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​When Danny and his friend sneak into the city morgue, their curiosity turns into a nightmare. As strange voices echo through the halls and a new body mysteriously vanishes, they must fight to escape before they become the next victims. This suspenseful tale will keep you on the edge of your seat until the very end.
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​1. The Cold Welcome
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The city morgue was never a place Danny wanted to spend his evening, but here he was, slumped in a stiff plastic chair beside his best friend, Marcus, while his father finished up paperwork in the back. The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a sickly glow over the sterile white walls. The air smelled of antiseptic and something else—something metallic, something wrong.

Marcus nudged him with his elbow. "Dude, how much longer is your dad gonna be? This place is giving me the creeps."

Danny shrugged, trying to seem indifferent, but his fingers tapped nervously against his knees. "He said an hour. That was... forty minutes ago."

A distant clang echoed from deeper in the morgue, making both boys stiffen. The sound was too sharp, too deliberate to be just pipes settling. Marcus swallowed hard. "You hear that?"

Danny nodded, his throat dry. "Probably just the AC."

But neither of them believed it.

The waiting room was small, with outdated magazines scattered across a coffee table—Outdated even for a morgue, Danny thought. A clock on the wall ticked too loudly, each second stretching longer than the last. The silence between them grew heavier, broken only by the occasional muffled voice from the distant hallways.

Then, another sound—a whisper.

Not from the halls.

From inside the room.

Danny’s breath hitched. "Did you—?"

Marcus’s eyes widened. "Yeah. I heard it*."

The whisper came again, too faint to make out words, but unmistakably human. It wasn’t his father. It wasn’t anyone they knew.

Danny stood abruptly, his chair scraping against the linoleum. "We should... check on my dad."

Marcus hesitated, then nodded.

Neither of them wanted to stay in that room any longer.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​2. The First Move


[image: ]


The hallway beyond the waiting area was dimly lit, the flickering fluorescents casting long, shifting shadows. The morgue was a maze of cold storage units, examination rooms, and offices—most of which were locked.

Danny led the way, his sneakers squeaking against the polished floor. "Dad?" he called, his voice too loud in the unnatural quiet.

No answer.

Marcus stayed close behind, his breathing shallow. "You sure he’s still here?"

"He has to be," Danny muttered. "His car’s outside."

Another whisper—this time from behind them.

They spun around.

The hallway was empty.

Marcus grabbed Danny’s arm. "We should go back."

But Danny shook his head. "Not until we find my dad."

They pressed forward, passing a row of stainless-steel drawers—the kind that held the dead. Danny tried not to think about what—or who—might be inside them.

Then, a new sound.

A scrape.

Like something dragging against metal.

It came from one of the drawers.

Marcus went pale. "Tell me that wasn’t—"

The drawer rattled.

Not from the outside.

From within.

Danny’s pulse roared in his ears.

They ran.
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​3. The Missing Body
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They didn’t stop until they reached the main examination room, slamming the door shut behind them. The room was colder than the rest of the morgue, the scent of formaldehyde thick in the air.

Marcus doubled over, gasping. "What the hell was that?"

Danny didn’t answer. His eyes were fixed on the examination table.

It was empty.

But the tag at the foot of it read: "John Doe – Delivered 9:47 PM."

A fresh wave of dread washed over him. "Marcus... where’s the body?"

Marcus followed his gaze, then stumbled back. "No. No way. It was just brought in!"

Danny’s hands trembled. His dad had mentioned a new delivery before they arrived—a John Doe found in an alley.

Now it was gone.

And the whispers were getting louder.
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​4. The Voices in the Dark
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The whispers weren’t just in their heads anymore.

They slithered through the vents, curled around the corners, pressed against their ears like cold fingers.

"Stay..."

"Don’t leave..."

Marcus clutched his head. "Make it stop!"

Danny grabbed his arm. "We have to find my dad and get out. Now."

But the hallway they had come through was no longer empty.

A shadow moved at the far end.

Tall.

Hunched.

Wrong.

It took a step forward.

Then another.

Danny’s blood turned to ice.

It wasn’t his father.

