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The good of the oneiric essence extracted from the most probiotic matter of dreams 


— The Author


...Sleepwalking, my mind was suffocated by a disturbing, three-dimensional enigma, inverted and hidden within the forewarned unconscious. It seemingly betrayed a schizoid deformity dictated by a cubist, behavioral, and emotional coldness. It recalled a sharp psychotic personality disorder adjacent to deluded images, projecting animated symptoms of pure, illusory malice beneath a stealthy and tribulating fog.

My imagination struggled to unravel the essence I still recognize as the SELF, aiming to reveal and balance the primal impulses of hidden rules. Before it was too late, I sought to decode with protective diligence the opulent unknown that confronts my integrity as an unvarying presence, infiltrating the recesses of my confused—and nearly perpetual—surrealist consciousness. Suddenly, I was accosted and assaulted by the brutal NIGHTMARE, invading the privacy of my proper dream, seeking to enforce a humiliating taming of which I know nothing.

Without understanding the preposterous origin of this invasive event, unfiltered and without prior leave, it sought to supplant the plenitude of my speculative and deep sleep, otherwise laden with conclusive harmony. This rebellious approach bore the explicit intent of corrupting the constructive reflections of my thoughts from the day before yesterday, back when I still idealized structuring something that had remained forgotten in the retrograde memory of a not-so-distant past.

Still metaphysically confused, I struggle to find a flaw in the unsettling, frantic malice of this NIGHTMARE's magnetic attraction. It installs itself without ceremony, clearly interested in possessing my emotions—unscathed and surprising thoughts smeared with fragrant charisms—even stealing my defensive reactions with biosynthetic arguments that protract my sensory onslaughts of neurochemical actions.

What will truly allow me to look closely at the reverse side of the grotesque, deformed parasomnic reality—where the dream itself is already so contaminated that it risks being annihilated forever—will be precisely this savage confrontation. I am thrown into conceptless tumbles before electromagnetic impulses produced by the absurdly inexplicable omnipotence of this conclusive psychosomatic identity. It stages its experiences within the unrestricted ideas built by clots that pour out fears encrusted with cosmic elements, clashing against a battered neuronal resistance.

I am tossed from side to side, thrown upward, left perplexed like a filthy rag before the exterminating magnitude of that insane, parched beast. Its multiple eyes roll in search of infinite possessions of both delightful and bitter dreams, resembling a massive and cruelly implacable black hole.

It is precisely in this interspace, deliriously exasperated and with a nystagmic gaze, that I will achieve through supreme resilience a fragile reaction to this unprecedented moment. Endowed with a neuromalleable and memorial superiority that renders fierce debate impossible due to the state of tonic paralysis it manages to subject me to, this treacherous NIGHTMARE pushes me to the brink. Barely, I traverse supplicating moans hurled against the slopes of this severe panic, offering self-conscious mechanisms of barbaric and outrageous designs that run through the sinusoids wedged by devastating abysses full of undaunted anguishes.

Pushing coerced thoughts and even empty memories, I risk finding a deep, thin, and cold somatic cleft. Through it, I might escape via a tarnished lapse of a neuro-egoic compulsion—a clairvoyant image pulsing like a flash of brightness from my own wide-eyed consciousness. It slinks suppliantly between sparse flashes of schizophrenic sanity, risking a single signal, a lone, hurried glimmer of twinkling light blinking incessantly. This indicates either an exit or an efficient trap to permanently lure a frantic, dazed imagination as it thrashes about, searching for its true inner reflection in order to exist.

Out of a survival instinct, I follow the persistent glow at the end of that sharp, narrow fissure hanging over the lonely darkness. I hold onto the vain hope of encountering, welded to the opposite side of its blackness, the clairvoyance of my compromised freedom. For supposedly, behind the light, an inviolable, eternal, and indecipherable secret camouflages itself, one that could favor the rupture of the irrational supremacy of the iniquitous, obsessive NIGHTMARE.

The creature approaches stealthily through unnoticed psychological cracks, sliding through trickles of wave-like fluids born from the thoughts of naive dream shadows, maliciously suffocating sane reasoning as it rests without vigil. It does this to delight itself, free of guilt and without lacerating remorse, after delivering a nauseating discomfort in the traumatic pursuit of its favorite victim.

Yet, to gather the pieces pinned down by the shifting void of the imagination and flee invisibly, stained with chalk and in haste at that very moment, would be tantamount to giving up on oneself. There, lost before a battered near-failure, one would collapse under the crushing of their immeasurable honor and forced capitulation by this voracious Lucifer.

I redeem myself before the chaos and consider it, for now, a successfully overcome round against secretive slights endured under impacts driven by fear, yet without losing my reason. I remain conscious and convinced that the imminent tragedy belongs to him, who still commands the horrifying spectacle sustained by the abyssal, psychotraumatological strangeness of unscrupulous circumstances.

Before the opportunity won through traumatic means is expelled from my discernment, I redouble my energies with accumulated neuroplastic efforts to reinvent a low, sweeping counter-assault—the counter-spring that resists. Without wasting more time, I show a healthy, fierce face to the pernicious enemy who, disguised as an innocent, wanders blindly on the other translucent side of the false and psychotraumatic conceptual essence.

