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I will bury your soul

Biography

Hello humans of planet Earth and other galaxies. Well, folks, my name is A. Gust. 

My full name is Antonio Augusto S. Almeida, 

but A. Gust is my writer’s name, my author’s name, and I call myself by it. 

I am a medium, philosopher, member of the Rosicrucian Order, lover, poet, occultist, and a bunch of other things, and a writer not at all traditional. In truth, I am a bit of everything, living in a parallel world of soul intercession who have gone before and whisper in my ears. I do not write for fun  but always bring

new styles of tales that break the established patterns in stories focused more on mystery, terror, and the surreal  I hope you enjoy my tales  and if by chance you see a good spirit, don’t be scared  cool? But run away. 

That’s it. 

A. Gust

Poetry by

A. Gust

To you

Quench my thirst with the poison of peace. 

Bring me liberation from this sin that clothes me with the sleep of death. 

Fill my cup with my own blood, the saints of broken clay already beneath my feet with their rotten bodies

torn and dismembered by the sweetness and kiss of grace. 

Fill my soul with the dark sound of many waters. 

Speak through me with the voice of many angels. 

Bring me disgrace to console my soul that ravages the

nights and days without rest and without destiny. 

I have been kissed by the kiss of death. 

Yet this damned idolatry still haunts me. 

I see without my eyes into the darkness, for there you are, in the dark, and few can notice you, and I no longer die but seeing you makes me yearn to touch and embrace you more, yet my ears burst with the fury of many abysmal waters, perhaps the precipice has swallowed me, but I see you and do not see you, still feel your presence. 

To you, oh—

Kill my soul in the fire of the second death if you cannot have me because of sin, restrain me, let me cease to exist—it would not harm me since I do not have you. 

Ah—

Give me

your poison, 

your holy water that drowns me. 

Rotten by sin is this flesh of mine in the earth. 

My blood like spoiled wine. 

My cross is the prison in my coffin, 

heavy with the weight of all my sins. For one day, today, it gives me the agony of turning away from you in life, oh beloved, since I cannot have you. 

Destroy my soul now so I am no longer noticed, for I am blind in the abyss but can still feel you. 

But I am unable to see you because you gave me the account, I carry my burden, I burn in my sin, but after the fire, I feel the worst and cruelest cold of the abyss freeze my spirit, which now lets me rest in the sleep of death. 

A. Gust

Poetry by

A. Gust

Poems of Heronio

Lisa died of love when she learned that from Heronio’s heart it was torn away, but where is Heronio, covered in flowers? Lisa poisoned them with elegant beauty. What Lisa? For on the table Heronio

caught fire with the fire of the soul, with the flame of love. 

Lisa, so beautiful at life’s peak, 

She seduces with her light

The birds of the day, 

The stars of the day. 

In the center of the moon, 

The moon shines, 

The birds of the night Lisa fascinates

The stars of the night Lisa illuminates

Giving life and beauty

With strange strangeness. 

Heronio gets excited by Lisa. 

But now Heronio has lost his charm  But Lisa feels her heart calling. It is the voice of love

Of all the angels, 

Raising them both in choirs singing

Lisa, beautiful girl, your love is paparazzi, 

Paparazzi of love follow your flower. Atanásio, 

passionate woman, 

Your love likes you

Like rain on the beach. 

My love, when your music played, 

It wrapped me in the breeze of life. 

Everything was infected, my life with your lovely lyre Made my heart a drum

That beats in the tone, in the tone of love

Rhythms moved by a flower

My addiction is to lose myself with you

I want to walk the loop of life, this knot is our love. 

I dominate the route to pleasure. 

Let’s climb and descend this ladder without steps, without degrees or rungs My heart turns only for you, a whirlwind of passion to call you Let’s return to our home in this long walk

on the crooked path

of the soul’s journey

I love her so much that my life is but a marvel for her. 

I cherish her; she is my trajectory and my path. 

I want her so much by my side with passionate feelings and exalted loves and humors in the delight of ecstasy and pleasure. 

A. Gust

Story by

A. Gust

BLACK BUTTERFLIES

Ah, cursed butterflies! Horrible witches! Misfortunes! 

Wretchedly damned and infernal! 

I went to visit my friend in the cemetery. 

While I placed flowers on his grave, I heard that dreadful sound, those cursed wings echoing in my ears. Thousands of black butterflies emerged from the grave, circling the resting place of my dear companion, disturbing his eternal sleep in a wretched manner, polluting his spirit with their filthy, turbulent wings. 

Viriato had been ill for a long time, and finally when he passed away, the cocoons of these cursed creatures were found inside his body. The esteemed comrade had always dreamed of these black butterflies; there were times he spoke of nothing else. 

He lived tormented by nightmare nights, and when he finally decided to share some of his visions with us, he filled the room with terror, and on more than one occasion, made those present feel sick with his morbid descriptions. 

What was most hideous, without doubt, were the wounds. 

Deep cuts appeared on his body when he finally woke. These demonic creatures entered his flesh and made it their home, depositing their eggs. 

Poor my friend. His carnal home, now hollow, his soul trapped in the dark abyss by the funereal butterflies, 

thousands emerging from his dead, purple mouth, suffocating him, blocking his breath and killing him even more, choking on these immoral creatures. 

His internal organs no longer exist, devoured by the insatiable hunger of larvae from the cocoons. 

