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​About the Author

Roberto Ronald Mousinho de Brito is a multifaceted writer who skillfully navigates between different literary genres. With a career marked by creativity and a constant search for new ways of narrating, Roberto has built a diverse catalog that reaches different audiences and ages.

His work reflects this versatility, ranging from the playful and educational world of children's books, which enchant young readers, to dense narratives of suspense and psychological horror. Currently, Roberto is dedicated to the acclaimed suspense series.The Witch of  63 Exploring the limits of fear and the human psyche, the author, in addition to his fiction, also writes technical instruction manuals, offering practical tools for his readers' financial development.

With several titles published, the author reaffirms his commitment to quality literature, inviting the public to immerse themselves in worlds where imagination and reflection meet.

​Note to the Reader

The characters, names, dialogues, and settings presented in this book are the product of literary creation and are intended strictly for entertainment purposes. The situations narrated here do not correspond to any real place or event. Any resemblance to reality is purely coincidental.

Good reading!

And lastly, if you enjoyed The Witch of 63: The Curse Continues invite you to check out the previous volume.The Witch of  63, in addition to other works such asThe Whisper of Zurich Visit:@robertormbrito

Chapter 1: The Echo of Death

Block 63 was silent, but it wasn't a peaceful silence. It was a scar that wouldn't heal. Three months had passed since the dust and blood of apartment 302 were swept into the dustbin of history, but the stigma remained. lump Mold on the walls, like an oil stain impossible to remove. The residents they avoided The third floor, crossing the dirt courtyard with hurried steps, never looking up, as if the building still held the icy breath of the old woman's freezer.

A few hundred meters away stood Block 69. The architecture was the same: raw concrete, staircases that...seemed Exposed spines and dampness seeped through the cracks in the facades. There, life flowed under the same sign of precariousness, but at a different pace. The air, heavy and laden with street dust, seemed to circulate more slowly between the blocks.

On that Tuesday in July, as the late afternoon sun set, tinging the sky a wounded orange over the outskirts, a silent agitation began to spread. They weren't shouts, they were whispers.

Dona Cida, a resident of the second floor of building 69, was cleaning her doorstep with a dirty cloth when she noticed the commotion. The disappearance of a young woman, a factory worker at the nearby garment factory, was now in its third night. The police, weakened by the recent events in building 63,it was Everything was presented as a "runaway" or "adventure," but the atmosphere in Block 69 was changing.

In apartment 203, the dim light was a refuge. Inside, there was no surgical disinfection like her mother had used to do. The atmosphere had a different smell: a nauseating mixture of cheap perfume, dried sweat, and something metallic, almost imperceptible to anyone who wasn't looking for it.

A young man, with eyes that had inherited the unfathomable coldness of the deceased resident of apartment 302, sat in a plastic chair, observing the street through the gap in the grimy curtain. His fingers nervously fiddled with a nylon ribbon cord that he...braided with the precision of a sailor's knot.

He heard the hum of an engine coming from the back of the kitchen.Vrum-vrum... vrum-vrum...

It wasn't the same freezer, but the frequency of the vibration was identical, a hymn that resonated in his chest, a beat he felt was the only thing bringing order to the chaos of that place. He smiled, a restrained movement that didn't reach his dull eyes. The revolt that burned in his blood since his mother's death wasn't just pain; it was fuel.

Outside, the police siren from a neighboring district cut through the air, a distant sound he ignored. He knew Block 69 was just an extension of 63. If the old woman had taught the world to fear the ice, he was about to teach what anger was capable of when mixed with desire.

He stood up, tucked the nylon cord into his trouser pocket, and walked to the door. He needed to leave. The night was just beginning, and the inventory of his own cruelty had barely begun to be filled.

​​Chapter 2: The Shadow Heir

The young man wasn't actually called "the wizard," but in the corridors of Block 69, the nickname began to circulate like a forbidden whisper, laden with a fear that the residents tried to stifle. He was the living extension of what his mother had left behind. While the old woman operated with the precision of a surgeon, her son operated with the patience of an ambush predator.

Inside 203The atmosphere was distinct. If the mother's apartment, number 302, smelled of chlorine and disinfectant, the son's smelled of a failed attempt to mask the decay with cheap incense and the metallic smell of tools stored without proper care.

He kept the nylon cord in his pants pocket, the same one he had used to silence the last breath of his predecessor, the seventh victim on the list he kept in his memory, but not on paper. He didn't need charts like his mother; he felt the "progress" by the weight of the freezer drawers.

