
        
            
                
            
        

    
	 

	 

	HORRID STORIES

	 

	OF AN

	 

	AWAKEN MIND

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	DONNEFAR SKEDAR

	 

	HORRID STORIES 

	OF AN

	AWAKEN MIND

	 

	Translator by: Daniel Victor Cavalcante Gama

	ISBN: 9781370052073

	Elemental Editoração © 2017

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	BOOK SHEET

	 

	Donnefar Skedar,

	Horrid Stories of An Awaken Mind – 1nd edition – 2017

	Translated by Daniel Victor Cavalcante Gama

	Original Title: Terror Mental

	ISBN: 9781370052073

	Final layout and editing: Elemental Editoração

	Donnefar Skedar – São Paulo – Brasil: Elemental Editoração, 2017

	 

	Distributed by Babelcube, Inc. 

	www.babelcube.com 

	“Babelcube Books” and “Babelcube” are trademarks of Babelcube Inc.

	 

	1. Tale 2. Fiction 3. Horror 4. English 5. Adult

	1. Title 2. Digital book

	 

	All the rights on this written work is reserved to the author only, any kind of reproduction without written permission of the author will be considered a crime according to the copyrights law.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	PRESENTATION

	 

	Horrid Stories of An Awaken Mind is the first collection of tales written by Donnefar Skedar. The tales found in this written work were published in its first versions on the website: Recanto das Letras.

	Some of them are part of a project, the e–Book: “Contos Macabros”, a partnership initiated with the tale writer Júlio C. Dosan. This volume brings all the tales written on the mid and late 2010.

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	DEDICATORY

	 

	This volume I dedicate to the people who are always by my side.

	To my family, always.

	To my colleagues on the social networks which are always appreciating and accompanying my work.

	Last of all, to my new authors who embraced the Elemental Editoração label as it was the editor of their books. I am very happy on being part of your books, even if it is in a “hidden” way, it’s still exciting. Success to you all, always.

	Good reading!

	Donnefar Skedar

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	AUTHOR NOTES

	 

	This book contains unusual words that can be identified as religiously offensive and offensive to its followers, it can also contain strong language about sex and drugs, it is not recommended to people under the age of 14 years old who have unprepared mind for this kind of lecture. If you consider the kind of subject mentioned above offensive by any means; please don’t read this written work. Making it very clear, the author is not connected nor does sympathize with any kind of cults or religion. 
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	FOR SALE

	 

	The house was small; only 4 rooms; and a vast backyard full of still little weed that covered the long yard.

	The Viiz couple was ready to close the deal and buy it. John Viiz will soon be promoted as a manager and Mary was leaving her miserable job as a waitress behind, she wanted to rest a little bit before having her so awaited son who was being generated in her womb for just two months.

	Seeing the couple’s excitement, the house owner promptly offered them the house keys so they could give it a look before closing the deal.

	– We thank you the kindness mister Friz, but I believe it will be a bit complicated for us to do it before the end of the month... – said John to the owner with an uncertain look.

	– Well: you have to take a look... it is not in perfectly good shape and a minor renovation would be appropriate. – told Friz with his salesman of the month look, he somehow knew that he would close that deal.

	– No, that’s ok, I was planning on getting a house we could renovate in our own way anyways. – said John with an excited voice.

	– Oh great. – Friz eased his mind. And what is stopping you from visiting the house?

	– Well, the house is far from where we live today, and for what we saw on the map, there are no hotels nearby. – told him with a bit of sadness in his voice.

	– Ah yes, I comprehend. However, you can stay in the house while you verify each spot!

	– You sir would let us spend the night in the house before we close the deal? – John got enthusiastic...

	– Of course I would, there has been a long time since the last time I’ve seen people interested in the house; as we are about to close the deal, it’s only fair. – continued Friz with his wise salesman look. – Just bring with you some sort of mattress to sleep and something to eat.

	– Ok, Mary will work something out. – completed John.

	– That’s great Sr. Viiz, drop by my office in the afternoon and I’ll hand you the keys, so you can go there tomorrow already.

	– Wonderful! I'll be there, you can count on it.

	During the whole way, the Viiz couple were planning on how each corner of the new house would be, even though they had only seen photos of the residence on e–mail, they did already have an idea ready of what they would do.

	– It must be that one ahead – said Mary pointing to a house covered by trees that looked like some kind of fruit tree, although it was unrecognizable because of the decaying leaves.

	– Yes, that’s what says in the map – completed John taking the car to front of the sidewalk. –  The neighbors look kind! – said him looking at the only nearby house, which was a few kilometers away.

	– They certainly do look nice– answered Mary smiling and getting out of the car with the grocery bags, all bought in a hurry.

	– Doesn't look like the one in the photo at all – said John while looking at the picture in his hands.

	– It somehow looks to have life. – said Mary admiring the house.

	The house itself looked simple, besides the trees covering the front and side entrances, it was a ground level house with big side windows and an old door with a drawing on the peephole.

	The color of the wall had some dirty appearance, as it was a kind of light brown or a mix of a strong brown color and the type of the windows was very old.

