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	Reader Advisory

	The Abyss of Sinners is a work that immerses the reader in relentless psychological horror, where blood, pain, and despair are not merely narrative elements but reflections of a shattered world with no escape.

	This book explores intense and disturbing themes, including:

	
		Extreme violence and gore: Graphic descriptions of torture, mutilation, and death.

		Psychological and emotional conflict: Anxiety, depression, trauma, and psychosis.

		Existential fear and hopelessness: Inescapable cycles of suffering and death.

		Rejection and abuse: Family maltreatment, abandonment, and fatal choices.

		Exhibitionism and humiliation: Uncomfortable and unsettling situations.



	This story does not seek to sugarcoat reality or offer comfort. It is an unfiltered descent into the darkest corners of the human soul, where the line between perpetrator and victim blurs, and madness becomes the only certainty.

	If you choose to enter this abyss, do so knowing that not all who read it emerge unscathed.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Preface 

	In a town surrounded by invisible boundaries and a false sky, where faces change and names fade, killers walk among the crowd. No one is who they claim to be. No one shows their true face.

	There, in this stage of shadows and secrets, lives Ivet Red Roses—born and raised in a place where normalcy is nothing more than a mask. She has spent her life trapped in routine, accepting what surrounds her without questioning it too much… until she begins to notice the cracks in reality.

	Her mother.
Her classmates.
The people she knows.
Nothing is what it seems.

	To distract herself, Ivet tries to ignore the dreams that torment her—distorted fragments of an indescribable horror, as if her subconscious is trying to warn her. But when the nightmare stops being just an echo in her mind and becomes her fate, she is forced to face a terrifying truth:

	Each death is only the beginning of another life.

	Compelled to wake up over and over again in the same town, trapped in a cycle of despair and blood, Ivet realizes this is not just déjà vu. It is a labyrinth.

	A macabre game.

	And if she wants to survive, she must uncover who is pulling the strings before fate catches up to her once more.

	 

	
 

	


Chapter 1: Gray, Overcast, and Drizzly Sky

	My name is Ivet, and I’ve been suffering from nightmares for a long time. How could I describe the feeling of a knife slicing through my throat? How it renders me unable to scream or say anything, resigned to die in the same bed as always? There is nothing pleasant about it—the taste of blood in my mouth, soaking my face, splattering everywhere as I struggle to breathe. Not that it was a real experience, but this is usually the kind of dream I have.

	As always, once I wake up, I can no longer close my eyes and drift back into peaceful sleep. Here I lie, expressionless, unsure of how to feel. It’s not that I want to go back to sleep, but what should I think about? What should I do? I remember that, in that moment, my heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would burst from my chest—maybe that’s why the blood reached the ceiling. Everything happened so fast and so unexpectedly, just like the other dreams that have lurked in the shadows of uncertainty, haunting me. It was so vivid that, if I weren’t awake now, breathing and feeling the sheets against my skin, I would have mistaken it for reality. As if this version of me were a past life, and I had now traveled back in time with another chance to live.

	I don’t even know what I’m saying anymore. My memories are still clear, but even if I could remember everything, I doubt I would be able to understand what happened. The only impression that lingers is that, when I went to bed that night, I had a normal, routine life—building relationships, working hard to get ahead, protecting the future that awaited me. The kind of things we do without realizing, only for them to be abruptly interrupted.

	I suppose I should be grateful to still be alive, that it was only a nightmare, but it’s still a long time before seven in the morning. Without the slightest hint of fatigue, there’s no point in tossing and turning in bed when it’s better to greet the morning outside, on the roof of the house. All I have to do is open the window and climb the tree branches to take in the sky that awaits me.

	I thought it would be colder in this damp, drizzly air. Since I stepped out with nothing on, I expected the breeze to caress my body, just as it does on my sleepless nights. Tight clothing isn’t comfortable for sleeping—Mom says it gives you nightmares, just like this antiquated town and the melancholy in my heart. I’ve realized that there are many things that aren’t good for us, yet we live with them—perhaps even depend on them.

