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CONFESSIONS
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THE SMALL BODY, ALREADY lifeless, weighed three times more than normal. The yellow leaves fallen on the ground announced that autumn was in its peak. She did not drag the body. She did not want to mark that clear, fine skin any further. He had been punished and now he had achieved the grace of forgiveness.

With difficulty, she tied the limp body to a nearly ten-foot-tall oilwood tree, bare of leaves due to the season. The young woman stood back, admiring what she had done. It was perfect.

Her wide, distant, light brown eyes stared at the small body, wrapped in a bundle of barbed wire, tied to a tree with a peeling brown trunk, in the middle of a dense, abandoned forest on the edge of the city's farms. Even so, someone could find the body, she was sure of that, but it would never be discovered.

I couldn't!

How would he punish those sinful children? They needed to learn and Beatriz was willing to teach them.
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SIX MONTHS LATER
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— FORGIVE ME, FATHER, I have sinned! — Sweet Miss Beatriz Peixoto kept her head down as she confessed her sins once again to the priest of the central parish.

Her blonde hair was tied up in a high bun, hiding the dry ends.

Beatriz did not feel like a beautiful woman, far from it. Her broad forehead and pointed chin gave her a strong and strange appearance. But that did not stop her from wanting, with all her heart, to feel like a beautiful woman, perhaps even coveted?

Deep down, Beatriz felt envious of the girls who walked down the street in short shorts, showing off their bodies and drawing attention. Something she had never dared to do. And when she thought like that, she quickly considered herself a sinner like the others and ran to Father Eustáquio's office, as if he had the power to absolve her of her guilt. And in fact, for Beatriz, he did. But that didn't absolve her of the carnal punishment. Later, she would get home and whip herself until she lost her strength. She needed to feel forgiveness on her skin.

The gray-haired man with the peaceful voice was used to receiving the young woman in his weekly confessions.

After confessing her carnal and natural desires to the priest and receiving his spiritual guidance, Beatriz stood up and said goodbye. Feeling relieved, free.

— See you next week, Bia! — The priest waved affectionately, aware that Beatriz's visits were becoming more and more frequent and unfounded.

Beatriz pursed her thin lips into a barely noticeable line, grabbed her beige purse, and walked over to the van parked outside. Her brown eyes narrowed as the sunlight hit her. She frowned, cursing the strange feeling in her chest.

Birds flew over the church tower and sang pleasant melodies. Children ran towards the parish playground, closely accompanied by their protective mothers. The sun smiled. The day was perfect, but Beatriz was walking through pure hell.

She missed the feeling of purification. She needed to smell it, to touch the warm liquid that flowed from the veins of sinners. Purified blood.

She needed to hear the sound waves floating through the air, propagating the thin cries she loved so much. A frenzy ran through her body and she knew in that instant that she needed more.

He bit his lip as he sat on the old leather seat of the yellow van he was driving.

Excitement permeated his senses as words surfaced in his mind.

I need to fix them!

I need to teach them!

They need to ask for forgiveness!

Beatriz started the van and sped back to Monkey Village farm, her home.

The farm was an inheritance left by her parents. In good times, the well-known Monkey Village was one of the largest producers of artisanal dye in the city. After the death of its owners, it was abandoned and at the mercy of time and fate. However, the radiant color of the dye could still be seen from a distance. Even in the dirty tone of Beatriz's van.

— Good morning, Beatriz! — The girl was startled and grabbed the steering wheel curiously. — I'm sorry, I didn't mean to scare you. — Cristian Vidal waited for the light to change inside his black Blazer.

Beatriz glanced over the bearded face of the man who was looking at her friendly from behind his black Ray-Ban sunglasses. Her eyes lingered briefly on the badge hanging around his neck, shiny, imposing, attached to a cord that rested on his black vest. Then she smiled, victorious once again.

— Good morning, Doctor Vidal! — He waved kindly. — How are you?

