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MINDSHADOW

The nightmares you’re about to read were not born of my pen, nor were they the whims of fantasy. They are based on real dreams—on experiences of sleep paralysis. On sleepless nights, on whispers told with a racing heart, on memories that crossed the threshold between what was lived and what was merely dreamed.

Along the way—through books, through shared stories—I met people who became an essential part of this novel. They took the time to tell me their dreams, to send a voice note, a letter, a mental image they could never forget. They entrusted me with fragments of their inner world, and in doing so, made this work something far more human, profound, and real.

To Abraham, for breaking the ice with just the right words and letting the story begin. To Melanny, for that whisper turned unforgettable scene. To Fernando José, for giving shape to the unexplainable with a clear, determined voice. To Lupe, for sharing so naturally—as only someone who truly trusts can. To Adriana, for letting me walk among sacred memories. And to Arévalo, for closing the story with a dream as dark as it was perfect.

Thank you—for your time, your trust… and for allowing me to turn the intangible into pages.

.
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CHAPTER I

3:33

 

In the dim light of dawn, Adrian Sullivan, who had just turned forty, was at the wheel of his manual car—a faithful companion of metal and gears gliding down the interstate. The road stretched ahead in a straight line, flanked by pine trees and thick brush. As the miles rolled by, the scenery shifted, though the colors of the leaves remained in the same muted tones. It felt like driving through a green tunnel fading into the horizon, with the occasional cabin appearing along the way—each one distant from the next, yet all quietly adorning the landscape.

The feel of the steering wheel in his hands was an extension of himself; every gear shift was an intimate conversation with the machine. A couple of seconds to grip the gear stick, press the clutch pedal all the way down with his left foot, change gears, and then accelerate—like a precise, controlled dance. The rearview mirror reflected his focused face, his eyes scanning the road ahead and catching glimpses of his daughters—silent guardians of his early morning peace.

Lucy, nine years old, slept delicately, her small head resting against the window, while Natalie, fourteen, followed the silhouettes of road signs, cabins, or anything that could offer a bit of distraction along the way. Silence blanketed the inside of the car, broken only by the steady hum of the engine and the occasional crunch of tires on asphalt. With the windows sealed shut, the outside world stayed at bay. The cool morning air mingled with the warmth rising from the newborn sun—a display of colors filtering through the trees and dancing across the hood of the car.

But the tranquility was suddenly shattered. Adrian’s hands fell limp from the steering wheel; his body became a prison of immobility. He couldn’t move. His gaze locked onto the road stretching mercilessly before him. A wave of terror flooded him—he wanted to speak, to move, to scream, to do anything to protect the ones who meant everything to him: his daughters. But he was trapped in a body that wouldn’t respond, imprisoned within his own flesh, fighting against his own will, desperate to lift his hands and grip the wheel again, or at least move his feet to slow down and stabilize the car for an emergency stop. But every attempt was futile.

Lucy and Natalie reacted on some primal instinct—they began to scream, their voices filled with fear and confusion as they sensed the imminent tragedy. The road, once their ally, had turned into a deadly enemy. The dangerous curve loomed ahead with the inevitability of a dark fate, and with every passing yard, the looming wall of rock grew more threatening. Seconds stretched into minutes; Adrian’s mind couldn’t focus on anything else. Everything was about to end.

He knew death would come the moment they veered off the road. And then it happened: the impact. A deafening crash, the world spinning in a whirlwind of twisted metal and muffled screams. But just as quickly as it began, the chaos vanished, and Adrian jolted awake—sweating and breathless—in the safety of a bedroom. The urge to cry overwhelmed him; he just needed to know what had happened to his daughters. He felt no pain in his body, but his heart pounded so violently it echoed through his entire chest. He was terrified that he had lost his daughters in such a brutal, traumatic way. It wasn’t until several minutes of disoriented panic had passed that calm finally began to return.

