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It was not a disease.

It was not an invasion.

It was a harvest.

It all started with a smell. Something between damp rust and forgotten flesh. Something he tried to ignore, but that was already inside him — growing, pulsing, feeding.

The stain on his chest was not a tumor. It was a promise. Every dark thought, every unresolved guilt, every fear he buried alive in his own soul — all of it served as food. For years. Silently. Until the thing inside him became too large to remain hidden.

This is not a book about a monster that invades a body. It is about a man who cultivates a monster within himself. And when it no longer fits inside the shell that housed it since birth, something will open. And what emerges will not be beautiful. It will not be redemptive.

It will be the materialization of everything he never wanted to face.

What are you feeding inside yourself?
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CHAPTER 1 — THE SMELL
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In the beginning, it was just a smell.

Nothing too strong.

Nothing that really called attention.

A faint odor... strange... hard to explain.

Something between damp rust... wet earth... and something more... something he couldn't identify.

Maybe it came from the street.

Maybe from some forgotten trash.

Maybe from the house itself.

He opened the window that morning... let the air in... and tried to ignore it.

But the smell did not disappear.

It seemed... to linger.

As if it were trapped in the air.

Or worse.

As if it were trapped in him.

* * *
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During breakfast, he noticed something else.

The taste.

The bread seemed normal.

The coffee too.

But there was something strange at the back of his mouth... a metallic taste... faint... as if the air were contaminated by something invisible.

He drank more coffee.

The taste remained.

He swallowed.

The taste remained.

He frowned.

"Must be a cold..."

He said it to himself... as if the simple explanation were enough.

But something inside him... disagreed.

* * *
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The day went on.

He showered.

Got dressed.

Left for work.

And the whole way there, he had the strange feeling that the smell was coming with him.

On the bus, he noticed something.

A woman sitting across from him wrinkled her nose.

A man behind him discreetly opened the window.

Another passenger covered his face with his sleeve.

He looked around... confused.

Were they smelling the same thing?

Or was it just coincidence?

* * *
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At work, things got stranger.

While typing on his computer... he felt it again.

Stronger.

Not much.

But more present.

The smell seemed to rise through his nose slowly... like a bad memory.

He got up from his chair.

Smelled his own shirt.

Nothing.

Smelled his hands.

Nothing.

Went to the bathroom.

Washed his face.

Stared at the mirror for a few seconds.

His reflection looked normal.

Maybe a little paler.

But normal.

"Just my imagination..."

He murmured.

* * *
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But when he returned to the office... he noticed something.

The coworker at the next desk leaned away slightly.

Another coworker opened the window.

A woman commented quietly to another:

"Did you smell that?"

"Yeah..."

"Smells like... something rotten."

He pretended not to hear.

But he heard.

Every word.

Every pause.

Every whisper.

His stomach tightened.

* * *
[image: ]


At lunchtime, he decided to check more thoroughly.

He went into the bathroom again.

Locked the door.

Took off his shirt.

Smelled the fabric.

Nothing.

Smelled his arms.

Nothing.

Smelled his chest.

* * *
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He froze.

There it was.

Faint.

But unmistakable.

A smell of old flesh.

Of something left forgotten for too long.

He pulled his face away quickly.

His heart began to beat faster.

"No... it can't be."

He smelled again.

The odor came from somewhere... near his chest.

But not from the skin.

It seemed to come... from inside.

* * *
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He raised his eyes to the mirror.

And for the first time, he noticed something.

Very small.

Almost nothing.

A dark stain.

Right in the center of his chest.

As if it were a shadow beneath the skin.

He leaned closer to the mirror.

Blinked a few times.

The stain was there.

Still.

Silent.

But strangely... deep.

As if something were hiding beneath the skin.

Waiting.

* * *
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He touched the spot with his fingertips.

The skin was cold.

Too cold.

A chill ran down his spine.

He pressed a little harder.

Nothing happened.

No pain.

No reaction.

But the sensation was strange.

Very strange.

Like touching something... that should not be there.

* * *
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He took a deep breath.

"Must be an infection..."

He said it, trying to convince himself.

But the smell continued.

Now more present.

Heavier.

Closer.

As if something inside him... were slowly beginning to rot.

* * *
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He put his shirt back on.

Left the bathroom.

Returned to work.

But all afternoon... he couldn't stop thinking about the stain.

Or the smell.

Or the strange feeling that something inside his body... was changing.

Something silent.

Something hidden.

Something that still had no shape.

* * *
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That night, when he got home... he went straight to the mirror.

Took off his shirt again.

The stain was still there.

But now it seemed...

A little larger.

Very little.

Almost imperceptible.

But larger.

He leaned closer to the mirror.

Felt the smell rise slowly through the air again.

Stronger.

Denser.

More real.

And for the first time... a thought crossed his mind.

A thought that made his stomach freeze.

What if...

it wasn't a disease?

What if...

something was truly growing inside him?

* * *
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He stood looking at his own reflection for several minutes.

In silence.

Unable to explain why.

But with an increasingly clear feeling.

Something in there...

was beginning.

* * *
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* * *
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CHAPTER 2 — THE STAIN
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He barely slept that night.

Whenever he closed his eyes... the smell returned.

Not exactly in the air.

But inside his head.

As if his brain had memorized that strange odor... and now repeated it in the silence of the early morning.

He tossed in bed.

Tried to ignore it.

Breathed deeply.

But there was something more disturbing than the smell.

The memory of the stain.

* * *
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Just before dawn, he got up.

The house was silent.

The street too.

The only light came from the kitchen.

Yellow... faint... still.

He walked slowly to the bathroom.

Each step felt heavy.

As if some part of him... already knew what he would find.

He turned on the light.

The mirror revealed his tired face.

Sunken eyes.

Pale skin.

He took off his shirt.

And looked.

* * *
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The stain was there.

But it was no longer the same.

For a few seconds, he stood still... trying to convince his own mind that it was just his imagination.

Maybe the light was different.

Maybe he was exaggerating.

But no.

The stain was larger.

Now the size of a coin.

Dark.

Irregular.

Like a small area of dead skin... hidden beneath the surface.

He leaned closer to the mirror.

And then he noticed something else.

Tiny veins around the stain seemed more visible.

Slightly darkened.

As if something inside there were... spreading.

* * *
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He touched the spot again.

This time, he felt something strange.

Not pain.

But pressure.

A faint, deep sensation.

As if there were an
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