Beatriz was honest, known in society for her community service. She was a simple, respectful and charismatic girl. That was what Bia seemed to people, that was what she thought of herself. For her, carrying the mission of correcting the sins of humanity was as important as breathing, and as difficult as facing her own sins, but no one knew what was going on in the mind and heart of that young woman. She was trustworthy, and that was how she deceived everyone.

— I'm doing very well! — he lied. — I hope you're well, Bia.

His masculine face twisted into a smile, feeling a certain pity for the 25-year-old girl who lived alone on a deserted farm, where she barely made a living from what the once fertile land offered her. He noticed her disheveled hair and the dirty wheels of a reddish hue that he swore was from the dye that was spread across the land.

— Have a good day — Cristian said goodbye.

The handsome man kept his sunglasses on to hide the dark circles that seemed to be permanent on his square, expressive face. The police chief hadn't known what it was like to get a full night's sleep for some time, and the whole city knew why.

Two months ago the first body was found and chaos ensued.

Felipe Resende. A boy of just nine years old.

The little and restless Felipe disappeared on a cloudy afternoon while playing in front of his house with a soccer ball that his grandmother had given him. His mother, Suzana Resende, called out three times for her son, but he never appeared. She then went out onto the porch holding a dish towel, looking for where her son could have gone.

Stubborn child!, she thought.

It was common for Felipe to take a long time to come home. He loved playing outside, even when he was alone, like on that sad afternoon. In an outburst, Suzana screamed for her son once more. The empty street was filled with uncontrolled wind. It threatened to rain. Suzana leaned against the wall that separated the porch from the entrance to the house and felt her body go weak. Something was wrong. For the Resende family, a nightmare had begun.

Seven days later, a farmer called the police. One afternoon, as usual, he was driving his cattle back to the farm, taking his hunting dog with him. He saw some vultures circling a narrow part of the forest that divided the farms. It was common for a cow or a calf to get lost in the thick bushes. They could stay there for days until the farmer noticed they were missing. Sometimes, some of the animals encountered the merciless venom of the rattlesnakes that lived in the region. And it was through the vultures flying overhead that the farmer discovered where the animals' bodies were. So he followed them, discovering much more than just one of his cows killed by a snake.

Little Felipe's body was found tied to a tree. His face was unrecognizable; the vultures had arrived first. In the medical examination room, Mrs. Suzana and her husband recognized their son as soon as they entered the room. His clothes and hair were practically intact. His skin, especially on his back, was worn, cut and bruised. A whitish tone covered every inch of his little body, which was already hard as stone.

The screams of that mother could be heard from the other block. Everyone in the police station was terrified, their mouths open with so much pain.

How could someone be so cruel?

The agonizing sound that woman had made, radiating her sadness, had marked the lives of everyone in that place. Cristian would certainly hear her screams for the rest of his life.

The ball was not found.

Later that dark and desolate day, Felipe's body was carefully placed on the silver stretcher that belonged to the coroner's office. The cause of death was carefully analyzed.

—Deep, anatomical cuts all over his back. I believe the boy was whipped while he was still alive—Michele spoke with authority.

The medical expert finalized the report and explained the sordid details to delegate Cristian, who listened attentively.

“Look!” He pointed to a deep cavity in the blue skin of the child’s back. “The object pierced the skin deep enough to cut, but it didn’t reach the bone. It moved back and forth. It went in and out with the same ease.”

— It couldn't have been the cause of death! — Cristian leaned over Felipe's body, avoiding at all costs comparing the age between the victim and his seven-year-old son.

— Definitely not. — The doctor handed him a clipboard with the succinct data. — The cause of death was external hemorrhage. The wrists were cut and the arteries in the feet were also cut. But note that a longitudinal cut was made to the abdomen. And all the boy's blood was removed.

— This technique is not strange to me... — Cristian ran his hands through his hair.

“You come from a rural town, am I right?” Michele ventured, putting her hands in her lab coat. “Sorry to intrude, but your story is known around town.”

The doctor's words made Cristian go back in time in the blink of an eye. Suddenly, he was no longer an experienced police officer, a grown man, attractive and with a striking presence who was increasingly achieving success in his career. On the contrary. He was back to being the skinny, scrawny and poor boy who cultivated sugarcane with his family during the day and went hungry at night, who found himself forced to decide which path he would follow.