Sitting at the table, he watched the entrance door. He knew that the sergeant from the 63rd, the man who shot In the old house, he was prowling the vicinity. He saw the police cars passing through the dirt yard with a frequency that irritated him. However, instead of hiding, he felt fueled by that siege. With each siren that echoed, with each blue and red flash of the emergency lights that swept across the facade of Block 69, he felt a sickly excitement. He was the son of the one who defied them, and he was only beginning to exact the price for the blood that the police had spilled in 302.

He stood up and walked to the freezer. The metal casing was the same as his mother's. would use He had carried it in the dead of night, piece by piece, up staircases, sweating profusely and vowing that the "legacy" would never stop rumbling. Touching the icy lid, he felt the familiar vibration rise up his arms.

Vrum-vrum... vrum-vrum...

It was a hymn. A promise. He didn't just want to guard bodies like his mother; he wanted to leave a mark, a revolt that would make the whole neighborhood tremble with terror, not because of what the old woman had done, but because of what he, the heir, was capable of overcoming.

He opened the top drawer. The space was almost empty, ready for the next variable. He wasn't seeking geometric perfection; he was seeking controlled chaos. He looked at the apartment door and smiled. The night was warm, the neighborhood was restless, and he had a hunger that the concrete of none of the blocks could satisfy.

The heir was ready to hunt. And this time, no one could stop the cycle from continuing.

​Chapter 3: The Art of Seduction

The Wizard of '69 wasn't a man of long conversations or romantic outbursts. His seduction was based on selective listening and offering a refuge that, in the geography of misery, seemed like an oasis of normalcy. While the mother attracted victims through the blind trust they placed in the figure of the "old nurse," he captured them through their neediness.

Mariana, who had accepted the invitation for coffee late the previous evening, felt strangely at ease in apartment 203. He wasn't trying anything abrupt. There was soft music, a transistor radio crackling with traditional samba tunes, and the young man maintained a respectful distance that...disarmed completely.

"You always look so tired, Mariana," he commented, while pouring coffee into a chipped cup. "Those people at the bakery don't know how much you're worth."

He watched her every move. The way she held the cup, the way her gaze wandered over the peeling walls of the apartment, searching for signs of danger that his intuition, now dulled by fatigue, could no longer process.

"It's difficult, isn't it?" Mariana sighed, the warmth of the coffee warming her hands. "Sometimes I feel like nobody notices if I'm here or if I disappear. Block 69 is such a cold place..."

The Wizard smiled inwardly. That was exactly the note of abandonment he was looking for.

"I understand you more than you realize," he said, lowering his voice to a confessional, almost intimate tone. "I also live somewhat hidden here. People look a lot, but they don't see anything."

He began to talk about an imaginary future, about how good it would be to leave that place, perhaps to a place with less concrete and more life. He was constructing a web of words, weaving a scenario where he and she were accomplices against the mediocrity of the tenement. Mariana, longing for genuine attention, didn't notice that the young man never spoke about himself, about his family, or about what he did for a living.

He led her closer to the kitchen. The sound of the freezer, though muffled, was constant.Vrum-vrum... vrum-vrum...

"What's that noise?" she asked, frowning slightly.

"It's the refrigerator motor," he replied quickly, without hesitation, moving closer to her until the scent of cheap soap and dried sweat he exuded filled her space. "It's old, it needs cleaning. But don't worry about it."

He touched her arm lightly, a gesture that seemed comforting, but which, in his mind, was merely a test of her resistance. Mariana, deceived by the kindness she received, closed her eyes for a brief moment, feeling safe for the first time in months.

He watched her jugular vein throbbing calmly. He didn't need knives, at least not now. His specialty was silence. While she lost herself in the fantasy of being understood, the Wizard of 69 began to calculate how much time remained for the next stage of his inventory. The door to 203 was locked, and outside, Block 69 continued its indifferent routine, oblivious to what was happening inside a cubicle where the ice was already beginning to crave more matter.

​

​Chapter 4: Apartment 203

Apartment 203 was the antithesis of her mother's cubicle. If 302 was a distorted showcase of a sepsis, 203 was a pit of entropy. The walls weren't just peeling from dampness; there were scratch marks near the baseboard, and the parquet floor was dark with grease. Embedded It creaked in a way that seemed to betray every step.

Mariana
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​Chapter 5: The First Disappearance
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​Chapter 6: The Geometry of Desire









​Chapter 7: Whispers in Block 69
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​Chapter 8: The Expert's Investigation
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​Chapter 9: The Scare at Dawn










​Chapter 10: The Siege Closes In
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​Chapter 11: The Last Victim
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​Chapter 12: A Masked Man Fall
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​Chapter 14: The People's Justice








​Chapter 15: The Definitive Silence
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​Invitation to the Reader
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