Once I dreamed of the black butterflies, I woke immediately, groping my body for wounds. 

There was nothing, no scratch. Thank God! I would hate to be infected by those horrid things that took my old friend. 

That’s when it all happened. 

For a moment everything blurred, and I found myself plunged in complete darkness; everything remained bitter and cold. And when, finally, my sight returned, I was no longer standing before Viriato’s grave. I was, as if, watching my own body there, 

standing before the mausoleum. And beyond my physical form, I saw Marcos, that is, the vision I had of myself, 

touching his belly, his face twisted in pain, writhing painfully, and in his belly something strange was moving, circling his stomach, 

inflating it, until his agonized mouth opened to spew a swarm of butterflies, all black, circling him, emerging from his pores, nose, eyes, ears, lifting me in their dark cloud, blocking the sunlight in an unlucky and wretched dust. 

And now the ominous demons bared their teeth, 

devouring my parts, extinguishing my miserable existence. 

What remained of my gaunt body fell, lugubrious, upon the grave of my dead friend, filling my soul, along with my body. 

A. Gust

Story by

A. Gust

MY DEATH

When misfortune knocks at the door, “Ah,” you look and see yourself, in a deep state of decomposition, almost unrecognizable; by the greenish rot of flesh, as if you had been floating for months and months in a completely putrid, spoiled river, with worms crawling out of your dead body, 

worms emerging everywhere from this already deformed body exhaling putrefaction! 

And you realize that perhaps you are already dead, and the door in front of you turns into the lid of your coffin, where terrified, you try to escape with kicks, blows, and scratches on the lid, frightened! But you cannot escape this cursed fate

of being buried, not alive! But with your spirit trapped in this damned coffin without air and invaded by the darkness of death; 

because you still believe you are alive, and think you still need oxygen to breathe, not realizing your damned death! 

“Ah,” what misfortune! 

And you feel your coffin descending into your grave already dug in your name, but you can do nothing

but listen to the cries  of those who loved you once in life, like the cry of your mother; who cries desperately while covering you with roses, to say goodbye to he who was once her son, covered by the damned, dead, and withered roses. 

Though alive still in the imagination and memories of the poor mother, sad, shaken, and shattered by the wretched, ill-fated destiny; that separates those who love each other, like the love of a son and a mother that fades like the flame of a candle, 

by a cursed wind that brings misfortune to broken hearts, shattering into pieces all their dreams and burying their soul. 

Dreams that turn into dreams, dead and powerless. 

Dreams, pieces of dreams, remnants of dreams we once had! 

And you realize all the time that that rotten, deformed vision was “You”! 

Dead a long time! 

But you didn’t realize that death had already dragged you, but you got lost in the wilderness still believing you were alive, until the moment this vision from hell reminds us. 

A. Gust

Poetic Tale by

A. Gust

Burial

Cruel to me you were, oh cursed black butterflies. 

The rain has always brought much misfortune to many places, ravaging such places. 

But what of the rains of our hearts that ravage our lives with damned gales bringing death and disorder in the chaos

already in the heart, disturbing our soul? 

And sadness knocks on our door and the crying in teeth grinding tearing the gums, bitten and the tongue quartered, crushed in our mouth bleeding and drowning us with our own

blood—that ravages

our soul, burying our body in the darkest

and most infernal abysses underground where already our soul disfigured in cursed torment burned by the light where one day it lived. 

Ah torment. 

The rain that polluted my heart dragged my desires and dreams—dreams now drowned, rotten from bitter, sad

sorrows and the shock. 

Dead dream buried

Nailed in the deepest graves in the soil where I will never emerge. 

We are born spirits, soon clothed in the sin of flesh to overcome this dead parasitic life that plagues us

in sufferings and discord with a dead nature. 

And in the end, 

of this wretched life, to free ourselves from these straps with strong chains that bind us to this rotten, sinful body until

we return to a new primitive state of spirit. 

But sometimes we carry the disturbances as memories of a badly lived life and become demons of ourselves

and devour ourselves without noticing, causing suffering to ourselves and in the spirit already without peace, polluted by hate and agony, sadness and misfortune in a torment of torment without end where the true pains begin. 

Death is only the beginning of pains, and we cause these pains with

our own demons we have created within ourselves to punish and chastise us. 

We are our own demons, for they have always dwelled

within us, but also exist our angels who live inside us, but their light burns us, and so we drag ourselves

to the deepest abysses to never find them

when hate becomes our driving force and the water that kills the thirst of the soul with the misfortune of others and our own and the rotten bread of bodies eaten by worms that satisfy our hunger. 

And their blood and our own fill our cup

of plagues and misfortunes that kill our thirst with a dryness that soon burns our throats like acid that deforms us

even more inside, 

Gnawing our flesh in profanity, wickedness, and morphic iniquities

A. Gust

Story by

A. Gust

Death

I feel my skull being eaten by worms

And this agony that inhabits my body—I don’t know where it comes from. 

But I feel my eyes ground and broken though they are intact, I feel devoured by all kinds of creatures and beasts from hell. 

I feel my guts coming out of my mouth in torrents of my blood. 

You feel as if you were already dead, the damned demons devouring your body. 

I wander a strange, dark cemetery  they are burying a corpse at night and No, it’s not me in that coffin, it’s a lady who seems to have suffered a car accident for I see the marks of shards that pierced her forehead and entire face. 