One hot afternoon, little Cristian asked his mother to let him study. His father warned him: “My son, the world is too big a place for you.” But his mother encouraged him: “Go, my son.” Her eyes filled with tears as she saw the desire to grow shining in her son’s face. “May God bless you.”

Cristian walked more than ten kilometers a day. He couldn't miss classes and he could never spend money on something like school transportation.

He felt hungry as he walked. Sometimes he felt dizzy, but he persisted. He arrived at school sweaty, with sore feet and hungry, very hungry. He soon found favor with one of the teachers who brought some cookies for the boy. He ate them all in secret. He was afraid that someone would see and force the teacher to take away his only snack of the morning.

Cristian would come home in the afternoon exhausted. At night, he would lie down under the lantern and repeat everything he had learned to his two older brothers, who watched him with interest.

Years passed and life remained the same. Same difficulties, same hunger, same long road to school.

Cristian graduated and soon saved up the money he earned selling the cachaça his father produced on the farm. With a lot of effort, he won a full scholarship to the Law School in his city, which was both a blessing and a curse at the same time, after all, his debts were increasing. He needed new sneakers, books and clothes. Those were difficult years, but he graduated with honors. His father cried at his graduation and his mother raised her hands to the sky, feeling a pride that could not be contained in her chest.

Cristian's story continued. He passed the Civil Police exam and, years later, took a step further, passing the public exam that would declare him a Civil Police delegate. One of the most respected and dedicated in the police force. At that moment, Cristian's life changed. Now, the simple and extremely intelligent man would represent the heads of the police institutions and would have the responsibility of leading the police station in his district.

In the same year, he arranged for the sale of his parents' farm, after all, they could no longer work. He took his family to the city and bought them a large and comfortable house across from the one where he lived.

Years passed and there was no one in the city who did not know the story of delegate Cristian Vidal. A man coveted among women, widowed for three years, but alone ever since.

A seven-year-old boy held his heart and his life in his hands. Little Gabriel, his son, was without a doubt his greatest treasure.
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CRISTIAN BLINKED, COMING back to reality.

— Yes. — His dark eyes stared at Dr. Michele, agreeing with the fact that the doctor had pointed out about him growing up in a rural town. — What's relevant about that? — Cristian remembered his days on the farm well. That didn't please him.

— This is a technique used to bleed pigs before killing them — the doctor revealed. — Our killer has a method. He beat the boy severely. Eighty percent of the victim's body is bruised. In addition to whipping him, he drained all of his blood and left his body exposed in the woods tied with barbed wire. He seemed to want us to find him.

The doctor sighed, shocked for the first time in years of practice.

— Cristian — she rested her arms on the table — we still don't know if we'll have any new victims. We could be dealing with a serial killer.

— God forbid — he announced.

— If you believe in God, you'd better start praying.

Cristian Vidal was not ready for the atrocities that would follow from then on. Felipe was not the first victim.

It wouldn't even be the last.
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TWO DUCKS IN THE POND
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Christian

MY HEAD WAS BUZZING.

I pressed my temples in hopes of relieving the headache caused by the latest news.

Another body...

— Heitor Arantes. — The deep voice of investigator Lucas echoed through the police station. — I confirmed the information with Dr. Michele. The suspect used the same method on both victims. — I ran my fingers through his thick beard, confirming the truth.

He was a serial killer.

— We need to find this bastard's profile! — I kicked the trash can next to the table.

— Hector was tied up the same way as Felipe. Sitting down. Tied up with barbed wire.

“The wire was tied loosely both times,” I noted, clenching my fist tightly until my knuckles burned. “As if the suspect had trouble wrapping the body.” Lucas tossed one of the forensic photos onto my desk. “He left a clue this time.”

There was a clear footprint found near the tree where we removed little Heitor's body.

The storm that lasted almost two days had left the ground damp and made it difficult for the killer to escape without leaving marks.

— Do you already know your shoe size?