	Oops. There I go again, making a sad face, crouched down, hugging my knees, my soul screaming to be freed, my eyes doing nothing but cry. Yes, every time I climb onto the roof, it’s to unburden my heart, even if it’s unintentional. This place is my coffin, where someone like me is buried alive. I don’t want to stay here—I have no desire to. Not when the urge to set everything ablaze consumes me, to break the routine, to walk through the streets with a can of gasoline and a lighter. To tear down the forest and the houses until nothing remains... Revenge. Yes, revenge. That’s the only reason I can find. But revenge for what? A dream?

	I understand that most of the time, my feelings make no sense and have no foundation. Changing my environment or engaging in another activity as soon as possible is the only solution at this point—finding something to replace this problem, to distract me from the premeditated thought of suicide.

	Wiping her eyes, Ivet threw herself onto the tree she had used to climb onto the roof.

	In silence, I slip back inside my house through the window. As always, I act as if nothing unusual has happened—as if thoughts of mass destruction against this town and myself had never crossed my mind. I never knew this before, but one day, my mother told me… that at some point in their lives, all people harbor murderous feelings toward the world around them. Knowing that, I don’t feel so bad—not unique, not mentally ill, not a freak.

	Though it’s still early, I get ready and head to school. The walk is long, but it lets me appreciate the landscape around me. In this town, the streets have no lights, making the darkness my comfort. Now and then, a dog’s bark echoes from the bushes, but I can’t remember when I stopped being scared by those sounds. I suppose the noises have also become my company.

	This is the town of Sina, surrounded by forests and vegetation that stretch only as far as the false sky that covers us. It’s like one of those snow globes with a tiny figure trapped inside, but unlike that figure, this town is sad—it doesn’t smile. To the right, to the left, and in every direction, the sky meets the earth, yet we are not entirely isolated. There are roads that lead to other places, other abysses and pits—at least, that’s what those who claim to know say. But none of that changes the daily routine. Like when someone shakes the globe, we are showered by the rain, then cooled by a breeze, and in a few hours, the light returns.

	Step by step, I leave the forest behind and stroll through the few main buildings of the town. In the early hours of a dreamy morning, the air carries its characteristic scent, and the humidity still lingers. Yet, there’s always something different—the activity of hundreds of people absorbed in their morning routines. Some run to exercise, hoping to reach the stadium track; others pedal their bicycles; some use their cars to get from point A to point B. A few, like me, coming from rural areas, walk without much effort to reach their destinations. But they are adults—people who work eight-hour shifts, five days a week, confined in cubicles, sitting behind counters, handling food, plowing fields, attending to others, or providing some kind of service.

	Where are the other students?

	No, I’m not the only one. I’m just an hour ahead of the crowd of kids heading straight to the academic center. And, apparently, just like me, none of them are eager to study. Spending time learning doesn’t satisfy my peers—because the real thrill is always in pushing the boundaries of this town.

	Work and school are optional, after all. Food is distributed in specific rations to everyone, just as one can choose to live under a bridge, out in the open, or in a house built with one’s own hands, since the land has no owner. That’s why so many students spend their time wandering through the forests and the town’s outskirts.

	If you’re free to do whatever you want, why follow the rules? Why go to school? Why want to work? I’m sure the first thought that crossed your mind was to travel as far away as possible. But remember, this is a relatively small town, and you must stay to receive your food ration.

	At some point or another, the residents arrive from every corner—north, east, south, and west—to the communal dining hall and distribution center, and when they gather, they become trapped in something they call socialization. Tell me, aren’t we descendants of monkeys? We do what we see, and we see what we do... If someone around you smiles because they have a car, throws a celebration, owns a house, or starts a family, don’t you feel tempted to experience that kind of happiness for yourself?

	Let’s say that’s not the case—that you’re different, apathetic, antisocial, like my mother, who learned to grow her own food. Even so, you still need a place to settle and ensure a permanent food supply. You can’t just move around expecting to find an abandoned house with fertile land, a lake, and animals to hunt. The odds are slim.