The relief of knowing that Lucy and Natalie were safe wrestled with the confusion of the nightmare, reality, and the sleep paralysis that had held him captive. It took him minutes—eternal, agonizing minutes—to realize it had only been a dream, an illusion twisted together with the cruel tricks of his conscious mind. But the fear lingered, a sinister echo of what could have been, a reminder of life’s fragility and the deep love he felt for his daughters.

This time, he was furious. He had often experienced the dreadful sensation of sleep paralysis—what Aunt Grace used to call “a demon sitting on your chest,” when she’d describe lying frozen in bed, unable to move or scream, her mind fully awake while her body remained paralyzed. But this time, that sensation had merged with a nightmare, creating a horrifying sense that what had happened was real. With a deep sigh, he clutched his pillow and accepted it had all been just a bad dream. Still, a heavy concern for his daughters pressed against his chest.

He reached toward the nightstand, grabbed his phone, and scrolled through his contacts until he found the name of Helen Vincent—his wife, from whom he had been separated for seven months now. He was about to call her, but the impulse was interrupted when he noticed the time on the screen: 3:33.

Adrian often woke at 3:33 a.m.—a coincidence he had begun to notice more and more. Though he found it curious, he chose to ignore any strangeness that night. He didn’t want to disturb the stillness of the hour with a call to Helen, his ex-wife, whose image still danced in his mind with the same grace and beauty she had the day they met.

At thirty-eight, Helen was the embodiment of elegance and beauty. Slender, with wavy hair cascading over her shoulders, and light brown eyes that captured the attention of anyone who dared meet them directly. Her fair skin contrasted with the slightly darker complexion of their daughters, who were almost an exact replica of their mother in her youth.

Although the love Adrian felt for Helen still burned quietly in his heart, he suffered in silence over their separation. They remained in frequent contact—not just for the sake of their daughters, but because, deep down, they still leaned on each other. The separation had come as the result of a series of choices that, while seemingly right at the time, no longer aligned with the dreams and plans they had once woven together. Small things, small decisions—all of them piled up like snow before an avalanche, until their disagreements outweighed what they still shared.

Helen, now on the threshold of a new life, had begun seeing another man. However, she had made herself a promise: she wouldn’t share her intimacy with anyone else until her marriage to Adrian was officially over. She had initiated the divorce process—a necessary step to close one chapter of her life and, perhaps, kiss another man without carrying the weight of her past.

Adrian, meanwhile, remained staring into the darkness of his room, wondering if he would ever sleep through the night again—and whether, in his next sudden nightmare, the clock would show a time other than 3:33.

 

 


CHAPTER II

ECHOES OF THE PAST

 

 

I want to tell you about the first time Adrian experienced sleep paralysis at the age of nine. After sharing a bed with his older brother for years, the moment finally came for Adrian to sleep alone. It was when his brother had just turned eleven that their parents decided to give him his own room, allowing both boys to enjoy their own space and privacy.

From then on, with Adrian now sleeping alone, night would fall over his room—and one particular night etched itself into his memory with the clarity of glass. The recent independence of having his own room had plunged him into a new world of shadows and silence. His brother now slept in the room next door, and that night, Adrian suddenly woke up, his body stiff as a statue. His eyes were open, trying to pierce through the darkness that surrounded him. The once-familiar space felt lost in shadow, and the sensation of being trapped within his own body washed over him with a primal kind of terror.

He shut his eyes tightly, trying to escape the darkness, but when he tried to open them again, he found he couldn’t. His heart began to race, every beat pounding in his head like the echo of a distant drum. The imprisonment his body imposed on him was nearly impossible to describe—it felt like everything around him was about to collapse. Fear consumed him entirely, and there was absolutely nothing he could do. He screamed as loudly as he could, but only in his mind; he couldn’t open his mouth, couldn’t move, and no sound escaped from his sealed lips.