— 38! — I narrowed my eyes, confused by that information and looked back at Lucas. — It was a boot. Maybe he was a short man? Thin? — he guessed.

— It's a hypothesis. Since we have absolutely nothing to start the case with, we can start there.

— This time the body was found a day after death. Maybe we have time before the next attack. — He whistled dejectedly.

— Request reinforcements from the wooded area. It looks like we found our killer's graveyard. Obviously, if he kills again, he'll go there.

— I will do that.

I rested my hand on my gun, allowing my thoughts to escape and flee to my house. Gabriel would probably be lying on the couch watching “Adventure Time” without worrying about the chaos that our city was becoming. Without knowing that his age and profile made him a target for this maniac who haunted my days.

My nights of sleep were becoming less frequent each day. I spent hours on end analyzing the photos of the victims. The place where they were found. Everything. Creating crazy hypotheses that might bring me closer to our killer. In the end, after going round and round, I would stop at the same place.

— Please, please! — A woman's tearful voice made me stand up in an impulse.

I walked down the hallway, following the agonizing sound. Soon a male voice spoke up.

—You have to find him!

— Sir, stay calm. We're going to register the incident. — Joana, a civil police clerk, tried to calm the agitated spirits of the couple in front of her.

I observed the woman's deep-set red eyes and the disheveled hair of the man I assumed was her husband. I had seen that expression before on the Resende and Arantes couples. I closed my eyes, feeling a strange, painful sensation in my chest. The killer had struck once more.

“He went to the bakery,” his mother stammered. “He was wearing khaki shorts and a Spider-Man shirt.” She cried profusely as she described the boy’s clothing.

— He's ten years old. He's big for his age. Intelligent. A kind boy. — The father stood firm only to comfort his wife. He could see in her eyes that she was about to break down.

— Did anyone report that the boy entered the bakery? — I intervened in the testimony.

— Yes, sir! — My father looked at me with a glimmer of hope. — The girl at the bakery said he went in, bought ten loaves of bread and a lollipop that pops in your mouth, and left.

— Bill for the sausage. Bill. — Mother looked at Father as if he had forgotten to say the most important thing in the case.

— What's wrong with the sausage?

— He asked the girl at the bakery for a sausage. He said he had made a new friend. We assume it is a dog. He is crazy about dogs.

— He must have taken the sausage to the dog! Vinicius always took a sausage from home when he saw a dog on the street. And against my will, he fed them. — She stopped. — I never let him have a dog! — The mother cried again.

— Stay calm. We will do everything we can to find your son. — I tried to calm them down without showing my own insecurity. — Joana, issue the missing person report.

I left the room feeling permeated by the tears of that mother. I would turn the world upside down, but I would find this wretch who was bringing so much pain to the families of that city.

— A dog? — Martins, one of my best investigators, asked, when we gathered in my office to profile our monster.

— I went to the place — Lucas revealed. — I asked everyone about any abandoned dogs in the area. They all said the same thing. — He looked from Martins to me. — There are no abandoned dogs in the area.

—I think we can profile him—Martins ventured. —He uses some dog to lure the children.

—We're just predicting! — I claimed.

— We have to take into account that he said he made a new friend. Bitch or woman? — Lucas raised suspicion.

— A woman? — I snapped my fingers. — Unlikely. A woman is naturally more emotional. — I denied the obvious. It was impossible to believe.

— Sir, I contacted the family of the first two victims and they confirmed that the children are fascinated by dogs.

What child wouldn't be?

— Then he lures them with the dog, and takes them somewhere. Maybe in the city.

— No — I disagreed with Lucas —, the houses in the city are very close to each other. Someone would hear something.

—And in the countryside? North of the city? — Martins insinuated.

— Farmland. — Lucas snapped his fingers in the air. — That’s a good bet.

— Maybe so. Analyze the cases and send some patrols to that area. Get a warrant as soon as possible. We need to investigate each one of them. — I stood up, ready to leave.

— They probably all have dogs. It's common on farms.