I felt pity; she was an old woman, but they should have covered the cuts with tape or, at worst, 

nailed the coffin  well. 

My grave is just there in front

I feel those demons I mentioned devouring my body, already dead and rotted in this cursed earth. 

These worms in my skull give me headaches, gnaw my bones, I feel agony all over my body. 

I asked if you feel it too while still alive; I hope one day we meet  well, I’m feeling much pain, 

I’m distressed and in affliction  I think I’m going now. 

Think  your spirit will feel all the pain and agony that your rotten body felt beneath the earth, 

though I am not in that damned rotten decomposed body anymore, I am still bound to it

and that makes me feel all the pain and suffering inflicted on that already unrecognizable and disfigured body. 

Well  I’m going now

A. Gust

The Devil Dog

Story by

A. Gust

I will tell a cursed story  one that buried my soul

in hatred and despair and much, much agony. It happened when I lived in a house haunted by a

demonic dog—not a normal dog, but diabolical

in appearance. 

It had white eyes as if hollowed out and blind. 

Sleeping in my bed, I woke with the demonic face of

a beast from hell that made my house burn in the most

infernal fire where the condemned suffer eternal torment and peace corrupted by the rot and decomposition of the soul. 

That face soon vanished, but when I stepped on the floor, I felt as if there were lava from a volcano burning my feet, as if I were stepping on coals in pure ember. 

And the walls burned at the highest temperatures, cracking from the infernal heat. 

I felt my body swollen like a bloated, rotten corpse, 

greenish in the carrion of rotten waters where an

odious and repulsive stench exhaled, destroying my lungs with this mortal poison, like the breath of a rotting corpse in

putrefaction  a smell that came off my body as if

I were decomposing yet still alive by misfortune. 

That demonic beast whispered in my ears, though I couldn’t see it. 

It  spoke  with  a  thunderous  voice  that  burst  my  eardrums  with  such  an  unpleasant, disturbing sound. 

I felt those hateful white eyes following me wherever I went, as if it walked behind me, living in my shadow—

like a mark from hell. 

That beast had taken the face of my friend in a vision, before my very eyes, like a decapitated head suspended in the air, its last thirty seconds writhing in agony before the inevitable and terrible brain death. 

With eyes whitened by blindness, a motor fueled by sadness and madness from pain and suffering. 

I went to see my friend and was stunned—

he had awakened with blind, white eyes, just like the vision I had seen His blindness was inexplicable, like the beast that began to stalk me, its fangs ravenous for my blood and its claws making agonizing noises in my ears. 

When I heard those invisible claws scratching the floor all around me, they produced cursed, disturbing snapping sounds that seemed to explode inside my brain. 

I heard the footsteps of that demon behind me, coming my way; when I looked back, I heard a terrified scream from my friend. 

Just as I was about to run to see what it was, something grabbed my feet and dragged me violently backward, 

and I lost consciousness when a stone nearly pierced my skull. 

When I awoke, I went to see my friend and was aghast—

he lay sprawled on the ground with his head severed by a mysterious machete lying beside him. 

Surely, he had spent thirty seconds in pure, cursed agony, watching  his  body  beheaded  until  his  brain  darkened  into  a  deep  sleep,  frozen  and paralyzed by brain death

That demonic face appeared before me again, 

wearing a diabolical grin as it began to take the shape of my own face. 

I  saw  a  machete  plunged  into  one  of  its  eyes,  piercing  the  head  side  to  side,  as  if wanting to show me something symbolic. 

I gazed into my own pierced eyes and saw a vision inside—

my friend’s intact body violently thrashing on the floor. 

Someone had opened the door and seemed about to rescue him, but  that  person’s  face  was  utterly  deformed,  as  if  burned  by  the  most  terrible, devastating acids. 

His  face  was  so  disfigured  that  molten  droplets  of  his  own  skin  mixed  with  blood dripped down, 

as if his face were still being consumed by an infernal fire. 

That man drew a machete from his waist, and as my friend struggled on the floor, he  was  violently  beheaded  by  this  monstrous  deformity,  who  laughed  heartlessly  at my friend’s sorrowful face, 

agonizing in his last seconds while watching his body beheaded until his head fell into eternal slumber. 

I saw the eyes of that monster and realized they were my own terrified eyes—

staring back at me, I understood it was I who had killed my friend. 

Maybe  while  unconscious,  something  inside  me—like  that  demonic  dog—had  taken possession and committed this monstrosity, 

using me for such an inhuman purpose. 

Then I fainted from the horror of what I had done to my friend. 

Afterward, I tried to run out of the house, tortured by remorse and guilt crushing my brain, 

and I collapsed unconscious on the floor again. 

When I woke, I could not remember those events—

perhaps because I was no longer possessed by the demon of that hellish dog who had

taken control of me. 

I had always been close to my friend and could not understand such barbarity done to him, my body used by that demonic beast. 

I went to my friend’s wake and burial, disturbed by guilt. 

His mortal remains lay in a sealed coffin. 

That night, I went to the cemetery to apologize at my friend’s grave, but I saw a black shadow moaning in terrible agony. 

I realized it was my friend’s voice lamenting his horrid death at the hands of his own friend—

but I was possessed by the animal that haunted me and could not recall these things until I fainted and woke again, 

for that creature had stolen my body to carry out such a disturbing crime through me. 

