
[image: ]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Necropolis (Novela, #1)

— M. D. SAGER

— M.D. SAGER

[image: ]

[image: ]

There is a moment in the Buenos Aires dawn when the mist ceases to be weather and becomes a physical substance. It happens when the hum of traffic fades and the yellow city lights bounce off the wet asphalt. It is along that shifting border where the boundaries of Buenos Aires blur, ceding their sovereignty to the other city: the one that does not sleep because it could never catch its breath, the one that rises behind tall walls of brick and marble.

The necropolises of Recoleta, Chacarita, or the forgotten cemeteries of the outer suburbs are not mere repositories of bones. They are mirror cities. They possess their own avenues, their own hierarchies, their opulent architecture and dirt passageways where death thickens amid the river’s humidity and the rancid perfume of withered wreaths. Within those grounds, official history—that of founding fathers, granite mausoleums, and burnished bronze plaques—is only a thin layer of varnish. Beneath that polished surface beats a different geography, forged from guilt, unfinished violence, and broken promises.

The stories that make up this collection were not born of academic speculation or distant fantasy. They emerge from the rumors passed among gravediggers when the night shift stretches too long; from the stories taxi drivers whisper to one another as they skirt the ditch beside the wall; from the marks left on bronze by the fingers of those who refused the pit. Here, the urban legend discards picturesque folklore to reveal its true nature: a daily, physical, suffocating horror.

From the tragedy of flesh entombed before its time to the phantom thud of rails still carrying the agony of the fallen; from the unfinished childhood demanding a tribute of candy lest it cross the window, to the rotting satin of the bride still seeking an altar in the gloom of La Salada. Every page of this anthology is an attempt to give voice to what the earth failed to quiet.

Whoever ventures into these corridors should know that horror does not dwell in the shadows of the afterlife, but in the certainty that the dead retain their memory. And that sometimes, when the night grows dense enough, that memory decides to take a walk.

Welcome to Necropolis. Lock your windows tight, bar your doors, and try not to listen to the creaking down the hall.
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The cold of that winter night in Buenos Aires was not felt upon the skin, but deeper within—like a frozen needle driven straight into the bone.

My name is Matias. I always considered myself a man of science, of logic—one of those who seek a pragmatic, earthly explanation for every mystery in the world. I never believed in specters, nor in shadows that walk, nor in the stories old folks tell to frighten children before sleep. But what occurred on the night of May 24th shattered my mental architecture forever, leaving me trapped in a prison of uncertainty and paranoia from which I doubt I shall ever escape.

It all began at an elegant gathering in a nightclub near Recoleta. The tobacco smoke, the clinking of crystal glasses, and the murmurs of the porteño aristocracy created a dense, almost claustrophobic atmosphere. I decided to step away from the crowd to catch some air. It was at that moment, beside the main staircase, when I saw her.

She was the very incarnation of melancholic elegance. She wore a white silk dress that seemed to float with supernatural lightness, defying the heaviness of the room. Her skin was as pale as freshly carved marble, and her eyes, dark and deep, harbored a sadness so ancient it instantly sparked an irrepressible desire within me to protect her. She introduced herself as Luz. Her voice was nothing more than a soft whisper, akin to the rustle of dry autumn leaves.

We spoke for hours. Or so it seemed to me, for beside her, time lost all linear consistency. We did not dance. We merely conversed about the brevity of life, the beauty of silence, and the solitude of Buenos Aires nights. Despite the warmth of the party, I noticed Luz was trembling slightly. The outer air was beginning to seep through the tall windows, and the dawn was growing increasingly frigid.

“It is too cold in here,” she told me, gazing out toward the street with haunting intensity. “Would you walk with me? I need to return home, but I do not wish to go alone.”

Without a second’s hesitation, I agreed. We stepped out into the gloom of Junín Street. The fog had descended upon the neighborhood, shrouding the gas lamps in a ghostly, yellowish halo. As we walked, I noticed Luz’s shivering intensified. Driven by gallantry, I took off the heavy black wool coat I was wearing and placed it over her shoulders.

“You’re going to freeze,” I said with a smile.

She stopped and looked at me. She touched the fabric of the coat as if she had never felt the texture of wool before, with an almost childlike wonder. For a second, her fingers brushed mine; her skin was not merely cold—it was inert, frozen like frost.

“Thank you, Matias,” she murmured, and for the first time I saw the trace of a smile on her pale lips. “No one has been this kind to me in a very long time.”

We continued walking in silence. The streets were deserted. The only sound was the echo of my own footsteps upon the cobblestones, for strangely, I never heard the clicking of her shoes. Suddenly, we came to a halt before the massive wrought-iron gates of the Recoleta Cemetery. The imposing Doric columns of the entrance stood like silent guardians over a city of the dead.

“It is here,” she said, pointing to the mist filtering through the cemetery bars.

“Here?” I asked, confused. “Luz, this is a cemetery. Your home cannot be here.”

“I live very close, just around the corner,” she replied quickly, though her gaze remained fixed on the domes of the mausoleums visible on the other side of the gates. “Please, let me go alone from this point. You have accompanied me far enough.”