—But not all of them will have torture instruments. Besides, judging by the state of the victims, there must be a good bloodstain somewhere in one corner of these farms. That's our bet. — I put on my black jacket and left the room.
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— DO YOU WANT TO BE like your father or not? — The voice of my mother, Mrs. Aparecida, filled my heart with calm.

She was probably forcing Gabriel to eat vegetables. He hated them. I closed the door behind me, entering another reality. I could smell onions in olive oil and garlic. Mom's home-cooked food...

Dona Aparecida helped me like no one else. She took care of Gabriel while I worked five days a week and waited until I arrived to go back to her house with my father.

I walked into the kitchen and saw Gabriel looking at his grandmother curiously.

“Daddy!” he shouted when he saw me. He dropped the food on the granite table and came running to meet me with his little arms open.

My heart sank. It was hard to imagine that the fate of two children like Gabriel, perhaps three, had been cruel and inhumane. They did not deserve it. Who could have committed such cruelty?

— Gabriel, come back here. Your potatoes, boy. You have to eat them — Dona Cida scolded. Gabriel pouted and went back to the table.

— Hi, mom, your blessing! — I asked.

— God bless you, my son. — I kissed him on the cheek. — How was your day?

—It wasn't the best—I admitted, feeling a weight on my back.

— Come eat and it will get better. — For my mother, food could cure many things. We missed it so much when we were young that it ended up becoming a mantra.

An empty bag doesn't stand up. And it really didn't!

I forced myself to eat, missing the pleasure of savoring my mother's seasoning. My mind was still on work.

— Tomorrow we’re going to the hairdresser, Gabriel — my mother said.

“Oh no, grandma!” he complained, eating his last French fry. “I hate getting my hair cut.”

— Gabriel! — I called his attention. — You need to cut that hair, my son. Do you want to catch lice at school?

— No — he mumbled, under his breath.

— So go with grandma tomorrow to get your hair cut, okay?

— Okay, Dad! — he accepted, resigned.

We cleared the table together and then walked Grandma to the door.

— Mom... — I called quietly enough so Gabriel wouldn't hear. — Be careful with him tomorrow. We've had another report of a missing boy.

— Good God, how sad! — Her eyes widened. — Don't worry, I'm old, but not dead.

My mother was approaching sixty years of age. In the countryside, women usually started having children at a young age. This was the case with my mother.

— I will pray for these families.

My mother came out, dragging her long skirt to the floor, and walked to the white house, full of flower pots, across the street. I closed the door when I saw that she had arrived home.

— Father, father, father! — Gabriel called impatiently, throwing his light hair in all directions.

It was always like that, Dad, Dad, Dad. Never just once. It always made me smile.

— Look at the drawing I made. Grandma Cida helped me color it. — He grabbed my shirt and pulled me with all his strength, which was equivalent to a mosquito, towards the living room.

We lived like this, our moments at night were intense, while during the day I missed that desperate voice calling me all the time.

"Parrot!" That's what Emilia called him. My Emilia!

Gabriel drew his bright blue eyes, while the rest was a photocopy of mine.

Since Emília's death, a deep emptiness has been inhabiting my chest. Cancer is a cursed, treacherous and painful disease. It takes away those we love the most without mercy and in the worst way.

It was like that with Emília. And thinking this way, I realized that now I had cancer spreading throughout the city. Like an uncontrolled metastasis. I needed to put an end to it right away.

— Time for bed! — The clock told me it was time to put my big boy to bed.

He climbed onto the couch, I turned my back and in less than a second I felt the weight of his body hanging on my neck. I climbed the stairs with my little monkey hanging tightly. I laid him down on the bed and covered him.

When I turned off the light, I stayed in the room for a few more minutes. As I watched him drift off to sleep, I silently asked God to watch over my boy's steps. To protect him from what I might not be able to. Or to fill me with strength and wisdom to use my weapon if necessary.

I also remembered the boys who were not so lucky and who would never again sleep in their colorful rooms, under the care of their parents. Felipe, little Heitor and, now, perhaps Vinicius. Those names would haunt me for the rest of my life.