I summoned the courage to look at its face, and when I did, it was the face of that demonic dog that began biting and devouring my face, ripping all my flesh until my face became unrecognizable and deformed. 

The  skin  of  my  face  dripped  blood  from  the  terrible  punctures  that  beast  had  made with its teeth, 

tearing my face like stabbing knives

That  shadow  soon  disappeared,  but  before  it  left,  it  had  transformed  me  into  a monster—

perhaps so I could always see the monster I hid inside me, the one I had killed even while possessed by the demon haunting me. 

I accepted this monster as part of myself, but the death of my friend, his blood spilled by my hands, haunts my spirit, rotting my peace, which lies in desperate despair and agony, 

letting disturbance take over my troubled mind

I began hearing my friend’s agonized voices everywhere in my house, as if they wanted to drive me mad with despair. 

The lamps in my house dripped blood like bloody tears, crying deep sorrow, then shattered above me, plunging all the rooms into darkness, obscuring my soul in somber shadows for having killed my dear friend. 

Seeing solitude and anguish overwhelm me, 

I decided to kill others to try to forget my friend and relieve my guilt, 

dismembering others—yet all because of this demon that kept possessing my body. 

Afterward, I remembered nothing, only visions of how I had killed, always seeing the shadows of those people devouring me bit by bit—not just my face, but tearing my entire body apart without killing me, 

leaving me deformed and covered with deep cuts all over, perhaps so I would always remember them for having killed them cruelly—

but with that cursed demon stealing my body for such cruelties That  creature  always  took  the  form  of  the  victim  I  was  possessed  to  kill  through demonic madness, 

and  in  some  way,  that  cursed  animal  showed  me  how  to  kill  each  one  through symbolism, 

making references to those victims—not mine, but the demon’s in my body. 

Those victims always had white, blind eyes, 

perhaps to make it easier for me to kill them, 

and maybe it was that demon who blinded them before possessing me to slaughter them with demonic cruelty. 

A. Gust

Afflictions

A Tale by A. Gust

Bia gave birth to a beautiful child, but cursed in her soul, this child, lovingly named Beatriz by her mother, was born blind in both eyes and mute

—a cruel misfortune. 

Bia had severe personality problems, diagnosed with dissociative disorder or multiple personality. 

One of these personalities was called Mima, 

who  suffered  serious  mental  issues  and  was  violently  aggressive  toward  others, including herself. 

The other personality—her natural one—was a calm, intelligent, and normal woman, impressing all doctors with her loving behavior and remarkable intelligence. 

Bia suffered an accident and died suddenly in a car crash, along with her daughter. 

Their car had collided with a truck, which crushed the vehicle completely on the road. 

Natalia moved with her baby in her arms to a lovely house; she was very loving toward her little daughter, Gleice. 

Every night, Gleice would start crying, waking Natalia, who rose frightened. 

Seeing Gleice in her room, Natalia found her frightened, as if someone was scaring her. 

Natalia saw nothing but stayed with Gleice until she fell asleep. 

Natalia loved her daughter dearly, treating her with affection. 

Natalia had never had a child before and was young, with no plans for a baby, but after having Gleice just days ago, she fell in love with her, loving her deeply and becoming a protective, caring mother—

for her life had changed somehow. 

Yet,  she  didn’t  know  how  to  handle  Gleice’s  crying  due  to  her  inexperience  and being a first-time mother. 

Natalia suffered severe headaches because every night Gleice’s crying woke her, and she had to soothe her, which strained her nerves, forcing her to take medication to calm the daily stress—

which became unbearable day by day, causing excruciating headaches with stabbing brain pains and migraines from exhaustion

Still, she always treated her daughter well, 

though she began to care for Gleice more out of obligation for having had a child so young, 

with  many  things  she  still  wanted  to  enjoy  if  it  weren’t  for  always  having  to  watch over her daughter. 

Gleice  had  no  babysitter  because  Natalia  was  so  protective  she  became  almost paranoid, 

afraid to leave her daughter in strangers’ hands if she went out for fun. 

So she preferred to care for Gleice alone. 

When her head throbbed with sharp, crushing pains as if to shatter her brain and skull, she discovered a small tumor developing slowly in her brain; if untreated, it could grow and leave her with mere days to live. 

Natalia refused treatment, deciding to care for her daughter until her last days, but she always worried about what would happen to little Gleice after her death

It was just the two of them; her husband had died in a work accident. 

Just her and her daughter, Gleice. 

Gleice bought a bottle of champagne to toast her complete misery, drinking until she was drunk and fell to the floor—

she had stumbled and could no longer even walk from intoxication. 

Thinking  she  had  hurt  herself,  she  staggered  to  the  bedroom  and  looked  in  the wardrobe mirror, 

searching for injuries on her face, feeling pain from the impact. 

Her  eyes  began  bleeding  as  if  crying  tears  of  blood—frightened  and  with  pain escalating sharply in her brain from the tumor, 

she collapsed unconscious on the floor. 

…

When  she  woke,  she  wiped  the  blood  from  her  eyes  and  went  to  check  on  her daughter, who cried terribly, frightened. 

Natalia saw that Gleice’s eyes were bruised purple; 

perhaps Natalia had struck her daughter while unconscious or suffered from mood and personality disorders like multiple personality. 