I wanted to insist on escorting her to the very door of her residence, but her tone adopted an unquestionable firmness. She asked me not to follow her. She promised that the next day I could pick up my coat at her house, at an address she whispered in my ear before stepping back.

I stood there on the sidewalk, watching her walk toward the side entrance. The fog grew so thick that within seconds her white figure dissolved into the darkness, as if the night itself had swallowed her whole. I returned home with a racing heart, wrapped in a mix of fascination and a strange, inexplicable anguish.

I could not sleep all night. Her face, the whiteness of her dress, and that profound look of hopelessness kept repeating in my mind. As soon as the morning sun managed to break through the city’s mist, I dressed and set out to find the address she had given me.

I arrived at a French-style mansion with tall walls and large wooden windows, located just two blocks from the cemetery. I knocked on the door. The sound of the bronze knocker echoed heavily inside. After several long minutes, the door opened slowly, revealing an elderly woman with a face carved by wrinkles and eyes weighed down by infinite grief.

“Good morning,” I said, removing my hat. “I am looking for Luz. We met last night at a gathering, and I lent her my coat. She gave me this address so I could retrieve it.”

The woman’s reaction was immediate and heartbreaking. Her face contorted into a grimace of horror, and her hands began to tremble violently.

“What kind of cruel joke is this?” she said, her voice cracking with tears. “Do not play with a mother’s pain!”

“I swear to you it is no joke, ma’am,” I insisted, feeling an icy knot in my stomach. “I was with her last night. She was wearing a white dress. We walked to Recoleta. I gave her my coat because she was cold...”

The old woman stared at me, searching my eyes for traces of madness or malice. Seeing only genuine confusion on my face, she let out a sigh that seemed to tear the very life from her chest.

“My daughter Luz...” the woman said, wiping away a solitary tear, “died exactly ten years ago. She was only twenty when a sudden fever took her. She is buried in the family vault in Recoleta.”

My mind refused to process her words. It was impossible. I had felt her presence, heard her voice, seen the wool of my coat resting on her shoulders. Human reason cannot accept the dissolution of natural laws without a fight.

“That cannot be,” I whispered, taking a step back. “I was with her...”

Without another word, the woman took my arm with unsuspected strength and led me toward the cemetery. We crossed the majestic gates that had seemed so sinister to me the night before. The morning sun cast long shadows across the marble and granite avenues of the City of the Dead.

We walked down narrow passageways, past stone angels with wings worn by time and statues of restrained sorrow. The old woman stopped before a black marble mausoleum. Above the bronze door, a plaque bore a name and a date of passing from a decade ago.

But it was not the plaque that caused my knees to give way and the world to spin around me.

There, lying upon the entrance step of the vault, right behind the iron bars guarding the eternal rest of the dead, was my black wool coat. It was soaked with moisture, crumpled, as if someone had dropped it there weary upon returning home after a long walk.

I fell to my knees on the cold marble, unable to breathe. Luz’s mother began to pray softly, a muted murmur I could barely hear over the deafening beat of my own heart. I reached through the bars and picked up the garment. It was freezing. As I brought it to my face, the scent of damp fabric could not hide a faint, almost imperceptible perfume of jasmines... the very same aroma that had drifted from Luz’s hair the night before.

Since that day, my life as I knew it ceased to exist. I left my job, abandoned my studies, and withdrew into silence. I can no longer walk the streets of Buenos Aires at night without feeling that every shadow shifting in the gloom is watching me.

The coat still hangs on the rack in my entryway. I have never dared to wear it again, yet I cannot bring myself to throw it away. Every midnight, I sit in the living room armchair staring at the door, listening to the wind batter the windows, fearing and at the same time longing to hear that soft whisper once more—that frozen voice that might restore my sanity... or finally take me to rest with her on the other side of the iron gates.
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There are silences that sing, silences that pray, and silences that devour. The silence of Recoleta at three in the morning is no absence of sound; it is a chewing presence. I am the night caretaker, the shepherd of these marble and granite sheep that require no pasture, only oblivion. But there are oblivions that resist, oblivions that scratch.

My flashlight is a trembling finger of light that barely dares point at the Gothic mausoleums. The cold does not descend from the sky, but rises from the ground—a sepulchral breath creeping up the ankles to settle at the base of the neck. I know every decapitated angel, every inscription erased by time, every pact of silence sealed in bronze. Or so I believed.

It was three nights ago. There was a dense mist, the kind that transforms crosses into human silhouettes and makes the cypresses resemble black fingers trying to tear open the sky. I was walking along the central avenue, near the Cambaceres vault. It is an imposing structure, a cry of stone celebrating the interrupted youth of Rufina, who died at nineteen on the very day of her birthday. They say it was catalepsy. Three doctors signed the certificate; three men of science who mistook the body’s deep slumber for death’s final embrace.

A sound stopped me. It was not the rustle of a dry leaf nor the howl of a stray dog. It was a metallic, rhythmic noise—a dull tapping coming from the depths of the earth. Tap... tap... tap...

I froze, flashlight
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