Unaware of what sleep paralysis was, Adrian couldn’t think of anything other than a heart attack. “I’m having a heart attack,” he thought, remembering his grandfather, who had suffered them in his old age. One memory in particular stuck with him: his grandmother desperately searching for valerian root, the plant she believed might ease his grandfather’s pain. Since the medications he’d been prescribed weren’t helping and he was left exhausted after each episode, they had turned to natural remedies for relief.

One morning, Adrian and his grandmother Nineth had set out to search every market stall, crossing neighborhoods and walking through fields and shops looking for the miracle plant—but without success. They passed houses and apartment buildings where people grew edible or medicinal herbs. Most had rue, epazote, peppermint, or lemon balm, but none had that pale pink flower his grandmother so badly needed—valerian root. That afternoon, they returned home defeated, and his grandfather spent the rest of the day sleeping, gradually feeling better in the days that followed. He would live many more years.

Adrian would never forget how heart attacks left his grandfather weak—and that night, as he lay paralyzed, he was convinced his own end had come. He truly believed he was suffering the same kind of heart attack. But after what felt like endless minutes, he finally managed to move. Though relieved he hadn’t died, a terrible fear surged through him. From that day on, he learned to recognize when that strange event occurred—the one where his mind woke up, but his body did not.

After his first experience with sleep paralysis, he began using a technique to wake himself: counting to ten while enduring the episode. He knew that if he could become aware it was a dream—or that the demon was sitting on his chest—he could snap out of it by the time he reached ten. And at first, the technique worked. But each time the experience returned, it came back stronger, with new sensations that blurred the line between dream and reality.

Eventually, the paralysis began to blend with nightmares, and in these cases, even though one part of his mind was awake, the other remained trapped in the reality of the dream. These new experiences often included terrifying, demonic movements around his neck and wrists—accompanied by the overwhelming feeling that he was being watched by a mysterious, repulsive, and terrifying black figure.

He’s had so many of these experiences… but for now, it’s best I tell you only the most important ones—to guide you into this horrifying place of which I am a prisoner.

 


CHAPTER III

GOLDEN EYES

 

 

On one particular night in his life, Adrian found himself trapped in a reality where the sensation of being watched had become a terrifying constant. An unfathomable entity—with the silhouette of a humanoid, shrouded in the deepest darkness and eyes glowing with a golden light—seemed to stalk him from the darkest corners of his mind. That night, when the clock struck midnight, he was twenty-two years old.

While struggling to complete his university studies, Adrian also carried the weight of managing a 24-hour pharmacy. His shift ended when darkness was at its peak—just around midnight—at which point he would head home, exhausted. A few days earlier, death had claimed his grandmother from natural causes, at the venerable age of ninety, and he and his family were now in mourning. She had passed away while traveling in another country, and the wait for her body to be repatriated for burial added to the weight of his responsibilities, leaving him in a state of extreme exhaustion—with only a few hours of sleep and a mind drifting between wakefulness and dreams.

It was his final year living under his parents' roof, for the following year he would step into independence—into a life shared with Helen, his future wife at the time. The house, now filled with relatives who had come for the funeral, was during the day a labyrinth of shadows and murmurs. Adrian arrived when silence had fully taken over; no one was in sight, and everyone was asleep, occupying every room in the house. The only sound came from the low hum of the refrigerator, witness to the slumber of a family immersed in the stillness of the post-midnight hour.

Not wanting to disturb the quiet of the night or the rest of his loved ones, Adrian moved cautiously, like just another shadow, avoiding any noise that might wake the sleepers. He picked up the towel he had left drying in the bathroom—the same one that had touched his skin that morning—and headed to the living room. There, he closed the door behind him, stepping into complete darkness. He let himself sink into the embrace of the largest armchair, placed the towel over his face, and surrendered to sleep.

In the stillness of the house, where mourning still lingered in the air, Adrian drifted into a deep sleep, oblivious to the world around him. The darkness was absolute—a veil that erased all traces of light—and the towel over his face was the last barrier between him and reality. But that night, the line between sleep and wakefulness blurred, and a strange voice called to him from the shadows.

