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So, I went into my bedroom. I had already finished my dinner and locked all the doors in the house. I admit I’m a bit paranoid in that sense.

I turned on the light and locked the door behind me.

It had been a long day, and I was tired, but I wasn’t sleepy yet, so I put on my pajamas and lay down. I turned on the TV and spent a while searching for something to watch, never deciding on anything.

After a while, I looked at the clock and was surprised to see an hour and a half had passed. I turned off the TV and tried to force myself to sleep. Tomorrow would be another long, heavy day at work.

So there I was, in the darkness of my room, lying on my right side, my back to the window. Light from the streetlamp outside projected against the wall, and from time to time, a passing vehicle’s lights drew dark shapes on my wall. I had forgotten to close the curtains, but laziness and the cold kept me prisoner in my bed.

But there was something else. Fear. A silly, irrational fear for someone my age, with my education, even my build. But it was there. It always showed up when I was alone in the darkness of my bedroom and couldn’t sleep.

I forced myself, as I always did whenever I sank into this turbulent sea of my memory, to think about my day’s activities. To recall all the work that had piled up in the shop and to remember the always-annoyed customers who came asking for the owner. And when they saw me in my work clothes, covered head to toe in motor grease, they would cast a fleeting look of disdain, and some even dared to fire the question:
“If you’re the engineer and the owner of the shop, what are you doing under the cars tightening bolts? Isn’t that your employees’ job?”
Because I feel like it, that’s why. I love my work, and I love cars; I don’t see anything wrong with it. But I’m used to the question by now, so I simply say: “Nice to meet you. How can I help you?”

And then comes the usual chatter.

“...I barely drove it... I don’t know how it broke down... I barely saw the pole, it’s just a scratch... I know mechanics; you won’t fool me... This is a robbery; you’re overcharging...”

Tic, tic, tic

There it was again. The sound came from outside my window, or was it on my window? It ripped me violently from my thoughts and dragged me back into that corner of my mind many years ago.

I could feel myself running in my child’s body, in the middle of the forest, hearing the footsteps chasing me, getting closer and closer.

I could almost see them in front of me, those red eyes staring with blank faces, drawing nearer every second. I keep running through the streets toward the bridge. A scream choked in my throat, impossible to release from sheer terror, until...

Tic, tic, tic

I squeezed my eyes shut, never to open them again. No matter what I heard. I didn’t want to see, projected on the wall, the shadow that stalks my nightmares.

People outside my window, spying, waiting, haunting.

I felt the cold sweat trickle down my forehead and soak my sheets. A chilling claw ran down my spine.

Tic, tic, tic

It’s all in my head, I repeat to myself. It’s impossible; no one is there. It must be some stupid lost bird or just the wind. No one can be out there. It’s impossible!

Tic, tic, tic

I’m a grown man. I can’t be afraid of the dark in my own bedroom.

Tic, tic, tic

I live on the fourth floor. No one could possibly be out there. It’s impossible!

Tic, tic, tic

I pulled the covers over my head to block out any sound and force myself to sleep. But the noise is still there, muffled through the blankets.

Toc, toc, toc

It was becoming more insistent, more intense. This had never happened before. Normally, it would suddenly stop after a few minutes, but not this time.

Toc, toc, toc

Toc, toc, toc

I couldn’t take it anymore. I ripped the blankets off.

Tic, tic, tic

I jumped out of bed and grabbed a shoe from the floor, ready to scare off whatever damned animal had chosen to shred my nerves that night.

Tic, tic, tic

I spun around, holding my improvised weapon high, ready to hurl it even if it shattered the glass.

Tic, tic, tic

But I couldn’t move. I saw it clearly outside my window, though only for a brief instant.

It was more a shadow than a defined figure. Large, taller than me, though there was no way to know its true height. The only thing I could make out were those glowing red eyes staring at me.

My arm went numb, still holding the shoe above my head. I couldn’t breathe, and I began to lose consciousness. I collapsed to the floor, though I didn’t feel the fall, and the last thing I saw, before everything went dark, was that shadow outside my window raising its arm and placing its hand on the glass.

