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PROLOGUE

Stories that cover a range of genres are presented. With special emphasis on suspense and terror, a roller coaster of emotions that go from sci-fi to fantasy, from love to heartbreak, from betrayal to espionage, and more, that I hope catch your eye and brew your imagination and creative capacity.

Some of the stories are about nightmares (or dreams) told in a page or less, in other cases the stories extend to a second or even third page, and finally, there are stories that were merely created by the author of this book.

It’s not my intention that, perhaps, more than one of the readers will appropriate the feelings or events conveyed in these stories. Much less is it my intention, in the case you’ve had a nightmare (or a dream) or a similar event, to expose or harm you.

I initially considered the title Poems of terror told in a page (or less), but the content of this work may not fully adjust or adapt to the term poem, in the sense of rhythm and other literary resources that they require.  

Without further ado, I present to you “Short stories told in one page or less”.

ED Ramirez.
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I: The Witch in The Bedroom

II: The Woman Who Dug a Grave

III: My Best Friend’s Death 

IV: In The Middle of Nowhere 

V: Missing One Love

VI: The Human Vs. The Machine

VII: In My Dreams You Told Me The Truth 

VIII: Her and Me; Her and Him

IX: For Not Letting Me Rest in Peace

X: The Funeral

XI: The Witch in The Bedroom (Second and Last Part)

XII: The Killer

XIII: Her and Me; Her and Him (Second and Last Part) 

XIV: For Not Letting Me Rest in Peace (Second and Last Part)

XV: The Killer (Second Part) 

XVI: The Killer (Third and Last Part) 

XVII: The Birth

XVIII: The Birth (Second and Last Part)

XIX: The Antichrist 

XX: The Incubus 

XXI: The Succubus 

XXII: The Ship

XXIII: The Teacher

XXIV: The Portals

XXV: The Experiment 

XXVI: The Psycho Surgeon 

XXVII: The Little Girl and The Cat 

XXVIII: The Ship (Second and Last Part)

XXIX: The Teacher (Second and Last Part)

XXX: The Portals (Second and Last Part)

XXXI: The Experiment (Second and Last Part)

XXXII: My Neighbor

XXXIII: The Psycho Surgeon (Second Part)

XXXIV: The Priest

XXXV: The Outsiders

XXXVI: The Mountain 

XXXVII: My Neighbor (Second and Last Part)

XXXVIII: The Priest (Second and Last Part)

XXXIX: The Outsiders (Second and Last Part)

XL: The Mountain (Second and Last Part)

XLI: The Possession 

XLII: The Psycho Surgeon (Third and Last Part) 

XLIII: The Possession (Second Part)

XLIV: In The Same Womb

XLV: My Head in Her Hands 

XLVI: The Reflection 

XLVII: In The Same Womb (Second and Last Part) 

XLVIII: My Head in Her Hands (Second and Last Part)

XLVIX: The Missing Piece

L: The Possession (Third and Last Part)
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I: The Witch in The Bedroom
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That night I went to bed earlier than usual, around 10 PM., I’d had a stressful and busy day. And she knew it.

After thirty minutes, or an hour at the latest, I finally fell deeply asleep. At least two hours passed when, deep down, where that passive and attentive voice of human essence that stays up while you’re asleep notified me of the noise of the doorknob turning, followed by the creaking of the wood.

My own self must’ve not paid attention to it, because I continued sleep soundly. Besides, what guarantee or certainty did I have that I had heard something when I had just started to dream. Even so, maybe it was the bathroom door or the next bedroom door, after all, I was sure I didn’t live alone in that house: someone of my trust was with me on the daily.

Far away, I felt some footsteps entering my bedroom. Was it probable that the woman I lived with had dared to disturb my resting? And if so, what were her intentions? Am I a man of her liking and has she entered my bedroom looking for company? I continued sleeping.

Tap, tap, tap, tap. Four footsteps, then two more until the foot of my bed. I continued sleeping.  

In my dream, because I’m still dreaming, aren’t I? I see her sitting on the floor, closing her eyes and raising her hands.

“No, wait, I don’t like this anymore”, I tell to myself. I try to wake up but I can’t. 

In the distance, I hear whispers.

To be continued...
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II: The Woman Who Dug a Grave



[image: image]




One winter night of the year 3033, December 7, to be more precise: a dark, cold night like this hadn’t been registered in 100 years, yet there she was. 

She was truly beautiful, but not even beauty can escape death and certainly not hers. She had tangled up with someone she shouldn’t have, all because of ambition and pride and loyalty towards her country and her people. 
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