This was how Natalia began to think and felt guilty and anguished for having hit her daughter unknowingly—

this was how she felt, deeply shaken. 

Going to her room, exhausted, sickly pale, and very sad and disturbed, she was startled to find a baby shoe belonging to Gleice on her bed, and  the  stroller  beside  the  bed;  the  bed  was  rumpled,  as  if  someone  had  just  been there. 

But  Natalia  was  sure  she  had  made  the  bed  and  could  not  understand  what  had happened, growing more frightened and remorseful, 

thinking she might have taken her daughter to the room and struck her eyes there—so Natalia thought

But she resumed normal behavior, bringing affection back to Gleice’s room. 

When  she  arrived,  she  saw  Gleice’s  two  eyes  bleeding  and  completely  white,  as  if blind—

indeed, they were blind from their whiteness, blood streaming down. 

The child cried desperately. 

Natalia cried over what had happened and began wiping the blood with a cloth, which soon became soaked, 

but the child would never see again, her eyes permanently white and blind. 

Yet miraculously, the child was well and calmed in Natalia’s arms. 

Natalia thought about seeking medical help, believing she might have done this, but  feared  she  would  be  arrested  or  institutionalized  if  she  revealed  these  events publicly, 

never to see her beautiful daughter again

She  did  not  want  her  daughter  taken  from  her,  so  she  acted  as  if  nothing  had happened, 

giving her daughter much more affection, loving her even more, because she felt guilty for everything and loved her daughter deeply The next day, completely worn out in bed, her skin white and pale, very ill from her health, 

and exhausted and hungry, even with severe headaches from the tumor, she went to the kitchen to prepare something to eat. 

When she opened the drawer with forks, knives, and cutlery, she saw one knife soaked in blood. 

She  immediately  thought,  horrified,  that  it  was  with  this  knife  she  had  blinded  her daughter. 

In the room, Gleice began smiling, cheerful with a happy expression, as if someone were there making her laugh. 

Hearing  Gleice’s  joyful  laughter,  Natalia  ran  to  her  daughter’s  room,  scared,  but there was nothing wrong—

only her mind, already disturbed, and her cursed headaches Going to her own room, she fainted on the floor from a sharp pain in her skull. 

She woke startled shortly after, exhausted, and decided to sleep. 

But almost asleep, she heard terrible cries from her daughter. 

Looking at Gleice, she was smiling happily; the child seemed very happy, except for her tongue, which had been cut out. 

Natalia felt a sharp pain in her chest as if having a heart attack from panic and despair, but  strangely,  her  daughter  was  well  and  smiling,  blood  spurting  though  her  mouth was stained with blood

Natalia  knew  if  anyone  saw  her  daughter  like  that,  she’d  be  arrested  or institutionalized, 

but she did not want to lose her daughter. 

Natalia did not understand what was happening to her, for she had always loved Gleice deeply

She decided to leave the house a little to breathe fresh air, though shaken and shattered inside, her soul in agony. 

She  sat  on  a  bench  in  a  nearby  park,  a  vacant,  deserted  space  by  an  almost  ghostly road, 

where hardly anyone passed, and no cars came by for a long time. 

She heard footsteps behind her; it was a young man walking alone—

his car had broken down on the road, and he was seeking help to fix it. 

He saw her sad on the bench and asked if she was alright, explaining his situation to her. 

She treated the boy politely and invited him to her house—

he was surely hungry and thirsty, and inside there was a phone to call for help.Upon entering the house, she went to the kitchen to prepare something for that polite young man  to  eat,  for  he  was  famished  after  a  long  trek,  and  his  car  had  broken  down  far away. 

The young man waited in the living room for Natalia. But he heard a child crying; he called  for  Natalia,  yet  she  did  not  hear.  Curious,  he  went  to  see  where  the  sobbing came from. 

He saw Gleice crying desperately, her monstrous white, blind eyes bleeding, and her mouth beginning to gush blood. Meanwhile, a woman tried to soothe the child, calling her “daughter.” 

This  woman  said,  “Calm  down,  daughter,  now  everything  is  alright.  It  wasn’t  you who  was  there—that  woman  tried  to  steal  you  from  me.  But  now  I  can  care  for  you again, the way God gave you to me, the beautiful way you came into this world, my little angel.” She tenderly stroked Gleice, who struggled fearfully. 

Natalia heard her daughter weeping and ran to see her. Gleice nestled into Natalia’s arms, and the blood soon began to coagulate after Natalia cleaned her. The spirit of that woman stared at Natalia with eyes full of hatred and malice, as if Natalia wished to steal her child

But  she  could  do  nothing  at  the  moment,  only  seize  the  moment  when  Natalia  lost consciousness to possess her body and treat her daughter with affection. 

This woman believed that child was not her daughter but imagined her real daughter was  hiding  behind  this  cursed  child—an  abomination,  in  her  eyes.  When  she  began slapping the child’s eyes, she saw the child’s face start to resemble her little girl as she had come into the world. She decided to use a knife to finish the task—piercing both eyes and cutting the tongue—so she could have her beloved daughter again, just as she had at birth, she thought. 

The young man who witnessed all this was stunned and terrified; he even glimpsed the woman  dressed  in  white  but  soon  stopped  watching.  He  was  pale,  trembling,  and scared. 