	When you try to fight against an already established system, as long as it works, no one will risk changing it—at least not when they fear the unknown.

	On another note, would you believe me if I told you that in this town, there are no reported crimes? Criminals turn themselves in voluntarily to the authorities, though the suicide and accidental death rates are alarming. They always taught me that if I ever had a problem with someone, I should report it to the authorities—but the problems I have are more my own than anyone else’s.

	Sometimes, my eyes and my mind are the most dangerous adversaries I have to fight against, especially when they distort the landscape, making it appear darker, quieter, and more terrifying than it really is. Speaking of my mind, I think I’ll stop by the medical center before heading to school. A quick check-up couldn’t hurt.

	It may seem too sophisticated for a town like this, but medical science is quite advanced in certain aspects. How advanced, you ask? Well, advanced enough that you can place your hand on a machine, inhale, and within seconds, receive an antidote for your illness. Yes. A small bottle of inhalable gas that you bring to your lips and take two puffs from. It’s the same virus, but genetically altered to neutralize its effect, programmed to expire in seven days.

	Now, if you prefer talking to a person because you don’t understand the machines, you’ll have to see him.

	Doctor Strong.

	Why does being a doctor in this town seem to require standing two meters tall, being strong, and muscular? I don’t know. There used to be a female doctor, her name was Pills, but she died of old age.

	Why is there only one doctor? I suppose to avoid contradictions between specialists. Or maybe because the job’s risks involve fighting patients more than helping them.

	Maybe not.

	Or, of course, if you don’t get along with machines and need to talk to someone, it’s natural that you’d be angry. After all, your treatment might be delayed, and your condition could worsen.

	Why do some people receive treatment while others don’t?

	"I NEED my meds to be able to focus!!! There must be something wrong with the machine..."

	So early in the morning, and someone’s already yelling at the doctor. Must be a stressful job.

	"The machine doesn’t make mistakes. You stopped being a respectable member of society, and your next dose isn’t due for another month. You’ll have to be patient."

	The doctor is right about being a respectable member of society. Believe it or not, there are rules no one talks about. As a person, you’re not required to work, no one tells you to study, no one tells you what to do, and you have the right to laziness. You can also wander around and find something useful to do, something that helps others and turns into a routine—a job that makes you feel good. That’s why the health machines categorize you: either you are beneficial to society, or you are a cancer. Letting someone die from lack of medical care is essentially killing them by denying help when it’s available. Well, that philosophy doesn’t apply to machines.

	“Oh? Good morning, Ivet. You look… not so well… What can I do for you?”

	“No, nothing, doctor. I see you’re busy, and I’m running late… maybe I’ll come back tomorrow.”

	“Alright, I’ll be waiting…”

	That man doesn’t give me a good feeling. Maybe, given his status, the doctor has nothing to worry about, but if he gets aggressive with me because I have priority… things could go very wrong.

	What’s the most valuable resource people use in this town? Time. Every minute on the clock holds the actions they can make or undo, so much so that they hoard it; every second, people move with the excuse of not being late or of arriving on time. Not that I’m any different.

	I almost forgot to stop by the machine. I’d better take the longer route, skirting the forest. Very few people know this path, and, unbelievably, it leads to the mountains. I don’t think it will take me long to reach the machine. Yes, there it is—along with the doctor and… that same man from before.

	What do I do? It’s not polite to hide from people, but it’s also rude to interrupt an adult conversation.

	“See? The machine doesn’t recognize me…”

	The man complains in an annoying voice, enough to make the doctor rub his face, trying to hide his irritation.

	“Ah! A month can’t pass without the same nonsense from you… I can tolerate you wasting my time, but keeping me from treating someone who might be in a real emergency just because you won’t be patient… is unforgivable!”

	“What?! Isn’t my condition an emergency…?!”

	What?! My eyes must be deceiving me. Doctor Strong just injected something into the man’s neck, and now he’s collapsed to the ground, lifeless. No, I must be seeing things wrong. Someone who is supposed to save and heal people wouldn’t take the liberty of ending someone’s life—at least not so easily. Not without his hand trembling. Not with such calm movements. Not with such flawless precision.