A mysterious, ethereal voice broke the monotony of silence. It whispered promises of a message from his grandmother—a message from beyond that had to be delivered that very night. But Adrian, grounded in the teachings he had been raised with since childhood, knew that the dead rest in eternal sleep, awaiting the resurrection. His mind, body, and soul—now separated—would only be reunited at the second coming of Christ. With this conviction anchoring his reason, Adrian refused to believe that it was truly his grandmother trying to contact him. The voice, persistent, did not belong to the woman who had raised him with love and tenderness. It came from something darker—something that disguised itself as familiarity to deceive him. And in that moment, deep within himself, Adrian understood that the true battle was not against the voice disturbing his rest, but against the doubt trying to infiltrate his faith.

The voice insisted it was his grandmother, but Adrian knew something was wrong. It wasn’t the warm, loving voice he remembered—it was cold, distant, and carried a sinister tone that chilled his blood. The presence watching him from the darkness felt closer with each passing second, more oppressive, as if the shadows themselves were coming to life. It was the presence of that being—the one with golden eyes—waiting in the dark, feeding on his fear.

The door burst open with a crash, slamming against the wall, and the cold night air struck his face, still hidden beneath the towel. The voice turned demanding—violent—and Adrian felt terror take hold of him. He fought against the paralysis that kept him captive, against the fear that clung to him like a second skin. He knew that if he could just see the creature directly—if he could tear the towel from his face—he might be free. Because he had discovered that the terrifying creature, as dangerous as it was to look at it head-on, didn’t belong to this world. And so, by attempting to see it directly, it would vanish—and he would break free from its prison. But the dark entity fed on his fear, growing stronger and more malicious with every passing second.

Adrian never saw the being with fully awake eyes—he only sensed its presence. But part of his mind had caught a glimpse of its dark and terrifying form, like when you catch the silhouette of something—or someone—out of the corner of your eye.

The creature crossed the threshold and stood before him. Adrian could feel its malevolent presence, its golden eyes piercing through the fabric, watching him… waiting. The struggle to move became desperate—each failed attempt only deepened his anguish. The old technique of counting to ten had lost its power; all that remained now was the raw, primal fight for freedom.

With a superhuman effort, Adrian managed to rip the towel from his face. The room was silent. He jumped to his feet and noticed the door was shut, as if nothing had happened. It was a strange sensation—he had clearly felt the door swing open minutes earlier, even felt it slam against the wall. But he knew the truth. The creature had been there, lurking, feeding on his fear. And though he had escaped this time, the feeling of being watched—of being hunted—was now etched deep into his soul.

With his heart still pounding uncontrollably, Adrian opened the door. The house was calm. He even called out his father’s name twice, just to make sure it hadn’t been him who opened and then closed the door—but everything was in complete silence. It had all been a stage of fear, and Adrian lay back down, feeling certain he had defeated the horrifying figure that haunted his dreams. The black figure, with its golden eyes, had become a stalker that pursued him from time to time—one he could never fully escape.

Adrian knew he would have to live with the constant sensation of being watched, of being hunted by something that did not belong to this world. The creature with golden eyes was a presence he could not ignore—a dark reminder that there are mysteries in this world far beyond our understanding. And as the black figure lurked in the shadows, Adrian knew he would have to face it.

Years later, in the intimacy of his home—during the days when his life was still shared with Helen—Adrian often found himself trapped in the limbo of sleep paralysis, a state where reality and nightmares intertwined in a macabre dance. During these episodes, his limbs contorted in terrifying gestures—movements that defied human logic, as if ripped from the darkest legends of demonic possession. Helen’s presence became his anchor to reality; her voice, speaking his name, was the spell that dispelled the shadows. The gentle touch of her hands was the balm that freed Adrian from the prison of his own body, allowing him to speak, to move, and at last to wake into the safety of her love and the light of dawn.