This man told Natalia what he saw, but she didn’t believe him, thinking that if he left, she could call the police. Natalia was already deeply disturbed by everything that had happened.  She  drew  a  knife  and  drove  it  into  the  young  man’s  forehead;  he  died immediately, collapsing violently to the floor. 

Natalia buried the young man’s body in the yard outside the house. Upon returning, she saw the woman covering the child’s mouth as Gleice struggled for air, suffocated. 

When Natalia rushed to help her daughter, the child stopped moving, dead in her arms. 

While this woman suffocated the child at the moment Natalia buried the young man, she whispered into the baby’s ear, “Don’t cry, little daughter; soon you will be with me. It’s almost over, poor thing,” said this ghostly woman. 

As the child died, strangled, her breath cut off by the woman’s hand over her mouth, the other hand caressed her lovingly. The woman’s face bore an innocent smile, her

gaze both sad and happy, knowing soon it would all end and she would be forever with her daughter. 

Natalia wept desperately, holding her dead daughter, and nothing else mattered. She decided to surrender to the police, for even if she was not responsible for everything, she  had  executed  much  of  the  horrid  acts  upon  her  daughter  while  possessed—and this only strengthened the ghostly woman’s power to kill the child. 

Everyone  came  to  believe  the  woman  was  there,  exploiting  the  power  of  belief  to materialize and kill the child. The young man who died had the gift to see spirits, which empowered this woman even more  The police found the buried body of that young man, and Natalia paid for the crime. 

Thus,  Natalia  surrendered  to  the  police,  assuming  full  guilt  for  what  had  occurred, tears streaming down her face, seeing that all was over, that everything had ended for her.  No  one  would  believe  her  even  if  she  spoke  of  ghosts—they  would  think  she belonged in a madhouse. She ended up imprisoned, sentenced to life until her dying days

A. Gust

Listen to the silence

Silence can be more disturbing and infernal than any noise. 

When all around you, you pay attention to this damned silence Low creaks and suddenly a diabolical scream—and everyone is startled. 

Thanks to the dreadful power of silence—the silence—

It disturbs our soul, and we begin to hear every organ in our body working, we feel the blood coursing through the veins, 

and the heart beating fast, and the more silence—the cursed snap in the depths of our brain, like our skull is exploding. 

A mysterious buzzing pierces our ears, as if silence would destroy our hearing, leaving us deaf with a cursed noise and ringing engraved in our minds—and suddenly another snap inside the brain. 

This snap grows louder and louder, a devilish crack like a heart racing and infarcting in the center of our brain

I enter a solitary house, a cursed house that damns me with every silent hell that snaps in  my  ears,  and  another  snap  in  my  brain—a  damned  noise  loudly  making  my  heart leap and jump into my throat. 

And another stab in my brain with this damned snap—and so this agony prolongs and grows ever more, increasing more and more in the center of my brain. 

Inside  this  disturbing  house,  I  find  a  coffin  with  a  young  pale  dead  woman,  a  veil covering  her  beautiful  face,  lying  in  a  coffin  covered  with  black,  rotten,  withered flowers. 

I had cut through the cemetery and entered this house they call a chapel because a damned rain falls on a cold night, and I found only this place not to get wet. 

But these snaps in my brain, they are increasing

The door bangs. 

Maybe someone is lost tonight in the cemetery under the rain like me. 

I will open the door  my brain won’t stop snapping, but hey, there’s no one here. I think it was the damned rain, maybe the wind. 

But   this  young  woman  disappeared—the  coffin  is  empty.  Empty?  How?  And  that terrifying  snap  in  my  brain  and  this  damned  silence,  more  and  more   but  I  see  no footprints. How does a corpse vanish? 

The  door  bangs—I  am  afraid  to  open  it;  it  bangs  harder  and  harder,  disturbing  my ears

The door swings open violently toward me, but I see no one. I thought it might be the dead young woman trying to frighten me. 

But look, she lies again in her coffin  but how? I must be seeing things. 

The rain is stopping, and so I wander among these concrete tombs and graves. 

The  images  atop  the  tombstones  of  angels  and  saints  seem  to  watch  me  with  every step I take  strange. 

I heard a terrible scream coming from the chapel. 

It can’t be—I decided to leave the cemetery and asked a woman passing by car for a ride. I did not notice much; it was very cold. 

The car door opened, and I got in, but wait  snaps, snaps in my brain were driving me crazy. But wait, it can’t be  that woman is the same from the chapel. 

“Where are you going, sir?” said this enraged ghost. 

“What damnation is happening?” I wondered. 

Before I realized, this ghost was in the car, and it was speeding. 

“But you’re not dead—how can you be driving?” I asked, terrified. 

“I’m not dead; you are the one dying of fear that I will crash the car. But what were you doing at night in the cemetery in this rain?” 

I  had  to  find  out  if  I  was  going  insane.  I  opened  the  door  and  jumped  out  of  the speeding car, almost breaking my arm on the cursed road. 

But wait again—my brain hurts; the snaps keep increasing. I must be losing it. I have to know if I am mad. 

I will return to that cemetery—I have to watch over the chapel. She is dead—how is she driving? A new kind of corpse? A corpse that offers rides? A cursed, deathly ride I entered the cemetery and the chapel—no

It can’t be—I am lying in the coffin—but how? 

I have to get out. 