I would fight until my strength ran out to arrest the bastard who was ruining each and every one of us.
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RUBY THE LABRADOR
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DONA APARECIDA TRIED to keep up with her grandson as he ran excitedly down the street.

“Wait, Gabriel!”

“Look at the street before crossing.”

“Gabriel, put that down. It’s garbage!”

“Boy, hurry up!”

Gabriel had a well-formed opinion even at the age of seven, just like his father, and Dona Aparecida used to use her tricks to convince the boy.

— If you keep running like this we won't have any ice cream this afternoon. — She stopped, huffing in front of a flower shop.

— Okay, grandma! — he finally agreed and held his grandmother's hand, who was about to continue on her way when she heard a familiar voice.

— Dona Cida! — The cashier at a small materials warehouse, a short, big-nosed woman, shouted with effort behind the counter that belonged to her.

— Laurinha! — Dona Aparecida soon recognized the daughter of one of her great friends.

— I'm so glad I saw you, ma'am. — The woman waved her arms. — My mother was speaking on your behalf yesterday — she began excitedly, trying to forget the monotonous and uneventful day she was facing.

The two began a conversation full of facial expressions and excited voices. Dona Aparecida was in no hurry. She was almost an hour ahead of her scheduled appointment at the salon. However, Gabriel remained restless.

— Grandma! — the boy called after a few boring minutes. — Can we buy some candy, please? — Gabriel clasped his hands together as if in prayer.

— Of course, dear. We'll go right now! — Laurinha kept talking and Mrs. Aparecida was forced to keep her attention.

— Grandma! — Five minutes later, Gabriel's slurred voice appeared slyly, demanding a return on the blessed bullets.

— How cute! He has such a sweet little voice! — Laurinha looked at Gabriel, who could only see her long, horrifying nose. — Let him go to the store. It's right in front.

Aparecida thought for two seconds. What harm could there be? Gabriel would be in her sights. And they were only a few meters away.

— Here. — He handed the boy some coins. — Go to the store and ask for everything in candy. — He smiled when he saw the excitement in the boy's eyes.

— Thank you, grandma! — He smiled, running euphorically to the store.

Dona Aparecida became even more excited when talking about Laurinha's youngest daughter, Luíza, a girl with serious allergy problems. Among several home remedies for the disease, Grandma Cida did not notice the yellow van approaching.

Beatriz saw little Gabriel and his flowing hair, trying to count the coins he had in his hand as if he didn't know what he was doing. She cautiously looked around and, like every other time, she was sweating. She was sweating so much that it seemed like she had walked through a light rain. She bit her lips until they turned red. She tried to contain the anxiety that screamed in her chest.

She put on her best character and called the boy with her big sister voice.

— Hey! — Beatriz smiled, friendly.

Gabriel looked at her, still standing on the curb, clutching his precious coins tightly.

The boy's face contorted against the weak sunlight that illuminated his face. He didn't answer. He was interested in continuing to count his coins, even if he didn't know how much he had in the end. Sitting there, dreaming and choosing which candies to buy was too pleasurable. He felt like the king of the world.

—It's polite to respond to a new friend! — Her voice came out sweet, friendly.

— Hello! — he replied innocently, completely forgetting all the times his father had told him not to talk to strangers.

— Oh, that's great! — He looked with some fear at the thin face of the disheveled woman in front of him. — She liked you! — Beatriz smiled hugely and became even scarier.

— Who is she? — He frowned.

— Her, Ruby! — The woman turned her body to the back of the van and pulled on a leash, revealing her dog Ruby. A brown Labrador with soft fur.

Gabriel's eyes lit up. He was fascinated by dogs.

— Wow! — He ran to the van. — She's beautiful.

— You can take it. — Ruby opened the driver's door.

— Can I really? — He was amazed by the huge tongue hanging out of the dog's mouth. Ruby looked at him with her playful eyes, desperate for a pet.

— Of course — he claimed.

Gabriel got into the van, happy with the new friend he had made.

— Do you like dogs? — She rubbed her hand on Ruby's head, who seemed to feel like she was in heaven.