When Helen, frightened, reached out and touched him, Adrian was finally able to awaken. Who better than her to witness how terrifying sleep paralysis could be? How it made Adrian move his hands and neck in strange, repetitive ways—like the scenes in horror films where demons possessed the bodies of their victims. It frightened her deeply, but she understood it as something natural. Yet for Adrian, one more experience was needed before he realized—it wasn’t entirely natural after all.

 


CHAPTER IV

SHADOWS REVELED

 

Let’s go to the most recent experience: after separating from Helen, Adrian was living in an apartment not far from home. Night had stretched like a shroud over the city, and Adrian, immersed in the solitude of his apartment, worked tirelessly on a side job as a text translator. The words on the screen seemed to dance before his eyes—each sentence a challenge, each paragraph a battle won against exhaustion. But even the pressure to meet the deadline had its limits, and when the clock struck three in the morning, he decided it was time to grant himself a well-earned rest.

He lay back on the couch, pulled a cushion under his tired head, and let himself drift into the arms of sleep. But what should have been a refuge turned into a stage of terror. Sleep paralysis gripped him once more—but this time, the experience surpassed anything he had ever known before. Instead of the familiar immobility, he felt his very essence being ripped from his body, initiating a journey through a twisted, dark version of his home.

It was his apartment, yes—but everything was wrong. The colors had drained into shades of black, and a sense of dread saturated the air. Adrian crawled across the floor, his body twisting in grotesque, unnatural movements, as if some demonic force had taken hold of him.

Deep within his consciousness, Adrian wrestled in a silent struggle, trying to wake from a dream that refused to release him. But instead of waking, he felt his awareness torn from his being, leaving behind his lifeless body on the couch. He began to wander through his home—a place he knew like the back of his hand—but now it appeared as a warped, sinister stage, a dark reflection of the reality to which he belonged.

The familiar comfort of his living room had transformed into a domain of shadows, where every object—from the couches to the television—seemed infused with a malevolent essence. He continued crawling across the floor, his body twisting with the same terrifying movements in his limbs, and with a grotesque, almost demonic motion in his neck. His spine contorted and deformed, leaving him able only to drag himself forward using his monstrous extremities, leaning against the dark wall—as if some demonic will was guiding him toward the hallway. He was still himself, a human trapped in an infernal plane, moving with the clumsy desperation of a being that didn’t belong in that dark world.

Though he didn’t dare turn toward the couch to look directly, he could feel the presence of his physical body—struggling to wake and move. The image was disturbingly vivid. At the same time, it terrified him to realize that he had slipped out of his body like a specter. A part of him, driven by morbid curiosity, resisted the idea of waking up. He kept crawling toward the hallway, supporting himself on the black, rocky wall of this strange, paranormal version of his home. Every movement required great effort. He could feel his limbs contracting unnaturally, in a way he couldn’t see—but he could feel just how horrifying and unnatural they were.

And yet, none of this stopped him. He moved forward, toward the imminent presence of the black figure with golden eyes. He knew—with a certainty that chilled him to the bone—that if he turned the corner and confronted that entity, his mind would return to his body. And so, with one final effort, he turned into the hallway—moving toward the fate that waited in the darkness.

And just before the mystery could be revealed—he woke up.

The relief of returning to reality couldn’t erase the terror that had overtaken him—the sensation of having been, if only for a moment, in a place where he did not belong.

He woke up, his heart pounding, the familiar reality of his living room greeting him with a normalcy that sharply contrasted with the terror he had just lived—except for the time: 3:33.
But the certainty that he had wandered through a foreign plane tormented him.

He questioned whether what he had experienced was merely a dream, or if he had caught a glimpse of a hidden realm—a place where demons roam in eternal darkness.

The experience had been so vivid, so terrifying, that Adrian could no longer deny the possibility that realities exist beyond human understanding—realities that, perhaps, he was never meant to enter.

