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What was once one is now many.

What was hidden now reveals itself.

The first sign was not pain. Not illness. Not fear. It was a sound.

flap... flap... flap...

A sound that did not come from outside. It came from inside. Inside the head. Inside everyone.

The protagonist discovered he was not alone. The thing that was born in another body, in another house, has now spread. People begin to see winged shadows behind themselves. The smell of decomposition is no longer private — it is in the entire city. And in the sky, dark shapes begin to descend.

This is not merely a contagion. It is a synchronization. A collective opening. Every soul has a size. And the souls are growing. When they grow enough, they will no longer fit inside the bodies that house them. And then...

They will come out.

The world will not end. It will merely begin again. In the right rhythm.

Have you heard the sound yet?
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CHAPTER 1 — THE SOUND THAT THINKS
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The first sign was not pain.

Nor illness.

Nor fear.

...

It was a sound.

...

He was lying down, staring at the dark ceiling of the room, when he heard it.

Very low.

Almost nonexistent.

flap...

He frowned.

Stayed still.

Held his breath.

Silence.

...

"Must have been outside..." he murmured.

Turned to his side.

Closed his eyes.

...

flap... flap...

Now clearer.

Closer.

...

He opened his eyes suddenly.

His heart raced.

Looked around the room.

Nothing.

No insect.

No open window.

No external sound.

...

Then came the sensation.

Subtle.

Almost impossible to explain.

As if something had... moved.

Inside his head.

...

He sat up slowly.

Ran his hand through his hair.

Took a deep breath.

"It's just tiredness..."

But deep down... he knew.

It wasn't.

...

In the following days, the sound returned.

Always at night.

Always when everything fell silent.

Always when he tried to sleep.

...

flap...

flap...

...

And along with the sound... came something else.

Thoughts.

...

At first they were just strange ideas.

Disconnected.

Meaningless.

But over time they began to change.

They grew darker.

Heavier.

More... alive.

...

He began to think things he didn't recognize as his own.

Quick images.

Violence.

Rot.

Something crawling.

Something forcing its way.

...

And whenever that happened...

the sound returned.

Stronger.

...

flap... flap... flap...

...

On the third night, he got up and went to the mirror.

The room was dark.

Only a faint light came from the street.

He looked at himself.

Tired eyes.

Deep circles.

Nothing abnormal.

...

But then...

for a second...

he saw.

...

Something moved.

Behind his eye.

...

He blinked.

Leaned closer.

Looked more carefully.

Nothing.

...

"Imagination..." he whispered.

But his body didn't believe it.

...

The next day, everything seemed normal.

He left the house.

Walked down the street.

Went to work.

...

But he began to notice things.

Small things.

Strange things.

...

A woman at the bus stop kept rubbing her arm.

As if something were beneath her skin.

...

A man standing on the sidewalk stared fixedly into the void.

Without blinking.

Without moving.

...

A child suddenly started crying.

Holding her head.

Saying something he couldn't understand.

...

He tried to ignore it.

Kept walking.

But the sensation grew.

...

Something was wrong.

...

At the market, while picking up a product from the shelf, he felt it.

A smell.

...

Faint.

But unmistakable.

...

Rotten.

...

He turned his face quickly.

Looked around.

The people seemed normal.

Acting normally.

...

But then he noticed.

The smell wasn't coming from the environment.

...

It was coming from someone.

...

A woman passed by him.

And for a second...

he felt the smell stronger.

...

And saw.

...

Behind her.

For an instant.

...

A shadow.

...

Something large.

With the shape of wings.

...

He blinked.

And everything disappeared.

...

"This isn't real..."

But his body began to tremble.

...

That night, the sound returned.

Louder than ever.

...

FLAP... FLAP... FLAP...

...

He brought his hands to his head.

Pressed hard.

"Stop..."

But it didn't stop.

...

And then he felt it.

...

Something moving.

Slow.

Heavy.

...

Inside his skull.

...

As if it were growing.

...

He fell to his knees.

Breathing with difficulty.

Eyes wide.

...

And at that moment...

a thought arose.

Clear.

Sharp.

...

It didn't seem like his.

...

"You are hearing it now... because you are ready."

...

He froze.

...

"Who...?"

Silence.

...

But the sound continued.

Stronger.

More present.

More alive.

...

FLAP.

FLAP.

FLAP.

...

He stood up slowly.

Walked to the mirror again.

As if something were pulling him there.

...

Looked at himself.

For long seconds.

...

And then...

it happened.

...

This time it wasn't fast.

Wasn't a reflection.

Wasn't doubt.

...

It was clear.

...

Behind his eyes...

something opened.