	Mary remembered to have read something about the house being built in the 18th century.

	Inside was even weirder. The room looked huge, something like twice of what had been informed to them during the negotiation. Another information that was also not given was that the basement had a door between the kitchen and the only bathroom in the house. The door, however, was locked or, as it was warned by John; the door could be stuck by something on the other side.

	After inspecting the entire house, Mary cleaned the bathroom and John fixed the power which, as noticed, was coming from a power generator behind the house, even though there was energy coming from two power poles near to the residence.

	The furniture left behind by some resident was old and still they looked intact. Mary liked the idea of reusing them by giving them a special touch.

	The sun had already set and they had already straightened out a nice spot on the bedroom to sleep, meanwhile they talked, imagining the new life together and with a baby that was soon to be born.

	They stared at the last rays of sunshine leaving behind some red blurs on the clouds darkened by the windows.

	It was in that moment that Mary swore to have heard the sound of footsteps coming from the living room. Frightened, John ran to the living room to verify if there was any kind of movement there, but everything was perfectly normal and nothing out of place, the doors were also closed.

	– There's no one here, dear! – said John while hugging Mary.

	– But I swear I heard it...

	John pushed her away just a little bit and made a gesture for her to remain still and quiet.

	– What is it? – She asked in a whispering.

	– There's someone outside – said he while picking up a piece of something that looked like the remains of a baseball bat. – Stay here and wait for me.

	– But... Will you, me... – she didn't have time to finish, he left through the side door on the tip of his feet.

	Mary stayed still leaning against the wall next to the basement door and once again she heard it, she heard footsteps as if someone was leaving the kitchen and passing by her. She was terrified, because she didn’t see anyone, she did only hear footsteps passing by.

	From the door of the basement she had the feeling of listening to low voices of someone being reprehended and trembled in fear after seeing a little beam of light on the floor under the door. Holding herself against the wall, she went to the door walking backwards, meanwhile the voices seemed to get higher and clearer.

	– I have told you already that we can't leave while they are still here – said a strange reprehending female voice with a weird accent.

	– But mom this house is ours, I don't understand why we must stay down here – complained a boy also with that same different accent.

	– You act just like your father – said the woman's voice. – Where is he?

	After listening to the conversation, Mary turned herself while trembling in fear to open the door, but she was reprehended. On the other side of the room was John, staring at her with a firm and honest look. She ran towards him and started crying, saying that there was someone in the basement.

	He tried to comfort her, telling her that there was nobody outside of the house and that, maybe, those sounds were just rats downstairs. It didn't help to make her more confident, but it played it's part on calming her down with the idea that maybe she was sleepy, he made her lay down, while he prepared some tea.

	A few minutes had passed and Mary was staring to the ceiling thinking about how would the birth of her child be when, suddenly, she once again heard the voices.

	– Where have you been? – yelled the woman, the shout made Mary get up and start running to the kitchen where John was in, he was just standing still and staring the basement door.

	– Did you hear it? – she asked, frightened.

	– Yes – he answered while making a gesture with his hands for her to stop where she was standing.

	He descended the steps and introduced one of the keys in the door lock and turned it, but nothing happened, then he tried key by key, but none of those opened the door.

	– Look – said Mary already by his side. – It doesn't look to be this type of key – she said it while pointing to the keyhole, that one had a more round shape, differentiating itself from the other keys.

	– There must be another key somewhere here in the house – said John by making a gesture with his head for them to go upstairs and look for some key.

	During the search, Mary opened one of the drawers of the nightstand in the bedroom and a fake bottom was evident when she knocked on the end of that drawer with her hand. She pulled the drawer off and removed the wood covering the bottom. In the fake compartment, there were photos of a family on the house and there were also some very old documents along with newspaper clippings and there was an entirely gold platted key in a silver chain.

	– John! –  Shouted Mary to the open door.

	While taking the photos as John was running to open the door, Mary noticed that the photos were old, all of them picturing the same family; being the family composed by a tall woman with Jewish appearance and, by her side, her husband, also Jewish looking, wearing a perfectly tailored suit, and a boy who could not be older than 12 years old. What attracted Mary’s attention the most about the pictures was that, although they were taken in different rooms of the house, all the people present on those photos had their eyes closed and their heads always tilted to the side.

	By looking at the documents, she noticed that the family had a weird name ended in Friz, but she couldn’t read the first name on any of the photos.

	The newspaper clippings brought the same pictures and very often the same title: “The strange case of the Friz family; who are these people? Where are they?”.

	While reading each of the articles, Mary noticed that the photos were about the only family that had ever lived there, and that somehow, they were the attraction of that place. After reading the final part of the last article, she froze and ran to find John; when she got to the end of the stairs, she noticed that John signaling her not to enter the basement which was being illuminated by a central light.

	– John you have to see this – said Mary, trembling to the bones.

	– And you can’t see this – he warned, turning her backwards so she could not look into the basement.

