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The Breath of Hell

The scream.

It wasn't the sharp wail of a grieving woman, nor the echo of the wind threading through the ruins of an abandoned hacienda. It was a primeval vibration that tore the veil of night in countless corners of the vast land, a wave of pure dread as ancient as the first tears. It was born from the depths of the oldest forests, where shadows twisted with a life of their own. It slithered, insidious, along the dry beds of forgotten rivers, carrying the promise of a drought that was not just of water, but of soul. It slipped, unimpeded, through the cracks of humble shacks in sleeping villages and coiled itself into the dreams of cities, causing people to wake up in a cold sweat with the feeling of an unspeakable evil.

Mothers, upon hearing it, clung to their children with an instinctive desperation, their bodies trembling. Men, hardened by the sun and toil, silently crossed themselves, whispering forgotten prayers. And in the icy silence that followed each recurrence of that superhuman lament, a chilling certainty settled in the hearts of all: this was not a folkloric legend, not a mere tale to scare children. It was an omnipresent horror, a real and tangible presence that promised misfortune, a condemnation announced with every resonance. It was the voice of The Demon of the Scream.

In the suffocating gloom of a remote grove, so dense that not even the faintest moonbeam dared to penetrate, his gigantic frame was insinuated in the shadows, an amorphous colossus that seemed to devour the air around him. The Demon of the Scream was not a ghost, but a walking hell, a cosmic entity whose very existence was the genesis of The Weeping Woman's uninterrupted weeping.

He did not move; he did not hunt in the ordinary sense. He waited. With a patience that only eternity could bestow, he lurked. He watched the lives crumbling in the distance, his invisible eyes fixed on the most vulnerable souls: docile women, those whose voices had been silenced by custom and fear. Mothers with too many children, overwhelmed by the misery and hunger that gnawed at their guts. The solitary souls, abandoned to their fate. Or those who, despite having a partner, suffered the brutal hand and cruel spirit of an abusive husband. He waited, knowing that despair was a seed he could nurture until madness sprouted, an open wound he could infect with poisonous whispers. His superiority was absolute, a domination that required not physical strength, but an age-old cunning.

Then, when the moment was ripe, his abysmal mouth began to open. It was not a mere physical act, but a distortion of space itself, a dark, bottomless portal that seemed to swallow the little light left in the night. From his depths, from the abyss of his being where millions of female essences, twisted by unbearable guilt and infinite pain, consumed themselves in endless torment, the sound emerged. It was not a simple sound that air could silence; it was an infernal vibration emitted with a brute force, an energy that made the spine tremble. A wave of hellish sound expanded from him, shaking the ground beneath the feet of the unwary, cracking the old wood of the shacks and the beams of the haciendas, and chilling the blood in the veins of all who dared to listen.

It was the lament of The Weeping Woman, yes, but magnified, multiplied by the voices of countless tormented women, a chorus of agony that demonstrated his limitless reach, his unshakeable superiority. Every echo of that heartbreaking scream in the night was an arrow launched, an undeniable sign, a promise fulfilled by The Demon of the Scream: another soul was about to be claimed.

The Tale of Maria

In a humble shack of mud and straw, in a distant village, the woman moved like a shadow. Her name, like so many others, was diluted in the fatigue of an existence marked by scarcity and solitude. Her hands, gnarled and cracked, attempted to mend an old blanket while her three children slept piled together on the cot. The silence of the night was barely broken by the crackle of the firewood and the soft breaths of the little ones. It was an oppressive silence, heavy with hunger and with the brutality that her husband, Esteban, inflicted upon her every time drink possessed him.

Maria lived haunted by jealousy. It wasn't the jealousy of a rival of flesh and blood, but of a phantom that corroded her soul: Esteban’s lack of love for her and the cruelty he poured upon their children, whom, for some twisted reason, he detested. He was a tall, sturdy man, his gaze always murky with alcohol and his fist always quick to punish. His fits of rage were as predictable as the dawn, and every blow, every insult, was etched into Maria’s soul like another scar. She, for her part, was a thin woman, with large eyes sunken from lack of sleep and constant worry. She had tried to escape, she had pleaded, but her docility, forged by years of submission, kept her tied to that life of misery and torment.

She hadn't cried in days. Her tears had dried up with despair, with the constant question of how they would survive one more day amidst the relentless drought and the village’s abandonment. She had prayed to the saints, she had looked for work in the barren fields, but everything was in vain. Her body ached from recent blows, but it was her soul that was bleeding out. She felt an immense void, an inner abyss that gnawed at her from within, a desolation so profound that not even the brightest sunlight could dispel it.

And in that depth, a soft voice, almost imperceptible at first, began to whisper in her ear.

"One..."

It wasn't the wind. It wasn't her mind—or, at least, not what she knew as her mind. It was a voice, deep and mellow, like the murmur of a stream seen only in dreams. Maria blinked, feeling a chill that didn't come from the cold night. She rose, tense, looking around, but there was no one. Only the tiny shack, the sleeping children, and the immense weight of her misery.

"Two..."

The voice became a little clearer, more present, an icy breath on her neck. Her heart pounded hard, a runaway drum in her chest, almost drowning out the children's faint breathing. She squeezed her eyes shut, wishing it were a dream, one more nightmare from her exhaustion. But the whisper was not part of a dream; it was reality seeping in, a silent and terrifying invasion.

"Three..."

The voice was now unmistakable, resonating directly in her eardrum, yet with no visible source. It was The Demon of the Scream, no longer just a distant presence, but a predator clinging to its prey, wrapping her in an invisible web of dread.

Maria put her hands to her head, trying to silence the sound drilling into her brain, but the count didn't stop—on the contrary, it became more insistent. She silently begged it to stop, to disappear, to leave her in peace with her pain. But the voice, soft and sinister, kept its relentless rhythm. Every number was another link in the chain of her descent into madness.

"Four..."

The count, now inescapable, sank into her psyche like a malignant root. Its voice had dropped in tone, becoming a grave murmur that vibrated in the deepest part of her being, a perverse lullaby that promised liberation. Her hands trembled uncontrollably. There was no longer hope, only the certainty that something horrible, something irreparable, was about to happen. The Demon of the Scream was not just whispering to her; it was blurring her, preparing her, claiming her, molding her mind for its purpose. Hell had begun to count.

"Five..."

The voice was now a warm breath against her skin, so close that she felt the echo in her own bowels. It wasn't a sound, but a sensation, an enveloping presence that stole her breath. The vibration passed through her, scrambling her thoughts, erasing the line between reality and nightmare. Her eyes opened wide, fixed on the darkness, seeing shadows stretch and twist on the shack walls. The despair that had been a constant companion now transformed into a chilling frenzy, an incomprehensible urgency to act. In her mind, the voices of her children, Esteban's mockery, the pangs of hunger in their own stomachs—everything mingled into a deafening cacophony, and the voice of The Demon of the Scream was the only beacon, the only way forward. The solution offered by the whisper, though incomprehensible, felt like the only possible truth.

"Six..."

The final whisper was not a sound, but a silence. An absolute silence, denser and heavier than any noise, which settled upon her like a death shroud. The count had ended. A high-pitched sound in her ear, and in that instant, Maria was no longer Maria. She was a vessel, a will-less puppet, moved by an alien impulse. The docility that had marked her for years turned into a terrifying passivity, a total acceptance of the voice that now governed her soul. Her eyes, once full of exhaustion, became glassy, vacant, fixed on the darkness that had promised relief. The Demon of the Scream had won. Her essence no longer belonged to her.
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