— I love it! — He looked at Beatriz with his clear eyes and an excitement that could be noticed from a distance.

— Do you want a puppy? — Beatriz clapped her hands.

— She has puppies? I want them! — The boy's face contorted in sadness the moment he remembered. — My father won't let me...

— Aww! — She seemed to feel sorry for him. — Then let's do this. Let's go to my house, get the puppy and take it to him. Who knows, when he sees how cute and beautiful they are, your father might let you keep one?

Gabriel would explode with happiness if his father agreed to keep the puppy and for him, there was only one way to find out.

The boy accepted without complaint.

— Shall we go? — Beatriz said and kept her smile wide, knowing that her plan had worked. Little Gabriel got into the van and was greeted by many licks from the Labrador.

That whole conversation didn't take five minutes.

— I'm going to close the van window. Ruby doesn't like wind. — And that was it. It was done.

The van's tinted windows would prevent anyone from seeing that it was carrying a boy inside. The police chief's son, another one of his victims.
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TWENTY MINUTES LATER, Mrs. Aparecida entered the store looking for her energetic grandson.

— Gabriel! — he called between the gondolas.

— Are you looking for someone? — A wavy-haired attendant had listened attentively as Mrs. Aparecida asked about her grandson. — I'm sorry, but no one has been in here for over an hour.

— Oh, my God! — She felt her body shake like an uncontrolled jackhammer. — Gabriel! — she screamed loudly, heading out of the small shop. — Gabriel! For the love of God, GABRIEL! — The lady ran screaming down the street, drawing the attention of her friend Laurinha and everyone passing by.

She almost fainted when she realized what had happened. Dona Cida would certainly rather die than face what was to come from then on. Than even consider the possibility of losing the grandson she loved so much.

— Help me! — she begged, sitting on the cold asphalt. — Call Cristian! Call my son. — Tears began to roll down her wrinkled, sun-red face.

Her grandmother's heart felt at that exact moment that tragedy was approaching her family, involving her little and innocent Gabriel.

[image: image_rsrc34N.jpg]

NORTH OF THE CITY, at Monkey Village farm, Gabriel was eager to meet Ruby's cubs.

— Come down, let's go to them! — Ruby led the boy to the empty corral that was behind the dark house where she lived. The cornfield next to it was a reminder that she needed to punish those who sinned.

He sinned! It was all his fault!

— Where are they, Aunt Bia?

She introduced herself to Gabriel, revealing her name and nickname, just as she had done with the others. She liked to hear them asking, begging her to stop. She liked to hear her name, even though they were too weak for it. After all, those children lost their voices just from the shock of the sound of the whip. Even before they cut their thin skin, piece by piece. The excitement that the high-pitched screams caused in Beatriz left her legs wet with pleasure and her heart light with joy. The purest feeling of duty fulfilled.

Ruby barked in distress, still tied to the van.

— Go, Billy. They're in there! — he encouraged.

— No, aunt. My name is Gabriel! — the boy repeated, oblivious to the thoughts that Beatriz fantasized in her mind.

No! For Beatriz, that was Billy. Her best friend.

The son of the owner of the neighboring farm. That damned alcoholic.

Even though Billy and his family no longer lived on the Vale do Sol farm, Beatriz never forgot what had happened in that place, in the grapevine, fifteen years ago.

Bia, a happy girl, but extremely controlled by her religious parents, had as her best friend, Billy, the son of a well-known alcoholic in the city.

One day, the two friends were playing absent-mindedly on the grapevine of Mr. Vieira, Billy's father. The man was fascinated by those grapes. But that didn't mean they were plentiful. Every now and then, a bunch of grapes would start to sprout. In every case, Mr. Vieira forbade Billy from even touching the bunches. But that didn't stop Billy from plundering the blessed grapes. It was an adventure he enjoyed and he usually got beaten up a lot for it.

That night would be one of them.

Bia and Billy were playing under the grapevine when Billy reached out and grabbed the bunch, pulling it out completely.

