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Skin-covered People is a harrowing descent into Dimension 3, a surreal and predatory realm that exists just beyond the fragile veil of our waking lives. Through a series of unsettling encounters—from a self-fueling axe that births new entities to a golden cloud that trades fortune for destruction—the book navigates a landscape where the subconscious bleeds into reality. As the boundary between the two worlds dissolves, these nightmares reveal themselves as part of a shared, inescapable repository of human despair, where ancient statues weep and insatiable mines consume the very history of our souls.

More than a mere collection of accounts, this book acts as a volatile gateway, binding the reader to the existential vibrations of a realm that demands a reckoning. With every page, the author issues a desperate warning: the visions contained within are not just stories, but a pact. As the promise of false peace lures the unsuspecting into an eternal forest of suffering, Skin-covered People forces you to confront the shadows of your own mind, challenging you to recognize the terrifying truth before the door to Dimension 3 closes behind you forever.
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Hello, it’s been a while. My name is Mr. H, and the last time we met, I set you on a journey into the many horrors of Dimension 3. Though, if this is the first time we meet... then I am deeply sorry for what you are about to encounter. To those who have seen—not just read, but actually seen—what lies beyond the mortal plane in that place, and have returned here seeking an answer: unfortunately, I am unable to give you one.

It has been three years since I wrote the final words of that world, but the nightmares did not cease. They grew and evolved, becoming more frantic, uglier, and more vivid. I am still not sure if I did the right thing by exposing them, but at least I know that today I can finally write again about the world of nightmares that is Dimension 3.

For those of you who escaped and returned, or for those just entering my astral plane: a few years ago, I began having recurring, relentless nightmares, always ending in a sleep paralysis within a sleep paralysis. They showed me where it all begins and ends—where the cognitive lives when the consciousness sleeps. I created a compendium, a short encyclopedia of the hundred nightmares I had endured over the years, so that others who had seen them would not feel so alone.

The words in the story I am about to write are part of that world. Hopefully, time—and THEM—will allow me to provide you with more soon. I transcribe these entries onto paper the moment I wake, sometimes using whatever is at hand so that I do not forget; though, most of the time, the blood grows too thick and difficult to write with.

So, for the newcomers: you can stop now before you fall down this rabbit hole. Or, you can stay, and understand that tonight you will have a nightmare. You will vividly dream of something wrong; you will experience a sleep paralysis that will make your brain freeze. You will be inside there, with all of them.


The Axe

I saw the axe climbing the mountain with the force of a thousand suns. But it wasn’t enough as there are millions of dreams each second, each feeding Dimension 3, and alongside it, they are feeding the Axe.

Few have feared the power of tools in the last few centuries; most were gone with the wind, taken by old age as new weapons appeared and replaced the common axe. But the nightmare persisted here, and refusing to die, it manifested in the grotesque—in the woodsman’s fever dreams and the cornucopia of horror movies—clinging to survival, becoming sharper with every moment.

I remember my subconscious guiding me through the forest and leading me inside an alcove where the Axe was rampaging, growing stronger with each hit, fueling itself on its own cannibalizing fear.

It was the first time I realized that fear can fuel fear itself. The axe shifted and rotated, spinning faster and faster like a gyroscope until it became one with the light, creating an explosion of magnitudes long forgotten.

And then, in the aftermath, I saw the creation of something new. I called it Manhattan.


The Blood Mask of the Ugniya

It was noon when I felt something watching me from behind the artificial desert bushes. I had just stepped out of the Abu Dhabi airport, and the heat hit my face like a physical blow; combined with the jet lag, it left me deeply uneasy.

By the time I arrived at my hotel and checked in, hundreds of voices were already calling me toward the desert.

I couldn’t sleep that night. The air-conditioning unit blasted away my last coherent thoughts, and the voices guided me into a trance-like lullaby. When the lights finally went out and my eyes felt as heavy as lead, I was transported back to Dimension 3.