	He took the yellowish clipping with the title: “where are they?” And then he looked to the photography of three people sitting on the living room of the house and it was cleansed up; began to read out loud, while Mary remained trembling and hugging herself.

	…For decades, the history of the Friz family attracted the attention of many people who got lost in the forest.

	After a lot of investigations on the only house in the forest, nothing was found there, not even a trace of the family shown in the photo; nor any information about the photographer responsible for those photos, however, everybody whom got lost in the forest claimed to have found shelter in that house, and by nightfall, they were disturbed by those people who claimed to be the house owners… The govern informed that the house was never inhabited by any family and that they had no knowledge of the existence of any furniture inside the residence which had four rooms and a bathroom, plus a vast backyard full of weed… The people who claimed to have passed through this kind of experience received mental care and are resting in clinics for mental illness…

	John got surprised by the horror behind the history and noticed that Mary was even more scared than him, he comprehended that it was best for them to get out of that house.

	Inside the car with all of the papers, Mary still frightened, dared to ask what was there in the basement. John with both eyes fixed on the rear-view mirror accelerated the jeep even more and, staring Mary with horror, replied:

	– Inside the basement was mister Friz intact body, the same one who gave me the keys this afternoon!

	 

	End

	 

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	MARGARETE GIM

	 

	It was unbearable to see those faces accusing me. It looked like I was the murder of a child, but I was just as innocent as all the babies at birth.

	Somewhere around 1920, no one knew or have any sort of understanding about that subject.

	I tried to warn them and for a countless number of times I’ve tried to show them that the evil was prowling the city of Crislene.

	But I was always reprehended with threats and insults way worse than just dirty name callings. My world was always so far beyond this place and, in a certain way, I deserve to be where I am.

	Even when I got rid of the worst wound on that hunter in the forest I deserved punishment, anyways, I want everyone to know that this place would seize to exist if I were to summon my dad, because he knows what this city really represents.

	– Now, listen everybody – I shouted. – I am more than you expected. Your minds are not ready for what I’ve done, but my dad will reign over all of your souls and then, just like I’m burning now, you all are going to burn for eternity in my daddy’s house. I am Margarete Gim, the demi–human daughter of Lucifer, today I return to hell, for I’ll be preparing your new home, you disgusting creatures.

	– Burn you witch! – someone shouted. 

	 

	End

	 

	 

	
 

	 

	PACT

	 

	The pain was increasing as if it were a lot of needles piercing through his eyes. He would kill himself if he had the strength to do so, but there was something that wouldn’t let him get out of his own bed and, seeing a deep darkness entering his body; he ended up passing out…

	It was already after midday when Kevin had an accident in his house. The 29 years old young man had separated from his wife Leila less than a month ago, a woman with whom he had a six–year relationship. Tired of so much discussion and different opinions, besides Leila’s possessive jealousy, Kevin decided to get separated, leaving Leila in his house with everything she could benefit from with the divorce. 

	Before moving out to the nearest city, Kevin remembered Leila’s words saying that he would regret of everything he made her go through and that he would never be of anyone else. Leila was an occultism adept and Kevin never believed in anything his wife used to tell him about her spiritual life.

	Two weeks after moving out to the new house, Kevin noticed that some things were not as good as they were when he was married. His projects were not being accepted on work, his promotion to manager got suspended after his boss met someone at the quarterly meeting who did also apply for the job.

	After the midday of Sunday, Kevin got ready for a date with a friend from work, Susi, but when he descended the stairs of his loft, something weird that he couldn’t recognize was present there. It was a sort of invisible force that threw him out of the stairs and directly to the cold and rock hard floor.

	His bones were breaking little by little while his body was spinning in a 360–degree circle around itself. After rolling out of the 47 stair steps, he was once again surprised and, this time, it wasn’t because of the pain caused by his broken bones but because of the force that made him descend that stair. It was something dark and undefined, a figure which he called “Spirit” before passing out.

	In the hospital, after three days in a coma, he woke up with his ex–wife’s voice by the side of the bed.

	– Good Morning, Kevin, it’s good that you’re awake – said Leila with a really strange smile in between her teeth. – I thought you didn’t love me anymore.

	– Wh… What happ… Happened? – he said it with difficulty due to the dry throat.

	– What happened to you? Let’s say that you fell off the stairs, because you stumbled on that ridiculous carpet in your house – Leila told him that with some kind of supernatural laughter.

	– You, what have you…

	– Don’t say anything, you will be home within two days, all I want is to make you a question – she said that while sitting by his side – Your mother doesn’t want me to bring you along with me, unless you tell her you want to go, so I ask you, what do you think?

	– No, no I don’t… – he said it with difficulty to breathe, making the machines over his head show up the increase of his heart beats.

	– Stop that – Leila said it while pulling out all of the wires of the equipment connected to Kevin’s body, making it so, Kevin began to have even more difficulty to breathe; starting to feel pain due to the saline solution being ripped off abruptly from both his wrist and arm.

	– What do you tell me? Hm… Shall we go home so I can take care of your wounds? – Leila said it shouting and throwing some kind of dust on the room door.
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