	It must have been an emergency treatment—some people suffer seizures from lack of medication.

	“Time of death: six-thirty. Cause… Low blood sugar… Mmm. The rules for killing are three: no witnesses, no evidence, a solid alibi. Though, I can overlook all three if I find someone to do the dirty work for me. But anyway, this particular machine is well known for how isolated it is.”

	Did I… just witness a murder?

	I can’t believe it.

	He did it so effortlessly, without the slightest hesitation, and now the victim is lying there, dead. And on top of that, he mutters a list of rules out loud. One of them states that there can be no witnesses.

	I can’t make a sound, but a lump forms in my throat. I think he might hear my heartbeat or my breathing—they’re so loud, and I can’t control them.

	‘Crick.’

	Shit! I just stepped on something. A branch.

	My legs are trembling so much that I instinctively take a step back to keep my balance.

	The doctor… he’s opening his eyes in my direction.

	Don’t see me, please.

	I’m in the middle of the forest, surrounded by trees, the sun hasn’t risen yet…

	I have to stay still.

	Yes… it’s still dark; he shouldn’t be able to see me.

	I can’t keep breathing normally, so I shut my eyes and cover my mouth.

	He’s no longer staring directly at me—now he’s scanning the area, looking from side to side.

	Please… please… please… leave…

	Yes, he’s leaving.

	My heart calms just a little, though my breath is still unsteady, and I can’t control my breathing the moment I inhale again.

	Carefully, I start to retreat the way I came.

	Why did I decide to take this path through the forest?

	I had a feeling this was going to be a bad idea.

	“Ivet…”

	My skin prickles. His voice says my name, and he’s holding my hand. It’s him.

	I had barely turned around and taken two steps. How did he get behind me so fast?

	This sensation on my neck… it’s not a mosquito, is it? I don’t think a mosquito could make me feel like this.

	“…I’m sorry. It’s truly a shame, but there can be no witnesses… those are the rules…”

	I’m going to die.

	In a moment where I should feel fear, where my heart should be racing, where I might not even be able to breathe…

	In a moment like this, I feel so good, so calm—it’s wonderful…

	A dream cannot be mistaken for reality.

	Not when creatures like this monster exist.

	Fantasy is where beings like him are free—abominable creatures without conscience, who kill as if the act were second nature, lurking and waiting to be unleashed.

	

 

	


Chapter 2: Death Flower

	“Ivet! Wake up, you’re going to be late for school!”

	The clock reads 6:40.

	I went to bed at ten last night—I should have slept for more than eight hours, yet I feel as if I haven’t rested at all.

	What a strange dream.

	The last thing I remember is a forest, my body being buried in the mountains. I could feel the earth wrapping around me, cradling me in a warm embrace. It felt like… the effect of a drug… one that Doctor Strong injected me with.

	He killed someone right before my eyes and had to get rid of me for witnessing it.

	Dreams are strange indeed—someone like him couldn’t be a murderer. He simply couldn’t be.

	And yet, now more than ever, doubt torments me.

	How strange. Thinking back, I remembered dreaming within a dream—or waking up from a dream within another.

	Doesn’t that sound confusing?

	No matter how much I dwelled on it, I was still here, alive.

	As I combed my hair, strands fell like whispers from a simple girl who didn’t want to go to school. But I knew I had to. Otherwise, everything would be in vain.

	Still, something told me I wouldn’t be able to shake this dream from my mind.

	I had to tell someone.

	I was sixteen years old, but don’t be mistaken—I considered myself as mentally mature as someone in their twenties. Yes, I led a relatively normal life, filled with love, affection, and respect from my mother and friends. That’s why I tried to be the perfect daughter, to help others.

	I got good grades.

	My friends often compared me to a little puppy—one that had faith and believed in people.

	But that wasn’t something I cared much about.

	“Goodbye, Mom!”