The door slammed shut—blessed damnation. 

There  is  nothing  in  the  coffin—I  was  relieved.  I  thought  I  had  truly  died  and  was wandering here like a corpse. But what about that woman? 

The door opened—I will leave this place, walking through this silent, silent cemetery, and  this  snap  in  my  brain  snaps  more  and  more,  my  head  feels  like  it  will  burst.  My skull feels like cracking. Wait

I hear baby cries—agonizing cries of anguish. 

They come from the tombs; this cannot be real—and those cement angels staring at me? 

These desperate cries come from all the tombs; my brain feels like it will explode. 

Suddenly, all the images of angels above the tombs begin to shatter, and from inside emerge several rotten children in advanced states of decay, their flesh greenish from rot—terrifying,  horrid  babies  with  white  worms  crawling  out  of  their  mouths  and  all over, with frightening black wings on their backs—demonic angels as if come from hell. 

They vanish into the sky in the darkness. 

But the cries ceased. Wait, now this damned silence. 

My ears then buzz, noises come from everywhere—noises of silence, infernal silence—

my ears are bleeding. 

I think I will lose consciousness and fainted, falling among the tombs. 

When I woke—blessed day—I have to get out of this cemetery. 

This time I will walk home, but I sense a cursed step following me. 

My brain stopped snapping—I think I am better now. 

Damned, deceitful dream. 

I woke dizzy and faint. Wait, no  you again. 

That mysterious woman extended her hand to help me up. 

“You have to return to the chapel,” she said. 

“I’m a friend of your mother’s. She took ill from your death and I decided to come visit you. Your mother is in the hospital but will be fine.” 

“How can I be dead? And if I am, how can you see me? And what if you are the dead one?”  I  asked,  terrified  and  utterly  confused.  My  brain  started  to  snap  with  that damned crack. 

“I understand,” said the woman, entering the chapel. 

I felt sad, thinking she might be right. 

To my damned, unlucky fortune, I entered the chapel and was aghast—astonished—I saw my mother, pale and dead, lying in the coffin. Beside that cursed apparition, I saw a diabolical demon smiling at me with monstrous malice

That terrifying demon said:

“Your grave is right there. 

I will show you,” said the mysterious woman. 

A. Gust

Reality Dug Up

A Tale by A. Gust

I woke terrified inside a coffin—I was being mourned in a funeral home, but I was alive. 

I don’t understand what happened. It was all dark, lit only by candles burning beside the coffin, burning violently

I saw no one else. I rose from the coffin in desperation—the coffin lay on the floor in the middle of the room. 

I opened the lid with punches and kicks, for I was terrified. 

I walked down the corridor, overwhelmed by darkness, for the hall was very dark, and on each side were many rooms, each mourning a coffin illuminated by candles. 

It was a funeral home. 

But I heard those coffins thrashing and shaking, and voices begging for help that sent my ears bleeding. 

I entered one of those rooms and opened a coffin  inside was another person in the same situation as mine, not knowing where they were or what was happening. 

So it was with everyone inside

When  anyone  tried  to  leave  the  funeral  home,  they  suddenly  caught  fire,  turning instantly to ashes and smoke, like instant combustion. 

We  were  trapped  in  that  place,  and  if  anyone  attempted  to  escape,  they  combusted and vanished without a trace; not even ashes remained—simply disappeared into the air amid the surrounding darkness. 

I thought, maybe we are dead and don’t know it. 

Some people began to suffer violently, thrashing on the floor, blood pouring from their mouths until they died. 

I realized we were not dead, but something invisible was trying to kill us, I thought. 

I started hearing footsteps from all directions. 

I saw doors on every room, opening and closing violently on their own But there was nothing, no one—only me and these people who didn’t know what was happening. 

The  man  who  had  died  began  disappearing  out  of  nowhere  before  our  eyes,  as  if becoming invisible

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. It was madness; I was scared and confused, as were all there. 

Suddenly, that man came out of one of the doors that banged alone, though he had opened and closed it

He looked fine and could not see us. He left the funeral home without harm. 

I  found  it  strange  because  another  young  man  with  me  tried  to  leave  too  but  was incinerated until nothing remained. 

The same thing that happened to that mysterious man happened to many others with me. 

I  ended  up  alone  in  that  darkness,  the  only  one  there,  and  no  one  could  see  me anymore. 

I began to think maybe I was dead and those people were alive, and I was trapped in this hell  I thought. 

I heard voices echo my name from every side, shouted until my ears bled. 

I saw no hope left for me, alone in that place, and that soon I would truly die, starving and thirsty, trapped there. 

So I decided to go outside, but nothing happened to me. 

I was afraid to leave because all who tried before with me burned in combustion. 

I realized I was the one alive. 

I had been alive all along—I thought. 

The others were dead; maybe I had clairvoyance to see them in spirit  that’s what I thought. 

I looked outside and saw coffins everywhere, scattered along the city streets. 

I walked among them. 

Those  coffins  shook  violently  until  other  people  started  emerging  from  them, confused, not knowing where they were or what was happening. 

I realized I had left one hell only to enter another

And I had truly been dead from the start—I kept thinking to myself. 

…

But the voices kept shouting my name in my ears until they bled. 

I closed my eyes, anguished, covering my ears, for the screaming made my ears bleed more and more until my eyes began bleeding nonstop. 

