a body less than an hour ago.

Elaine stood and walked to the security camera mounted in the corner of the morgue. The red light blinked. Steady. Recording.

She went upstairs to the security office.

The tape showed nothing.

Fifty-three minutes of an empty room. The drawer stayed closed. The red light blinked. The temperature gauge on the wall stayed at thirty-eight degrees.

Then, at 2:17 AM, the tape glitched. Two seconds of white static. When the picture returned, drawer three was open. The sheet was on the floor.

No one had entered. No one had left.

Elaine rewound it three times. The same thing. Every time.

She closed the laptop and looked at the clock on the wall. 3:45 AM. Six hours left on her shift.

In the basement, drawer three stayed open.
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Chapter 2: The Empty Drawer
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Detective Marks arrived at 8:15 AM, fifteen minutes after Elaine's shift ended. He was a tired man with a tired face and a coffee stain on his tie. He didn't believe her.

"There's a paperwork error," he said, not looking up from his notepad. "Happens all the time. Body got moved. Someone forgot to log it."

"To where?" Elaine asked. "The morgue has one door. The security camera watches it. No one walked out."

Marks shrugged. "Janitor. Maintenance. Someone with a key."

"The lock wasn't opened. I checked."

Marks finally looked at her. His expression said: another night nurse, another story, another waste of my time.

"We'll file a report," he said. "Call us if it happens again."

It happened again seven days later.



Elaine was sitting in the break room when the page came. Second floor. Same morgue. Same drawer. Different body.

She ran down the stairs, her shoes squeaking on the linoleum. The night janitor stood in the doorway of the morgue, his mop still dripping onto the floor. His face was the color of the white sheet in his other hand.

"It's empty," he whispered. "They're all empty."

Elaine pushed past him and counted.

Drawer 1: occupied.
Drawer 2: occupied.
Drawer 3: empty.
Drawer 4: occupied.
Drawer 5: occupied.
Drawer 6: occupied.
Drawer 7: empty.
Two bodies now. Two missing persons who were not persons anymore.

She pulled the security footage again. This time she didn't call Marks. She watched the tape alone, in the dark security office, with the door locked.

2:17 AM. The glitch came again. Two seconds of static.

But before the static—one frame. A single frame she had missed last time.

She paused it. Zoomed in. Her finger trembled on the mouse.

The drawer opened. A figure sat up. The face was wrong. Too pale. Too still. The eyes were open but empty, like two holes punched in a sheet of white paper.

The figure stood. Walked toward the camera. The screen went white.

Elaine closed the laptop. Her watch read 2:17 AM.

She looked at the security office door. It was still locked.

But she could have sworn she heard footsteps in the hallway outside.
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Chapter 3: The Vigil
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Elaine told no one about the frame. She went home that morning, did not sleep, and returned to the hospital at 9:00 PM.

She had a plan.

If the bodies moved at 2:17 AM, she would be there to see it. Not through a camera lens. Not through a glitch. With her own two eyes.

She parked herself outside the morgue door at 1:00 AM. A folding chair. A flashlight. A cup of coffee that went cold before she finished it.

For seventy-seven minutes, nothing happened.

The hallway hummed. The fluorescent lights buzzed. The air from the vent above her smelled like bleach and dust.

At 2:17 AM on the dot, the morgue door clicked.

Elaine stood up. Her heart hammered against her ribs. She reached for the handle.

Then stopped.

Because the door was not opening outward. It was opening inward. Into the morgue.

No one was on her side of the door. No one had passed her. She had been watching the only entrance for over an hour.

Something inside was leaving. Not entering.

She pushed the door open.

The morgue was dark. The wall lights were off. The only illumination came from the red blinking bulbs on the security cameras and the green digital displays on the refrigeration units.

She counted the drawers.


1.  Closed.
2.  Closed.


3.  Closed.


4.  Closed.


5.  Closed.


6.  Closed.


7.  Closed.



All closed. All occupied. She checked drawer three. The body was still there. A middle-aged man with gray hair and a yellow hospital bracelet on his wrist.

She pulled drawer seven.
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