	“Take care, sweetheart, and have a great day!”

	Lately, academic classes had become broader and more rigorous than usual. Since starting school, we had learned about the anatomy of both humans and animals, the various types of wood, plants, and diseases around us.

	In communication studies, as soon as we mastered speaking and writing, we were pushed into philosophical discussions, questioning what we believed and what we saw.

	And in science, alongside mathematics, we could already calculate the atomic mass of a group of elements.

	At one point, I came to a chilling conclusion:

	Everything we learned could be used to kill.

	Can you believe it?

	Think about it for a moment.

	With precise calculations, you could make an incident look like an accident or someone else’s mistake.

	With the right philosophy and communication skills, you could become a victim instead of a criminal in any situation.

	And with knowledge of anatomy and the world around us, you held in your hands the tools to protect yourself… or to destroy.

	Don’t mind my words.

	Why?

	Well, on that cold morning, the false sky’s light began to warm the footsteps of hundreds of people wandering around the outskirts of the forest.

	They had received the same education as I had.

	If my theory was correct, I was actually walking among hundreds of… killers.

	I shouldn’t let unfounded paranoia distract me.

	Oh, the bus just left.

	My best friend must have been on it.

	Megan—or as I called her, Meg.

	“Ivet, good morning…”

	There she was, among the people who had just gotten off the bus, always waiting for everyone to leave so she could move forward without bumping into anyone. Since she came from the other side of town, she always carried her backpack. That day, she had a sad look in her eyes—one of those expressions that seemed ready to break into tears if you turned away for just a moment.

	Even though her scent was like fresh flowers, a reflection of the garden she tended with dedication and pride, her clothes were always dusty. So much so that, every now and then during our conversations, I was tempted to brush them off with my hands.

	“You’re always covered in dirt…” I teased, hoping to cheer her up. There wasn’t a problem in this world big enough to keep a smile from her lips.

	“I had to water my flowers before leaving,” she explained with a sigh, as if repeating herself for the hundredth time. “They’re delicate plants, and like everything, they have meanings that I must preserve.”

	“Speaking of meanings, I had a dream I need to tell you about…”

	“Another one?! Oh, come on, Ivet…” Meg groaned, pressing her fingers to her forehead. “You never remember them, you can’t find a beginning in what has neither head nor tail, nor an end. Let’s hurry up before we’re late.”

	She placed a hand over her face, visibly exhausted, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes. She was my childhood friend—I wouldn’t just drop it. I was going to tell her about my dream, whether she wanted to hear it or not.

	“Meg, I swear this time it’s different. I remember it as if I lived through it myself… And to keep the story short, I dreamed about Doctor Strong. I saw him murder someone with a syringe, and since I discovered him, I was next.”

	“Yeah, I don’t believe you. Someone like him, killing another person and then killing you just for witnessing it? That’s the stuff of nightmares. Although… I still don’t get why a doctor needs to be that tall and have so many muscles.”

	“Ahh, see?” I grinned, hopping between the cracks in the pavement to avoid stepping on the lines. “When I talk to you, my problems disappear. That’s what I love most about you, Meg—I close my eyes, and I can smell the flowers.”

	“It’s the beginning of autumn. My belladonnas are past their season, and my lilies are starting to bloom…”

	After talking about my dreams and rambling about my thoughts, it was only natural to let Meg talk about what she loved. Whenever we touched on the subject of her flowers, her eyes lit up, and she became a different person.

	We spoke about our passions with the same intensity, and that was refreshing.

	Ignoring the fact that the flowers she planted and cared for were highly poisonous, I couldn’t allow my paranoia to stain the image I had of my friend—so innocent and kind.

	After chatting for a while, we arrived at our classroom, took our seats, and were abruptly interrupted by devastating news.

	Sudden deaths or unexpected resignations of teachers weren’t unusual, but this time, our class was dismissed, and we were sent home.

	With so much free time on my hands, I naturally offered to go to Meg’s house and help with her family’s business.