When I opened my eyes, I was in a coma in an ICU. I could see nothing but the darkness covering my eyes.My family was there, but I couldn’t open my eyes or move; I only heard everything around me. 

I heard the doctors saying I wouldn’t survive, and there was no way out of the coma. 

The solution was to disconnect my machines. 

At that moment, my family began to cry, and I tried to ask for help, crying in despair and agony, because I was still alive—and if they turned off the machines, I would die. 

But it was already too late. 

They turned off the machines  This story is encrypted, and I am writing it through the hands of a medium who can hear me and help me—I am very grateful to you. 

I hope everyone knows my story, for it is already too late for me. 

I think they are calling me  I must go  My name no longer matters A. Gust

Hotel Hospelente

A tale by A. Gust

I will tell a story that happened to me a long time ago—

And still happens, like a knife driven deep into my skull, piercing through all my brain and paralyzing my mind, 

forcing me always to remember and relive

this story that still haunts me today. 

Once I went to travel to a town in the countryside. 

The hotels in that town were cheap and filthy, without a single star or reputation. 

They were fifth-rate hotels, true roadside dives. 

I stayed in one of those hotels, and there were many people staying there because they were cheap. 

My room was on the very top floor—

the last balcony of the hotel, more than ten meters high, and I was at the summit of the building. 

Every night, I heard children crying. 

I realized there were many infants with their mothers staying at the hotel. 

I had seen many baby strollers being pushed by mothers in the hallways, searching for their rooms. 

In the morning, I was awakened by a desperate scream coming from beside my room. 

It was the voice of a woman in agony; it seemed she was suffering. 

I  went  to  see  what  was  happening  and  knocked  on  the  door.  The  woman  screamed louder and louder, as if being beaten by someone. 

I was about to break down the door, but to my surprise, it opened by itself. 

I  found  it  strange  but  entered  the  room  and  saw  a  beautiful  woman  having  a nightmare. 

She was talking during her sleep, and I realized she was sleepwalking. 

We  must  never  wake  a  sleepwalker,  for  the  shock  could  kill  them—at  least,  that’s what  I  learned—and  I  began  to  listen  carefully  to  what  she  said,  even  though  I  felt awkward being in someone else’s room without her knowing. 

She cried out in sobs, begging for her baby to be returned. 

I  saw  a  baby  carriage  beside  her,  and  the  baby  was  sleeping  peacefully  and  deeply, despite the mother’s screams. 

She woke up and, upon seeing me, screamed even more, surely thinking I was a thief. 

I  told  her  I  heard  her  desperate  screams  from  my  room  next  door  and  came  to  help because I thought something bad was happening. 

She apologized and said she had a horrible dream. 

She dreamt her baby was dead and horribly burned inside the stove. 

She felt as if someone was watching and chasing her inside her own room. 

The lights were off, and the room was lit only by a bedside lamp. 

She  heard  footsteps  hopping  all  around  the  room,  but  no  one  was  there;  only  she heard them—I heard nothing. 

She told me this, shaken, with a look heavy with sadness. 

I could see she loved her son very much. 

I told her that if she needed anything, she could call or shout for me, and I would come to help immediately. 

She thanked me for my kind and chivalrous gesture, and I returned to my room. 

The next night, while I was sleeping, I was awakened by a terrible baby’s cry. 

I thought something bad was happening to the child and went to try to help. 

There was no one in the room, and the door was open. 

I returned to my room and saw the woman holding her child in my room. 

She was in front of the window, which was wide open, and the wind outside shook the curtains fiercely. 

She threw her crying, terrified baby out the window while screaming in panic, saying:

“You monster! You are not my son, you deformed thing!” she shouted, terrified. 

I tried to help, but it was too late; the child had already been thrown out the window. 

When I turned to look at her face—because it was very dark—I saw she was completely burned and disfigured. 

I panicked and tried to leave the room, but the door locked itself out of nowhere. 

When I looked back, she had vanished. 

I began to hear footsteps all around the room. 

I started shouting for help, but suddenly everything went silent, and the door opened

by itself. 

I  ran  out  of  the  room—and  that’s  when  I  saw  many  bloody  footsteps  along  the hallway. 

It seemed the doors ahead of me were bleeding; they were stained and dripping blood, and all the doors were open. 

In every room I entered, there was a different woman in utter darkness staring at me and throwing her child out the window. 

When  I  tried  to  hold  the  woman,  she  burst  into  many  pieces,  which  scattered  all around

I ran down the hallway, terrified, almost slipping on the blood, and rushed down the elevator to the reception. 

I  heard  many  ambulance  sirens—I  was  surprised  because  they  were  putting  the women’s bodies into black bags. 

Instead of babies, it was the women who were dead on the floor, completely crushed and dismembered

There were many police officers, and when they saw me, they ordered me to put my hands on my head and squat down. 

I started running toward the elevator, and they began shooting many bullets at me. 

Luckily, the elevator door closed, and the bullets hit the door, but one of those bullets hit me in the shoulder. 

I went back upstairs, and when I opened the door, there were decapitated children’s heads all over the hallway. 

I heard the police over the loudspeaker saying I would not escape and that I would pay for what I had done. 

But I hadn’t done anything. 

I started running down the corridor, stepping over the heads. 

I thought I was going mad and losing my grip on reality. 

I entered my room, which was completely dark and silent. 