Then I blacked out. I had those strange dreams again. I barely remember them now, but I know that feeling of terror lasted throughout.

I woke up in the morning with sunlight streaming through the window. It was gone, of course. It must have left when I fainted.

“No, Mr. Montero. It wasn’t there anymore because it was never there. That was also a dream,” Dr. Torres interrupted my story with a tired, bored tone. “You must understand, it was only a dream. And no matter how recurrent or vivid it was, it isn’t reality. You have to accept that so we can move forward.”

“It didn’t feel like a dream.” I reply.  “I think I could tell the difference. But I also understand it can’t be possible.”

“Of course it can’t be possible. I’m afraid you’re getting worse, and if this continues, I’ll have to prescribe medication or perhaps consider hospitalizing you for a few days. Maybe you just need rest. Have you been under a lot of stress, Mr. Montero?”

“No. Everything’s normal. A lot of work, yes, but I love my job. I feel better there.” I run my hand through my hair. “Maybe if I try sleeping at the shop, I won’t have the same problem? I don’t know if it’s something that only happens in my bedroom.”

The doctor sighed, rubbing his temple with his fingers, eyes closed, and repeated, ”It isn’t something that actually happens, Mr. Montero. You must understand it’s just a dream, something impossible. You live on the fourth floor. No one can walk suspended in the air four stories up to wander outside your window and watch you.”

He kept staring at me with his green eyes behind gold-rimmed glasses.

“It’s like someone, right now, in this office, on the tenth floor, coming to find you, walking outside the window, and standing there to watch...”

The words died in his throat. I looked up, and his face twisted into a grimace of terror. His eyes, wide open, were staring directly at the window behind me.

I saw them reflected in those ridiculous glasses as they slid slowly down his nose. Two glowing red dots and a human-shaped shadow, raising its hand and pressing it against the glass.

My heart wanted to burst out of my chest. I didn’t dare even breathe. I felt a drop of cold sweat trickle down my temple.

And then I heard it.

Loud and clear.

Inevitable...

Tic, tic, tic
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NOVEMBER 12,

Today I start writing this diary. Dr. Bellot told me it would be very good to clear my thoughts and ease my worries.

I think I really need that these days. I’ve wanted to do this for a long time, and although it’s quite late, today was an exhausting day, and I need to let it all out.

Regular day. A lot of work.

Boss was impossible, as always. I’m sick of it. But that’s nothing new.

I got home tired but happy to see Sofi. She is my driving force. She helps me endure all the crap.

Sometimes she scares me a little, but she’s the most important thing in my life.

When she was four, right after losing her mom, Sofía used to fall asleep on my chest while I sang to her. I could feel her warm breath against my neck, her little hand gripping my shirt. In those moments, she was my whole world.

But today was one of those days. Today she frightens me, and I don’t know what to do.

Am I a terrible father for being afraid of my own daughter?

I got home a little later than expected and found her in the garden. Always in the same spot, staring at the wall. I’m almost certain she was talking to someone. But she was alone. 

God, I was so tired, but I’m sure I saw her there, and I could also hear her voice.

I didn't mean to interrupt her. 

I’m afraid that she really was talking to herself all that time. Or maybe it would scare me more to know she was talking to someone. Or something.

Well, I didn’t want to deal with that at the moment, so I went to grab a quick bite in the kitchen. And that’s when I saw her come inside. That was the strangest and most terrifying thing I’ve seen her do so far.

I am absolutely sure the garden door was locked and secured. I even checked it afterward, and the key was still in place.

How is it possible, then, that I saw her come through it?

Did she just come in through the door?

But that would be insane. I guess she came in and then locked it herself without me noticing. 

I’m just so tired that it’s making me see things. So I went to take a nap; I couldn’t keep going like this.

But could I really fall asleep? Could I even rest a little with all those thoughts and visions spinning in my head?

Finally, I decided to go down and spend some time with her. I knew I wouldn’t be able to sleep until I did that. I wanted to see her as a normal child, as the sweet, beautiful little girl she is, to put my mind at ease.

But as soon as I approached the living room
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