	“Ahhh, I forgot to mention that my parents are traveling…”

	That was her excuse as she repeatedly turned down my offer, but I had already made up my mind to help her, and nothing was going to change it. Besides, this wouldn’t be my first time at her house—I had been there about two years ago.

	Well, time doesn’t matter when it comes to the power of friendship.

	On the way to her house, sitting on the bus, I stared out the window when a topic of conversation came up that visibly tensed Meg.

	“You know, the number of dogs in this town is alarming… even more so because they never bark. But if you look at their paws… they’re thick and big…”

	“I hate dogs,” she responded, her face surprisingly serious.

	I asked her why, and she simply replied:

	“Because I’m afraid of what they can do.”

	“As if a dog could dig up your past…”

	I said it as a joke.

	I was sure we were close enough to laugh at anything I said, whether it was funny or not.

	But the way she looked at me…

	It made my heart freeze.

	We finally arrived at the bus stop at the foot of the mountains and quickly made our way along the familiar path. It was impressive how some places remained untouched by time. If I weren’t paying close attention to every detail along the way, I would have thought the vegetation was denser simply because it was less traveled.

	Thinking back, I remembered that Meg lived with her family—parents, grandparents, and siblings.

	“How long have they been away?”

	“Mmm… they left in a hurry yesterday…” she replied.

	“The path says otherwise. Look at how far the grass has grown… Besides, this town isn’t that big. With just a few hours of travel, you could go visit them.”

	“…Yeah.”

	When we arrived at her house, the view was simply magical.

	The current of red flowers before me was unforgettable. If it were up to me, I’d visit these meadows every day, just to breathe in their freshness and hold onto the moment.

	Across hectares and hectares, the field of red higanbanas—reaching up to my knees—swayed like an ocean in the wind.

	What could possibly be missing from such an enchanting scene?

	Bang!!

	A deafening gunshot rang through the air.

	My hairs stood on end as a section of the field burst open, and, like snakes, a pack of dogs bolted out in a frenzy.

	“Sorry for scaring you!” Meg shouted, firing again. “Wait here, I need to get rid of them so I can sleep peacefully…”

	I had no idea she could run so fast.

	But now, this once-perfect field of flowers had a gaping hole, ruining its beauty.

	What a shame.

	Maybe I could do something to fix it.

	Now that I thought about it, these flowers had a fascinating history.

	The higanbana—more commonly known as the "Lily of Death" or the "Flower of Hell."

	They were beautiful, yet, like certain brightly colored frogs and other animals, their allure was a warning—they were poisonous.

	Something about them made them particularly popular in this town.

	If it were a bad joke, I’d say it was the dogs.

	Yes, animals avoided them when digging for food underground.

	But… it’s not like this town was a cemetery or filled with the dead.

	In truth, what made them popular was their symbolism.

	The flower and its leaves never grew at the same time, making them the symbol of lovers who could never be together, destined to remain apart.

	Step by step, I moved through the sea of flowers, always careful not to step on a dog's tail or end up in Meg’s line of fire.

	“Well, I never told you to wait, Ivet…” Meg’s voice had a chilling edge to it.

	I could have answered, but I still hadn’t regained my composure after what I had just seen.

	There, in the hole the dogs had dug, a human corpse lay exposed.

	Its hand…

	Wearing the same watch Meg’s father used to wear.

	“It’s common courtesy to know when your help isn’t wanted, and yet, you followed me all the way to my house… Tell me, Ivet, do you still live with your mother?”

	“Why do you want to know…?”

	This had to be a sick joke.

	But there was nothing funny about a friend pointing a shotgun at your head.

	Yes, it had to be a joke.

	She would never shoot me.

	“Please… stop pointing that at me. We’re friends…”

	“You should’ve stayed home, Ivet… you just crossed the line.”

	Her voice was cold.

	Her expression, unreadable.

	The sound of the trigger being pulled—

	If I could, I would ask her to talk to me.

	To explain how her father ended up buried there.

	Or to find a way to make a deal.

	Maybe there were killers in this town.

	But her?

	She couldn’t be one.
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