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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, as explored in The Witch of '63. In addition to his fiction, the author also dedicates part of his writing to self-help manuals and technical instructions, offering practical tools for the personal and financial development of his readers.

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.

Visit:@robertormbrito

Happy reading!

​Chapter 1: The Gray Labyrinth

The smell always preceded any image, like a biological warning that this was no place for living beings. Anyone venturing into the fringes of that forgotten periphery was immediately assaulted by a dense mixture of open sewers, smoke from burning garbage, and the acrid breath of spoiled food under the relentless thirty-degree sun. There, human dignity seemed to have been dumped along with the rubble blocking the broken sidewalks.

At the end of a dark, unpaved alley, where puddles of black water reflected the cloudy sky, stood Block 63.

The gray, grimy concrete building looked like a monument to abandonment. Hastily erected decades ago, the block suffered from the ravages of time and utter neglect. Much of the exterior facade lacked plaster; the exposed, perforated bricks resembled open, dried-out wounds in the structure. Broken windows, damaged years ago, were patched up by residents with crumpled cardboard, plywood sheets, or black plastic bags, which rattled in the night wind, emitting a constant, ghostly sound.

Block 63 had no doorman, intercom, or any kind of security. The entrance was a dark void in the concrete, through which rats the size of kittens roamed without any fear of humans. An elevator was a luxury that had never even come close to that project. Those who lived there depended exclusively on their own two feet to navigate the cement labyrinth that seemed to drain the energy of anyone who lived there.

The stairwells were the building's true, beating, and ailing heart. The steps were cracked, many with exposed and rusted internal ironwork, threatening to give way with each heavier step. The iron handrails, twisted and covered in layers of rough rust, left the hands of those who touched them with an unpleasant metallic smell. The lighting was a bad joke: most of the landing lamps had burned out or broken, leaving only the weak, yellowish, and flickering light that escaped from under the apartment doors or through the gaps in the skylights.

The silence in that place was never absolute. It was a false silence, filled with the sound of old televisions tuned to bloody police programs, the cries of children locked in stuffy cubicles, the shouts of marital fights fueled by exhaustion, and the constant creaking of structures that seemed to settle under the weight of misery.

Living in Block 63 meant accepting invisibility. The police avoided entering unless blood was already running down the sidewalks; delivery services refused the postal code, and even the electricity company seemed to ignore the tangled wires that rose like black, exposed veins up the exterior walls, in clandestine connections that crackled on rainy days.

It was in this setting of grimy concrete and darkness that fear began to take root. A silent fear, not stemming from the drug dealers who dominated the more distant corners or the muggers lurking at the bus stops. It was a more intimate unease, focused on the shadows that crossed the damp corridors after midnight. The long-time residents used to lock their doors with two or three brass locks at dusk. Not because they feared what came from outside, but because they knew the building held a heavy atmosphere, an energy that seemed to sicken anyone who lingered too long staring into the dark stairwell.

And at the top of that gray labyrinth, on the third floor, the darkness was even denser.

​Chapter 2: The Old Woman from Apartment 302

At the end of the long third-floor hallway, where dampness from leaks etched dark, moldy stains on the walls, stood the plywood door of apartment 302. Unlike the other doors in Block 63, which often sported football team stickers, children's handprints, or small, faded garlands, door 302 was bare. The dark blue paint was peeling off in thin flakes, revealing the rotten wood beneath, and the brass doorknob was loose, emitting a metallic clinking sound whenever the hallway's strong wind rattled it.

From within, a heavy silence emanated, broken only in the early morning hours or at the beginning of the night by the dragging sound of footsteps and the noise of the heavy lock being released.

The resident of that cubicle was a woman who carried the exact weight of 63 years well-lived in resentment. No one in the building knew her given name; to the children, she was the monster that inhabited the top of the stairs; to the adults, she was just "the grumpy old lady from 302". Her physique seemed molded by the rigidity of the periphery. She was a hunched woman, but she possessed an imposing stature that intimidated those who passed by. Her face was a map of deep lines, with gray skin worn by time, but what truly magnetized the gaze—and the dread—of the neighbors was a prominent, dark, and rough wart, positioned right on the tip of her hooked nose.

Her eyes were small, two dark, bloodshot slits that seemed never to blink. When she fixed her gaze on someone, there was no human warmth or compassion; it was the cold, calculating gaze of someone assessing merchandise, prey.