— Your father will fight with you! — Bia barely closed her mouth and heard Mr. Vieira's hard footsteps walking towards the two.

— Billy! — the drunk man roared once more. — You brat from hell, did you pull the bunch of grapes? — He came walking quickly, resembling a rabid bear. — I'm going to beat you up so bad you won't be able to walk for a while.

The man threw the boy to the ground, who, in the midst of panic, made a wrong and desperate choice.

He lied to his father.

— It wasn't me, dad. It was her. — He pointed at Bia, who widened her eyes.

— Oh, was it you, little bitch? The daughter of the saints, stealing?

The man mocked Beatriz's parents, who were also known in the city for their extremist faith and rigid doctrine, which included self-condemnation and physical punishment. Which she had already suffered more than once.

— No, sir. I swear! — She looked desperately at Billy, as the muscular man walked blindly towards her. — Tell him, Billy. Tell him.

— Are you calling my son a liar? — He slapped Beatriz in the face, who fell to the ground with the impact, feeling her jaw burn.

Then, Vieira grabbed the girl's thin arms and dragged her along the dirt road, entering the cornfield that connected the farms.

Billy remained paralyzed as a statue, watching his friend being taken away into the darkness of the night, screaming so loudly that her lungs seemed about to explode, in the hard hands of his father.

The man threw her into the woods, ripped off her belt and beat her brutally. The buckle hit her bones, opened her skin and made her scream even more.

— Don't make noise! ​​— he said as he beat the girl hard. — Don't make noise, you damn girl!

Beatriz couldn't cry. She had lost her breath from the pain, from the fright, from the horrifying fear that possessed her small body.

After the torture session, Vieira tied Beatriz to a tree and let her stay there until the sun rose.

— Where is your God, you little thief? — The man spat at the girl, weak, hurt and terrified, tied to the tree.

Beatriz didn't move. Only her tears and weak breathing revealed that she was still alive.

— I bet He has already forgotten you. They say He doesn't like lying thieves. Ask for forgiveness, you sinned and needed to be punished! — He laughed, leaving her there. Mocking her existence. Ridiculing her faith.

Beatriz gathered her little strength and screamed hours later. She cried out for Billy. She screamed her mother's name over and over again. She shivered from the cold. She even urinated out of fear when the night sounds terrified her. In the morning, Billy found his friend unconscious. Perhaps the beating or fear made his body shut down, no one knew for sure. He untied Beatriz and ran away. They never saw each other again since then.

Beatriz's parents did nothing to avenge their daughter.

“God’s punishment will befall that family!”, his mother claimed.

“They will be punished.”

Yes... they would be punished. All of them, by the hands of Beatriz.

The first victims were his parents, killed by poisoning.

She had turned twenty when she decided to put poison in the soup she made for her parents. She watched as they lay in agony, lying in their musty-smelling double bed.

Her eyes lit up and she knew at that exact moment that she had made the right decision. Now they would be sanctified, purified... and she would be the one responsible. She felt victorious.

Beatriz called the police and claimed to have found her parents that way. She cried, threw herself on the ground. She grabbed one of the uniforms of a police officer who was supporting her. She put on a show and was comforted by the entire city. After all, the Peixoto couple had questionable mental health. It wasn't hard to make everyone believe in a suicide based on an extremist religion.

That wasn't enough for Beatriz. Now, she punished Billy, her best friend. Over and over again, through the bodies of innocent children.

Beatriz watched Gabriel enter the shed and search with his eyes for the puppies she had promised. He kicked the dye spread across the floor, sending orange dust into the sky.

She swept the shed with her eyes and found her steel-tipped whip leaning against the central pillar of the shed. Everything was ready. From where she was, Beatriz could see the blood encrusted on the object. Vinicius had been more of a hassle than the others. He was a little older, heavier. However, he screamed more. She ended up spending more time than usual on his whipping. The result... she still hadn't managed to clean his whip completely.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
'TIE THAT BLEED

\ ME §i RUN DEEPER T?AN ]UST]QE

KATFI RY‘N%@S‘ EAU

§|\ ' 9





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