 

Wandering Through Dreams

 

A few days later, Adrian took some time for himself. The afternoon slid gently into twilight as he sought comfort in the familiarity of a local bar. The atmosphere was calm, and unusually, the place was nearly empty—only a few customers scattered between the tables and the bar, their silhouettes outlined against the dim light filtering through the fogged-up windows. A soccer match flickered on the television, the screen glowing green, but Adrian barely noticed, lost in his thoughts and the foam of his beer.

The waitress, a young woman with light brown skin and wavy, bleached-blonde hair, had brought him his mug with a charming smile and a flirtatious glance that didn’t go unnoticed. Despite her beauty, her striking black eyes and obvious warmth, Adrian kept his distance. His loyalty to Helen remained intact, even after their separation.

That was when an old man—perhaps in his seventies—approached Adrian. With a friendly gesture, he started commenting on the match, and little by little, the conversation began to flow with surprising ease. The man, who introduced himself as Paul, offered to buy Adrian another round of beers, and Adrian, carried by the current of camaraderie, accepted.

Everything seemed perfectly normal—until the conversation took a strange and personal turn. Paul mentioned sleep paralysis. Adrian, who had experienced the phenomenon firsthand, listened with a mix of interest and growing unease. The topic made him uncomfortable, and he decided it was time to leave.

But just as he was getting up to go, Paul dropped a revelation that froze Adrian in place: he claimed to have seen Adrian wandering through his dreams—in the living room of his own house.

The statement was so unexpected and unsettling that Adrian couldn’t help but feel a rush of discomfort and curiosity. Despite brushing Paul off as some eccentric old man, there was something in his tone, something in his eyes, that suggested there was more behind his words.

With the buzz of the beer clouding his judgment, Adrian sat back down, instinctively drawn to the possibility that Paul knew something about the dark figure that haunted his dreams.

—How do you know what I dreamed? —Adrian asked in a whisper, thick with suspicion and wonder.

Paul looked at him steadily, his eyes reflecting a wisdom and depth far beyond his years.

—Not all dreams are just dreams, Adrian —Paul said in a low, steady voice.

—Some are windows into realities we don’t understand, and sometimes those realities overlap with ours in ways we can’t explain.

Adrian pretended to be indifferent, but the thought that his experiences might be more than mere dreams both terrified and fascinated him.

—And what does that mean for me? —he asked, curiosity overcoming his urge to leave.

Paul leaned forward, his face lit by the flickering glow of the television.

—It means you may have set foot in a realm you don’t belong to... there’s something ancient and powerful in your nocturnal journeys. And you might not be as alone in them as you think.

The revelation left Adrian speechless. The possibility that his sleep paralysis episodes were more than just a sleep disorder—that they could be a bridge to an unknown world—was an idea he had never considered. And now, with a stranger claiming to have seen him in that world, Adrian found himself at the edge of an abyss of possibilities that defied his understanding.

The night went on, and with every word from Paul, Adrian sank deeper into the mystery of his own experiences. Could there really be something waiting for him in the darkness of his dreams? Something calling to him, searching for him, wanting to be revealed?

The flickering light of the television illuminated the table where Adrian and Paul sat, now casting an almost academic atmosphere over the scene as the old man prepared to explain sleep paralysis. The waitress, drawn in by the seriousness of their conversation, discreetly approached, pretending to clean nearby tables while she listened in.

—Sleep paralysis, —Paul began in a lecturing tone. —It’s a fascinating and still mysterious phenomenon for science. It happens in that threshold between sleep and wakefulness, when consciousness returns, but the body remains immobile. It’s a temporary malfunction of the system that regulates muscle tone during REM sleep—Rapid Eye Movement.

Adrian nodded, trying to follow the thread of the explanation, though the beer was beginning to blur his understanding.