It wasn’t human.
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​5. The Fight for the Door
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They ran blindly, crashing through doors, their breaths ragged. The exit was just ahead—the glowing red sign promising safety.

But the thing behind them was faster.

Its footsteps were wet, heavy, like something dragging itself along the floor.

Marcus screamed as a hand—cold, rotting—grabbed his shoulder.

Danny yanked him free, shoving the creature back with all his strength. It stumbled, but only for a second.

The exit was right there.

They lunged for the door—

And burst into the freezing night air.

They didn’t stop running until they were blocks away, collapsing on the sidewalk, gasping.

Danny’s phone buzzed.

A text from his dad:

"Where are you? I’ve been looking everywhere."

Danny stared at the screen, his stomach dropping.

Because the timestamp was from two hours ago.

And his dad had never left the morgue.
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​Curiosity Strikes
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The fluorescent lights hummed overhead, casting a sickly glow over the sterile white walls of the morgue’s waiting area. Danny shifted uncomfortably in the stiff plastic chair, his sneakers scuffing against the linoleum floor. Beside him, his best friend, Marcus, drummed his fingers against his knees, his eyes darting toward the heavy double doors that led deeper into the facility.

"Your dad said he’d be done in an hour. That was two hours ago," Marcus muttered, his voice barely above a whisper, as if afraid the walls themselves might be listening.

Danny swallowed hard, his throat dry. He knew his father, the city’s lead coroner, often lost track of time when working late—especially on nights like this, when a fresh body had just been wheeled in. But something about tonight felt different. The air was thick with an unnatural stillness, the kind that made the hairs on the back of his neck prickle.

Marcus leaned in, his breath warm against Danny’s ear. "You ever wonder what’s back there?"

Danny hesitated. He’d been in the morgue before, of course—his dad had given him the occasional tour, always careful to keep things clinical, detached. But he’d never ventured beyond the main corridors, never stepped into the cold storage units where the bodies were kept.

A slow, creeping grin spread across Marcus’s face. "Come on. Just a quick look. What’s the worst that could happen?"
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​The First Step Into Darkness
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The door creaked as Danny pushed it open, the sound echoing down the long, dimly lit by flickering bulbs. The scent of antiseptic was overpowering, mixed with something else—something metallic, coppery. Blood. The realization sent a shiver down his spine.

Marcus, ever the fearless one, strode ahead, his footsteps unnervingly loud in the silence. "This place is way bigger than I thought," he whispered, his voice bouncing off the tiled walls.

Danny’s pulse hammered in his ears. Every instinct screamed at him to turn back, but curiosity—that relentless, gnawing curiosity—kept him moving forward. They passed empty gurneys, their sheets neatly folded, and stainless-steel tables that gleamed under the pale light.

Then, a sound.

A soft, wet noise, like something dragging against the floor.

Both boys froze.

"Did you hear that?" Danny hissed.

Marcus’s bravado faltered for the first time. "Probably just pipes or something."

But the sound came again—closer this time.
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​The Vanishing Corpse
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The storage room door was slightly ajar, a sliver of darkness beckoning them inside. Danny’s hand trembled as he reached for the handle, the cold metal biting into his palm. The moment the door swung open, the stench hit them—decay, formaldehyde, and something rancid, something alive.

The gurney in the center of the room was empty.

Danny’s breath caught. "That’s impossible. Dad said they just brought someone in."

Marcus stepped forward, his face pale. "Maybe they moved it?"

But the toe tag lay on the floor, the name smeared in what looked like fresh blood.

Then, from the shadows, a whisper:

"You shouldn’t be here."
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​The Voices in the Dark
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The boys spun around, but the hallway was empty. The whisper had been too clear, too deliberate to be their imagination.

Marcus grabbed Danny’s arm, his grip tight. "We need to go. Now."

But the exit door at the end of the hall—the one they’d come through—was locked.

Panic clawed at Danny’s chest. He fumbled for his phone, but the screen remained black. Dead.

The whispers came again, this time from every direction, overlapping, murmuring words they couldn’t quite make out.

Then, a single, chilling sentence cut through the noise:

"Stay with us."
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