There he promotes his delight, perhaps waiting for an internal chemical metamorphosis of his complex, imperceptible, and disconnected organism to reinvent itself, transforming into a tetric, dangerous mask of neurochemical elements flammable even to himself. He is exhausted by his companion, a disturbing anxiety that feeds him, sating his cumulative and neuralgic stress, while never ceasing his desire to completely absorb my dubious identity.

From that point on, the SELF, supplicant and subjugated by the malignant architect through means of emotional supraconsciousness, begins its opposition to the hostile attacks of the ill-fated NIGHTMARE. Armed with neurobiological components intended to contain it, the SELF obstinately attacks the unguarded central circuit, determined to nullify its wild, imaginative antics. It calculates psychobiological forensic data, prioritizing a tailored, indiscriminate attack to capture the essence of others' dreams—the very essence that supplies the NIGHTMARE with the energy required for its neurochemical needs in its desire to compensate for accumulated neutral imbalances.

To press forward, the SELF adapts to its own purgative wound and advances, breaking free from frustrating shackles, seeking a mental anchor without yielding its vital determination. It progresses in the endless search for the broken link that proposes the brutal damnation of a paralytic alienation—a dream already subjugated by its own hallucinated, churned-up fantasies, where some piece of anomaly still hangs suspended in another absurd dream, stoking a concomitant neuroplasticity to poke at this burning dream, shredded by the manifestation of its own genetic masturbation.

The NIGHTMARE, according to its vile nature, proceeds to aggrandize its goals of conquest, intending to inflict more degenerate, irrational deformities. Without fear of losing its intentional focus, it aims to defile the conscious, sacred integrity of the supreme SELF as it travels via an interdimensional neuropsychic flight, surprising the unready EGO by reappearing transfigured as a mythical, foolish figure.

Meanwhile, the EGO, abandoning the shackles of gravitational flows overcrowded with chemical symptoms, transforms into an indiscreet metamorphic cluster representing the biological perception of ultra-processed elements. It is then that, through illicit means, it confronts and absorbs the leftover, distorted images of the nucleus.

The NIGHTMARE then recruits BEL (Beliar the satanic), a specialist in dazzling, programmatic schemes; ROLAND, a fool of the English court, degenerate and ambitious for malicious attacks against the metaphysical integrity of twinkling emotions; and DUNG, stemming from the miserable, waterlogged depths of Chinese empires, talented with insalubrious, disgusting psychic electrochemical systems designed to extort dazzling commotions from relic-like dreams.

Meanwhile, the omnipotent EGO marvels at its appreciative freedom, navigating primitive balances between emotions disguised as envious harlequins and fearful fantasies of apathetic shadows. It gradually adjusts its defense mechanisms—vandalized by invisible, invading viruses—against its overcome promotional resistances.

The EGO remains oblivious to the taciturn, emotional danger hovering over its head through the uncontained blackness of the terrifying fear of images congruent to its formation. It strives to realize a perfect dream, to tolerate powerful, supporting frustrations simply to aggregate within neuro-memorial pellets the proper resolution for its damaged psychomotor thought, imagining it can decompose the imprisoned dreams inside the nucleus within the frame. Yet, it fails to rid itself of the phobic claws of the insupportable NIGHTMARE's tentacles. This process elucidates egoic elements hunted from the ethereal, harsh mythological appendages of the murderous NIGHTMARE—a criminal impostor who fears no downfall or defeat, obsessed with sordid illusions, acting with secret discretion like a silent, coercive reverie.

Yet, even faced with the improbable retaliation for survival stamped upon the real superiority of the omniscient, inexplicable, and unshakeable NIGHTMARE, the SELF restarts without embarrassment. It accelerates, activating an escape of latent contents from the psychomotor reality, shutting down the logical images of swapped dreams that cross paths among the tracks of coexistence to decode the mysterious light signal at the end of the illusory rift between the dissociation of the abyss and the existential wound.

However, it discovers the opening that reveals the reverse side of the enigmatic unknown, exposing the abominable presence of the creature covered in optical camouflage as it expands, linked to timelessness. Impatient before its suppressive revelation, the creature revolts noisily against the obscure normalcy of an uncommon secrecy, seemingly rupturing the customary calm of previous nights with howling winds sweeping over the corners and angles of a despised existence. This existence now hissed copiously in a distrustful, frightening harmony, appearing to modify itself gradually into a lugubrious scenery subordinated to a convincing entity of incorporeal organisms.

Impossible to stop save for electrochemical diffusers, it boasts carnivorous tentacles studded with multiple reflective eyes capable of thinking and acting according to its rational formality. Perennial, it charges with its hellish hooves, stealthily infiltrating through its disconcerting ruses, guided by its emergent, infamous hunger for the hatred contained within the psychosomatic realm of the invisible.

Attracted to the egoic essence as if to a putrid odor of unreal dreams emanating inebriating fluids like a rotten hallucinogen, these are compulsively assimilated by the foolish NIGHTMARE through its psychoscopic filaments. It drains the slimy waves of the host's soluble energy, sucking away its
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