—During REM sleep, —Paul continued,

—our brain is active, dreaming, while our body is paralyzed to prevent us from acting out those dreams. This paralysis is a natural safeguard, but sometimes, upon falling asleep or waking up, this disconnection between mind and body becomes unsynchronized. We become conscious before the muscular blockade is lifted, and that’s what we experience as sleep paralysis.

The waitress, who had been listening intently, couldn’t help but move closer, drawn by some hidden interest that made her absorb every word.

—It’s more common than you think, —Paul said, looking at Adrian.

—Many people experience it at least once in their lives. It can be terrifying—especially when accompanied by hypnagogic or hypnopompic hallucinations—visions or sounds that occur in the transition between sleep and wakefulness.

Adrian, listening closely, frowned. The word “hallucinations” echoed in his mind. He remembered the dark figure with golden eyes that had haunted his dreams.

—However, —Paul said, lowering his voice to a conspiratorial whisper.

—There are those who believe there’s more to sleep paralysis than what science has uncovered. Some studies suggest it might be a window into alternate realities—or an encounter with entities modern science can’t explain.

Adrian fell silent, Paul’s words opening an abyss of possibilities before him. What if his nighttime experiences were more than mere sleep disorders?

Paul pulled a sleek silver pen from his pocket and scribbled his phone number on a napkin, then slid it across the table to Adrian.

—If you want to go beyond the scientific explanation, let’s meet tomorrow. —he said, standing up and walking away, leaving Adrian with more questions than answers.

Adrian sat there, stunned, unsure of what to think or do. Meanwhile, the waitress who had been eavesdropping on their conversation blushed and took a seat beside him.

—Sorry if I’m being too forward. I’m Valentina, and honestly, I couldn’t help overhearing what that man was saying. —she confessed.

—Maybe I’m overstepping, but you know, I study psychology, and sleep paralysis is something that really interests me. I’ve actually been working on it as a research topic.        —Valentina added with genuine interest.

—Don’t worry about it. He’s just a crazy old man. 

—Adrian replied, showing little enthusiasm.

—He might seem like a crazy old man, but I think you should listen to what he has to say. —Valentina added.

Adrian, still under the effects of the beer and the confusion, nodded slowly.

—I’m not even sure I want to hear what he has to say.

—You know what, —she interrupted, grabbing the napkin to jot something down as well.

—Maybe we should go together. It might be interesting for both of us to hear what he says. Sound good? —Valentina smiled as she wrote her number beside Paul’s.

—All right. —Adrian replied, now noticing the curious girl’s beauty more closely.

He looked into her eyes, and as she looked back, he noticed her lips—which gave him a strange but pleasant feeling. He imagined kissing her and couldn’t help but admire the beauty of her face. He knew she was strikingly attractive. His eyes followed the perfect curve from her waist to her hips, seeing her like a model with a flawless, youthful body. He appreciated her bare arms, exposed by the blouse she wore to stay cool during her shifts, and thought about how warm it would be to touch them. He even wondered how someone so beautiful and sensual ended up working there. But he didn’t want to continue with those thoughts. It didn’t feel right, not with everything going on with Helen—and maybe the alcohol was pushing him out of his usual boundaries.

—Deal. —Valentina said, snapping him out of his thoughts. She too had been observing Adrian, and despite the age difference, she had liked him from the moment she saw him. She couldn’t help but feel curious—and drawn to him. With a shy smile, she excused herself and returned to work.

Later, back in the warmth of his bed, Adrian couldn’t fall asleep. Overthinking everything—Helen, the strange conversation with the old man, Valentina’s eyes—left his mind spinning. Deep down, he felt something was off. As if something bad had happened—or was about to. He felt a strange mix of anxiety and sadness, which struck him as absurd. How could a man his age be struggling with these feelings?

He opened the drawer of his nightstand and pulled out the sleeping pills—his best option for finding rest tonight, since the beer had failed to help him drift off.

After taking the pills, he texted Paul about the anticipated meeting, omitting the fact that he would be bringing Valentina along.