...

Two dark shapes.

Moving slowly.

Like wings trapped inside too small a space.

...

He didn't blink.

Couldn't.

...

Because at that moment he understood.

...

That thing was not entering.

...

It was already there.

...

And it was growing.

...

Outside, the city seemed normal.

Cars passing.

Lights on.

People living their lives.

...

But in some windows...

in some reflections...

in some lost gazes...

...

something was beginning to reveal itself.

...

Shadows with wings.

Impossible movements.

People touching their own bodies.

As if they felt something inside.

...

And in the sky...

almost invisible against the night...

...

a single black butterfly crossed the air.

Silent.

Watching.

...

Searching.

...

Others.

* * *
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CHAPTER 2 — THE SIZE OF THE SOUL
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He did not sleep.

...

Not really.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw.

Not ordinary images.

Not dreams.

...

But movement.

...

Something enormous trying to fit inside a space too small.

...

When dawn finally came, he was still sitting on the edge of the bed.

Eyes open.

Dry.

Burning.

...

The sound did not stop.

But now it was no longer just a sound.

...

It was presence.

...

FLAP...

...

Slower.

Heavier.

...

Like wings too large trying to open inside a human skull.

...

He brought his hand to his head.

Pressed.

As if he could contain that thing.

As if he could stop it.

...

But then came the sensation.

...

It wasn't imagination.

Wasn't anxiety.

...

It was physical.

...

Something brushed against the inside.

...

Like a wing slowly passing behind his eyes.

...

He let out a low groan.

"This doesn't... this doesn't fit..."

...

But it fit.

Or worse...

it was expanding.

...

He stood up with difficulty and went to the mirror.

The morning light invaded the room.

Everything seemed normal.

...

Except him.

...

He approached slowly.

Looked into his own eyes.

...

And then saw.

...

Not for a second.

Not like before.

...

Now it was there.

...

Filling everything.

...

Behind his eyes...

behind his face...

behind his very expression...

...

a gigantic shape.

...

A black butterfly.

...

But not small.

Not symbolic.

...

It was enormous.

...

Too large to exist inside a human skull.

The wings folded, compressed, forced themselves against the invisible limits of the head.

...

And yet...

they moved.

...

Slowly.

Heavily.

...

Like something trapped.

...

He stepped back.

Breathing fast.

...

"This isn't possible..."

...

But the worst wasn't the size.

...

It was the sensation.

...

He could feel every movement.

Every slow opening of the wings.

Every vibration.

...

As if that thing were using his thoughts as space.

...

And then he realized.

...

Every time he thought something bad...

...

the butterfly moved more.

...

Stronger.

Wider.

...

More alive.

...

He tried.

Tried to think of something good.

Something light.

...

But he couldn't.

...

Because something pushed from inside.

...

Images arose.

Forced.

Heavy.

Dark.

...

And the wings responded.

...

FLAP.

...

Stronger.

...

He fell to his knees.

Holding his head.

...

"Stop... stop..."

...

But it wasn't just him.

...

Outside, on the street...

...

a woman stopped in the middle of the sidewalk.

Brought her hand to her chest.

...

The smell returned.

...

Strong.

Rotten.

...

She looked around, desperate.

As if something were growing inside her.

...

Further ahead, a man leaning against a wall began to scratch his own arm.

Hard.

Desperately.

...

The skin turned red.

Then darker.

...

As if something were trying to get out.

...

And in a window across the street...

...

a child looked at her own reflection.

...

And behind her...

...

a shadow with wings expanded across the wall.

...

Back in the room...

...

he was still on the floor.

Breathing with difficulty.

...

The sound was now constant.

...

FLAP... FLAP... FLAP...

...

He slowly lifted his face.

Looked at the mirror once more.

...

And then noticed something new.

...

The butterfly was not just moving.

...

It was taking up more space.

...

Growing.

...

As if the skull were no longer the limit.

...

As if the mind were being stretched.

...

To accommodate that thing.

...

And then the thought returned.

...

Clear.

Cold.

Not his.

...

"Every soul has its own size..."

...

He stood still.

...

"Yours... is growing."

...

His eyes filled with tears.

But he didn't blink.

...

Because now he knew.

...

That thing was not an invader.

...

Was not a parasite.

...

Was not something that entered.

...

It was something that had always been there.

...

Just too small to be noticed.

...

Until now.

...

Outside...

the sky looked ordinary.

...

But if someone looked long enough...

...

they would see.

...

Tiny dark spots crossing the air.

...

And some of them...

...

were too large.

...

Much larger than they should be.

...

As if they carried inside themselves...

...

the size of what was once a soul.

* * *
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