The old woman's routine was a terrifying biological clock. Every day, precisely at six in the morning and six in the evening, she opened the dark blue door. She always wore a long apron that had once been white, but now displayed grayish stains that resisted any washing. Holding onto the rusty handrail with her calloused hands, she descended the stairs of Block 63.

What intrigued and frightened the residents was the agility of that old woman. While young, strong men climbed the steps panting under the stifling heat of the building, the old woman from apartment 302 glided down the cracked steps with feline speed, without her breathing even changing. She didn't use a cane, she didn't hesitate before the broken steps, and she seemed to know every geometric inch of that concrete labyrinth in the darkness.

"Good morning, ma'am..." ventured the housewife from apartment 204, trying to be polite as she crossed paths with her on the second floor.

The old woman didn't even turn her neck. She merely clicked her tongue, making a low, grumpy grumble that sounded like a growl, and quickened her pace down the stairs. Local businesses also avoided intimacy. When she went to the corner grocery store to buy soap or a stale piece of bread, she would toss the counted coins onto the filthy counter, complain about the price in a harsh whisper, and leave without looking back.

But there were times when the grumpiness gave way to a disturbing calm. Sometimes, at the end of the afternoon, the old woman would position herself at the casement window of her filthy kitchen on the third floor. With her arms resting on the peeling cement windowsill, she would spend hours observing the movement below. Her bloodshot eyes followed the children kicking a deflated ball among the rubble, the vain young blondes chatting at the gates of neighboring buildings, or the vacant-looking young men consuming drugs in the shadows of abandoned alleyways.

She looked at them not with the disdain of a moralistic old woman, but with predatory patience. She studied the schedules, weaknesses, and routines of each one. In that worn-out and distorted mind, Block 63 was not just a miserable tenement; it was her hunting ground. And each resident who passed under her window was an element that, sooner or later, could serve her macabre purposes.

As night fell and the dim lights in the hallway began to flicker, she would take the body back inside apartment 302, lock the door with its three bolts, and leave the third floor shrouded in a mystery that no one dared to unravel.

​Chapter 3: Lab Coat and Blood

The dexterity of the old woman's hands from 302 was not a divine gift, but the byproduct of thirty years of a cold, militarily rigorous career. In her youth, long before transforming into the decrepit figure that haunted Block 63, she had worn the white coat of a nurse. She worked in the emergency wards and morgues of the state's most chaotic public hospitals, places where blood and death were as routine as breakfast.

There, under the fluorescent, buzzing lights of the operating rooms, she learned to ignore human suffering. To her, the body was nothing more than a biological machine made of gears of flesh, tendons, and bones.

As a scrub nurse, her job demanded millimeter precision. She memorized human anatomy with a surgical obsession. She knew exactly the necessary angle of the scalpel to cut the skin without tearing the underlying tissues; she knew the precise location of the major arteries—such as the femoral and carotid—and knew how to apply pressure to the right points to stop bleeding or, if she wanted, accelerate it to the last drop. Doctors praised her calmness in crisis situations. While other professionals paled in the face of severe trauma, she cleaned blood from operating tables with an expression of pure boredom.

The problem began when boredom turned into morbid curiosity.

In her final years at the hospital, colleagues began to notice strange behavior. Controlled medications, especially potent sedatives and restricted-use muscle relaxants, began disappearing from the third-floor stock. In addition, there were disturbing reports from the terminal wards. More than once, she had been caught in the dim light of the rooms, motionless, staring intently at the patients' heartbeats slowing on the monitors, her bloodshot eyes wide open, almost in a trance.

The incident occurred during a rainy night on duty. A young man





​Chapter 4: The Secret of the Freezer












​Chapter 5: Milena's Vanity















​Chapter 6: The Cut-Off Shine























​Chapter 7: Ghosts of the Dawn




















​Chapter 8: Worthless Meat



















​Chapter 9: The Delivery Boy


















​Chapter 10: The Weight of the Bucket


















​Chapter 11: Paralysis and Despair

















​Chapter 12: The Abandoned Bags


















​Chapter 13: The Murmur of Revolt












​Chapter 14: The Iron Mask

















​Chapter 15: The Silence of the Flesh










​Chapter 16: The Concrete Enclosure














​Chapter 17: The Verdict of Steel
















​Chapter 18: The Silence of Block 63











​Chapter 19: The Inventory of Shadows











​Chapter 20: Non-Concrete Echoes
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