It had been months since I was last there, and my subconscious had been absent even longer. But this time, it felt different. My inner self had not surfaced for nearly a year—kept away by greater forces, as I would later discover—so I was left alone in a long-forgotten desert nightmare, a place my dreams had never ventured before.

The sand was a yellow sea, its dunes shifting like waves, the wind dancing with particles of broken earth. The sky was lit by millions of stars, each pulsating toward the East, guiding me toward something unknown.

I watched my feet sink into the dunes with every step, then rise again as I climbed higher toward my goal. The voices harmonized, becoming clearer and more beautiful, singing a long-forgotten melody as I ventured further from my starting point.

Hours must have passed. As I walked through the freezing desert, the stars slowly faded. The voices finally merged into one, disappearing like a magician’s final trick, and a temple appeared in the distance.

Humanity has feared the desert since we first left our caves; it was once the greatest nightmare of this land. Even now, the desert remains as sharp as a razor, though it is no longer the greatest of sins.

When I entered the temple, the walls were crumbling. Fragments of limestone fell to the ground, greeting me and paving my path inside. The lanterns were long extinguished, but the stars lit the interior through the many cracks in the ceiling. After a fifty-meter drop and thirty minutes of fast-paced walking deep beneath the sand, the singular voice—which resonated within my brain and heart—fell into rhythm with my stride. Finally, I reached the end of the temple. It opened into an indoor oasis, where a blood-red moon illuminated the object in the center. A pedestal as ancient as the sand stood in the middle of the water; the song was emanating from a blue lapis mask resting atop it.

The mask felt lonely, yet as I approached, its melody shifted from sorrow to joy, rejoicing in my presence. I was drawn toward the water, toward the ghastly trill that made my bones vibrate with intensity. I reached out, my hand trembling, ready to touch the mask... then he reappeared. My subconscious, looking much older and terrified, grabbed my hand before it was too late. He warned me of the pact the mask demands—the curse of a thousand deaths per moment—and I barely managed to wake up.

Beware tonight, should you have the nightmare of the Blood Mask of the Ugniya. It will try to lull you toward it, whispering in many voices. Do not listen; they are all dead. They have been there since the dawn of time, and they will remain long after we are gone.


The Cloud D'or

"You who have soiled the lands of the gods with your puny thoughts and the meanings of nothingness shall inherit the sin of the transcending mind."

That was what I heard the first time I looked out the window while traveling through a remote part of south-eastern Europe. At first, I thought it might be a madman—you know the type, the ones who stand in the street begging for donations, promising to absolve your sins or change your fate if you only pray.

Truth be told, I wanted it to be that way. But when I looked around and saw the streets were empty, I knew I was in for a nightmare that night.

When I closed my eyes, I was instantly back in Dimension 3. I found myself on a brown leather couch—stained by previous travelers—parched with a thirst for water.

The couch sat in the middle of a plain, green and luxurious, filled with plants of colors that existed beyond the human spectrum of light. That was where I saw the cloud for the first time.

Long ago, when the storm was brewing for the first cognitive beings who awaited the lightning show in fear, a new nightmare was born inside this place. It brought with it the lightning bolt, followed by the thunder a few seconds later. The clouds had been here long before: first the white ones, then the grey, and lastly the black ones that summoned terror.

They formed a collective, inhabiting every part of the dimension without a single change in their formation, growing stronger each day with every thought directed toward them from Earth. That was until the greatest sunrise...

When I looked at the sky from the couch, I saw one cloud that was different from all the others. It was golden, shining with death rays that seared my eyes. The sun embraced it tightly, unwilling to let go, for it is said that when this cloud rains, fortune favors the receiver. If you survive, that is.

I watched as a thunderbolt struck the cloud, and the rain began, leaking a golden tint all over the plains and solidifying everything it touched into a Midas orchestra.

I wonder if my luck has changed
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