While waiting for a reply, he drifted off to sleep, unable to read Paul's response, in which he had indicated that they should meet at a cathedral near the city center, not far from the bar where they had first met.

The mystery behind Adrian’s dreams and nightmares was about to unfold.

 


CHAPTER V

MINDSHADOW

 

Adrian woke up with a gnawing discomfort in his stomach; everything he had consumed the night before was taking its toll. He got up, took a shower, and prepared for his meeting with Paul. He reached out to Valentina, who told him where they would meet.
The leaden sky hung over the city like an omen; gray clouds loomed above, ready to unleash their burden at any moment. Valentina arrived with her black jacket buttoned up to the neck and black boots—she looked like a warrior ready to face the storm, even though it was one of those days where everything turns dark but the rain never comes. Adrian showed indifference with a cold gaze, though his heart beat with the uncertainty of the unknown.

They arrived at the cathedral, a colossus of stone that rose defiantly against the overcast sky. Its gargoyles, worn down by time, seemed to come to life, whispering ancient secrets to the wind that had begun to blow harder.

—Wait here —Adrian said to Valentina, his voice barely audible over the murmur of the city. —I want to speak to the old man first.
She nodded. Her curiosity was piqued, but she respected his request and remained outside, watching the cathedral’s façade as Adrian disappeared inside.

Within, the cathedral was a world apart, a realm of silence and reverence. Adrian’s footsteps echoed through the vast space, each one a reminder of the solitude surrounding him. The wooden pews, polished by generations of faithful, stood in perfect rows, all pointing toward the altar where gold and marble vied for splendor.

Only Paul and the man lighting candles at the altar broke the stillness of the place. Paul sat in the first pew, his figure almost merging with the shadows dancing along the aisles.

—Hey, crazy old man —Adrian called, his voice a mere thread in the cathedral’s silence.

The old man looked up, his eyes glowing with a light that didn’t seem to belong to this world.

—Come, sit —he invited, motioning to the empty space beside him.

Adrian sat down, and together they took in the artwork around them.

—Look around you —Paul said, lifting his arm toward the heights. —This cathedral is more than stone and glass. It’s a testimony, a canvas where every brushstroke, every carving tells a story.

Adrian followed his gaze toward the dome, where scenes of angels and saints danced across a deep sky. Natural light filtered through the stained glass, painting the interior in celestial colors. The columns rose like giants, holding the weight of heaven in their ornate capitals.

—And the dome —Paul continued. —It’s a connector between the divine and the earthly, an eye that watches us, judges us, and shines its grace upon us.

A heavy silence settled between them, broken only by the man lighting candles, who, having finished his task, walked slowly away. His footsteps faded into echoes, as if carrying away the last remnants of the mundane world.

Paul and Adrian remained seated, absorbed in the cathedral’s majesty, while outside, Valentina waited — her presence a promise of mysteries yet to unfold.

—The man lighting the candles —Paul began, his voice echoing with the weight of secrets —was once on a local TV show. He told the story of how, after a car accident, he died for several minutes before being brought back by what he calls a divine miracle. He claims that during those moments, he was in Heaven.

Adrian listened, his expression betraying how skeptical he found such tales.

—I want to hear what you have to say, but…—he began, interrupting himself.

Paul nodded, interrupting as well.

—But you should know that once I tell you, you’ll become part of something new. You’ll have to get involved.

Adrian waited in silence, then replied after a few seconds:

—I won’t hear a word unless you include the girl who came with me. She’s waiting outside.

Paul frowned, visibly displeased.

—You mean there’s someone else out there? Then I can’t. You must not tell anyone else, or bring anyone else into this.

The moment turned tense; the air thick with an energy that seemed to vibrate against the cathedral’s ancient stone pillars.

—You’re the one who came to my table talking about strange things —Adrian insisted, then added—. She heard it all. She’s a psychology student, and she’s interested in the



































































